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Chapter One

Kelsey

 


The author is washed up. While she used to be good,
her writing has fallen flat and boring. This is not sexy. This is
desperation. A reader can only take so much of the alpha male,
douche variety. Slap on the title of romance and I’m supposed to
swoon? I don’t think so…

I read the latest review for my novel and tried to
process what the reviewer had stated. I was washed up. My writing
was flat and boring. They clearly didn’t like the story. I stared
at the words on my computer screen until my phone buzzed next to
me. I had so much going on in my life that I hadn’t actually sat
down to write anything for a while. Four months to be exact. My
phone dinged with my sister’s name alerting me to her missed call.
Everyone was worried about my engagement to Jason ending after we
dated ten years, but I was more worried about my current writer’s
block.

I sat my phone aside. My sister meant well, but I
didn’t want to talk my personal life anymore. Four months of people
asking me how I was doing and how he was a loser for dumping me for
some skinny bimbo who announced just last week that she was
pregnant with their first child. Yeah, he was a loser. Probably the
inspiration for that alpha douche the reviewer was talking
about.

I blew out a breath and thought about all the things
wrong with my life. I wasn’t a needy person. I didn’t need a man to
be in my life to be complete. However, Jason had been in my life
for so long it felt weird and abnormal for him to be gone. I’d
never lived on my own. Jason and I rented a house right out of high
school together, and we spent the majority of our adult lives
building a home with one another. Now I felt like I was on vacation
in my own home. There was no one to talk to. No one to cook for. I
had a water leak in the bathroom, and I had to learn really quick
how to turn off the main valve.

So many of my friends tried to get me to go out
again, but that didn’t feel right either. I was a homebody. I liked
my solitude. Very few people understood how a creative career
worked, and I could not be that girlfriend who hangs on her
boyfriend’s arm and does everything with him.

And maybe that was how I landed myself in this
situation. It took him eight years of dating to propose to me. We
weren’t in any rush. My mother asked him why he waited so long, and
his response was that he thought I would say no. Maybe he’d been
right. I didn’t aspire to make anything official. The way we lived
worked just fine for me. I didn’t need a legal document to change
things for us.

But here I sat, staring at my computer. I was
boring. My idea of sexy wasn’t sexy enough. I didn’t know how my
life fell apart so quickly, but I really couldn’t afford my career
to fall apart either.

I grabbed my phone and dialed my sister’s number. I
waited a few seconds before she picked up. “What is sexy?”

“Me.” She laughed and I rolled my
eyes.

“You should be a
comedienne.”

“Hey. You asked.” She paused a
second. “I got Byron’s number for you. You know, the guy I work
with. He says he’s really looking forward to your call.”

“No thanks.”

“Yes. I’m forcing you to do this.
You don’t have to marry the man, but you do really need to get out
of your pajamas and put some make up on. The mail man thought you
were Freddy Kruger or something when he delivered a package to your
house the other day. It’s time to stop feeling sorry for yourself.
Jason dumped you and he’s moved on. You should too.”

I rolled my eyes. “I have moved on.”

“No you haven’t. Did you even
shower today? Brush your teeth? There is only so much leniency I
can give you after a breakup before that stuff is just plain
gross.”

I stood from my desk and went to my bedroom. I still
wore the pink and gray pajamas I’d put on last night. I went into
the master bath and looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was
pulled back in a messy bun. I hadn’t washed or combed it today. I
didn’t wear makeup, and quite honestly, I couldn’t remember what I
looked like with eyeliner or mascara on. I could probably use some
chap stick. Maybe some lip gloss. I stared at my teeth. Yeah, I
didn’t brush those today either. How my sister knew me so well, I
didn’t know. She probably had a hidden camera in my house
somewhere.

“Fine. I will go out with this guy
one time.” I turned the faucet on and grabbed my toothbrush. “I
hope you told him not to expect much.”

“He’s a good guy. Have fun with
him and see where the night goes.”

I smeared a gob of toothpaste on the bristles of my
brush. “The night is going to end with me going home alone.”

“That’s what you say now. It’s
been four months, Kelsey. I know you were sexually active with
Jason. There’s got to be an itch you want scratched.”

I rolled my eyes as I scrubbed my teeth with the
toothbrush and spat. “I have no itches that need to be scratched by
random men.”

“Was Jason the only guy you’ve
ever been with?”

“Yes.” I didn’t know why I didn’t
want to admit that. I was in my twenties, yet it seemed like an odd
thing in hindsight.

“Just see where it
goes.”

I sat my toothbrush back in the holder and stared at
myself in the mirror.

“Grab a pen. I’m going to give you
his number.”

She started rattling off the digits and I grabbed
the eyeliner closest to me to write the numbers on the mirror. I
couldn’t believe I was actually agreeing to go out with some random
guy my sister set me up with, but what other options did I really
have? How did single women who enjoyed being home meet men?

Once we hung up, I glared at the number for at least
ten minutes, trying to work up enough courage to call the guy. I
wasn’t good at this stuff. Biting my lower lip, I typed the number
in my phone and dialed.

“Hello?” A baritone voice filled
my ear, catching me off guard. Was he holding his phone? Who
answers on the first ring?

“Is this Byron?” I asked. I
cringed trying to think of something to say.

“Yes.”

“Byron, this is Kelsey Fields.
Megan’s sister. She gave me your number and said you were looking
forward to my call.” I cringed again. Hell, what was I
doing?

“Oh, Megan’s sister. Yes. It’s
nice to talk with you. How have you been?”

“I’m doing well. How about
yourself?” I hated chit-chat.

“Just fine. Megan told me that you
were single again. I’d love to say I’m sorry about that, but I’m
not.” He chuckled in my ear. Hilarious. “I want to take you out
on a date this Friday. I have reservations at The Ace. It’s that
new restaurant in the Givenchy Hotel. Please say you’ll join me. I
won’t take no for an answer.”

Pushy. That ought to be fun. “Sure. This
Friday?”

“Yes. Awesome.” He chuckled. “I
can pick you up around six. What’s your address? My friend said
that we can expect a long wait. That place stays packed, and with
it being the weekend, it will probably be busy.”

I glanced around. “Actually, I can meet you there. I
have to be on that side of town anyway to meet my … friend.”

“Oh, but it’s not a date if you
drive yourself. Where are you meeting your friend?”

I tried to think of everything on that side of town
and came up blank. I was horrible at lying. If my life ever
depended on me keeping the truth, I’d be dead on arrival. What the
hell did I tell this guy? I didn’t know him, so I definitely didn’t
want him coming to my house. He didn’t seem like a serial killer,
but one never knew nowadays. My sister wasn’t the best judge of
character. Her ex-boyfriend was involved in a Ponzi scheme he’d
kept hidden from her. When the FBI knocked on her door, she had no
clue what they were talking about, but it didn’t mean she got a
free pass from being questioned intensely about the situation.

“Uh, we’re meeting at the hotel.
Spa day and whatnot. I can meet you at the restaurant around six.
We should be done by then.”

“Ooh. A spa day. Like hair, nails
and waxing—that kind of stuff?”

I rolled my eyes at waxing. If he thought I was
waxing anything for him, he was out of his mind. “Yes,” I spoke
through clenched teeth.

“Sweet. I’m looking forward to
it.”

We disconnected and I tossed my phone to the counter
in front of me. What was I doing? I didn’t want to date this guy. I
didn’t want to have dinner with him at some fancy restaurant that
was probably overrated. I didn’t even know what the guy looked
like, so I was really batting a thousand with this mess of a
date.

I pursed my lips and glanced around my vanity. I
used to get dressed up to go to Jason’s corporate functions. He had
one at least every few months. I had an entire section of my closet
dedicated to formal wear. My sister said it looked like I was a
prom queen or something. Was the breakup really affecting me this
badly? I didn’t do half the stuff I used to. I thought I was okay
with it, but maybe I wasn’t.

Staring in the mirror, I judged myself. I was a
boring person. That reviewer had been right. I was washed up and
only writing out of desperation. I needed something to inspire me.
While I seriously doubted it would be the faceless Byron, at least
it was a start. Maybe I needed someone to show me what being a real
man was. That could be my goal, and if I had to admit, it was a
pretty damn good one.

I grinned at myself in the mirror.

Kelsey Marie Fields was getting her groove back, one
way or another.


Chapter Two

Caleb

 


There were a few things I liked to do before a date
with a client. Some of it was necessary. Some was ritual. I
showered and put on a nice, navy t-shirt with a pair of dark denim
jeans. I always met my clients at the hotel. I’d had women begging
for my dick for as long as I could remember, and being the business
man I was, I jumped at the opportunity to use what I was blessed
with to earn a nice living. Granted, this job was only
temporary—just until I could get my own massage business started.
However, life was pretty fucking good catering to rich, desperate
housewives who married for money. While I was always careful, I’d
also developed a healthy sense of paranoia to keep me from screwing
up the good thing I had going.

After I dressed myself, I went to the bathroom to
sort through the cologne collection I had. While some of my clients
were new, most were referrals or established customers. I did all
kinds of sleuthing before taking on a new woman and signed a
contract that covered my ass should anything arise. I was a
legitimate businessman with a license in massage therapy. My
clients booked massages with me. I carried the fucking table and
everything. Sometimes, it was really what they wanted. The nervous
women who felt bad about cheating on their husbands or the women
who hadn’t been very sexually active usually only wanted the
massage.

Then there were the clients who wanted more. I
spritzed myself with Fierce, and stared at myself in the mirror. I
needed to work on my hair. The client I was seeing tonight was a
massage client, though I had a feeling she wanted something more.
Her husband was some rich big-wig in real estate and he barely
noticed her until he needed someone to make him look good. And I
had to give the old guy props, because she had a fucking fantastic
body beneath the tight little dresses she wore. I had my hands all
over her during our last session, and she nearly came from that
alone. I had asked her if she wanted more, but her phone rang and
she had to leave our appointment. She was trophy wife number four,
and I assumed she was careful since she knew she could be
replaced.

It also meant I had to be careful, too. Losing my
income was not a goal of mine. If a woman needed to leave to keep
her husband happy, I didn’t try to negotiate. I did, however,
always try to make a second appointment. I rarely ever had
cancelations, and just this past week, I had two referrals.
Business wasn’t hurting in my area and I thanked my lucky
stars.

After I had my hair the way I wanted it, spiked up
with gel and smooth on the sides, I grabbed a box of condoms from
the far drawer on the right of my vanity. I always bought the best
of the best and I had made a rule to never leave anything behind.
What I went in the hotel room with, I came out with. I didn’t need
some crazy woman trying to create babies to trap me or collect
evidence to show their rich husbands. I also made a point to limit
the amount of security cameras I encountered while we were doing
our sessions. I had an account set up to charge them for the
massages, and I would text them a receipt. If the husbands ever got
nosy, then the legitimate line of paperwork was in place to
discourage anything illegal going on.

I selected a box of condoms and opened it, pulling
out the gold-foiled packets and stuffing them in my pocket. I never
had sex without protection. One video in health class in high
school, and I knew that shit needed to be taken seriously. I also
never trusted women with birth control. I’d been stupid in my
younger years, and a girl tried to tell me I got her pregnant. It
was a lie, but it made me not trust anything women said to me. The
only person who could protect me was me.

When I was through, I left the bathroom, flipping
off the light. I went to the living room and grabbed my wallet and
cell phone from the coffee table. I’d left them there when I’d come
in last night and I had yet to pick them up. Once I was home, I was
home. I didn’t give a fuck about anything outside the four walls of
my apartment, and it usually stayed that way until I was in the
mood to check my calendar for my next appointment. I wasn’t that
big of a partier anymore. I rarely ever drank with clients. I
couldn’t afford to be inhibited in anyway due to the major risk my
job entailed. Most of the women I catered to, however, weren’t
little girls looking for a good time. They had something at stake
too if we were caught, so it wasn’t a huge question in my mind that
they would blab about us to any random person on the street. I did
have rules. Referrals could only text me if they were mentioned in
conversation with the client referring them prior to. I didn’t like
surprises. I usually okayed the women to text me and I usually did
a thorough background search on them before I ever agreed to meet
them. My investigative skills were borderline stalker-ish, but I
was a paranoid son of a bitch. One woman was not going to take down
the good thing I had going. Not if I could prevent it.

My phone had several text messages on it. I rubbed
my face and read a few of them. Some were from clients this past
week, telling me what a great time they had. Some were from clients
making another appointment. Some were naked photos.

I grinned and pocketed my phone. I’d deal with that
kind of work later. My portable massage table sat near the door and
I grabbed my bag to make sure I had all the oils and towels I
needed. I went all out for these women, and they paid me a good
amount for it. After I had everything in order, I grabbed my keys
and wallet, heading for the door. It didn’t take too long to load
everything into my car and be on my merry way.

Once I found a parking spot, I took my table out and
went to check in. The staff knew me as a private masseur. I had
somewhat of a reputation of catering to wealthy clients in the most
expensive suites. The hotel didn’t complain too much since they
didn’t want to lose business from their rich customers.

The client always left a key for me at the front
desk. I walked up to the counter and the woman standing there
smiled at me.

“Good evening, Mr. Alexander.” She
reached for an envelope. “For you, sir.”

“Thank you.” I winked at her and
took the package to the elevator. Once inside, I took out the key
and saw the room number. I pressed the fourth button and went to
the room indicated on the key.

Alisha
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