

[image: Cover]



Table of Contents


SCREW DRIVER

Copyright

-about the book-

Author's Note

-1-

-2-

-3-

-4-

-5-

-6-

-7-

-8-

-9-

-10-

Join my Facebook Reader Group!

Also By Madelynne Ellis

About the Author


 


[image: ]



MADELYNNE ELLIS

 

 

 


Copyright © 2018, 2020 Madelynne Ellis. All Rights Reserved. 

 

Cover Art by Madelynne Ellis

 

Editing by Kimberly Cannon 

 

First published 2018 as Insta Bomb by Clara Leigh.

This edition published 2022.
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-about the book-

 

Hooking up with my BF and his girlfriend is just looking for trouble.

 

My acting career is balanced on a knife's edge after my ex-girlfriend's damning kiss 'n' tell interview leaves me a laughing stock. No one wants a leading man with a reputation for being bad in bed. Work offers have all dried up, and my agent's about to drop me unless I can turn the tide of public opinion.

 

So, I dive on Seth's proposal for a threesome. Except his lass just happens to be mega-hot pop-sensation, Nixie Owen, my ideal woman. Awkward or what? Plus, it turns out that Seth's not being entirely straight with me. He has his own reason for getting us together, one that's about to upend everything, and cause an entirely different sort of tabloid scandal.

 

Dive into this sexy spin-off novella from the Stirred Passions series. If menage where the guys get involved is your poison, sup this one right down.

 

Chronologically, Screwdriver falls between Cherry Bomb and Black Velvet, but can also be read as a standalone.

 

To discover more about Madelynne’s books, sign up to receive her newsletter.

 

 


Dear Reader

 

Screw Driver was originally published in 2018 under the title Insta Bomb using the pen name Clara Leigh. Nothing has changed from the original story, which started life as a thank you to my newsletter subscribers. 

 

Enjoy.

 

Madelynne Ellis

 

PS. This novella uses British English punctuation and grammar rules.

 


-1-

Tyler Beauford

 

She did not!

She didn’t.

“Mr Beauford… Tyler, I’m sorry but it’s all over the internet, and a couple of the tabloids have picked it up too.”

I close my eyes and press my thumbs into the corners of the sockets. The action fails to release the pressure building behind the lids. This is a disaster. My first adult audience-aimed film goes on general release in twelve days and thanks to my ex-girlfriend’s determination to prove herself an absolute bitch, it’s likely to be my last. I know it’s a dog-eat-dog industry, but I don’t understand why this is happening, and what I did to her to deserve this shit shovelled on me. “What the heck does it gain her?”

“Money, Tyler. It’s all about the cash,” my oldest friend and the voice of reason whispers in my ear. Thank God, Seth’s here to cut through the bullshit and give me his honest gut opinions on the subject. “It’s not about you. I hate to say it, but it was never about you. I doubt she’s given you a second thought throughout the whole of this. Sorry to break it to you, but you were a means to an end, mate.”

I reached the same conclusion myself shortly after she left, but it still smarts to hear someone else state it. Truth is, Trisha was never interested in me. Our brief relationship was built entirely on lies. I was simply the means by which she could spy on my co-stars, and ultimately sell their secrets to the tabloids. Well, doing so spectacularly backfired. The only person who emerged with egg on their face following the release of that sexy clip of Dare Wilde and Flicka Caine getting it on together was Trisha, when she got herself fired. Now no decent director is ever going to hire her again. Hence, I guess, why she’s now resorted to selling stories about our relationship.

The PR lady my agent has hired to deal with the matter spreads today’s tabloids out before me. Each headline is more ghastly than the last. 

“It could be worse.” Seth claps a hand upon my shoulder. 

He’s right. It could be, but only if I was actually a vile person who routinely abused people. 

“Try not to take it personally.” 

“Only, it is personal when she alleges that kissing me is on a par with snogging an octopus, and that I ought to receive the Guinness World Record for the shortest hair trigger while in the sack.”

“We can’t all be wild in bed,” the PR lady—Sandra, I think her name is—remarks. Great! So the woman here to mitigate things believes the crap that’s been written. I’m screwed. Utterly screwed.

Her word choice is interesting too. It’s not that I’m simply no good; I’m not wild in the sack, like Dare Wilde. Will I ever get free of that man’s shadow?

“So, the plan is that we’ll put out an official statement,” she continues, failing to see that her own bias has already punched holes in my defence. “We’ll call her out, make it plain these are the bitter recriminations of a—”

“Stop.” Seth slams his palm down over the layer of newsprint. “A statement, for real? Ty, I really think you’d be better off just going about your business as normal and letting this whole thing fizzle out. You don’t want to blow this up any more, and you saw what happened to Flicka when she made a statement following the release of that video clip. The backlash was astronomical.”

It’s true, and he has a point.

“If you don’t say anything, the story will be dead in a day.”

“Maybe.”

“The Wilde-Caine situation was entirely different.” Sandra sticks her rather severely pointed nose in the air. “We highly recommend you make a statement, Mr Beauford.”

One assumes that’s the royal we, as she’s the only representative here from her firm. My agent is notable only by his absence, but he’s exactly the weasely sort that ducks out of sight the second there’s the merest whiff of scandal. I can hear his voice in my head, explaining that he doesn’t want to risk tarnishing the reputations of his other big fish clients by association.

“Sandra, I need some time to think through this. It’s a lot to digest.”

“Time isn’t something we have an abundance of. It’s best in these circumstances to make an immediate, decisive response. We ought to aim to get something out before the main nightly news broadcasts.”

Seth groans. “Don’t,” he says to me. “Going off half-cocked is going to be way worse than saying nothing at all.”

Sandra’s beady eyes narrow to slits. “I’m sorry, who are you?” she asks.

“Seth Lindsay. I’m Tyler’s friend. His oldest friend.”

Apparently that means nothing to her. “Well, Mr Lindsay, that’s lovely for you. Now, if you could just step back and allow me to do my job, I promise that I will get your friend out of the sticky mess he’s landed himself in.”

Seth doesn’t budge an inch, thank ever-loving God. The man has Wolverine’s adamantium backbone. No one moves him if he doesn’t want to be moved, and he’s a protective soul. I’m proper glad of that fact right now as this whole nightmare could rapidly escalate into something truly soul destroying.

“Sandra, I have to admit, I don’t really see that there’s a sensible response I can give to this. It’s a case of her word against mine, and there’s no real way of proving either side. Perhaps Seth’s right, and silence is the better option. The last thing I want is for this to turn into a massive spat on social media.”

“Not a spat, no. But…” I can virtually see the cogs of her mind working. If we get my fans riled up, they’ll come out to defend me. They’ll drown out Trisha’s remarks with their defensive rumblings. I think she’s overlooked the ways in which that could backfire, and the size of my fan base. I’m small fry in the world of entertainment.

“I can’t prove to the world I’m actually a decent lay.” Sadly I’m bereft of a string of high-profile ex-girlfriends with whom I’m still on fantastic terms to weigh in and contradict Trisha’s assertions. Maybe I’m even glad of that fact. “And I find the public are always predisposed to believe the worst, so unless you have J.K. on hand ready to tweet in my defence, I think we should give this a chance to blow over before drawing more attention to it.”

Seth vigorously nods his agreement. The look Sandra casts him is withering. She fixes on a rictus grin and beams at me. “Must I be blunt, Mr Beauford? No one wants a leading man who’s known to be shit in bed.”

“Rumoured to be,” Seth corrects her. Bless him.

Sandra snorts at him. “You. You, please stay out of this, unless you can provide corroborative evidence to counter these revelations.” She stops abruptly and pulls her shoulders back in order to look us
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