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Dear Reader,

This book wasn’t written to shock you.

It was written to recognize you.

Somewhere in these pages is a moment that feels familiar—a message you’ve received, a pause that didn’t sit right, a story that sounded just believable enough to trust. I wanted to explore what happens in those quiet spaces, where charm disguises control and attention slowly turns into leverage.

The Keane Con isn’t about one man.

It’s about patterns—how they repeat, how they hide, and how they only survive when people believe they’re alone.

I didn’t want easy villains or loud justice. Real harm rarely announces itself, and real consequences don’t always look like handcuffs or headlines. Sometimes justice is quieter. Slower. Sometimes it looks like clarity. Sometimes it looks like women comparing notes and realizing the problem was never their intuition—it was the isolation.

If this story made you uncomfortable, that was intentional. Discomfort is often the first signal that something matters. And if this story made you feel seen, believed, or less alone—then it did exactly what I hoped it would do.

Trust yourself.

Patterns don’t lie.

And your awareness is more powerful than you think.

Thank you for reading.

— Kisha Green
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Chapter 1 — The Widow
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Hunter Keane had perfected the art of becoming whoever a woman needed most.

Tonight, he was gentle.

Tomorrow, he might be decisive.

Last week, he'd been broken but healing.

All of it was a lie—carefully styled, beautifully delivered.

He sat alone in his Montclair apartment, on the top floor, with clean lines and minimalist furniture chosen for appearance rather than comfort. The place looked like success without excess—no personal photos. No clutter. Nothing that suggested permanence.

Hunter didn't believe in leaving pieces of himself anywhere.

Rain tapped against the window, steady and insistent. Jersey rain always felt heavier to him, louder maybe because it reminded him of nights before the scams—before the phones, the apps, the quiet hum of easy money.

His phone vibrated.

Diane 💔

I can't sleep again.

Hunter waited.

Rule number one: never be too available. Desperation cracked the illusion. He counted silently—ten, fifteen—then typed.

I had a feeling you'd be awake. Storms do that... they bring back things we try to bury.

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Returned.

Diane Miller was sixty-two. Widowed eighteen months. Alone in a Newark brick house filled with memories and silence. She'd found him on a dating app marketed as a place for mature connections. His profile photo showed a charcoal blazer and a salt-and-pepper beard, trimmed just enough to suggest wisdom, not age.

The bio was spare:

Late 40s. Entrepreneur. Widower. Looking for a real connection.

The widower always worked.

Hunter wasn't cruel—not the way people imagined men like him to be. He didn't threaten. Didn't force. He listened. And in listening, he learned exactly where to press.

Diane had told him about her husband on the second night. Heart attack. Sudden. No goodbye. She'd typed for nearly an hour, pouring grief into the glow of her phone. Hunter had leaned back, eyes half-lidded, absorbing every detail like a script.

When she finished, he waited a full minute before replying.

I know that silence. It can feel louder than grief.

She cried then. He could tell by the pauses—the misspelled words.

Hunter believed everyone paid eventually. Love. Attention. Validation. None of it was free. Women were paid in money. Men like him paid in time.

He told himself it balanced out.

The truth was more straightforward.

He didn't trust affection that didn't cost something.

Growing up in East Orange had taught him that. His mother loved hard but needed harder. Bills were late. Smiles were conditional. Men drifted in and out, promising stability and delivering chaos.

At seventeen, he'd watched her hand rent money to a man who never intended to pay the landlord. When she cried, the man promised to fix it.

He never did.

Hunter fixed things now. Just differently.

Another message from Diane.

I'm glad you understand. I feel like everyone expects me to be "over it" by now.

Hunter smiled faintly and typed.

Grief doesn't follow a calendar. Anyone who rushes you doesn't deserve access to your heart.

Access. He chose the word carefully.

By week three, Diane trusted him.

By week four, she relied on him.

By week five, she asked why he hadn't come to see her yet.

Hunter sighed—slow, deliberate.

I want to. I really do. I'm dealing with a financial mess my late wife left behind. I hate even saying that to you.

That opened the door.

Diane insisted he didn't have to explain. Said she understood. Said money came and went, but the connection was rare.

Hunter let her reassure him. Let her feel needed.

A week later, he mentioned the investment account. Frozen. Bank error. Attorney fees. Temporary setback.

He never asked.

Diane offered.

The first transfer was small—$500. A test. When it cleared, Hunter sent white lilies to her house. Sympathy blooms. She called him crying.

"You're the first good thing that's happened to me in so long."

Hunter closed his eyes—not from guilt, but from recognition. Her voice carried something familiar. Hopeful. Desperate. Willing.

The second transfer was larger.

Now, weeks later, Diane waited for reassurance—her grief braided tightly with dependency.

Hunter typed again.

If you want, we can sit on the phone tonight. No pressure. I'll stay as long as you need me to.

The typing bubbles appeared instantly.

I'd like that.

He leaned back as the phone rang. When she answered, he softened his voice, dropped it just low enough to sound intimate.

"Hey," he said. "I'm here."

Diane exhaled, long and shaky.

As she spoke, Hunter glanced at his second phone on the table—a newer model. Clean slate. Three unread messages from other women. Other stories, unfolding at different stages of trust.

He ignored them.

Diane mattered tonight.

Tomorrow, he'd need her again.

After the call ended—after Diane thanked him for "saving" her—Hunter poured whiskey, neat, and stood by the window. Headlights streaked across wet pavement below.

He didn't think of himself as a villain. Villains were careless. Loud. Sloppy.

He was precise.

What he did wasn't about hate—or even greed.

It was about power. About never being the one left holding nothing.

Hunter Keane learned long ago that love made people reckless.

And reckless people were easy to convince.

He picked up the second phone.

A fresh match. New Jersey. Fifty-four.

Hunter smiled.

Another story was about to begin.
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Chapter 2 — The Divorcée
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Marissa Cole didn't want romance.

At least, that's what she told herself—and anyone else who asked.

She was forty-seven, recently divorced, and proud of how well she'd survived it—twenty-two years of marriage reduced to a mediation table, a split bank account, and a quiet house that finally stayed quiet.

She matched with Hunter on a Tuesday night while folding laundry.

His opener was simple.

You look like someone who learned the hard way and came out sharper for it.

Marissa paused mid-fold.

She hadn't mentioned her divorce anywhere on her profile.

That alone earned a response.

Hunter had learned that divorcées were different from widows. Less soft. More guarded. They didn't want saving—they wanted validation. Proof that they weren't discarded goods.

He gave it to them carefully.

Marissa worked in real estate. Independent. Efficient. She liked control. On their first call, she talked more than she meant to—about listings, clients, the ex-husband who'd traded stability for a younger assistant.

Hunter listened. Asked questions that felt incidental but weren't.

"How long before you realized you were carrying the whole marriage?"

That did it.

By the third conversation, Marissa was laughing. Not the polite kind—the surprised, unguarded sound of someone remembering what it felt like to be interesting again.

Hunter never flirted too hard. Divorcées mistrusted charm. He kept things steady, affirming.

"You didn't fail," he told her one night. "You outgrew someone who stopped evolving."

She repeated that sentence later—to a friend, to herself.

Hunter knew because she told him.

Marissa liked to feel smart. So, he let her be.

He mentioned his business casually—consulting, private investments, nothing flashy. Enough success to signal competence, not threat. When she asked questions, he answered selectively. When she offered advice, he took it.

He let her teach him things.

That was the hook.

When the money came up, it wasn't framed as a loss—it was framed as an opportunity.

"I've got capital tied up," he said during a late call. "Short-term issue. Long-term upside."

Marissa leaned into the speaker, curious despite herself.

"What kind of upside?"

Hunter smiled. He always waited for that question.

He sent her charts. Projections. Screenshots that looked official but were untraceable. He spoke in percentages and timelines, making it feel like a shared puzzle.

Marissa didn't offer money right away.

Hunter respected that. Or appeared to.

Instead, he pulled back slightly. Took longer to respond. Missed one call—created absence.

Divorcées noticed absence.

"You, okay?" she texted.

He waited.

Then: Just thinking. I hate feeling dependent on anyone.

That did it.

Marissa prided herself on independence. The idea that he might need her—not emotionally, but strategically—lit something inside her.

"I could help," she said carefully. "If you want."

Hunter didn't answer immediately.

When he did, it was gentle.

"I don't want to put you in that position."

She insisted.

The transfer was clean. Fifteen thousand. Framed as an investment, not a rescue. Marissa liked that. She told herself this was different. Smart. Mutually beneficial.

Hunter reinforced it.

"Whatever happens," he said, "I respect you for even considering it."

No one had said that to her in a long time.

Weeks passed. Returns were promised. Delayed and explained away with jargon and reassurance. Marissa didn't panic—yet. She trusted the process. Trusted him.

Until one morning, while scrolling through her phone, she saw his profile photo pop up again.

Different app.

Different name.

Same face.

Her stomach dropped.

She didn't confront him right away. Divorcées gathered evidence first. She screenshotted. Cross-referenced and Sat with the discomfort until it hardened into certainty.

That night, she called him.

"You ever use a different name online?" she asked lightly.

Hunter didn't pause—but his voice changed. Just enough.

"No. Why?"

Marissa exhaled slowly.

"Funny. Because I swear, I just matched with you under one."

Silence stretched.

Hunter chose his tone carefully. Calm. Amused.

"Marissa... you're overthinking this."

She smiled—a thin, humorless thing he couldn't see.

"No," she said. "I'm finally thinking clearly."

She hung up before he could recover.

The next morning, she went to her bank.

The account was empty.

Hunter blocked her before noon.

He didn't feel satisfaction this time—only mild irritation. Marissa had been helpful for a long time.

Still, she'd served her purpose.

She learned something, too.

Just not what she thought.
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