
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_3dbe5ac7a495c2fef69d560cf642886c_I24fuz_html_6fb9efe7.jpg]

A Disposable Husband

By Iyana Jenna

 


Published by JMS Books
LLC by Smashwords

Visit jms-books.com
for more information.

 


Copyright 2018 Iyana Jenna

ISBN 9781634866149

* * * *

Cover Design: Written Ink
Designs | written-ink.com

Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free
License.

All rights reserved.

 


WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is
for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it
is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will
be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

No portion of this book may be transmitted or
reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in
writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts
used for the purposes of review.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may
contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might
be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files
where they cannot be accessed by minors.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents are solely the product of the author’s
imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be
made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

Published in the United States of
America.

* * * *

A Disposable Husband

By Iyana Jenna

Kyle’s standing at the small porch staring up
at the house, swallowing hard. He wonders what makes him feel more
hesitant—the house itself, or the reason why he’s there in the
first place. He has checked with the address he’d been given and
yes, it’s the correct place. But this—this makes him feel like
Alice in Wonderland.

The house is unlike the others around it. It
looks almost—too cheerful. Like it belongs to a hippy with bright
and sunshiny paintings and yellow and light purple flowers growing
in the garden. Kyle almost expects to see a man in his early
twenties with long hair, long beard, and a pair of round glasses
coming out of the door. It’s quite unlikely, of course, for someone
with that look to have the kind of service he offered Kyle. But
then, you never know.

* * * *

Gardner jogs toward the front door as he
hears a soft knock, arching an eyebrow as he thinks it’s just one
more person who ignored the bell he put up just for that very
reason, informing him someone is coming. Maybe they just didn’t see
it, or they didn’t know they were supposed to press on one of the
kitty’s eyes by the door.

Gardner strokes the parrot perching on his
shoulder and it lets out small happy noises as it nuzzles into the
back of Gardner’s ear.

“I’m coming,” he calls out when the caller
raps against the door again. He turns the polished knob open and
almost lets it go as he lays eyes upon the man standing there. This
is the one who’s in need of his service? So hard to believe.

“Mr. Fray?” the man stammers and Gardner
breaks into an obscenely wide grin.

“Never been called that in my life. Gardner
will be good enough. Kyle Simmons?”

The man nods.

“Well, are we just going to stand out here or
you want to come in? I make good lemonade.”

Kyle’s eyes flick into Gardner’s house
through the slightly opened door and Gardner’s smile dims a little.
He sighs, rather exaggeratedly.

“This is why I asked you to come. I don’t
want you to think I’ll try to deceive you later.” Gardner knows
Kyle must think him…unique. He shrugs inwardly. That’s how he is
and he won’t change for anyone.

Not even for someone he’s marrying.

Gardner swings his hips as he leads Kyle
inside, blatantly showing off his flowery Hawaiian shorts and
rainbow-colored thin sleeveless shirt, and what’s under them. He’s
proud of his body and he never hides it. They are his assets in his
job, which make him the most sought after by men and women
alike.

“So,” he says as he puts a jar of iced
lemonade and two tall glasses on the small table in the living
room. The jar is wet on the outside with condensation, and it makes
the drink all the more appealing. He watches how Kyle licks his
lower lip—he’s been doing that since the first time Gardner saw him
on his doorstep. A habit of his? Gardner finds it rather adorable,
and he suddenly thinks of things he’d rather have Kyle lick
instead.

“So?” asks Kyle. He seems nervous. He watches
with great interest at the beads of sweat collecting above Kyle’s
upper lip, and suddenly Gardner wants to be the one doing the
licking.

He gives himself a mental shake to get back
to what he intended to say, feeling rather annoyed with himself to
be distracted like this.

“So, how and what exactly do you want me to
do as your husband?” Gardner asks. “Do you want me to be your good,
stay-at-home little wife, do your cooking, be your eye candy at
your office parties?”

Kyle’s face turns a shade of pink. “Not at
all, no. It’s the other way around.”

That tickles Gardner. He flips through his
files on Kyle in his mind. “What, you mean you’re going to play the
wife?” He leans forward. “If I remember correctly, you’re a lawyer,
right? At the Bocelli—”

“Keane and Bocelli,” finishes Kyle. “Yeah.
I’m an associate there.”

“You must be busy at the office. I don’t
think you’ll have the time to play the good housewife.”

“That’s the problem,” Kyle says quietly.

“What do you mean?”

“I have to prove that I’m a good home keeper
so my ex-husband will want to take me back.”

That’s the most absurd reason from a client
Gardner has ever heard. Usually it’s money or inheritance, but
this?

“My husband,” explains Kyle. “was Antonio
Bocelli, one of the partners in Bocelli, Keane, and Bocelli. He
loves me, but he thought I was always too busy for him.”

“Yeah well, he’s your boss. Why didn’t he
just fire you?”

“I told him that, but he said no. He didn’t
want me to blame the job. He kept saying that I needed to try
harder. He wanted me by his side, be his loving husband but at the
same time I had to fulfill my assignments as well.”

Gardner thinks that Kyle has not realized
that he has crossed the line into sharing his feelings. That makes
Gardner feel a bit uneasy, like he is invading Kyle’s privacy or
something.

Yet, isn’t that one of the things that a
husband does, listening to his partner’s problems?

If he decides to accept the offer.
Gardner doesn’t quite know what to do yet. As much as he pities
Kyle, he doesn’t want to involve himself in such an intricate
situation between Kyle and his ex.

Wait, did he think pity? Who knows,
maybe Kyle doesn’t need his pity at all. What he needs is a new
husband so he can show his old one how good a partner he is. That
just sounds so…wrong. Gardner moves closer to Kyle.

“So, when Bocelli sees that you’re capable of
being a better husband, you’ll dump me to be with him again?”

For the second time Kyle blushes, a much
deeper red this time.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” he snaps. “Antonio
knows we’re not going to really be married. You’re not gonna be my
real husband.”

“Yeah?” Gardner asks. “And you’re sure about
that?”

“You’ll be paid,” Kyle says firmly. “Once we
pay you, you will do as I—we say. We’ll be married for a certain
time limit and that’s it. We’ll get divorced and you can return to
your hippy life.”

Gardner treads carefully. “Your ex-husband
sounds like he’s a sick man. I don’t know if I want to deal with a
guy who might go psycho.”

To his surprise, Kyle goes from angry to
panic in a second. “No,” he shouts. “You can’t back away.”

“I can and I will.”

“You can’t,” Kyle repeats, and takes a deep
breath. He looks at his hands, locked together on his lap. “I don’t
know where else to go. We heard about you from a friend. You are
just—the best for this.”

“The only one.” Gardner huffs. “I don’t
understand. Why is it so important for you to get back to this man?
If he doesn’t want you because you’re not good enough, why did he
let you go just so he can take you back? This is—it’s just so
twisted.”

“You don’t have to understand,” Kyle
mutters.

“Yeah, well.” Gardner’s at a loss for words.
Something is terribly wrong here and his mama will come back from
the dead and haunt him all his life if he decides not to do
anything to help Kyle. He doesn’t understand it, but he feels
responsible for Kyle. Gorgeous Kyle with his luscious lips, has
made Gardner feel out of sorts, and not a little aroused.

Okay, enough perverting about the guy, he
tells himself. They won’t be having sex anyway if he says yes to
the deal.

“I’ll do it with one condition.”

“What’s that?” Kyle is breathless.

“Once I say ‘I do,’ I have every right to
know what’s wrong with you or Antonio. I’m allowed to ask you
anything. That’s part of the deal, and it’s non-negotiable.”

Panic returns in Kyle’s lovely face.
“Antonio’s gonna…” he pants, unable to finish his sentence.

“Then there’s no deal.” Gardner gets to his
feet. “Excuse me, I’ve got things to do.”

Kyle grabs his wrist and Gardner’s heart
clenches at the look on Kyle’s face.

“Wait. I agree, okay? Please.”

Gardner looks down at Kyle and makes his
decision. He takes Kyle’s shoulders, pulls him up, and catches
Kyle’s mouth with his, kissing him slow and deep.

“That’s to seal our deal,” says Gardner to a
dazed-looking Kyle.

* * * *

Kyle can hardly remember going out of the
house and driving home. His lips tingle and his heart is still
racing from the kiss. The man is younger than him; Kyle’s sure he
has three, four years on Gardner, but he has a way to make him feel
weak in the knees, turning him completely boneless. Maybe it’s that
job of his, but Gardner Fray certainly has his charm.

Kyle wonders if Antonio has met him. He’s
suddenly filled with dread, thinking that this could be the biggest
mistake of their lives. They can’t make a mistake. He can’t make a
mistake.

He calls Antonio the minute he gets home.

“You met him?” Antonio asks without saying
hello.

Kyle closes his eyes. “Antonio, can we just
call it off?” he asks quietly.

He flinches at the short and angry retort
from Antonio.

“No. Look. That’s not what I mean. It’s not
that I don’t like him.” It’s totally the opposite really, Kyle
thinks. “But don’t you think this is a bad idea? Bringing another
man between us…”

A mocking laugh is all the answer that he
gets from Antonio.

“Don’t flatter yourself, Kyle. You sound
quite sure he’s going to like you. Is that right, sweetie? You’ll
be a keeper this time? Remember how you kept disappointing me?
Gardner might want to stay married to you, he gets paid anyway, but
I highly doubt he’s going to enjoy half the time of it. Lucky he’s
going to be with you just for a short while. Otherwise…”

“Antonio.” Kyle thinks he’s going to bleed
from his ears if he has to listen to more of this ridicule from his
ex. He’s already cringed at the term of endearment that is more
insulting than it is uplifting.

“I get it,” he says. “I’d better not fail
or…”

“You dare raise your voice with me now, kid?”
Antonio’s cold voice sends chills down Kyle’s spine.

“I didn’t—”

“Shut your fucking mouth!” Antonio explodes
and Kyle deflates. “Just do your fucking job if you don’t want the
world to know what your father has done, and pray that things are
going the way they’re supposed to go. Make sure your groom’s coming
tomorrow.”

The click Kyle hears when Antonio hangs up
echoes like a bomb in his ear. Shaking all over, he hangs up, too,
and slides down the wall to slump on the floor. His muscles feel
like wet strings. He doesn’t even notice when his cell phone rolls
out of his hand. Kyle wraps both arms around himself, still
trembling violently. Suddenly he feels cold all over. “Gardner,” he
murmurs the name forlornly. He has the guy’s phone number, but he
knows calling him now will make him look bad and needy, and
everything Antonio said to him just now will only come true.

* * * *

Twenty thousand dollars for a week. Gardner
blinks, thinking he must have counted it wrong. He thumbs through
the stack of fifties again to be sure, and it’s still twenty
thousand.

Sitting across from him at a huge oval glass
table in Antonio’s office, Kyle keeps glancing at his ex-husband
who sits next to him. He looks pale and nervous. Clearly sleep must
have eluded him in the few days since they met. What a contrast to
people Gardner married in the past. Usually it was restlessness or
impatience when the point of a marriage was only to get a hand on
some inheritance.

For a moment, Gardner had considered showing
up dressed casually, but then rejected the idea. The last thing he
wants is make Kyle sad. He’s not sure if appearing casual will
trouble the man, but a suit will certainly be safer.

Kyle looks even more dashing than the first
time Gardner saw him in his sleek silver-grey suit, a very light
purple shirt, and a tie in the same color. He’s the most gorgeous
bridegroom Gardner has ever seen, a prince in a real-life fairy
tale. Kyle totally deserves a much better partner than Antonio.

Gardner flicks a glance in the direction of
the forty-something man beside Kyle. Gardner has to admit Antonio
is easy on the eye. Standing taller than Kyle, though shorter than
Gardner by an inch or two, the man has definitely kept his shape.
Images of him and Kyle in bed together come unbidden into Gardner’s
head and he shakes
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