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To my children, may all your fairytales come true. Love you guys!

To Krystin, the woman who inspired this story. I love you hard girl! Hope you love your personal fairytale!
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Once upon a time, there was a beautiful princess named Krystin, who was kept locked away until her eighteenth birthday. The King and Queen had been visited by an old witch, telling them of the dangers that faced their beautiful, golden hair, blue-eyed daughter, and fear claimed their hearts. They wanted to keep their precious girl safe. So, when the witch told them that all would change on the princess’s sixteenth birthday, they decided to keep her hidden until her eighteenth birthday, just to be sure she was safe.

Sadly, everything had changed for the young woman on her special day of sixteen. Her parents were killed in a fire to their carriage, leaving Krystin broken and alone. Unsure of what would happen to her, the young girl looked to the next person that had been like family, her nanny, Monarose.

Monarose kept guard over the princess. She stood by the former King and Queen’s wishes and continued to hide Krystin from the world. During this time, a feeling unfamiliar to the Princess began to take up residence in her chest. The more time that passed, the more this feeling grew.

Though Krystin was set to take over the kingdom, everyone was unsure if the young princess was even capable of handling such a huge task. After all, she’d been hidden from all aspects of life for eighteen years. There were many out there that weren’t even sure if the princess truly existed. They believed that she was made up to keep the neighboring kingdom from taking control over both lands.

In all the years of being kept away from all life, Krystin never fully understood why. Because of this, she grew resentful of her surroundings and those that kept her from the world...

... I wish! ...

My life was nothing of royalty stature. That story, however, was what I made up to help ease myself to sleep at night. The home I grew up in was like a prison, never really understanding the world around me.

That was in the past, and I was determined to have a far better life. The world was my oyster and I was going to eat it all up, even if I wasn’t a fan of them. So, here was the real story. 

My real-life fairytale. 

A fairytale like nothing you’ve ever heard before... 
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Squatting down, I match the two sets of numbers – the one on the clipboard and the other on the package. This number is the first number in the history of my super successful story, the savvy businesswoman who conquers the world by storm.

“Krystin!”

My name echoes through the nearly empty warehouse.

As of three weeks ago, I became a proud business owner. In a few short weeks, I’ll be opening my lifelong dream. All Booked Up has been a plan in the making for several years now. Well, actually, it falls back to the first time I picked up my first book, and has just grown over the years. This store will bring all things books to both readers and authors around the world.

“Krystin!” Angela’s voice echoes through the warehouse again. 

Angela is my best friend and assistant. She has an incredible ability to organize anything, but more importantly, she can convince even the most stubborn person to take a chance. Those skills have been very handy as I begin to build the model and photographer listing for a portion of the store. It will give authors an option for original covers at a cheaper price than most. 

When Angela and I met, we were waitresses. Because of that, we had plenty of time to talk and dream. Quickly, a friendship formed, and we became inseparable. When the time came for me to jump ship and start on this uncertain path, Angela fled with me. Never hesitating, no regrets, or at least that was what she said.

“Back here,” I answer.

“Well, you should be upfront. Your meeting starts in fifteen minutes.”

“I’m just going through this morning’s deliveries,” I reply, adding a checkmark next to the check package.

“Do it later,” she commands as she yanks the clipboard from my hands. “You need to go make yourself presentable.”

Sighing, I know better than to argue with her. Angela’s red hair is a warning to the feisty personality she holds behind her cute and innocent exterior. She may be short and tiny, but Angela can kick any ass if need be. She is like a damned cage boxer inside of that little elf/fairy look she has going on. 

At first, I was a little bit of a pushover and she had to step in to keep others from taking advantage of me. When I witnessed her bring down a man over six feet tall because he called me a dick tease for not sleeping with him, I knew never to mess with her. That day, I had her start teaching me to fight like her. Now... I can defend myself if necessary.

Dusting my hands off, I turn without another word and head toward the store – which is housed in the connecting building to the warehouse. It has been a long time coming. So many false starts have led to today. Today, I am meeting a potential model to have on the list for authors to use for covers. It is one part of my giving back to the readers and authors. 

Reading has been an outlet for me for so many years. Growing up the way I did wasn’t easy. My family was involved in a car accident when I was only nine years old. They didn’t make it. I suffered some back and leg issues that still haunt me today. 

After I was released from the hospital, I was moved to an aunt’s house, my mom’s estranged sister. Estelle lived out in the middle of nowhere. She only had a one-bedroom house, so that left me sleeping on her one-hundred-year-old couch. It wasn’t really that old, but it was crappy and uncomfortable. 

Suddenly, out of the blue, when I was only fifteen years old, she told me that I had to leave. It left me to drop out of school to find work and ways to support myself. After years on the streets and living in shelters, I managed to find a job and soon got an apartment. 

Ever since then, I have saved every penny I didn’t need and have been able to bring my dream to life. During those hard times, books had been my saving grace. They allowed me to escape the unsure world I was in and disappear into worlds that ended in happily ever after. Books gave me hope. Now, I want to give it back.

Entering my office, I change out of my working shoes and slip on my business pumps. Because of the residual problems from the accident, I can’t wear high heels for long, so I only put them on when I need to look professional.

Bending down, I begin to fix my slacks so they lay over the shoe just right. OCD – Obsessive Compulsive Disorder – is one of the many things that I gained from my past. Just as I finish fixing my other pant leg, a throat clears behind me.

Spinning around, I had a vision of a woman doing the same movement, looking sexy. Her hair flaring out as she spun, with her perky little breasts bouncing enticingly before her hands land on her hips in a perfect choreographed routine. Sadly, I was sure my spin didn’t even come close to looking like that. 

My hip hit the corner of my desk, and a hiss of mumbled curse words spilled from my lips. My straight blonde hair falls all over my face, blocking my view as I try to steady myself. Missing the desk, I tumble to the side and ready myself for my butt to hit the floor.

“Oof,” I grumble as I bust my tailbone on the floor behind me. A searing pain shoots through my back with the contact. 

“I’m...” Laughter breaks off whatever the person is trying to say.

Brushing my vision clear, I glare at the intruder. There in the doorway stands a man made for naughty dreams. His hand is covering his mouth, attempting to cover the laughter he is failing to hide. His tanned face made the beautiful shade of green that his eyes were pop, hair that almost looked rusty in color seems to catch the light and shimmer, but as gorgeous as he might be, he stood there laughing at me.

“I’m so glad you find this funny,” I growl as I brushed my hands off before attempting to stand up.

“I’m sor...” he cuts off in laughter again but does assist in helping me from the floor.

Jerking from his support, I move away and tried to collect myself. “I’d be more inclined to believe you if you weren’t laughing every time you tried to say sorry.”

“No, really I am,” he insists, managing only a small amount of laughter this time.

Placing my hands on my hips, I glare at him. “Who are you?”

“My name is Sylas Jennings, ma’am.”

“Well, Mr. Jennings, you’re no southern gentleman, are you?”

“Aw, don’t let my Ma hear you say that, it’d break her heart,” Sylas jokes in a southern drawl.

“Well, what do you think she’ll do when she finds out that her son not only let a woman fall on the ground in front of him but laughed at her in the process.”

“She’d very well beat my ass, ma’am,” he says with seriousness.

Sighing, I don’t know why I am taunting him, but it is far too easy. There is a sense of ease around Sylas. It is as if I had known him forever. Maybe it is his easy going and down to earth behavior, or maybe it was simply because I had just given him a good show of my ass before I fell on it like a complete idiot. Can’t really embarrass myself further, can I?

“Well, I’m Krystin and I’ll be the one deciding if you can be added to the list...”

He gives me a smirk that has heat moving up my chest and neck. 

“Nice to meet you. Please call me Sy or Sylas. I promise, I’m not rude like that normally, but it was... Never mind. I’m sorry.”

Laughing at the pleading look in his eyes, I wave him off. “I’m not really butt hurt over it. Don’t worry about it.”

“You sure? You landed pretty hard...” His eyes widen as my stare turned stern. “Never mind,” he corrects, putting his hands in the air. “So, what do you need to know?”

Glaring at him for a moment longer, I motion toward the chairs in front of my desk. “Please have a seat.”

He moves the few feet to the seats, elegantly folding himself in. Resting the ankle of his left leg on his right knee, he rests his right elbow on the armrest and places one finger in front of his still smiling lips. My glare deepens as I take a seat behind my desk, doing what I can to hide a wince. Then, I pull out a folder that has the pose and cover questionnaire, a list of questions that would allow me to place him in the proper sections of the website, plus give him maximum exposure to all types of authors out there.

Based on his looks alone, his appeal to romance writers will be significant. 

Hell, I’d buy a book with him on the cover. Maybe two for the drool protection.

“What type of work have you done before?” I question, unable to bring myself to look at him just yet.

“I’ve been a contractor, been a miner, a crab fisherman, a...”

Looking up shocked, I crinkle my brows in confusion. “No, I meant for modeling.”

“Oh, good, that’s a shorter list.” He grins and his eyes light up. “Nothing.”

Shaking my head, a bit of laughter spills out. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to laugh.”

“Yeah, see, not so easy to keep the laughter in, now is it?” Sylas asks raising his eyebrows in question.

“Shut up,” I mumble under my breath. “Did you say that...”

Sylas sits forward in the chair, his grin even bigger and more mischievous. “Did you just tell me to shut up? Some businesswoman you are,” he jests.

“And you call yourself a gentleman?” I counter.

He laughs a little. “Touché.” 

Letting out a frustrated sigh, I open the folder in front of me. “Can we just focus on the reason you came here today?”

“I’m beginning to reconsider that reason.”

The response filters into my ears and the absence of laughter from the tone of his voice causes me to pause in my shifting of papers. Lifting my head, I freeze and stare. The sudden seriousness between us settles over the room like a fog. Slowly, it suffocates the color and freshness from all that surrounds it.

“Let’s have our meeting,” he says, staring at me intently. “I like the idea of what you are going for and would like to be added to the list of your resources.”

His tone is all business and none of the teasing banter that we had just been exchanging back and forth. Butterflies in my stomach take flight and I suddenly feel nauseous. Instead of letting him see that, we work through the paperwork. I ask my questions and he answers them, commenting no further than what is being asked. Confusion continues to fill me the longer the interview carries on. Finally, I hand\ him the questionnaire that he needs to fill out. As he sits just a few feet away, filling out his form on a clipboard, I try to figure out what the hell just happened.

When he first came in here, we had been teasing each other. It had been fun and a definite lift to my day. I thought things had been going well, even if he had been embarrassing me most of the time. He tossed back as many playful comments as I gave, but suddenly, things shifted and now... now, I’m not  sure where things stand.

The click of a pen brings my attention from the computer screen – not even sure what I was truly looking at anyway – and back on the confusion that is Sylas.

“Well, I have it all filled out for you. So, what happens now?” he asks as he hands over the finished form.

“Uh, I will add you to the site with all the information you have listed here. I just need to get a picture for the author to judge if you’ll fit their story. Do you have a shot, or do I need to grab one of those?”

His eyes seem to heat before me as they continue to hold my gaze. Heat travels from my stomach and creeps up my neck. 

Geez, it’s just a look Krystin, I chide myself.

“Do you have time to do one?” 

“I can do a single shot. Many like a couple of shots as well, or are you requesting only singles?” I ask, my voice turning to a mumble as I glance through his sheet.

“No, couple shots are fine. I guess I didn’t realize you needed them supplied. Could you pose in place...” his voice gruffer than before.

“No, I’m going to be taking the picture. I can see if my assistant...”

“I’ll take the picture,” she screams from the lobby area just off my office.

“Of course, you will,” I mumble as I grab my phone and dial her extension.

Turning away from Sylas, I talk quietly into the phone when Angela answers.

“What the hell are you trying to pull?” I growl quietly as I glance in Sylas’s direction, giving a polite smile before turning back to ream my assistant. “You can do this damn picture.”

“Even I can feel the sexual tension between you two. You need to get laid before everything dries up and falls off.”

“Angela...”

“That would be a crying damn shame too. All the good... well, if you find the right guy and this guy looks like he could give it damn good...”

“Angela!” I yelled to cut her off.

The phone goes dead and her laughter carries in through my open office door. 

“I’m going to fire her,” I say to no one.

“You can’t fire me,” she hollers.

Sylas starts laughing and I turn my glare on him. He stops laughing, but it remains in the glint in his eyes and crinkles at their edges. 

“Ugh! I just want to smack you both!”

“He might like that,” she piped in.

“Oh my God!” I drop my head into my hands, knowing my cheeks are blazing with embarrassment.

Another bout of male, husky laughter fills the silence. “I’m going to venture out there and say that you two are friends.”

“We were,” I grumble.

“You love me,” Angela hollers from the other room.

Just wait until this guy is gone. Angela is going to get it.

“Ugh!” I slammed his questionnaire in front of me. “I can’t freaking focus because of you two,” I growl.

“I’m sure...” Angela starts to say.

“Shut up!” I snap and glare at Sylas who starts laughing again. “When can you come back for the shoot?”

“Are you available to do it now? I’m pretty busy for the rest of the week. I don’t have anywhere to be until three today.”

“I’ll pull costumes,” Angela comments as she enters the room. “Shipping is on line two. Sylas if you’ll come with me, you can pick out at least two different styles and I’ll match Krystin’s outfits to yours.”

Grumbling under my breath, the two of them leave the room, no doubt scheming behind my back. Lifting the phone from the receiver, I press line two and began a twenty-minute conversation with shipping on my next order that was supposed to arrive tomorrow. They wanted to tell me it wasn’t feasible. Needless to say, it’ll be here tomorrow by four in the evening.

Instead of heading down to the wardrobe room, I busy myself with pointless organizing just to avoid going there yet. I know, though, that I can’t wait forever. The shoot will take at least an hour and I am unsure how long the process of picking a photo will take him and he is on a time limit. So, I shut the monitor off on my computer and walk out of the office, closing the door behind me.

The hallway is short and only has three rooms. One leads to a bathroom another to the photo room, and a wardrobe room that houses two separate dressing rooms. Taking a deep breath, I enter the room.

“Okay, can we just get this over with?”

Angela grins at me. “Top outfit is the first one. He’s waiting in the other room.”

Rolling my eyes, I move to the changing room. A red sparkling gown hangs on the hanger. Slowly, as if it were going to attack me, I approach it. It doesn’t look too racy. Maybe they aren’t going to pick the most provocative outfits. Slipping out of my clothes, I step into the dress. Only then do I realize that the dress isn’t exactly conservative. 

The front of the dress came up to mid-thigh. It hangs down to the floor in the back. There are no straps and I worry that if I move wrong, my boobs will pop from the dress. The worst part, however, is the fact that the dress is sheer aside from the top. Which explains why there are a pair of red thong underwear sitting on the bench next to a scary pair of heels. Ready to get this over with, I just dress in it and moved to the room next door.

Walking in, Sylas is helping Angela set some sort of scene. Neither notice when I enter, as they are talking back and forth about what they are doing.

“The bench should look to be under the tree so that the moonlight would land on the subjects in a way that showcases desire without any action needing to be required. Let the scene set the tone instead of the couple,” I say from behind them.

They both turn. Their mouths fall open at the exact same time. Ang recovers first, smiling as she moves behind the camera. Sylas continues to stare.

Placing my hands on my hips, I narrow my eyes. “Can we get this done and over with?”

Instead of saying anything, he walks to me in small, almost tentative, steps. Reaching out a hand, he brushes it down my cheek in a sweet and tender caress. My heart rate spikes, and I look up at him. His eyes heat as he swallows hard.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I notice a flash, but it isn’t enough to push through the fog of desire that I am being held in. His fingers move around to caress my lower lip before slowly grazing a trail down my neck, across my shoulder all the way down to my hand. His rough grip surrounds my slim, delicate hand. 

Sylas’s other hand wraps around my waist and pulls me against him. In his white button-down dress shirt and black slacks, he is gorgeous, but up against his body like this, it is heavenly. Suddenly, he dips me backward. My
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