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Prologue

 


“You’re such an unfeeling bastard!”

Giovanni Marcari raised an eyebrow and
waited for the temper tantrum to run its course. Whatever had
caught his attention about Stacia had long since disappeared. She
might have the body of a goddess, but she had the emotional depth
of a rock. Sure, he was willing to play the game, buy the gifts to
make her feel important, but the shallow greediness had more than
worn out his patience.

It could be the fact that he missed
Lexy.

It had been four months since he had last
seen her, and he realized he had only taken Stacia out to alleviate
the loneliness clawing at his heart. But she was a bitch of the
highest caliber, and he was finished with trying to satisfy her
childish antics.

“I think it’s time for you to go.” He picked
up his phone and waited for security to answer. “Miss Kaminich will
be leaving. Make sure she’s not permitted back onto the
property.”

He hung up his office phone and turned back
to see her mouth hanging open.

“You … you can’t do that! I’m your
girlfriend!”

“No, Stacia, You’re a woman I fucked for a
couple of months, much to my regret. And now it’s over.
Good-bye.”

He waved Anthony, his butler, over to escort
her out of his office, as well as his house. When she was gone and
the last of her curses had died away, he turned to stare out of the
window.

He was tired of the game. He was tired of
always feeling empty after a meaningless fuck. The only time he
never felt so … used … was when he was with Lexy. Maybe that was
because he usually only spent two days in her company, or maybe it
was because he knew he’d be seeing her soon. Maybe he was having a
mid-life crisis. He should be happy that he didn’t have far to look
for a sexy woman to fill his bed.

Still…

He picked up the contract that had arrived
the day before. Not only was it lucrative monetarily, it would let
him find and produce side projects. He could have a nice home with
MacGordon Pictures and work on projects that he was passionate
about, like helping up and coming film makers get their works off
the ground and funding under-privileged schools with theater
classes.

Plus, being in Los Angeles would give him
plenty of opportunity to be with Lexy.

With the decision made, satisfaction slowly
replaced doubt. He picked up the pen and signed his name. There’d
be more papers to sign, of course, and he’d be working those out
with his lawyers.

And he tried to ignore the thrill he got
knowing he was going to see Lexy again … soon.


Chapter One

 


“Listen to this,” Marcy exclaimed from the
magazine her nose was buried in. “Italian director
Giovanni Macari, 39, has called it quits with his model
girlfriend of three months, Stacia Kaminich, 19. Well, of
course it only lasted three months! I mean, what could they
possibly have had to talk about once the sex fizzled out? Her
homework?”

Lexy Carmichael shot her a grin. “I’m sure
he didn’t date her for her intelligence.”

Marcy snorted. “34-25-34 measurements only
get you so far. Imagine going out to dinner and your date can’t
even legally order a drink. Signore Macari needs to realize he’s
not a twenty-five year old hot actor anymore.”

“No, now he’s just a thirty-nine year old
hot director.”

“Exactly! He needs to find himself a woman,
not a girl. A woman who can give him the best manicure as well as
the best facial in all of LA.”

“Marcy, you’re not much older than that
model,” Lexy reminded her friend. Marcy was an esthetician and was
always singing her own praises.

“Ah, but I’m not a teenager. And I can spell
Shakespeare.”

Lexy just laughed and shook her head as she
put away her laundry. She wished she could focus on Marcy’s
chitchat, but she couldn’t. She wasn’t in the mood. She’d just
gotten notice that rent was going up again.

“What ‘cha got planned this weekend?” Marcy
asked as she tossed the magazine back onto the coffee table.

“John Henry has a soccer game on Sunday,”
Lexy said as she began to put the clothes back into the basket.

“Does he like playing?”

“I don’t know. He runs with the rest of the
kids, laughing, having a good time, but instead of kicking the ball
he’ll do something completely different like try to do a
cartwheel.”

“Maybe he’s gymnastically inclined.”

“He trips over his own feet.”

“He’s only six, Lex. I wouldn’t worry too
much about it.”

“Oh, I’m not worried. I want him to be
exposed to things but to also have fun doing them.”

“Sounds like he’s having fun to me.”

Lexy shrugged and then nodded. She did what
she could for her son, given the limited extra funds. The soccer
league had been a division of the local park system trying to get
lower income kids more access to physical fitness. It was humbling
always being on the “needy family” list.

“Hey, why don’t you come out with me and my
peeps tomorrow night?” Marcy asked. “We’re doing karaoke at the
sushi bar!”

Lexy grinned. As much as she enjoyed Marcy’s
friendship, the other woman couldn’t possibly understand how hard
it was trying to raise a kid, work full time, and take care of a
sick parent. She rarely had time for herself, and the moments she
was able to get away were precious and few.

As she opened her mouth to decline, her
phone beeped. She pulled it from her pocket and saw a text had come
through.

Will arrive Saturday. C U at 8.

Her heart flared to life, thumping heavily
in her chest. Only practice saved her poker face from cracking as
she deleted the message and slipped her phone back in her
pocket.

“Everything okay?” Marcy asked.

“Oh, yeah. Something at home. I’m afraid I
won’t be able to make it tomorrow night.”

“No prob. Next time.”

“Sounds good.” Lexy picked up the laundry
basket. “I’m all done. Thanks so much for letting me come over and
do the wash.”

“No problem. I enjoy the company.”

“Have fun at work,” Lexy said as she walked
to the front door.

“You come in anytime for a facial,
girlfriend. Hear me?”

Lexy gave her a thumbs up as she walked to
her beat-up little car. The paint was pealing on the roof, making
it look like it had some type of skin disease, and her timing belt
was slipping. She cringed as she started the car and a high pitched
squeal resounded through the neighborhood. She planned to get that
taken care of this week.

She’d met Marcy when she’d begun working at
Charlie’s Diner, a cool looking fifties-type diner that had an
original juke box that still ran. The place had amazing hamburgers,
so morning, noon, and night the place was packed, which was good
because Lexy really needed the tips. Marcy had come in, sat down,
and they’d just begun talking as if they’d been old friend for
years.

As she drove back to the little rented house
she lived in with John Henry and her grandfather, her mind wandered
back to the text that had come through. It’d been four months since
she’d last seen him. Her stomach clenched with anticipation. Just
thinking about his magnificent body, his large cock, and all the
delicious things he could do with it made her pussy drip with need.
Memories of him set her on fire, so by the time tomorrow night came
she knew she’d be revved up to almost an intense, frenetic lust.
She’d have to think of something really clever to show him how much
she’d missed him.

Luckily she had the morning shift and was
off on Sunday. She wouldn’t need to make arrangements with anyone
to cover for her. Although the last shift usually was the money pit
as far as tips went, it was difficult working that late because
that meant leaving John Henry with her grandfather, who still had
trouble getting around a year and a half after his stroke. Thank
goodness her son was a good kid and listened well, but still, it
put a strain on Pop. She couldn’t ask him to babysit this weekend,
too. She’d have to get her friend Tilden to watch John Henry.
Tilden had a seven year old daughter who was starting to develop
that whole boys are gross mentality.

Despite thinking of him, she didn’t answer
the text. She never did.

He knew she would be waiting for him.

On Saturday night she would drive to his
hotel and check into his room, and she’d spend the night at his
beck and call, being fucked until she was bow-legged, wrapped in
his strong arms as he drove her out of her mind with pleasure. And
then, on Sunday, she would pack up her small overnight bag and
leave, go back to her busy but cramped life, and wait until he
texted her again.

Though she never thought she’d be the kind
of woman to indulge in such a shallow relationship, it actually
suited her life perfectly. She was entirely too busy to focus on
finding a permanent kind of man, nor did she want to subject John
Henry to what her own mom had put her through for years. After her
father had died, Lexy’s mother had been all about partying and
where to score her next boyfriend. It had been one of the reasons
Lexy had been homeless and pregnant at seventeen.

With tremendous force she pushed aside all
thoughts of her childhood and mother and focused solely on her
upcoming stolen moment.

Only one time had he been in LA and hadn’t
called her, and she’d known why. He’d been in a relationship at the
time and, from the beginning
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