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      Hey! I’m so excited for you to dive into my wild, sexy story! 

      But there are a few things I wanted to tell you about my whirlwind of a romance with the man I least expected to fall in love with, a searingly hot escort named Jagger Holiday.

      I’ve always played by the rules–had the husband, the kid, the big house in the burbs—

      Until all that was ripped away from me. 

      Some people would think their husband cheating on them would be a rock bottom moment, but for me it was a turning point. 

      Because I did something the old Leah would never have dared: I said yes to the fantasy of having a drop-dead gorgeous younger man cater to my every whim for an entire weekend. 

      Then he admits he has feelings for me. I can’t believe it! I mean, come on. I’m older than him, have a daughter about to graduate from high school, a job in the public eye…I thought he was putting on an act—and let’s face it, I’ve been burned before. 

      I bet you have, too. It’s awful, isn’t it? It’s so hard to trust.

      There’s a scene in here that might be hard for you. It was hard for me—but it was also important, because it showed me  how different my time with Jagger was from his other clients. You see, Jagger goes back to work after our weekend together. I couldn’t ask him to quit his job after one scorching hot weekend, could I? We weren’t together yet.  Letting him go hurt. But when you read what happens next, you’ll see how I realized my fantasy was for real.

      I have to stop before I tell you everything–I’m excited for you to dive in! Enjoy!

      Love,

      Leah
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      Leah

      “I’m Not Going.”

      “Like hell you’re bailing on me.” My best friend Kari dropped her head into her arms. “There’s no way I can face this reunion alone, Leah.”

      I lifted my chin. It was hard not to laugh with her usually perfect chestnut hair splayed on the table. Tonight was our Wine and Netflix Night, so instead of the stick-straight clip-in extensions she usually wore, her hair was falling out of a messy ponytail.

      I wasn’t giving in to her outburst. Not that easily.

      “You won’t be alone. You’ll bring a hot date, like you always do.” I took a long sip of wine. “And I don’t have one.”

      Just talking about our twentieth high school reunion sent me spiraling. Going to this thing—if Kari actually talked me into it—would be worse than that recurring nightmare everyone has about showing up at school with no clothes on. We were all going to this reunion naked.

      It didn’t matter what we’d done since we’d graduated.

      She picked her head up, tucked her hair behind her ears, and refilled her wineglass with a sigh. “I don’t want to go, either. But as the senior class president, I’ve spent way too much time planning it to pull a no-show.”

      “You can totally no-show. The only reason you ran was so you could get into a better university. Why don’t we plan a Caribbean vacation that weekend instead? Rich already accused us of a torrid lesbian affair when I moved down here. I’m sure he told everyone that’s why I left. That crew never met a juicy rumor they didn’t spread far and wide.”

      Kari laughed. “If I thought it would’ve gotten you away from that asshole sooner, I would’ve put the moves on you years ago.”

      Kari was a definite upgrade from my ex-husband. The only good things he gave me in fourteen years of marriage were our daughter and a reason to leave.

      My daughter rolled her eyes when she walked through the kitchen. Raven had a knack for walking in on the wrong bits of conversation. The divorce had uprooted my baby in the middle of her sophomore year, and she would never forgive her father or me for that.

      “When are you going back to Sunrise Cove?” she asked.

      “Next month,” Kari answered before I had a chance to say when hell freezes over. “For our twenty-year high school reunion.”

      “Really?” Raven raised her eyebrows. The subtle movement was enough to make me feel ancient. “Can I come? I’ll see if I can stay with Kenzie.”

      Neutral ground. Smart girl.

      “Absolutely.” Kari stood, putting her arm around Raven and ushering her out of the room. “Text her now and let her know you’re coming.”

      Raven headed to her bedroom, mostly likely to give her best friend the news that she’d see her soon, and I glared at mine.

      “Not fair.” I laughed. “You used my daughter to get your way.”

      Kari took her seat at the table, looking satisfied. “Damn straight I did. You can always tell her you’re not going.”

      “Right. Which will somehow turn into Rich saying I won’t let him see her.” I finished my wine and resisted the urge for more. Too much red would guarantee a tiny mariachi band marching through my brain in the morning. I had a long day of filming ahead of me tomorrow, and doing it with a hangover would be absolute misery. “It sounds pathetic, but if I show up to this thing without a date, he wins.”

      The day I found Rich with his head between Shelley’s legs had felt like the end of the world. I’d been helping my sister all day, exhausted, and all I wanted was to crawl into bed and make all the bad things go away. That didn’t happen, because they were in it.

      Fucking. On my favorite sheets, no less.

      I burned those things in the backyard first chance I had. Rich and Shelley were lucky they were still alive because it took everything I had not to wring their necks.

      But that day turned out to be my Independence Day.

      Rich didn’t think he could love me anymore? Best of luck to you, buddy. He needed it. It was time for me to start loving me.

      I looked down at the tattoo on the inside of my wrist, the last words my little sister Lisa had said to me. Live for me. I always thought we were too young for things like breast cancer, but I’d been wrong. Lisa fought with everything she had but didn’t live to see my divorce finalized. Her words had become my rally cry.

      I’d been taking care of her when Rich started bringing Shelley into my bed.

      “You look amazing, and your career has taken off. You have every reason to walk into that reunion with your head held high.” Kari frowned and took another sip of her wine. “But I understand why you want to bring a date. Is that the only thing that’s holding you back from going?”

      “No. And yes. Maybe.” I took another sip of wine. “Definitely maybe.”

      “We can fix this.”

      “Sure. Maybe I’ll meet someone on my next flight to New York. You know what they say about the airport. It’s almost as ripe for eligible men as the supermarket.”

      It was a joke, but Kari could sympathize. She was the only person I knew who kept hours as crazy as mine. She was a federal prosecutor, and I finally had my dream job.

      While I was still married, I worked as a sales associate at Design Spot. Once the divorce was final, I moved from Massachusetts to the Georgetown section of Washington, DC to be closer to Kari, but I found a funky, boutique interior design agency that encouraged me to push beyond my comfort zone. That had been my dream for when I finished college, but instead, I got married and had a baby. Design Spot was only supposed to be a temporary thing, while Raven was little, but it lasted until the divorce was final.

      It wasn’t long before I built my own clientele in DC and finally had the chance to do the kind of work I only dreamed of doing when I was working the night shift at Design Spot.

      No more shades of beige for me.

      Now my work was in magazines. I was known for my bold, fresh-but-familiar style. My clients included rock stars, actors, and artists, and I had a weekly spot on a morning show showcasing my favorite projects.

      Sometimes I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.

      I’d totally redesigned my life, but dating as a thirty-eight-year-old single mom was still a mystery.

      Kari didn’t have a problem meeting people. Her relationships never lasted longer than a few dates, but there was always a guy waiting in the wings.

      “What if I told you it could be easy?”

      “I’d expect you to sell me something in a monthly subscription.” I laughed. “But seriously, what are you doing? You always have a date. They aren’t guys from work. Where the heck do you find them?”

      “I hire them.”

      I couldn’t have heard her right. “What?”

      “I hire them,” she repeated, and I spit red wine all over the table. “They come from an agency.”

      I jumped up to grab a dish towel. “So they’re…models?”

      There was another alternative, but Kari had government security clearance. There was no way she was hiring…

      “Escorts.” She grinned as I gaped. “I call the agency and hire them when I want a date.”

      “All of them?” I’d met some of these guys. I’d had no idea.

      She nodded.

      “Why didn’t you tell me? And how can you act like it’s no big deal?”

      “Because I felt the same way you did at first. Like I was doing something wrong.” She leaned forward, and her face lit up. “When I moved to DC, I gave the dating sites a try. I don’t have time for all that relationship bullshit. Most guys piss their pants when I tell them what I do for a living. They mansplain law to me, or turn our careers into a competition, which is a shame because the only person they’re competing against is themselves. I don’t care what they do, as long as they can take care of themselves and they’re happy. And they can hold a conversation. Out of desperation, I called the agency. I only wish I did it sooner. There’s no pressure. These guys know why they’re there. If I want them to come to a work function with me, they do. If I want to go to the Pancake House, they’ll order a short stack and a side of bacon. And if I want them to fuck me until the world stops spinning, they’re more than happy to oblige.

      “They’ve been screened and chosen for this, and they aren’t cheap. They’re smart, interesting, open-minded, they’ve got bodies built for sin, and holy hell, can they fuck.” A dreamy smile spread over her face. It was the softest I’d seen her look in a long time. “There are certain things a woman should not be ashamed to pay for—comfortable shoes, a therapist, and a lover.”

      “Maria Karina Gomez, I thought I’d heard it all, but after all these years, you can still shock me.”

      “You haven’t heard it all yet, girl. Not by a long shot. I’ve been watching you struggle with those Right Match guys and I’ve been itching to tell you about this. But it never seemed to be the right time.”

      “You bring them to your work functions?” This could totally be the wine talking. I’d gone over my two-glass-on-a-weeknight limit and it was totally possible she’d be horrified tomorrow when I asked her for the number of the agency.

      Was I actually thinking of hiring a date for the reunion?

      “Gotta spice up those parties somehow, or I’d die of boredom. You remember Jason, right?”

      “The one you brought to Raven’s birthday barbeque last year?”

      She nodded.

      “No!”

      “That’s exactly what I’m talking about. He’s also a golf pro. He gave the vice president some tips on his game. I smell a bromance brewing. I think they played a round together recently.”

      “Have you ever”—it felt silly to say out loud—“had feelings for any of them?”

      Her eyes hazed over, and I knew the answer before she said a word. “I have my favorites.” She steeled herself, and the emotion disappeared. “Stop thinking of this in terms of a relationship, Leah. It’s a business transaction. And a relief. Especially after you’ve been slogging through everyone else’s leftovers on those damn dating sites.”

      “Right Match is like the used car lot from hell.” My metaphor wasn’t lost on Kari. Rich managed his dad’s car dealership. “But this escort thing? It’s fucking scandalous.”

      “Isn’t it?” Kari topped off her wine glass and refilled mine, too. Mariachi band, here we come. I knew I should’ve bought white. “It’s also efficient and practical.”

      “Right, but it’s still fucking scandalous. How does it work?”

      She laughed. “I’ll show you. Where’s your laptop? You want to see the big picture.”

      “In my office.”

      She followed me to my favorite part of my house. My office was the place I felt like I didn’t have to put on any airs and I could express myself.

      Once I turned on my laptop, she typed in the address for a plain-looking website that could’ve belonged to any corporation in America. She entered a username and password, and the page changed to pictures of men.

      “Here you go. Click on a picture and check out their profiles. Maybe you can bring one of them to the reunion.”

      It wasn’t that much different than Right Match, it was just a sure bet.

      Kari got out of the chair and motioned for me to sit down. Instead, I leaned over the chair, staring at what seemed like an endless supply of mostly shirtless, but all gorgeous photos of the men available for appointments.

      A business transaction. No strings attached.

      I glanced at her. “I’m scared.”

      “I know you are. That’s why I plan to treat you to the first appointment, so you can give it a try. You need a referral to get in, anyway. Now, you just have to pick him.”
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      Leah

      I scrolled through the page. I expected something raunchier, but this looked like a modeling site. “There’s so many. These guys are all in DC?”

      “A good number of them. Some of them are in New York and a few in Miami.”

      “And they’re not gay?”

      “They’re definitely into women.”

      “How many of them have you been out with?” I eased into my desk chair. I had yet to click on any profiles. It was stupid to be intimidated. I was just looking, despite Kari’s very generous offer.

      “Quite a few of them.” She leaned over my shoulder. “There’s Jason. Click on his profile. See if he’s available.”

      “Oh no, we aren’t sharing escorts. That’s where I draw the line.” I clicked anyway. Jason was a safe place to start. He mentioned the golf thing, and that he was a Marine who’d served in Iraq. He talked about making people feel safe and comfortable, and being able to make conversation with anyone. Including the vice president, apparently.

      She laughed. “Then you’ll want to avoid the whole top row. And Simon. But he’s got a wicked English accent and a dirty mouth. You might want to reconsider.”

      After that endorsement, I clicked on Simon’s picture. He was a medical resident, spoke three languages, and his full lips already had me fantasizing about his warm breath tickling my ear, promising to do absolutely filthy things to my body. It was almost enough to convince me to give Kari’s sloppy seconds a try.

      “He can’t be the only wild one. What about”—three rows below Simon, there was a picture of the guy who made my heart pound more than my dirty-talking daydreams— “this one?”

      I clicked before she had a chance to answer.

      His dark hair brushed his shoulders, and his arm was raised above his head in the photo. His profile said his name was Jagger, he was thirty-two, and a photographer. He’d traveled around the country, had a passion for creating, and loved beauty in all forms.

      I wondered if he’d appreciate it in a voluptuous, thirty-eight-year-old, single-mother package…

      Kari’s face paled. “I wouldn’t bring him to meet the vice president.”

      “Would you bring him to meet your ex-husband at the high school reunion that your best friend insists you attend?” I waggled my eyebrows, barely able to keep my enthusiasm under wraps.

      This Jagger guy excited me. Not only was he the polar opposite of Rich, who had thinning hair, a potbelly, and coached little league, but I’d always had a thing for guys who looked Jagger. I’d never had a chance to do anything about it because I married my high school sweetheart.

      Not that it stopped Rich from finding his type.

      Jagger looked like some of the musicians I worked with. Sometimes they were flirty, but I always brushed it off. I had a strict don’t shit where you eat policy. I’d worked too hard to build my career to ruin it over a man.

      Although I had to admit sometimes that policy was incredibly frustrating.

      “No one will believe he’s your date.” Kari angled the computer toward her and clicked out of his profile, probably headed back to Jason. “He’s gorgeous, but he’s not Sunrise Cove. He’s not...you. Once you get him there, you’ll realize you made a huge mistake.”

      “I’m not Sunrise Cove, either. I’m not the same woman who left. I’m finally getting a chance to be me. If that doesn’t fit in the little box everyone put me in when we graduated from high school, that’s their problem, not mine.”

      “You’re a single mom with a recurring guest spot on a national morning show. And he looks like a sex god.”

      “Like that’s gonna talk me out of choosing him? If I hire him,” —what was I saying?—“I’ll be footing the bill. I’m buying the fantasy. Yeah, it’s probably a waste to bring a guy like him to my high school reunion, but I’m sure he’s been worse places. I really need this night to not suck. So what if people talk about me? Let them talk.”

      “That hasn’t gone smoothly for either of us in the past.”

      “At least it will finally be look at Leah with amazing new life and hot date and not poor Leah who caught her husband in bed with another woman anymore.”

      “Maybe this isn’t such a good idea.” Kari sighed.

      “Did I find someone who actually intimidates the mighty Kari?”

      Her freakout made Jagger even more intriguing.

      “He doesn’t intimidate me. I thought we’d break you in with someone gentler, that’s all.” She scrolled through the page, like she was looking for anyone that might make me forget about Jagger Holiday. Wasn’t going to happen. “Maybe this is too much. Do you want to check out Right Match again?”

      I took a seat on my hot pink couch. The office was the perfect place for our argument. It was the embodiment of everything I’d changed since moving to Georgetown. Vintage lettering illuminated the walls and provided our only light. I’d found old concert posters and used them for the rest of the artwork. All my best ideas came in this room.

      But I usually only brought my clients in here. No one who was close to me. This was the first time Kari had been here.

      Why was I afraid to let people into the place I felt free?

      “You just said Right Match was a waste of time. What’s wrong with bringing hot guy to the reunion?”

      “He looks like a homewrecker.” Kari settled into my chair and opened Right Match. “What’s your password?”

      “Purple95.” I sighed. She wouldn’t believe me unless she saw the prospects with her own eyes. “I bet no one called Shelley a homewrecker.”

      Kari gave me the look of pity I’d come to dread ever since I’d caught Shelley in bed with my husband. And I could expect way too much of it at the reunion. “I want you to be happy. Jagger looks like the type of guy who could break your heart.”

      “If I remember correctly, you said these guys were all professionals who know what they are there for. Let me have a little fun. Until I moved here, I always did what everyone else expected me to do. I’m sick of settling for less than what I deserve. If I’m paying, I should get what I want, right? And so what if this guy turns out to be a dick? It’s only for a weekend. After the reunion, I can either head back to Right Match, or get a bunch of cats and stop shaving my legs. Raven already thinks I’m a crazy old lady. Might as well own it.”

      “So stay the course, basically.” Kari laughed.

      “Right.” I got up to look at my inbox. I hadn’t checked my profile in weeks. I was sure I’d have a story about at least one of the guys who’d left me a message that reinforced my point.

      Or maybe not; it was empty.

      “I have absolutely nothing to lose if I hire Jagger.”
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      Jagger

      “I’m Not Going.”

      I was getting too old for this shit.

      “She’s a friend of one of our best clients. Have you ever worked with Karina Gomez?” My agent Barry didn’t take no for an answer. He was good at making everything sound like the opportunity of a lifetime.

      I rubbed my hand over my face, trying to make last night go away. It was no use, she was still in my bed. I would’ve told her to leave, if I had any idea what her name was.

      I’d gone out with my buddy Zach last night and brought a woman from the bar home with me. It wasn’t supposed to be anything more than it was. A fuck.

      Every once in a while, it was nice to have sex without being told what to do.

      But she should’ve gone home last night. Now things were sure to get messy. They always did.

      “Never heard of Karina. I don’t go to DC. Local clients only.” The last thing I needed was to spend two days traveling to spend a few hours with a new client. There were enough of those in Miami to keep my dick busy until the apocalypse.

      “I thought you said you needed money.”

      “Not bad enough to go to DC.” I wanted money was more like it. I’d been looking at a vacant spot in Wynwood. It was a storefront next to my favorite blues bar, and the perfect spot for an art gallery.

      Call it an exit strategy.

      “She asked for you, Jagger. No one else. Karina’s willing to pay whatever it takes to get your sorry ass up there.” Barry sighed. He was getting sick of my shit. I’d been with him for eight years now, and I thought I had the right to lay some ground rules. He thought he could fix any situation by throwing money at it.

      In his defense, it usually worked.

      “Charge her double.”

      “Done.”

      “Fine. But this is the last time I’m traveling. Local only. If they want me that bad, they can take a trip to Miami.”

      “You cocky bastard.” Barry laughed. “If I do that, I don’t want to hear any crying that you’re not making the money you used to. There’s only so long you can get by being just a pretty face.”

      “It’s a chance I’m willing to take.” I was a male escort. Women paid me to make their fantasies come true. Sometimes, that just meant they needed someone to talk to about their soul-sucking job or their husband who didn’t pay attention to them anymore. Some of them needed to be able to ask for what they wanted behind closed doors without being judged. I’d tie them up, whip them with a cat o’ nine tails, and fuck them until they lost their voice from screaming. Or I’d run them a bubble bath and wash their hair. Whatever they wanted, their wish was my command.

      Every time I tried to get out, there was another excuse to drag me back in. Student loans with interest that multiplied like a family of jackrabbits. The car I wrecked last year. The photography projects that never paid for themselves.

      And now, that vacant gallery space with the for rent sign that taunted me every time I drove past it.

      I needed something more. Something I could be proud of.

      “Hey, sugar.” The woman in my bed stretched, and the sheet slipped away from her tits. They were perfect. She paid a lot of money for them, so they should be. I was pissed at myself for falling asleep before she did last night. It gave her the wrong idea. “Did you make coffee?”

      “There might be some left.”

      Pulling the sheet back, she climbed out of bed, strutting over to me. I let her kiss me, but I didn’t kiss her back. With her tits pressed against my bare chest, she wriggled her hot little body back and forth. My cock twitched, but I refused to give in. If I fucked her again, she’d think it was a commitment.

      “Last night was pretty crazy.”

      That was a good way to describe what I remembered of it. “Yeah.”

      “What do you want to do today?” she asked, running a finger from her lips down to her tit, circling her nipple. It puckered on contact.

      “I’m going to the gym. I have a client later on. You need to go,” I growled and walked away from her before I pushed her back down on the mattress and had her again.

      “You must have time for a little something.”

      Maybe I did.

      No.

      I walked over to her, turning her around so she faced the trail of her discarded clothing strewn all over my bedroom floor. I pulled her hair to the side so my lips moved against her neck. “I don’t even know your name.”

      “It’s Kayla, you son of a bitch.”

      I couldn’t argue with her, but it did the trick. She pulled away from me and dressed in a hurry, slamming the door on her way out. I collapsed on the bed, closing my eyes and inhaling the stench of meaningless sex. Kayla was gorgeous, but she hadn’t made me feel a thing.

      I was completely fucking numb to life unless I was viewing it from behind my camera lens. Even then, I only liked things that were ruined and forgotten.

      I didn’t know what I was looking for, but I wasn’t going to find it with Kayla. Or in Washington, DC. But I was a professional and I’d go up there and make the lady feel like a queen, especially for double my rate. Then I’d forget all about her.

      I was getting too old for this shit.
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