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Grant

I made my first million at sixteen and my first billion before I was thirty. I get what I want when I want it, how I want it, and I have no problem paying for it. Hell, I’ve already been doing it with the women I’ve been dating. They enjoy my credit cards during the day and I’m supposed to be enjoying them at night. It starts mutually beneficial but before long the woman get comfortable and start getting headaches and tired yet still spend my money. That’s it, I’m done with dating. It’s time for a woman who knows the deal and signs on the dotted line. I’m looking for a sugar baby, it's instant lust when I find Anne. Until I find out she hasn't been just a sugar baby before, she's sold herself by the hour in Las Vegas. It's one step too far for me, only I can't stop thinking about her. I find out she had her reasons for what she did, like I have mine. Her past is her past. I want her for what she is now. Besides, this is just sex, a simple exchange for time and money. Except, little by little, it becomes far from simple as I find out money doesn't buy everything.

Anne

I thought I was done with being a sugar baby, of selling myself for security and a better life than the one I grew up in. I tried to go white collar, after working my ass off to get a degree in accounting; only, things don’t always go as planned. The instant attraction to Grant is a cherry on top. He's gorgeous, thoughtful, and very generous. Is that why all my rules begin to blur, blend, and break to please him? I'm not ashamed of my past and all I’ve experienced, but it doesn't prepare me for Grant and all the things he wants and needs from me. I don't believe in forever, in happily ever after. What happens when he wants more than I give?
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Chapter One
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My phone is ringing, it shouldn’t be ringing. I ignore it as I continue punching out my code.

“Sir, it’s the credit card company. Again.” Alice is gone before I lift my eyes from my computer screen. She knows I hate interruptions, especially like the one I’m getting.

“This is Grant Dexter.”

“Mr. Dexter, sorry to disturb you, sir, but there is an attempt to charge past the limit you set last month. When I asked you for approval for the last charge.”

“How much and where?”

“Barney’s, one hundred twenty-two thousand four hundred seventy-seven dollars and forty-five cents. Do you approve the charge, sir?”

Fuck no. “No, see to it the card is cancelled. Close all accounts I have open under Ms. Sand’s name.”

“Yes, sir. They will all be closed immediately.”

This is the last thing I want to be dealing with, Caitlyn and her bullshit. I hit the button on my phone for the intercom, “Alice, pack up Caitlyn’s shit. Only what fits in her suitcases, the rest will go for donation.”

“I’m already doing so in her closet. Her jewelry collection, sir. It’s quite extensive. I’m not aware you bought her any pieces.” Her tone makes it clear she’s the one who isn’t an idiot in this conversation, that and all the sirs.

Alice has been with me forever, any other time it would be Grant. When she wants to make a point I’m trying her patience, it’s sir. She’d made her opinion of Caitlyn clear the first morning Caitlyn slept over. Alice told me in front of Caitlyn I should get a hobby to occupy myself. Caitlyn had no idea the phrase I should get a hobby was used when Alice thought I was wasting my time on something or in Caitlyn’s case, someone.

“I didn’t. Let her leave with a few. Put the rest into the safe for charity donations.”

“Yes, sir.”

I’m just getting back into the rhythm of work when I hear the front door bang open against the wall, followed by the wail of my name. Then, she must have seen the lined up suitcases waiting for her and what they meant. This time she screams my name and her wailing crying is so loud it starts to give me a headache from three rooms away.

I turn up the music I run as background noise to work in. It doesn’t help when Caitlyn steps into my office. She’s all disheveled, her hair, real and fake is a mess.

“Grant, don’t do this to me, to us. Haven’t I done everything you wanted me to? I don’t bother you when you’re working all day long. When you come to bed, I lay back and take it even when I’m not in the mood.

“Okay, I spent some money. It takes money to keep me looking as good as you want me to. Please, please. Give me another chance, didn’t I give you what you wanted? I’ll suck your cock more, I promise.”

I type the last of the code and look up to see she’s still there. I’d stopped listening seconds after she started talking. She had nothing to say I want to hear. I dial down to the front desk.

“Sammy? I need a few men to help Ms. Sand downstairs with her luggage. Alice already called? I don’t know what I would do without her. There goes the doorbell. Thanks, I appreciate it.”

“You bastard!” Cailyn slams a hand on my desk to get my attention.

“The men can either help you with your luggage or carry your ass downstairs with your luggage. Your decision.”

“Just wait, just wait until it happens to you. Some woman is going to bring you to your knees and make you fall in love. You’ll know what it feels like to have your heart in someone else’s hands, and how scary it is.”

“Goodbye, Caitlyn.” I murmur, as I look at Ben, from the front desk, as he wraps a hand around Caitlyn’s arm. She goes without another word.

With a chuckle, I turn back to my computer screen. The woman might have cried and wailed about losing love, but she did it all without messing up her makeup.

––––––––
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I make it to the club to find Marshall waiting on me, plucking his racket with glee. If we are both on time we settle who serves by flipping a coin but if one of us is late, the one on time gets to serve. “Fine, you serve. It doesn’t matter, you’ll win anyway. I’m fucking exhausted. I only got about four hours of sleep. You have no idea how hard it was to get out of bed this morning.”

“Come on man, don’t throw in the towel before we even begin. I’m hardly going to go easy on you, when no doubt it was sexy Caitlyn’s fault.”

We go into the club to find we need to wait for a court.  Despite this being a regular Monday morning squash game for us, we haven’t reserved a court.

“Caitlyn’s fault, yes, but not for the reason you’re thinking. She tried to hit me for over a hundred grand at Barney’s. After last month’s no on eighty thousand at Saks, I thought she’d catch on that no way am I letting her spend that much cash.

“When I put her out she made a scene. I had to have her removed, along with her shit. After all her wailing, it took a while to get back into my zone. I was up late finishing the latest project I’m working on.”

“Ouch, already? She didn’t last long, like, eight months or so. You let her move in too fast. It put you two on the fast track, in her mind.”

“Yeah, probably, but fast track shouldn’t have even been there for her. I told her I wasn’t interested in anything permanent. She said she understood. It was supposed to be convenient but instead it got old real quick. I’m telling you, man, the next one I’m putting that shit in writing. I do not need this hassle.” I wipe my face, trying to wake up, and find Marshall studying me. “What?”

“I get it in writing, have with the last few women. Rachel and Diana signed on the bottom line.”

“What are you talking about? A prenup on a girlfriend?”

“No, like a contract with a sugar baby. Don’t tell me you don’t know what a sugar baby is. Don’t give me that look, Grant. For guys like you and me, it’s the smartest thing we could do. Put it all out there, what we want, expect, and what we are willing to pay and put up with and not put up with in return. No muss, no fuss, I’ll never go back to the old way.”

“Rachel and Diana?” Thinking of the two women he’s been juggling, with both women knowing of the other, now I know why he’s been able to do it. They don’t look like what I would expect, hard, plastic women who would sign over their body and life for a price. Rachel is a sweet, tiny, Vietnamese woman with big black eyes and long black hair, who is nothing like the tall, thin, blondes Marshall usually goes for, like Diana. Flipping through every encounter with the women, there isn’t a single thing I can pinpoint to indicate the relationship between the women and Marshall was based on cash. It’s also hard to believe Marshall would pay for a woman, he’s the blond hair, blue eyed, package that had him turning down pussy left and right. 

I shake my head, the idea just doesn’t appeal to me. “That’s crazy, I never would have figured it out. Rachel and Diana don’t seem like hookers to me. Naw, man, paying for it isn’t something I’m interested in.”

“Dude, fuck you. They aren’t hookers any more than Caitlyn was. You’re already paying for it and have been paying for it. How much money did you spend on Caitlyn a month over the last year? And Heather, before her? You told me you broke up with Heather because she spent too much money every month, and by the time you broke it off you she would only let you hit it once maybe twice a month. Caitlyn, you just broke up with Caitlyn because of money. But do the math and she got a shitload more out of you than she was worth. You were bitching you were lucky to get some more than twice a week for the last two months with Caitlyn, right when she started spending more money.

“With a sugar baby, it’s all clear from the beginning. How much money they get a month for all the stuff they say are necessities. How much time they spend at your place, whether they spend the night. These women, yeah, the last girl before Diana admitted when it was over she was hoping to meet a husband, but most of them have their reasons and don’t want marriage any more than we do.”

A court opens up and we move inside, toss our bags in a corner, and Marshall serves. For a long time we don’t talk. I’m digesting what Marshall told me. The longer the game goes on, the more the reasoning has cut my earlier objections. Marshall beats me soundly and grins knowingly.

“Changed your mind, didn’t you?”

“Definitely. In the first few months it’s always been the same thing with women. Anything I wanted whenever I wanted but by the third or fourth month they get comfortable and are too tired, they don’t want to mess up their hair and it’s excuse after excuse. Do you know, Caitlyn actually offered to suck my cock more often if I didn’t break it off with her last night?”

“You won’t get that with these women. I’ve been with Rachel going on nine months now, and it’s still as good and often as the first night. Diana is more for going out and looking good when I have to do the red carpet thing. I’ll send you the contract I use so you can take a look at it, and also the link for the site I use. There are dozens of them out there, it’s the best one by far. It’s not cheap, but it’s worth every penny.”

Marshall’s phone goes off. We are close enough I know the ringtone is his work. Since his longtime secretary knows of our weekly game, she wouldn’t be calling if it weren’t important. It is. “Sorry, I have to go in. My dad is going to blow this Glasgow deal if I don’t.”

“No problem. I thought you sent him off to France on a useless errand last week?” Harrison Channing, Marshall’s father had built a staffing company from secretaries and day labor to one of the largest multibillion dollar firms in the United States. Marshall hadn’t wanted to take over for his father. He liked running his own smaller, exclusive firm of headhunters for the million dollar salary bracket.

Then Harrison had a stroke. While it was a small stroke, he had lost the fine motor skills on his left side. Harrison’s request for Marshall to take over before the board unseated him was something Marshall felt he couldn’t turn down. Only the last seven years hadn’t been easy, since the old man still had a kick to him. Harrison had his own ideas about where he wanted the company to go. Marshall’s expansions into other countries were always a point of contention between them.

“So did I. It was supposed to keep him there until next week. I have no idea when he got back into town.”

“Now that’s he’s figured out you tried to keep him out of the way, he’s going to be more of a jackass. Good luck dealing with him.”

“I’m going to need it. Hey, don’t you dare go home. Take your lazy ass upstairs and go for a run or walk or something on a machine. You aren’t missing out on your only exercise this week because of my dad. I’ll send you the link once you send me picture of your proof of a workout.”

“Fucker.”

“That I am. If I’m going to be old because I’m rich and take care of myself, I’m not doing it alone—you have to keep me company.” With a peace sign Marshall walks out of the gym.

Asshole. Marshall and his stupid juicing, vegetarian diet, and five days a week workouts. It was exhausting listening to him go on about his healthy living crap. Stomping up the stairs, I’m on the second floor, a place I do my best to avoid.

I hate exercising, loathe it. I weight train because I have since I was a teenager, to attract girls and not be the stereotypical computer geek. The few times I’ve gone longer than a week without it I felt like shit. One of my rooms in my condo is dedicated to weights, free and two machines to break up the monotony, and a heavy bag for stress relief. But this whole running, sweating, rowing, shit isn’t for me. The weekly squash game with Marshall was something I only gave into after listening to hours of harassment. 

Finding an empty treadmill, I plug in my ear phones, and bring up my workout mix. I hit play and start. Normally, I would be thinking of the project I just finished. Running through possible flaws, how to find them, and then how soon before the project would go live.

Right now, all I can think about is the new project that will be finding my own sugar baby. I shake my head to clear it, those aren't words I ever would have thought I would be thinking, let alone doing. Yet, as Marshall said, the arrangement was perfect for me.

Marriage is not for me, not now, not five or ten years from now. I’ll be forty next year, and making my first million at sixteen then hitting a billion before I was thirty has spoiled me by enabling me to live my life on my terms for too long to change. My work is more important to me and has given me more satisfaction than the hour or two of pleasure I’ve found in a woman’s body. Determined not to repeat the shitty history of my parents I make sure all the women I’ve dated know my stance on marriage and that they would come second to my work. If they weren’t okay with that then they needed to exit the relationship immediately. 

My father had been the same way about his work. Except he’d been an asshole and married my mother and gave into her wish for a baby. I was barely a blip on his radar, he’d look at me as if he could barely remember my name. He treated my mother as an afterthought, if he thought about her at all. Watching my mom become a bitter, twisted woman while she tried desperately to get his attention in any way she could made me resent him.

When she committed suicide only a week after I left for MIT. I hated him. She felt like she had nothing once I was gone. He blamed her suicide on the weakness of her heritage, with her father a member of the Yakama tribe of Native Americans and her mother a French Canadian. He said the best thing she had done for me was to only give me her blue eyes. I hated the fact I looked nothing like her and everything like my father, only the light olive tone of my skin hinted I was her son. Then, when he acted as if her funeral was as an inconvenience I knew I’d never have anything to do with the man for the rest of his life and I didn’t. At the time of his death three years later, from a heart attack, I hadn’t spoken to him since my mother’s funeral. 

Then there were the lessons learned once I hit billionaire status. I started making lists and getting press I didn’t want or respond to. The lessons about women and what they were willing to do for money. For my money, not me, my money. Hell, as Marshall had pointed out, I was already paying for sex.

Caitlyn had cost me almost a half million in dresses, shoes, and jewelry, and it hadn’t even been a year. Sure it was my own fault for giving her a credit card for her use without giving her any conditions. The few relationships with women who had their own day job was just as costly in aggravation from their arguments of what they were giving up for me.

This sugar baby thing was the basic equivalent of a mistress, a fair exchange of money for time and, of course, sex. The more I thought about it the more appealing it became. Especially picking a woman out who was more than willing to be available for sex on my schedule. She would be well-versed in how to give a good blow job, too. Shit, I look around and frantically try to remember the time I found Marshall’s dad using Marshall’s hot tub completely naked.

It works. A quick look at the treadmill display tells me it’s been thirty minutes. Close enough, I hit stop, take a picture and send it to Marshall.

––––––––
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I’m walking home

But I’m stopping for breakfast and I’m having bacon



––––––––
[image: image]


I go downstairs to the locker room, stow my bag and undress to shower off, the sweat grossing me out. A few men greet me, I only nod. I’m not interested in having a conversation while I’m naked. Hell, I’m not much for small talk, dressed or undressed.

Once I’m dressed in the jeans and polo I brought to change into, I check my phone to find the link I was promised. Walking outside I say fuck it and hail a cab to get me home quicker.

At home I make a beeline for my office. I’m typing in my credit card when Alice puts my plate down in front of me. Scrambled egg whites with red and green peppers and wheat toast.

“You’re home early, sir.” Her voice is full of censure. I’m being punished with egg whites.

“I’m only a half hour early. I played a game and ran on the treadmill for thirty minutes. I don’t want egg whites. I want real eggs and bacon and white fucking toast.”

She doesn’t blink. “You’re home early, sir. Eat your eggs.” Without waiting for me to say another word she walks out of my office.

I am firing her. Her voice comes through on the intercom. “Eat your eggs and you’ll get a BLT for lunch.”

Damn her, I press the intercom. “I want french fries with my BLT.”

Alice doesn’t say anything, telling me with silence I’m a pain in her ass. “You’ll get french fries with your BLT.”

Starving, I eat the stupid eggs and toast as I surf the site. It was as bad as I first thought it would be. Almost all of the women were blatantly plastic, the few who weren’t didn’t appeal. The women are listed by most popular, how many clicks their profiles have had.

I’m at page eight before a profile catches my attention. She’s blonde, I don’t really have a preference for blondes or brunettes. What I like is her sense of humor. She makes it clear she’s been doing this for a while and she’s content with her life as it is. Older than the majority, at thirty–two, but closer inspection of the profile picture of her in a very sheer teddy with a thong below, and I’m guessing she shaved off a good five years from her real age. It doesn’t bother me in the slightest. I consider digging into her, I like digging through the web’s nooks and crannies to find out a person’s history.

Alice sets down a bowl of Greek yogurt and fresh blueberries. “Where’s my granola?”

“You came home early. Granola is full of fat.”

“Alice, if I don’t get some granola with this I swear I’m chucking it out the damned window.”

“We are on the sixty-second floor, your window doesn’t open. Don’t get snippy with me.”

“Fine, I’m sorry.” I mutter.

I catch the clock in the corner of my screen. I’ve been at this for a lot longer than I thought I would be. I need to get to work. Once I decide I want her, I’ll do the digging then. For now, I’m content to see if Crystal is really what I’m looking for.

With a shrug, I send an email asking her out to dinner for the next day. Within ten minutes I have a response. Eight o’clock at a restaurant well-known in the city for their seafood and steak. When I reply I’m looking forward to meeting her, I mean it. Until she sends back a reply of her naked, with the response she’s looking forward to meeting me, too. A bit much, I think as I look at the picture. At least her tits don’t look fake.
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Chapter Two
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His smile is wide. He’s sure I’ll say yes. Looking down at the barely passable manicure I had given myself for this interview, I should say yes. This is it, I’m down to nine hundred dollars and change in the bank. I won’t be able to make my half of the rent next month. This is my ninth interview since I was fired six months ago.

The only work I had managed to get was doing some part-time off-the-books bookkeeping for my landlord, who didn’t do all the reporting he was supposed to be doing. But his niece was back from her vacation which had included three weeks leading up to her huge wedding and two weeks in Cancun.

I haven’t had a single job offer until today. It’s just a shame it’s not a real job. Carl Winters wants me to fill the role of sugar baby, not assistant firm accountant.

When I walked away from being Frank Capelli’s sugar baby five and a half years ago, I thought I’d left men like Carl behind me. I had no idea Carl owned this company when I applied. I haven’t run into very many people in the financial industry who knew me when I was with Frank.

Until now, the thought of going back to being a sugar baby never crossed my mind. While I’m not ashamed of what I’d done, selling my body, my time, a piece of me in exchange for safety, security, and money, it had been only until I earned my degree. Until I could make something more of myself.

Maybe I haven’t gotten a new job in accounting because I said the wrong thing in my interviews. Or maybe it’s because I can’t imagine anything worse than getting another job in accounting. I have tried, but this isn’t for me. The degree I worked so hard to earn isn’t what I thought it would be.

While I actually consider his offer, I can finally admit I’m miserable working in accounting. So miserable that going back to something I never thought I would do again is far more appealing than another day spent knee deep in spreadsheets. However, if I have to fall back on the one skill I’m good at, selling myself, I won’t sell to Carl Winters with his fake teeth, fake smile, and fake tan. I also won’t be doing it here in Boston. It’s been a nice city to live in, but I’m done here.

“Thanks for the offer, Mr. Winters, no thanks.” I’m out the door as fast as my heels will carry me.

Now that I’ve made my decision, I feel like a weight has fallen off my shoulders. I can finally admit it, really admit it. I fucking hate accounting, all the rows of numbers, the spreadsheets, the formulas, the fear one mistake will undo everything, will fuck up everything. Every morning, when I walked toward my building to go to work, I wanted to keep walking. When I pass it from time to time, I’m filled with relief that I can keep walking.

Letting myself into the apartment I share with a dental hygienist named Robin, who is determined to land herself a dentist, I’m relieved to find she’s not home. In my room, I sigh as I look around. This has been my home since Frank brought me to Boston eight years ago. I love this place, it feels like home.

I had resented the need for a roommate but Frank, understandably, stopped paying the rent when our arrangement ended. Even though he was nice enough to help me get a good job, the rent was too high to handle myself and have money left over for groceries. I was lucky though, Robin had become more than a roommate. She’s my best friend.

I get on a website where Frank had told me he found his latest mistress. We don’t send each other Christmas cards or anything, but we run into each other every other month or so, sometimes more often. Frank’s office is only a few blocks away from my apartment.

Usually, we run into each other at a coffee shop we both go into. When I see Frank it doesn’t bother me. He was a time in my life that helped me get to a better place. He’s also a nice guy or I never would have agreed to be his sugar baby in the first place.

As I look over the website, I run through the profiles of some of the men and wonder if this is really the best option I have. A quick check of my bank balance tells me it’s pretty much my only option if I don’t want to grovel for an office job in this city. Since I don’t know what I want to do now, and need more time to figure it out, I choose going with what I know. The website seems promising, there are more profiles in Chicago than there are in Boston, another plus.

While I was with Frank, we went to Chicago often and I feel like I know the city. Whenever we went, I was always sad to leave it. I build a profile and don’t bother to change out of what I’m wearing to take my profile picture. I’m not into all the sexy lingerie, there are only a few pieces in my closet, and all bought by Frank. 

I consider putting my financial terms in my profile but see most women don’t. That’s fine, I’m not a hundred percent sure of how much I want to ask for monthly. The fifteen hundred a month from Frank had seemed high, before moving to Boston. Then when I got here, between school and household expenses there were times I had to ask Frank for more money for groceries and clothes.

With a heavy sigh, I wonder again if this is a good idea. As badly as I hated the accounting, there were up-sides to the job, mainly the pay. I also liked being accountable to no one for what I spent and where I went. I had made enough to spend the weekend roaming New England, getting to see places I’ve only seen on maps. Everywhere from Maine all the way into Washington, D.C. It was a far cry from the four bland, white walls of a home broken up only by crosses and bible verses that my parents raised me to believe was in store for me.

Yes, I traded my body in order to see all I have seen. It wasn’t all that different, though, from being taught I was to trade my body for being taken care of by my husband. I would be his responsibility, to keep our refrigerator filled with wholesome food I would be expected to have on the table for him. In return, I was to be a good wife. I was never to say no to my husband for anything he wanted of me. At least, my way I wasn’t required to push out baby after baby, and I said no to a lot of things.

Determined now, I start to make piles of my stuff. There are the things I couldn’t do without, the stuff I could maybe sell, and then a pile to give away. I work for hours before my stomach finally forces me to stop. Seeing nothing in the fridge interesting to me, and because I hate to cook, I order from the sushi place down the street for delivery.

“Hey, can I get in on your order?” Robin causing me to jump in surprise. With a muttered curse at her, I hand the phone over. When she’s done she hands me back my phone and we both sit down at the dining table to wait. “Sorry about the scare. I thought you heard me come in an hour ago.”

“No, I’ve been busy in my room. I didn’t get the job, again. I did get another job offer, which got me thinking. I’m not an accountant, I can’t stand it. I need to figure out what I really want to do. Don’t hate me for the short notice but I’m leaving Boston.”

Robin looks at me as if I told her I kicked a puppy then sighs. “I get it. I hate it but I get it. This isn’t an easy town.” She would know, her mother is fiery little Italian dynamo, her father was black and she had suffered heavy taunts for being mixed-race in South Boston. It didn’t help that her father had left her and her mother when he finished his residency and became a heart surgeon. In Robin’s words, he had traded up to a newer, blonder version. His child support always came late when it came at all. “I also get hating the accounting. Did you know I actually started in nursing but hated the blood and guts thing? At least I only wasted three months of my life before one of my advisors suggested dental hygienist. So, where are you off to find career 2.0?”

“Chicago. I’m, uh going to see if I can find a sugar daddy again.”

Robin knew about me and Frank. She had gotten the story out of me one night after too many bottles of wine and too many hours without sleep. Instead of judging me as some dirty whore, she had judged me as a stupid idiot for ending such a ‘sweet setup’ as she called it.

“Chicago, cool, Chitown, but it’s called Chiraq now, too. You know that right?” I love her for not even caring about the sugar daddy thing.

“Yes, I know about the Chiraq thing. It’s still more southside than north or the gold coast, which is where I will be asking to be put up.”

“Hmm... yeah, money goes a long way to keeping you safe, but it’s no guarantee. You need to be careful, okay?”

“Yes, mom.” The buzzer goes, the doorman signaling our food is here.

Robin pushes me back down. “I’ll get it, my treat. God knows how many times you’ve treated me. Be right back.”

Dinner is long and filled with memories of the things we’ve done together. I admit, yes, I thought when I first met her she was a flake and wouldn’t last. It was only her first and last month’s rent she handed me at the end of the showing of the condo that had won her the place.

She admits she had been in awe of how posh I’d seemed and used me as a standard on how to dress and talk. She’d scraped hard to win a partial scholarship to the University of Vermont, as much for the school as to lose her accent. Fresh out of school she had landed at my door determined to live in my neighborhood. Robin wasn’t going back to South Boston and the racist insults about the color of her skin. She figured the people in our neighborhood would be too polite to be blatantly racist, and she was right.

We laugh at how far we’ve both come. I had introduced her to buying quality clothes, the kind that lasted for years and were cut to look good on her plus size body. How to love her body and try to get her to understand she was more than her body. Most importantly, there was Supernatural, a show we shared as solemnly as we did the coffee maker we both are addicted to.

Robin had introduced me to reading for fun, instead of the memoirs and history books I read when we first met. I was still trying desperately to make up for religious homeschooling where the history of the bible was the only history I knew. She also introduced me to going to New York and seeing Broadway shows for a fraction of the price. Robin showed me how to have fun, simply to have fun. She also tried to teach me to knit, but we decided our friendship was more important than me learning to make a scarf.

We spend the night in my room boxing everything up, with me giving her everything, except the clothes, from the donated pile. Whatever, it was donation. Although Robin is also a size sixteen she’s taller than me by five inches and most of the clothes don’t work for her.

It isn’t until we’ve had three bottles between us and she buys the bed from me to make it easier to rent out my room that we both wonder if she’ll get to stay if I go. We scramble for my cell to call the landlord but it’s almost one in the morning. Since we’re asking a favor we decide not to piss him off with a late night call.

Robin sobers up as she wonders if she’ll have to leave, too. I sober up as I realize that my choice will have an effect on Robin. It’s not something I had thought of. Even though we’ve lived together the last five years, none of the choices I’ve made have ever really affected her.

The only reason I can afford the place is because my apartment is one of five in a brownstone owned by a business associate, Ivor, of Frank’s. As long as I could pay what Frank paid, which wasn’t what the place was worth, then I could stay as long as I wanted. I had no idea how valuable the empty room was until Robin had already moved in. If I had, I would have charged more and stashed the extra money in savings.

Fuck, I sway drunkenly toward the shower as I wonder about the plans I’ve made. It wasn’t too late. I could call Carl Winters. I could get his number from Frank. But another thing that gave me the creeps about the guy was Frank didn’t like Carl. Carl wasn’t a friend of Frank’s, just an associate who had been at a few of the dinners I’d gone to with Frank. I trust Frank’s opinion of people.

Out of the shower, I’m completely sober. As bad as I feel about what might happen with Robin I know I can’t stay. I don’t know what I want to do with my life, but I know whatever it is it isn’t happening in Boston.

––––––––
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The next morning I wake up to find Robin sucking up espresso. She grimaces, “It’s my second cup. I have a root canal first thing this morning to assist on. Can you call Ivor? It doesn’t matter what time it is, call me when you know.”

“I will.” I promise, as she leaves. I toss a frozen breakfast sandwich in the microwave because I don’t cook unless I have to. Frozen food wasn’t awesome but it’s cheaper than eating out. While I wait for it I make my own espresso. My morning ritual done I sit and worry about the call to Ivor.

I wonder if there were ways I could have prevented getting to this point. Maybe if I had saved better, and not traveled as much as I had. While I had stayed away from the high-priced hotels when I traveled, sticking to the bed and breakfasts, I usually dropped three to five hundred every weekend I went away. Counting them up, my tally is at four a year over the last five years, and I shrug. I don’t regret it. What’s done is done.

I call Ivor and get his voicemail. As succinctly as possible, I leave a message about me leaving and Robin wanting to stay and if it can be done.

Finished with breakfast I go into my room, surprised at how bare it looks. I check the website and find nothing as far as messages I want to read. The only messages I’ve received are four with the subject line of fat ass in everyone one of them. Looking down at my body in just the camisole and panties I wore around the apartment I know I’m no size two. My last suit bought was a size fourteen, but the suits I’ve worn lately have been sixteen. Losing my job had me stress-snacking.

While my size alone should keep me off the website, I know a man is out there who will appreciate my curves. I know, because I’ve encountered them before. Men who told me my D cup breasts were what they wanted. Men who told me my ass made them hard. While yes, there is also a curve to my tummy and my thighs, there is someone out there who will appreciate me as I am. I just hope they aren’t weirdos and they answer before I run out of money.

My phone rings, it’s Ivor. “Anne, what you ask it’s not a small favor.” Ivor has been in Boston for over sixteen years he told me once. He’s never lost his Russian accent. I’m pretty sure he never will.

“I understand, Ivor, but I have to ask. It’s not her fault I’m leaving. Think about it, Ivor. She’s been a good tenant these last five years.”

He’s quiet. “That’s true, you two pay on time, always. No complaining from tenants or my guys at front desk. It
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