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DEDICATION

This book is for those who feel invisible, the misfits, the unheard. Please know, you will always have a seat at my table. I see you.


TABLE FOR SIX

Sitting here comes at a price.

Five romance authors, one TikTok influencer, and a dead body at a book signing.

For authors, The Rock and Roll Romance book signing in Las Vegas is a coveted invite. Best sellers, wannabes, and writers needing a comeback, view this event as an exclusive seat at the popular table.

Gillian Stark used to be one of the cool kids. She had it all, and then lost it all after she made one fatal mistake on Facebook. One post on behalf of her author “friend,” Sydney Hart, turned her into the pariah of the romance book world.

With the help of TikTok influencer, Ava Winters, Gillian hopes to return to the top of the best sellers list after her three-year absence.

The book signing is two months away and Gillian’s interactions with the local Vegas authors have been anything but welcoming. Her old friend, Beth Darcy, is the only one willing to give her a chance.

Will the past be put to bed, or will old grudges and new rivalries have fatal consequences?

PUBLISHER NOTE: This is a thriller of betrayal and desperation, containing adult language, violence, and sexual themes. 62,200 words. There are multiple points of view depicted within this work of fiction.


THE CHARACTERS

Gillian Stark — Romance Author

Peter — Current Husband

Ryan — Ex-husband

Haley — Fourteen-year-old daughter

Penny Hayes — Romance Author

Brandon — Husband

Sydney Hart — Romance Author

Gary — Soon-to-be ex-husband

Lainey Aiken — Romance Author

Troy — Husband

Cassidy — Stepson

Misty — Troy’s ex-wife

Beth Darby — Romance Author

Nate — Husband

Lucas — Son

Kenzie — Lucas’ fiancée

Ava Winters—TikTok Influencer

Chad— Ex-fiancé


THE LAST SATURDAY IN OCTOBER

facebook

Tina Reads Romance

Oh my God! You guys! I’m in Vegas and The Rock and Roll Romance book signing is canceled! One of my friends is a volunteer, and she just found out it’s not happening. I’m also hearing something went down last night, and there is police tape surrounding the ballroom where we were going to lineup this morning. If anyone knows anything for sure, shoot me a PM. I need to do a TikTok about this when I find out more. If you want to follow me there, the link is in the comments.

Renea, the Redheaded Book Blogger

You guys, I just heard someone was killed last night in Vegas at The Rock and Roll Romance signing. I am shook! Does anyone know if this is true? Holy shit! I’m going to go live in my group as soon as I get more info. The link for my group is in the comments. I have a few sources getting the facts. Make sure you join my group!

Tammy Ann

I can’t believe I came all the way from Canada to meet my favorite authors and now I’m told no event. What the hell! There’s a rumor that someone is dead??? This better be true, because I’m so pissed off, I’m about to murder someone! I better get a refund.

Ellen, the Book Babe

It is with extreme regret and sadness that I officially announce The Rock and Roll Romance book signing in Las Vegas is canceled. I am told there was a fatality last night after the Friday meet and greet. Until their family has been contacted we cannot release a name. Please be patient with us as we move forward and deal with refunds. I am in direct contact with the Metro Police Department since this was my event and I booked the ballroom. Unfortunately, I don’t know much because I went to bed early. If anyone saw something, please say something. Reach out to me privately so I can put you in contact with the police. I am devastated. Let’s all take a breath and pray for our book community as we will need each other to mourn this tragic loss.


TWO MONTHS EARLIER


CHAPTER ONE

Gillian Stark

“I can’t believe I’m sitting across from, the Gillian Stark,” Ava, the influencer gushed. “Do you know how many times I read your series, ‘The Eyes of my Soul?’ Like a million. You’re my favorite author. Please tell me you’re releasing a new book soon.”

With a polite smile, I replied, “Yes, I’m hoping to make a comeback. Would you be interested in an early copy?”

Ava’s bright blue eyes grew wide. “Are you kidding? Of course I would. How soon can I get my hands on it? Do you have to get permission from your agent first?”

“You know, this time I thought I’d self-publish. Everyone seems to be doing it. I’m excited about going indie.”

That was a lie. I wasn’t excited at all. The truth was, I had no other choice. I’d made a grave mistake three years ago, and no agents or publishers wanted anything to do with me. My prayer was enough time had passed, and maybe I wasn’t hated anymore.

Before I became the villain of the romance book world, I had it all, a thriving career, a rich, new, younger husband, and a studio interested in turning my most popular series into a movie. Now at fifty, I was starting over, provided I could convince this young TikTok book influencer to help me. If I wasn’t desperate for her assistance, I probably would want to smack the youthful grin off of her wrinkle-free, hope-filled face.

Getting old isn’t for wusses.

She sipped her water and said, “You know, I’m excited for you to self-publish too. It’s all about the indie authors, right? Anything I can do, just let me know.”

I leaned in with all the charm I could muster. “That’s so kind, Ava. Thank you. I’m so happy you moved to Vegas, and we could meet face-to-face. How do you like it here?”

She shrugged. “To be honest, I’m a little overwhelmed. I’m still living in my parents’ guest house at the Vegas Edge Country Club, and they’re treating me like I’m in high school again. I keep telling them, I’m almost thirty and they were the ones who have been pushing me to move here like they did.”

“So, they’re retired?”

“Yes. My dad sold his business, and they packed up and headed west. We’re from Wichita, Kansas. I stayed because I had a boyfriend, well fiancé, but then we broke up, and here I am.”

“That’s interesting. A mid-west girl with over two million followers on TikTok. How did that happen?”

She beamed. “I have no idea. I just got lucky. When my ex and I were in a fight a year and a half ago, I did a post about a book I was going to read to help me forget about it, and then I did another video after a bigger fight. Next thing I knew authors were begging me to read their books and post about them. It kind of snowballed after that. I love this cafe, by the way. It’s cozy. It almost feels like we aren’t in Vegas. They have books here.”

Tucked away in the corner, I faced the wall at Maggie’s Cafe. I didn’t care to run into anyone I knew. “Yeah, I love it too. The downtown Summerlin area is nice. The shops, the restaurants. I live in a gated community not far from here. There are two suburbs in Vegas, Summerlin and Henderson. Obviously, you’re on the best side of town.”

Ava giggled. “My parents said the same thing. The Vegas Edge Country Club is just a few miles away.”

I nodded. “Yeah, I used to… know someone that lived there.”

“Did they move?”

“Not exactly,” I replied in a melancholy tone. “So… I have to ask. Do you think promoting me on TikTok would be a bad thing? I mean, for you.”

A puzzled expression emerged. “No. Why would you ask me that?”

“Well, because of what happened three years ago.”

“Um… I don’t know what you’re talking about. I wasn’t as active in the book community back then, but I have posted about your books before.”

“And there wasn’t any backlash in the comments?”

“To be honest, I get so many comments, that I don’t read them. Am I missing something?”

I exhaled, letting out a breath I knew I was holding. “No. Nothing. Book drama. You know how it is.”

“Right? Book drama has a quick cycle. I’m not about the drama. I’m about the books. My TikTok is my happy place. No negativity allowed. I only post authentic five-star reviews. If it’s not a five, I won’t do a video. I know some will post no matter what kind of rating, but I want my followers to know they can count on me for those must-read, unputdownable books.”

While Ava prattled on, I only took in half of what she was saying. My mind raced and bubbled with possibilities. Was I no longer the pariah of the romance author book world? Had I been forgiven? The last three years I’d been shunned, but maybe it was time to come out of the shadows. At the end of the day, all I did was defend my now-former author friend. She walked away unscathed and got a movie deal. One of these days, Sydney Hart, you should thank me.

You owe me, big time.


CHAPTER TWO

Beth Darby

“Thanks so much for meeting me, Beth,” Sydney Hart said. “I love Maggie’s Cafe. Don’t you?”

“Yeah, it reminds me of the good old days when the four musketeers would meet here for lunch,” I replied. "You know, before every reader and blogger started writing romance. And of course, it makes me think about Camille… and…”

Sydney cut me off, which was nothing new. “We can’t talk about she who will not be named.”

How could I not think about Gillian? We were colleagues once. More than that, we were friends, close friends. I missed her, but I didn’t dare piss off Sydney. I needed her. She was my gateway back to the best sellers list. Life had thrown me so many curveballs there wasn’t a baseball bat big enough to smack them all away.

“Yeah, okay,” I agreed. “I won’t mention her again. Who else are we expecting? You have a table for six.”

“Oh, I invited a couple of other local, romance authors. Penny Hayes and Lainey Aiken. They write together under the name Penny Laine.”

“I remember a Penny and a Lainey. Didn’t they run a huge blog about five years ago?”

“Yes, that’s them. They write MC romance, you know, motorcycle clubs. Their covers have guys with huge muscles and tats.”

“And probably lots of big… eggplants,” I joked.

Sydney laughed. “It’s all about the eggplant! Penny and Lainey have only been publishing for a couple of years, but they’re doing well. I’ve sort of taken Penny under my wing, and they found their niche. Anyway, how are you doing? How’s Nate?”

“Thank you for asking, but I don’t want to bring you down.”

She reached across the table and put her hand on top of mine. “What are friends for? I say this with love, you look exhausted.”

The accuracy of her comment smacked me between my unkempt brows. Sydney and I were both in our late forties, but her long, shiny black locks, and my mousy brown bob, streaked with grey, made us appear years apart. I could tell she’d been spending a lot of time at the gym too. Meanwhile, I could barely manage to get a shower every day.

Tears flooded my eyes. “Nate… um… he has lymphoma.”

“Oh, Beth. I’m so sorry. I remember you taking a step back from the book world when he was diagnosed with rheumatoid arthritis. I had no idea about the cancer. Is this recent?”

“Yeah… These last few years have been hell and as it turns out, there’s hell, and then there’s cancer. I mean, I always knew when I married a man twelve years older than me, I might be taking care of him at some point, and be a young widow, but I had no idea it could be this soon.”

“Is he terminal?”

“We don’t know yet. His body wasn’t strong to begin with and he just started his treatment a few months ago. My son is devastated. Lucas was going to get married next month, and we were supposed to have a grand wedding and now he and Kenzie decided to postpone it. They live here, so they see how weak he is. They’re with him now so I could get out of the house for a few hours. That’s why I haven’t been in touch with anyone from the book world for so long. I can’t think about sales or covers, let alone writing. I have an edited, complete manuscript ready to go, and I can’t pull the trigger. I’m a mess.”

“I wish there was something I could do to help.”

“Just listening is a help. I appreciate you setting up this lunch today.” I sighed. “I’m sorry. I feel like I trauma dumped on you. Let’s change the subject. I want to hear about you. Tell me something good. The movies based on your books did amazing at the box office. I’m sorry I haven’t had a chance to see them yet.”

She bristled at my comment. “Oh, that’s fine. I was pleased with it. There’s talk they might option, A Time for Them. It’s one of my older books and not my favorite, but if they’re willing to pay me for it, I say, why not.”

“That’s the dream, isn’t it? To see what you wrote on the big screen. Gary must be so proud of you.”

Sidney clicked her tongue. “I think my success drove a wedge between us. I haven’t made this public yet, but Gary and I are getting a divorce.”

“Oh no. That’s horrible. I mean, it is, isn’t it? You don’t seem that upset.”

“What can I say? It’s for the best. Fourteen years was a good run.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“The final straw was what he found on my phone.”

“What do you mean? What did he find?”

She fished her phone out of her expensive bag and showed me a picture of a man so gorgeous, my mouth dropped open. “Gary found some text messages and photos from him,” Sydney replied. “That’s cover model, Dillon Hunter.”

“Hello, Dillon! Or should I say, Mister Eggplant. How did this happen?”

“Oh, Beth, you know exactly how. His eggplant and my taco. It’s a match.”

I busted out laughing and realized it had been an eternity since I had a good, hearty chuckle. “Only you can make me laugh like this. Thank you, I needed that.”

A waitress with short dark hair approached the table. “Can I get you two something to drink?”

“Yes, I’ll have a chilled glass of Chardonnay,” Sydney asserted. “And please make sure it’s nice and cold. I don’t want to have to put ice cubes in it.”

“Got it,” she replied. “And you, ma’am?”

“I’m good with water,” I said.

She nodded. “And are we expecting four more?”

“No. We’re only expecting two more. Please take the silverware and chairs away,” Sydney ordered.

She gathered up the silverware. “Of course. Right away. I’ll send someone over to remove the chairs while I put in your drink order.”

Sydney shook her finger in the air. “That’s a chilled Chardonnay, not a warm one.”

As the server left, I thought, I adored Sydney, truly I did, but I wouldn’t blame our waitress one bit if she spat in her wine.


CHAPTER THREE

Lainey Aiken

“Why do you seem so nervous?” Penny asked me as we walked into Maggie’s Cafe. “You’ve met Sydney and Beth.”

“Yeah, I’ve met them, but I’ve never had lunch with them. You’ve always been a lot closer to Sydney than me,” I replied. “Do I look okay?”

She patted the flyaways down on my freshly colored purple hair. “Of course, but how are you even wearing jeans right now? It’s like a million degrees outside. Wouldn’t a summer dress be more comfortable?”

“Girl, do you even know me? This body doesn’t wear dresses.”

I’d always been a tomboy. Jeans, T-shirts, and tats were my thing. Sometimes I was envious of Penny’s petite frame that looked stylish in anything. Since we started writing together, I’d gained weight, mostly around my midsection.

Thank you for my post forty spread and slow metabolism, said no woman ever.

Penny was still in her thirties and something about her blonde, bouncy bob gave her an extra dose of confidence. She had the gift of gab, and I was better at, well, writing. We’d been bookish friends for ten years. When I decided to pen my first romance, Penny had the same idea, so we joined forces.

“I wish we weren’t so late,” Penny said.

“The traffic on the 215 was insane. It takes a long time to get from Henderson to Summerlin. Meanwhile, our side of town is so much better. Have you been here before?”

“Um… yeah. Once… actually, last week.”

“With who? You have other friends?” I teased.

She hooked her arm around mine. “One or two. Come on. Let’s go.”

As we approached the table the waitress was setting down a glass of wine in front of Sydney. Thank God! Alcohol! I wouldn’t be the only day drinker in the group.

After we exchanged greetings, I sat down next to Beth, and Penny took the seat by Sydney, while the waitress got our drink orders. One Corona coming right up.

Penny wasted no time raving over Sydney. “I have to tell you again how I loved the film adaptations of your books. Of course, I liked the books better, but they did a damn fine job.”

“Thank you,” Sydney smiled. “I was pleased with me too.”

How am I sitting here with two of my favorite authors?

I chimed in with a bit of a quiver in my voice. “I’m planning on seeing them a second time when my mom comes to town. They were like… so… so stupendous!”

Stupendous! What the fuck did I just say?

Sydney’s eyes lit up. “Stupendous! Gosh, I’ve not heard that one. I love it.”

Relief swept over me. “Cool. Um… my husband enjoyed them too.”

“How long have you been married?” Beth asked.

“Troy and I are coming up on ten years,” I replied.

Beth cocked her head. “Wait, isn’t your last name Aiken? Are you married to Troy Aiken?”

A nervous laugh escaped. “No. Troy Aiken the pilot, not the ex-football star.”

Penny blurted out, “My husband, Brandon, is a doctor.”

Sydney picked up her wine and took a sip. “Well, cheers to that. I wonder where your drinks are?”

When the waitress showed up with my Corona and Penny’s Chardonnay, I wasted no time taking a big swig.

“What can I get for you ladies to eat?” the waitress asked.

“I’ll have the warm chicken salad, hold the cheese, and please put the signature dressing on the side,” Sydney requested.

“Could I please get the protein bowl with chicken?” Beth inquired.

The waitress nodded, kept writing, and looked at me. “Um, the Margherita Pizza sounds good. I’ll have that.”

Beth winked. “Hey, pizza and beer. Great combo.”

“And for you, ma’am?” the waitress said to Penny.

“What are my vegan options?” she responded.

Vegan my ass. I’d seen this girl pack away more burgers than Wimpy from the Popeye cartoon. This could turn out to be a tedious lunch.


CHAPTER FOUR

Penny Hayes

“So, I guess I’ll have the portobello mushroom bowl without the cheese. Could I get some artichoke hearts instead?” I asked with my stomach growling.

“Um sure,” the waitress replied. “I’ll see what I can do.”

After she left, I picked up my Chardonnay. “I’d like to make a toast to the four of us. We’ve all been invited to sign at the Rock and Roll Romance event in October. I’m so excited!”

Everyone raised a glass and did a little “cheers”. It probably wasn’t as big of a deal to Beth and Sidney, but it could be a game-changer for Lainey and me.

“I’ve been out of the loop for a while,” Beth said. “It will be fun to spend a weekend in book land again.”

“The book world has missed you, Beth,” Lainey said. “Do you have anything new coming out?”

She shrugged. “Yeah, eventually. I just haven’t been able to get it together.”

Sydney patted Beth’s hand. “You’ll know when you’re ready, and when your next book releases, I’ll be there blasting it all over social media for you.”

Beth smiled. “Thank you so much. And you two as well. Your blog was so supportive of my books back in the day.”

“We still have it,” I replied. “I mean, two other book friends run it, but we’ll be there for your new release. Just let us know.”

Why did I get the feeling something major was going on with Beth? I hated not knowing the scoop on everyone. Being in the know was my love language.

After the food arrived, we all dove in and ordered another round of drinks.

“So, Lainey, do you and your husband have kids?” Sydney asked.

“Um… yes and no. I know that sounds weird. My husband, Troy, has joint custody of his twelve-year-old son with his psycho ex-wife, Misty. Since he has a weird schedule and is out of town a lot, we only have him with us occasionally, unless the psycho ex has a new boyfriend, and then suddenly, Cassidy is with us, and by us, I mean me. It’s why I struggle meeting deadlines.”

I’d grown tired of Lainey’s excuses. I realized not everyone worked as fast as I did, but she needed to step up her game if we were ever going to hit a best sellers’ list.

Beth dabbed her mouth with a napkin. “What about you, Penny? Do you have kids?”

“Not yet,” I replied. “I froze my eggs a few years ago, so I could do it on my timeline. Brandon would like to be settled in his own private practice before we go down that road. He still has such a crazy schedule. I guess that’s why I’m early on my deadlines. I have too much time on my hands.”

“I remember those days,” Sydney said. “It’s when I wrote my books in record time. The solitude kept the words flowing.”

“Right?” I agreed. “When I’m multitasking and checking things off my to-do list, I feel invincible. Oh, that reminds me. We got sent some proofs for our new cover. No one has seen them yet. Would you guys like a sneak peek?”

Lainey shot me a sideways glance. “I thought the photographer said we should keep it under wraps for now.”

“I’m sure Zander won’t mind,” I responded. “We’re showing his work to other authors. He’d be stoked.”

“I’d love to see it,” Beth said. “Maybe it will ignite a creative spark.”

I grabbed my phone and pulled up the photos. “Get a load of him! I mean, could he be any sexier? I just love him. He’s like the hottest cover model right now. Do you know Dillon Hunter?”


CHAPTER FIVE

Sydney Hart

Did I know Dillon Hunter? Hell, yes, I did. Not only did I get him his first cover, I banged him four times last weekend. I guess this was the photoshoot that had him so busy he couldn’t come back to my house for an encore.

I nudged Beth under the table with my foot, hoping she would play along. “He’s very handsome. What did you say his name was?” I asked.

“Dillon Hunter,” Penny said with glee. “I’m telling you, he’s one to watch out for. He lives in Vegas, so I was at this shoot. Oh, my God. So fun. Lainey couldn’t make it, she had her stepson, so I had Dillon all to myself.”

Watch your step newbie. That’s my man you’re talking about.

I took a big gulp of wine. “How nice for you.”

“Do you know which photo you’re leaning toward?” Beth asked.

“I like this profile shot, but Lainey wants the headless shirtless one,” Penny said.

“They’re both great,” Beth replied.

Lainey chimed in, “I guess I don’t love faces on covers. It lets the reader use their imagination.”

“Trust me, they’re all picturing Dillon anyway,” Penny added. “He literally has the most perfect face. Believe it or not, he’s even better looking in person.”

Oh, I already know, kid. He does have a perfect face and I’ve sat on it.

Beth stifled a chuckle. “I believe it!”

“I was thinking of having him at our table at the signing,” Penny continued. “Our next book will be released right before. Wouldn’t it be cool if all of our tables could be next to each other? Like a row of Vegas authors. I should contact Ellen and see if it’s possible. Would that be okay with you guys?”

“Sure. Sounds good to me,” Beth replied. “Sydney, what do you think? Us Vegas authors sticking together?”

Beth’s question barely registered, because I saw a blast from the past across the room, headed for the door. It was as if I was seeing a ghost… and not a friendly one.

What the hell was Gillian Stark doing here, at our place? This was Camille’s favorite restaurant.

“Sydney what’s wrong?” Beth asked. “Are you okay?”

“Gillian Stark is over there with some blonde girl,” I scoffed. “Oh, shit! The blonde spotted us. They might be coming this way.”


CHAPTER SIX

Ava Winters

“Gillian, they saw us,” I said. “We should go say ‘hi’, right? What’s wrong?”

“It’s a long story.”

“But I’m dying to meet all of them.”

“That’s fine. You go ahead if you want. I wouldn’t be welcome at that table. Um… I’ll be in touch,” Gillian replied as she rushed out of the cafe.

With my big girl panties pulled up as high as they could go, I ventured alone to the table of authors lunching together.

“Hey, uh… hi,” I said with a tremble in my voice. “I know none of you know who I am, but I’m like a huge fan of all of you.”

“Are you Ava, from TikTok?” Penny asked.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. “That’s me! I can’t believe you recognized me.”

“Yeah. I didn’t know you lived in Vegas,” Penny replied with excitement. “Thank you so much for the shout-out for our last book. This is my writing partner, Lainey, and I’m sure you know Sydney and Beth?”

Lainey shot me a big smile and hello, but Beth and Sydney were less enthusiastic to meet me. What was their deal? They didn’t even ask me to sit down, and they had a table for six with four people. I helped all of them with sales by talking about their books.

“So, is anyone writing anything new? I’d love to read it,” I said.

A long pause was followed by a few exchanged glances.

Was I invisible? What’s going on?

Sydney crossed her arms. “Ava, you seem like a sweet person, so I’m going to level with you. We appreciate all of our readers and the shout-outs they give us on any platform, but we’d like to know what you were doing here with Gillian Stark?”

“Uh… having lunch, why?” I asked.

Sydney raised an eyebrow. “Do you not remember what happened three years ago?”

“Look,” I replied. “I’m not about the drama. Gillian seemed nice and I’ve missed her books, so of course when she asked me to lunch, I said, yes. I don’t get what the big deal is. I mean, what was so awful?”

“Maybe it’s best you ask her,” Sydney said. “Before you get too close, ask her what happened to Camille Grant.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Gillian Stark

What the hell was I thinking? Inviting Ava to Maggie’s Cafe was a huge mistake. Sydney probably wasted no time telling Ava what a horrible human being I was.

The thoughts racing through my head were getting worse by the second as I pulled into the garage.

When I entered the kitchen, the house was quiet. “Peter!” I called. Where was my good-for-nothing, lazy ass, second husband?

As I moseyed toward the stairs, I heard it… the sounds of females moaning in ecstasy. Great! He was at it again, pleasuring himself.

How did I get here? My life was so fucked up!

I met Peter four years ago at the Rock and Roll Romance signing. His company, Buzz Buddy, was one of the vendors. They sold a plethora of pleasure items geared toward the female orgasm.

All of the women swarmed him and giggled like schoolgirls. I didn’t blame them. Peter was the definition of tall, blond and handsome. At first, I thought he was a cover model.

As I packed up my stuff, he approached me and asked me if I was going to the after-party. I said, no, since I had a husband and child at home.

Then, something happened. The way he looked at me; it was like something out of one of the books I’d written. The electricity between us was too much for either one of us.

The hell with my husband and my kid. I went to that party and ended up in his bed that night. Peter rocked my world, and I never wanted to be anywhere else but his arms for the rest of my life.

I abandoned my family for a younger man and a new exciting life. He sold his company for millions, because I was on the verge of getting my series made into a film. Not just one film, but several, like some kind of “Twilight” franchise.

Peter and I were going to be producing partners on the movies. He was business savvy, and I had the creativity.

It was a dream come true, until Camille. Everything fell apart. No movie deal, no author career, I’d lost it all. Luckily, there was money from the sale of Peter’s business, but with both of us not working, we were at odds.

Did I even know this man?

His idea of a perfect day was three wanks, four beers, and a pizza before noon. I married a man named Peter and he couldn’t leave his alone. The irony wasn’t lost on me.

Something had to give. Last year, when my daughter, Haley, was thirteen, her dad dropped her off at the house when I was at the gym. She’d let herself in the house and there was Peter stroking it in the living room, buck naked. Poor Haley was so traumatized, she quit coming over here.

The only time I got to see my daughter was when I went to her dad’s house. I’d made my bed and I had to lie in it. These days, I slept alone.

As I grabbed a water from the fridge, Peter came into the kitchen wearing a pair of gym shorts and a post wank grin.

“Hey, there’s my girl,” he said.

I let out a long, disgusted sigh. “Don’t you mean, your girls that live on your phone? They’re the ones you actually care about.”

“Aw, wifey, why do you have to be like that?”

“Like what? Peter, you have a porn addiction. You and I haven’t had sex in months. What do you want me to say?”

“Say you’ll watch it with me? Come on, when we first met you let me try out my buzz buddies on you. You said it inspired your creativity for your books.”

“That was different. It was before you invited Peg Cornhole and all the other bimbos into our marriage.”

He leaned against the counter. “What’s with you? I thought you went to lunch with some hotshot influencer. I was hoping you’d be in a good mood, for a change.”

I sucked in a breath and tamped down my anger. “I’m sorry my mood isn’t to your liking.”

“Lately, this has been your only mood. Are you going through, like menopause or something?”

I bit my lip to keep from screaming at him. “You know what, Peter? Never mind. I’m going upstairs to
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