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One






 


HOW TO DRIVE YOUR WOMAN CRAZY WITH PASSION!


 


TEN SUREFIRE STEPS TO KEEP HER SATISFIED ALL NIGHT LONG
 



Lecia Calhoun cringed as she read the heading of the chapter that the radio host expected her to discuss—in full, juicy detail, no doubt—during her scheduled interview. An interview that was to take place in—she glanced at her watch—eight minutes and counting. And not just with any radio host, but with Depraved Dave, arguably one of Los Angeles’ most foulmouthed, irreverent talk show hosts. Loud and obnoxious, he was the antithesis of the feminist, the kind of man’s man who commanded attention in the worst possible way. A chauvinist pig who believed that women had been put on Earth to serve men in general and him in particular. She wouldn’t put it past him to roll off a woman and belch right after orgasm, or even to belch as he was coming. He was that kind of guy. A month ago at Spago Beverly Hills she had seen him stuff a tip down the hostess’s blouse—groping the startled woman for a good few seconds—and he was at the restaurant with his wife.


She could only imagine how he would handle her now.


Knowing this was going to be her worst nightmare, Lecia again glanced at the open book. The words How to Drive Your Woman Crazy with Passion! danced on the page, mocking her. Oh, yeah—she could imagine the fun Depraved Dave would have at her expense. After all, she had written the words.


A part of her had held out hope that Depraved Dave wouldn’t earmark this chapter, because…well, because one could entertain fantasies, couldn’t they? Fantasies were a normal, healthy part of life. It was part of what she preached in this very book, which now felt like a cement block in her hands.


In reality, she was hoping that the universe would spare her this with Depraved Dave, simply because she had already discussed this very chapter with 99.9 percent of the hosts and reporters who had talked to her. It was the very last chapter in the book, but the one the media were interested in. The one that read like a tabloid sex column, a marked departure from the other chapters. The one that was thrown in half as a joke, but her editor had loved it nonetheless.


Given that she had discussed this chapter so many times, she knew she should be prepared for any question. But she had not yet discussed it with Depraved Dave, whose middle name was Shocking. He poked fun even at the holiest of topics. She had once listened to his show in open-mouthed horror as he challenged nuns to “get laid” so they would know exactly what they had given up.


Oh, God. How was she going to handle him?


Slinking down in the worn leather chair, Lecia lifted her face to Angela, the publicist who had accompanied her from her publishing house. Angela was a tall, pretty blonde who could easily have been a model if she’d decided to pursue that career. She was smiling and chatting with Joe Balfour, the producer of Get Real with Dave.


“Um, excuse me. Angela….”


Angela glanced down at her. Lecia realized she must have worn a petrified expression on her face, because Angela’s eyes narrowed with concern. “What’s the matter? You need to use the bathroom?”


“Not exactly.” And thanks for saying that in front of Joe! “I, uh, need to speak with you for a moment.” She paused. “Privately.”


Joe’s eyes flitted between both women. “No problem. I need to get some water anyway. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes to bring you in for the show.”


Even though Lecia had heard the man speak already, Joe’s voice was still a shock to her. A shock because it told a lie. Deep and husky, it said he was at least six feet of well-muscled man. In reality, he was five-foot-four—max—and if he had any rippling muscles, they were camouflaged by layers of fat. Yet Joe had an easy smile and a confident glint in his eyes that said he thought he was as sexy as the Denzel Washingtons and Brad Pitts of the world.


Lecia forgot about Joe the moment he left the room. She was on her feet in a flash, holding her book open for Angela to see. “Chapter Thirteen,” she said, aware that her voice was higher than usual. “Depraved Dave wants me to discuss Chapter Thirteen. You assured me we’d discuss something else!”


“I tried,” Angela said. “I told Joe you’d been interviewed about that chapter several times already, that I thought it’d be a more interesting slant to concentrate on another aspect of the book. Last I heard from him, he said Dave was more interested in you and your background. But what can I say?” She shrugged. “It’s Dave’s show. What he says goes.”


“I can’t do this,” Lecia protested. “Not this chapter. Not with Depraved Dave.”


Angela took a swig of her bottled water, but Lecia didn’t miss the smirk before the plastic had hit her lips. “It’ll be fine.”


“And when he chews me to pieces before his male chauvinist audience?”


“He won’t be able to chew you to pieces. Everything you say in the book is fact. Especially Chapter Thirteen. If you ask me, it’s high time men get it.”


“Like that’s gonna happen with his audience.”


“Lecia?”


“Yeah?”


“Calm down. Honestly, there’s no need to panic. You know your stuff, and when you’re through with Depraved Dave, he’ll know it, too.”


“I’m not too sure about that.”


“Stop stressing about it. No one’s gonna remember what you said anyway. They’ll tune in for one reason only—the topic. Sex sells. Men are as intrigued by the female orgasm as women are. Which is exactly why your book is hot.”


Lecia drew in a sharp breath, willing herself to relax. Angela was right about sex selling. Did it ever. Her sister said the same thing when she’d first broached the topic of perhaps writing a book for women about sexuality and orgasm, considering that so many of the women she’d met in her medical practice had trouble achieving one. Not only had Tyanna encouraged her to write the book, she’d challenged her to do it. And not because of the money potential—anyone with a brain knew most writers didn’t make squat—but because her sister knew that writing was what she had always wanted to do.



From the few fiction-writing courses Lecia had taken, she knew that the first rule was to write what you knew about. She knew the female anatomy. As an obstetrician-gynecologist, she knew it inside out. Then, as a sex therapist, she learned a thing or two about female orgasms. In fact, after dealing with more clients than she could count who’d either never experienced orgasm or had trouble experiencing it, she had veered off the fiction-writing path and toyed with the idea of nonfiction. It was her sister’s challenge that gave her the final push that led to The Big O—a lighthearted but factual look at women’s orgasms and how to achieve them.


Lecia was proud of the book, even if her parents blushed when reading it. And with its surprising success, she would never be able to put herself in the category of the writer who didn’t make decent money. She was loving every minute of her accomplishment, even the crazy interviews. Her only concern was that with the focus of the interviews being on the so-called cheesiest part of her book, people might forget that she was actually a medical professional. A doctor and not a hack. Chapter Thirteen screamed hack.


Then again, maybe she was simply obsessing because Depraved Dave scared her to death. She wouldn’t have agreed to the interview if Angela hadn’t begged and pleaded with her to do it.


Lecia frowned, then said to Angela, “Maybe you could suggest to Joe that we discuss the first chapter. Myths about the female anatomy.”


“Honestly, Lecia. It’s not like you haven’t done this before.”


“No, no. You’re right.” It was high time she resigned herself to her fate, she told herself. “It’s no big deal,” she added. Digging into her shoulder bag, she withdrew her inhaler, and holding it like a lifeline, she shook it, exhaled then inhaled while pressing two spurts of the medicine into her mouth.



“Oh, God. You’re really not okay.”


“I’m fine,” Lecia said when she released her breath. “My asthma acts up a few times a day. This is simply one of those times.”


“You’re sure?”


“Yes, I’m sure.” She ran her fingers through her short tresses. “How’s my hair?”


“This is radio.”


“Right,” Lecia conceded. But she still didn’t feel better.


“What’s the worst that could happen even if Depraved Dave chews you up, as you say? People love controversy, especially in this town. They’ll buy the book for that reason alone. If men in production offices or on film sets are standing around the water cooler dissing your work, that’s fabulous.”


Fabulous? “Um…”


“The more they talk about you, the quicker you’ll become a household name. And that translates into more sales.”


Lecia’s lips twisted as she gave Angela’s words thought. Maybe the energetic publicist was right. “I didn’t think about it that way.”


“Listen, if I’d written this book, I’d be riding the sex wave until the orgasm died. And laughing all the way to the bank. Because the way sales are going, this is a multiple orgasm.”


Lecia managed a genuine smile at Angela’s sexual puns. And they were right on the mark. The book was making her a pretty penny. “You’re right, Angela. I’m forgetting the bigger picture.”


“Exactly. What’s half an hour with Depraved Dave in the grand scheme of things?” Angela looked beyond Lecia. “Joe.”


Lecia whipped her head around. Joe stood with both hands shoved in the front pockets of his khaki pants. Perhaps to make his bulge look bigger? “Ready, Dr. Love?”



“Ready as I’ll ever be.”


“Let’s head inside the studio and meet Dave Brooks.”


 


“This is WXJY, All Talk Radio, and you’re listening to Get Real with Dave. This is your host, Depraved Dave, and for the next two hours, I’m yours, baby. If you’re listening to me for the first time, congratulations! You’ve finally crossed over to the other side, and no, you didn’t have to die to do it. Now, you’re probably wondering why they call me Depraved. I dunno. Maybe it’s because I like to call it as I see it. I don’t tiptoe around issues. Maybe that’s not politically correct, but hey, at least I don’t make small talk with people I can’t stand. So, if you’ve got a problem with me, you can exercise your constitutional rights and switch the dial. You know what—forget I said that. What you ought to do is expand your horizons. Listen to my show and maybe you’ll learn something.


“All right. On to today’s show. Do I have a treat for you. You may have already heard of her, and if your woman’s now getting off—and I’m not talking about off the telephone—you probably have this lady to thank.”


Lecia winced.


“Who am I talking about?” Depraved Dave panted like he was in the throes of passion. “Why, I’m talking about Dr. Love. Author of the runaway bestseller, The Big O. And I have to tell you, this woman is hot. She’s like Halle Berry, only better. Dr. Love, it’s a pleasure to have you in my studio today.”


Lecia steeled her shoulders and forced a smile. “It’s a pleasure to be here.”


“Good. Now let’s get to the nitty gritty. To the nuts and bolts, if you know what I mean. Because we have a lot to talk about. Your book.” He held it up high, as though he were presenting an item to a courtroom. “The Big O,” he all but shouted. “And no, I’m not talking about Cheerios, guys. I’m talking about orgasms. Female orgasms, to be exact. When I learned about this book, my first thought was, why isn’t there a book like this for guys? But I know why. Because guys don’t need help when it comes to orgasms. We know how to do it. We don’t get all emotional and weepy and mentally shut down. We know how to have a good time.”


As Lecia watched Depraved Dave emote with his hands, spittle flying from his mouth as he spoke fervently into the mike, her stomach sank. He didn’t seem at all interested in talking to her. He wanted to preach his own opinions.


What am I doing here?


“No offense, Doc,” he said, finally facing her. “A certain ex-girlfriend of mine—who shall remain nameless—should have had a copy of this book when we were together.” He laughed, his voice hoarse from years of nicotine abuse. “Okay, about your book. You tell women how to get themselves off?”


It couldn’t have sounded more crude. Which made her hate to have to admit, “Well, to a certain extent, yes.”


“I could talk about your credentials, but I don’t want to bore anyone to tears. Besides, anyone who looks as good as you must know her stuff when it comes to orgasms. So let’s get right to the book. I decided to skip all the crap at the beginning and go right for the juice. Chapter Thirteen.” He held the book open and read. “‘How to make your woman scream with passion.’ And before any of you guys out there think I want to discuss this because I need pointers, let’s not get stupid. Because I make all my women scream. Even that certain ex-girlfriend of mine, who had issues up the wazoo. But there are some guys out there who don’t know the first thing about pleasing their women, which is why I’m assuming you wrote this chapter.”


This was going to be bad. Very bad. Lecia hoped the thirty minutes wouldn’t feel like thirty years. “Actually…” She cleared her throat. “As you can see, that’s the last chapter of the book. And the story behind my motivation for it is kind of funny. I received one of those ‘enlarge your penis’ e-mails—you know, that annoying spam everyone gets—and the subject said something like, ‘Lecia, make your woman scream.’ After I rolled my eyes and deleted the message, I thought, why not put something like this in the book? Not that exactly, but something as…I don’t know. Shocking? The kind of thing that would get people talking. So I did. But while the chapter title is a bit outrageous, it’s actually a serious—”


“Right, right,” Depraved Dave said, cutting her off. “Let’s get to the juice. The creamy center,” he added in an exaggerated tone. “The stuff everyone in America has tuned in to hear about. Point one. Talk to her. Okay, Doc. What exactly do you mean by that? Role-playing? Pretending, for example, that your wife is a French tramp? Or a school girl who’s begging to get laid?”


The guy sounded like an advertisement for a porn network. Lecia wanted to smack him. “If role-playing works, yes,” she began slowly, “but I was referring to romantic—”


“Point two. Butter her up.” Dave chuckled. “I love this one already. They’ve got body butter in all sorts of flavors. The wife says she loves the taste, not that I’m not sweet enough already.”


The image of anyone getting down and dirty with Depraved Dave was enough to make Lecia want to puke. He was tall, but that was all he had going for him. He had long, stringy blond hair, way too pale skin for a guy who lived in the Golden State, and a body undefined by any muscles but undoubtedly defined by a beer gut. That and coffee-stained teeth. In other words, he was the kind of guy who attracted women only because of his fame and his net worth. They certainly weren’t attracted to him for his charm.


“I guess this isn’t a family show,” Lecia joked, knowing full well that Dave’s show was often X-rated. “Actually, what I meant was butter her up with words, not—”


“Body butter’s the way to go. But I guarantee you, no woman needs any of that extra crap when she’s with me. With what I’ve got, women never complain about being satisfied.”


Women. She didn’t put it past him to screw around on his wife. In fact, she was certain that he did. Why was the beautiful brunette still with this pig?


Lecia said, “I’m sure you know, Dave, that size isn’t everything. That’s a male misconception.”


“You find me a woman who’s happy with three inches.”


“Is that why your exes left you?” Lecia couldn’t help asking, the syrupy smile on her face making a lie of her concerned tone.


Sound effects of a jeering crowd filled the airwaves. “Hey, I may be a white guy, but I’m hung like a horse. Fourteen inches. And I don’t mind proving it to you.”


“Men and their toys.” Lecia tsked. “I didn’t think we were talking about strap-ons.”


There was a moment of dead air as Depraved Dave stared at her in shock. Then he grinned and said, “I like you. Let’s take some calls. The phone lines are lighting up like a Christmas display.”


Lecia felt victorious. She’d won the battle with Depraved Dave. It was yet to be seen if she would win the war.













Two





Anthony Beals shot to his feet, slammed his hands down on his lawyer’s desk and bellowed, “What do you mean there’s nothing I can do?”


“Sit down, please.”


“I don’t want to sit. Not until you tell me how my wife can get away with this.”


Keith Alabaster sighed, as if to say he’d explained this a million times already and didn’t want to do so again. “Your prenuptial agreement is explicit. It says that if you cheat, she gets five million.”


“But I didn’t cheat on her!”


“Calm down, Anthony.”


Anthony stood to his full six-foot-three-inch height. “Calm down? You tell me my wife is about to take a good chunk of my cash, and you expect me to calm down?”


Keith simply stared at him. “This is a…tricky situation. If this was simply he said she said, I’d say we fight it in court. But with this whole situation being very public, I’m not comfortable leaving it up to a court of law. I think it’s wise to meet with Ginger and discuss an offer.”



“No way.” Anthony planted both hands on his hips and began to pace.


“Anthony,” Keith said firmly. When Anthony looked his way, Keith continued. “With everything that’s happened in the media, I wouldn’t trust this case to a judge.”


“But I didn’t cheat on her.”


“The world thinks you did.”


Damn the media and the way they manipulated the facts. “I wasn’t charged with anything.”


“No, but—”


“But you’re telling me that doesn’t matter?”


“It should matter, yes. But who’re we kidding? With television and the Internet replaying only the sordid details of any given case, people are convicted in the court of public opinion. The truth gets lost, assuming it mattered in the first place.”


In this case, once those damn pictures of him had circulated, the media had touted the image of the womanizing ball player, which was a stereotype if ever there was one. He was far from a womanizer. Sure, when he’d been single, he had his share of good times. His share of women. But he had changed as he’d grown older. Matured. Even before he got married he stopped hanging out with the boys every night, chasing a piece of ass. He’d stopped that crap in college, long before he started playing pro ball. And he had most definitely sworn off all other women once he’d said “I do.”


“Let me set up a meeting with Ginger’s attorney to discuss some type of settlement.”


“Making an offer will be the same as admitting guilt,” Anthony protested.


“It’s a moot point. The question is, do you want to lose five million in addition to half of everything you own? Let’s meet with Ginger and her lawyer. I’ll get her to settle for a million.”



“A million bucks? We’ve barely been married for five months.”


“I won’t start the negotiations there. If she says yes at $250,000, great. If not…” Keith ended his statement with a lame shrug.


Gritting his teeth, Anthony crossed the carpet to the floor-to-ceiling windows and stared outside. Stared, but didn’t see a thing other than the blur of buildings in downtown Los Angeles.


He couldn’t believe this was happening to him. His life had taken a turn for the worse and everything was spiraling out of control. A cruel twist of fate had him meeting that hooker on West Hollywood, and as pathetic as it sounded every time he heard the story on the news, he hadn’t known the woman was a prostitute. He had truly believed her to be a woman in trouble. A woman in trouble who had flagged him down for some help. By the time he got a clue that she wasn’t down on her luck that cool May evening, the time bomb on his life had been about to explode. Literally. Just as he had been ready to head back to his car, several sudden camera flashes blinded him.


The woman shrieked and ran off, and so did the photographers.


Anthony had stood there in shock.


No one was more proud than he of his success—except, perhaps, his mama. He’d led the Oakland Raiders to the playoffs this past season with an incredible 3,008 yards passing and 351 passes completed. His best game had been against the Miami Dolphins, when he completed twenty-five of thirty passes for 333 yards. He also rushed for sixty yards for a touchdown that game. Since being traded to the Raiders the year before he’d set them on fire. Voted the league’s MVP, he had achieved fame not only in the Bay Area, where he played, but in L.A., where he chose to live, and wherever he traveled. Never in his wildest dreams, however, would he have thought himself popular enough to have the paparazzi trailing him.


The camera flashes had been startling, but he’d written the whole thing off as some overzealous photographer or even a fan hoping to get a candid shot of him. Until the next morning when Ginger plopped the Daily Blab onto his stomach while he lay in bed. He had popped open an eye, seen her tearstained face, and quickly gotten up. His stomach bottomed out when he saw the front page. A large color photo showed him turning, a stunned look on his face, while he stood beside a dark-skinned woman who wore far too much makeup and wild hair to not be a prostitute. Of course, he had been turning to head back to his car, and because it was so dark, he hadn’t noticed all the makeup on the woman’s face right away.


He had gone on to tell Ginger that, but she wasn’t interested in anything he had to say. At least not until she had settled down after a good hour or so of crying. He finally had the chance to talk then. But after listening to his truthful although admittedly lame-sounding explanation, she threw every piece of his clothing onto the lawn of their Beverly Hills home, then started smashing the glassware in the kitchen. There was only one thing he could do to make anything better—leave the house. At least until Ginger had cooled down.


He’d moved into the presidential suite at the Raffles L’Ermitage Beverly Hills. Equally as elegant as the Regent Beverly Wilshire, Raffles L’Ermitage had far fewer rooms, which meant he would have more privacy. More than anything, he had wanted to keep a low profile until he and Ginger smoothed things over.


That was two weeks ago, and he still hadn’t been back to the house. No, that wasn’t true. He had gone back, only to be dragged off the property by the police. Another embarrassing photo of him appeared in the papers the following day.


Ginger had gotten a restraining order against him. She wouldn’t take his calls. She wouldn’t leave a message for him. The only thing she wanted to do was end the marriage and get what she said had been promised to her in the prenuptial agreement. That much Anthony knew because of his wife’s lawyer’s correspondence with his lawyer.


One thing had become clear. She hadn’t turned out to be the stand-by-your-man kind of woman he’d initially thought her to be. Not the through-good-times-and-through-bad wife he’d expected.


He could hear his mother’s words: Child, why are you marrying this girl? How well do you even know her?


“You knew Dad two years before you married him,” Anthony had replied, watching his mother’s face crumble at his words. “I’m only trying to say—”


“I know what you’re saying. And believe me, I don’t want the same for you that I’ve had. You’re a good son. A decent man. You deserve a decent woman.”


“Ginger is a decent woman.”


“Then why haven’t you met her kinfolk?”


“She’s had a rough past,” was all Anthony had said. He hadn’t felt it was right to discuss the deeply personal things Ginger had told him in confidence.


“Something’s not right, son. I feel it.”


He had ignored his mother’s warning. After all, it only made sense that she was wary when it came to marriage. Her husband had cheated on her like it was a sport, and she’d been miserable. That was bound to make anyone distrustful.


“Anthony.”



At the sound of his lawyer’s voice, Anthony snapped back into the present. He dragged a hand over his face. “Sorry, Keith. What did you say?”


“I said, do you want me to schedule the meeting with you or without you? I know we have the restraining order to consider, but I think I can persuade Ginger to revoke that.”


Anthony could hardly believe this conversation was actually taking place. “This is a nightmare, Keith.”


“It happens every day.”


“Great. So I should just get over it?”


“Sorry,” Keith said, standing up. “This is L.A. I tend to forget that some marriages do last a lifetime.”


“That’s what I was hoping for me and Ginger.”


“I know. But it doesn’t look like that’s gonna happen. She’s already served you with divorce papers.”


“You don’t have to remind me.”


“Sorry,” Keith said again.


“No, I’m the one who’s sorry. You’re only doing your job. It’s this situation that’s frustrating me.” He had sworn that when he walked down the aisle, his marriage would last forever. The last thing he’d wanted was to follow his father’s disgusting path. His father had been married six times. Divorced six times. He’d had countless lovers, almost from the moment the bastard married his mother. And his poor mother—she had cried herself to sleep for years. In the beginning, Anthony hadn’t understood why, but on more than one occasion he had left his bedroom to crawl into her bed and wrap his little arms around her when he had heard her sobbing. Later, he understood the reason for his mother’s tears. The day she had finally told his father to leave, Anthony had vowed he would never hurt a woman the way his father had hurt his mother.



To his lawyer, Anthony said, “I always swore I’d get married and stay married.”


“That’s what I said the first time I got married. Doesn’t always happen that way.”


Anthony inhaled and exhaled slowly. “I still don’t get it. She barely even spoke to me, then she’s serving me papers?” How could Ginger have turned on him this way? “You know whose fault this is?” he went on, wagging a finger as the answer came to him. “That Dr. Love woman. The last time I tried to speak with Ginger, she told me that Dr. Love advised her to put me in the past and move on with her life.”


Keith’s face paled. “What do you mean, you tried to talk to Ginger? When?”


“Two days ago.”


“For God’s sake. Do you want her calling the cops again? You barely escaped a trespassing charge two weeks ago.”


“It’s my house.”


“Yeah, but she’s got a restraining order.”


“Don’t remind me.”


“Someone needs to remind you. This situation is bad enough. You don’t need a stalking charge on top of everything else. You want to spend time in jail?”


“No, of course not.”


“Then let this go. I know you love her, but you’ve got to cut your losses and move on. Before you’re really sorry.”


Cut his losses, as if they were talking about a bad stock or something. But he knew Keith was right. Things could potentially get much worse. “Fine. Set up a meeting.”


“Given what you just told me, I doubt she’ll okay a meeting with you there, so it might have to be on the phone. But I’ll do my best. I’d like everyone to meet face-to-face if at all possible.” Keith groaned softly. “But please, no more calls to Ginger. Let me handle this.”


“All right,” Anthony agreed grudgingly.


“I’ll call you as soon as I have the details.”


 


Anthony left his lawyer’s office in a foul mood and was still fuming when his cell phone rang a couple hours later. “Yeah?” he practically barked as he answered it.


“T?”


T was the nickname that those in Anthony’s inner circle called him. “Yeah, this is T.”


“Hey, T, it’s me. Ben.” Anthony heard a soft chuckle, as if Ben were relieved. “You’re finally answering your phone.”


Shit. He was in no mood to talk to his agent. “Ben, can we chat later? This is a bad time.”


“I’ll make this quick. What do you say I swing by your hotel at two o’clock to pick you up? We can grab a quick bite—”


“Pick me up? For what?”


There was a pause, then, “What do you mean, ‘For what?’ The Tonight Show. Your guest appearance today. Remember?”


“Aw, shit.” He hadn’t remembered. It had been that kind of day. “I’m sorry, Ben. A lot’s going on.” He glanced at the Lincoln Navigator’s digital clock. It was three minutes after twelve. “It totally slipped my mind.”


“That’s okay. We still have plenty of time. As long as we’re at the NBC studios by four—”


“I don’t know, Ben.” Anthony looked out at the waves. He’d driven to Huntington Beach hoping to clear his head, but all he had for his efforts was a migraine. “I’m not feeling up for it. It’s early, though. I bet if you call them now, they can find a replacement for me.”


“A replacement?” Ben sounded truly perplexed. “Oh, I get it. You’re joking, right?” The older man chortled as if to make his point a reality.


“Naw, man. I’m serious. I’m having a very bad day. I saw my lawyer this morning and things went right down the toilet. He suggested I offer Ginger some type of settlement rather than go to court. It’d be one thing if I’d had sex with that prostitute, but I swear to God I didn’t. But no one gives a damn about the truth, and I just wanna—”


“Wait, wait,” Ben said quickly. “I hear what you’re saying, believe me I do. And I know you feel like crap right now. But T, life goes on. I don’t say that to be crude, but it’s the truth. Ginger’s moving on, and trying to clean you out in the process. In the meantime, you’ve already lost one endorsement. I don’t want you losing any more. The world needs to see you as the good guy again. That’s why I set this appearance up. We talked about this, remember?”


“Yeah, I remember. But I’m in no mood to smile all evening for a national audience.”


“It won’t be all evening.”


“Even half an hour is more than I can handle.”


“Whoa. Okay, now I know you must have forgotten our conversation. This whole issue with Ginger is exactly why you have to go.”


Anthony knew Ben had worked his butt off to get him this appearance, after he had rejected Ben’s suggestion to smear Ginger in the media. Ben had figured if they made Ginger look bad—with real or imagined dirt—then he would come out of the entire mess smelling a whole lot better. Anthony refused, but agreed to do the talk show circuit to prove that he was still the decent guy people had come to know and love. But he wasn’t in the mood to play smiley-face on television tonight. He needed to speak with Ginger.



“Have you been listening to me?” Anthony asked.


A horn blared. “Son of a bitch!”


“Yo, Ben. Maybe you ought to call me back. When you’re off the road.”


“No, I’m not calling you back. Are you at the hotel? I can swing by and pick you up for lunch.”


“I’m not hungry.”


“You need to do this interview, T. If for no other reason than to prove to the world that you’re not some type of pervert. This isn’t just about you and Ginger. This is about your career. The Raiders love you, but for how long? If they think you’re a liability, you can kiss your career good-bye. Then there’s your charitable work. Who will want you at their events? It doesn’t matter if anything is proven in the eyes of the law; all that matters is the appearance of impropriety.”


“You sound like my lawyer.”


“Things are iffy now, but they don’t have to be. They can turn in your favor. So far, you’ve hidden behind your lawyer and haven’t come out and made a statement. The world needs to hear from you. Not about what happened that night, but about the Anthony Beals they know and love. Especially if you want to win this battle with Ginger in court.”


“I’m hoping I won’t have to go to court.”


“Forget court for now.” Ben’s voice held a note of exasperation. “You need some good press. Go on the show. Do the interview. Relax and be cool. Project the image of the successful quarterback that you are.”


“And what if it backfires?”


“We’re talking about the Tonight Show. How can it backfire? Be funny, be smart, and people will love you.”


Anthony hedged. He had to admit, the idea was sounding better by the minute. “You really think so?”



“Of course I do. You’ve got natural charm. People want to believe you, but they can only do that once you stop hiding. So go on the show and promote yourself. Be a walking infomercial for Anthony Beals. Keep the topic focused on what you’re good at—your game. Your Big Brother stuff.”


Anthony hated that he had to do this. He’d had a good name, and it had been smeared. No doubt everything looked much worse because his own wife refused to believe him.


Maybe his appearance on the Tonight Show would get through to Ginger.


“You really think I ought to do this?” Anthony asked.


“Hell, yeah. Make the most of this opportunity. But whatever you do, don’t mention a word about what happened on May twenty-third. Not one word.”













Three





“It was a cold evening, Jay, and when I saw the woman beckoning to me, I stopped. Hell, I had to stop—she practically jumped in front of my SUV. I barely avoided hitting her as I slammed on the brakes. Then she’s motioning to me to roll down my window. So I did. I figured, who’d be so desperate as to get a passing motorist’s attention? One who needed a few bucks, that’s who. Or maybe a ride home. But as I roll down the window, she’s looking around like she’s scared or something, so I got out of my car to see how I could help her.” Anthony turned toward the audience. “Maybe it sounds crazy, but I didn’t know better. I’m not from here. I’m from small-town Tennessee.” Anthony chuckled lightly to poke fun at his own ignorance. “In small-town Tennessee, people help those in need.”


“That’s very noble of you.”


“This is my first year with the Raiders, and the first time I’ve lived in L.A. I guess I was so naive, I didn’t even realize that part of Hollywood was famous for…well, you know.”


Jay’s expression was sincere as he said, “You seem like a nice enough guy. And I know Raiders fans love you. And since the Raiders played here for a while, I’d say you have quite a few fans right here in L.A.”


Cheers and whistles pierced the air.


Anthony held up a hand in appreciation. “Thank you, y’all.”


“You also give back to the community.”


“That’s right. I think I have a responsibility to do so. Athletes are high profile. People look up to us. Kids look up to us. For that reason, I think it’s especially important to be a positive role model. I make appearances at various events for children, fund-raise for good causes, but my main gig is being a Big Brother.”


“I’m impressed,” Jay told him, no hint of humor in his voice.


This is working, Anthony thought, barely suppressing a smile. And it was much to his surprise. Earlier, he had dreaded doing the show, expecting people to snicker and jeer as he walked onto the stage. He knew how fickle the public was when it came to celebrities. One minute they loved you, but one wrong move and they turned on you. He had been so wary of coming out on stage that he’d chugged back a couple shots of vodka to loosen himself up. The alcohol had worked wonders.


“Now, one more personal question,” Jay said. “If you don’t mind.”


Anthony knew he’d already opened the can of worms about what had happened that night. And public sentiment seemed to be going his way. What did he have to lose?


“Sure, Jay.”


“I’ve been following your love life in the tabloids.”


“Oh, great,” Anthony replied without mirth.


“I know you and your wife aren’t living together right now. But like I said before, you seem like a nice guy. One who can be trusted.”


“Thank you.”


“I’m wondering,” Jay went on, “is there any chance you two might reconcile?”


“I love my wife, Jay. We love each other. But the media intrusion has been too much for her to handle. She’s laying low for a while. We’re both taking a break, but I have full confidence that when this dies down, we’ll work things out.”


There was more applause. Anthony gave his best smile, hoping to hell that Ginger was watching.


 


“If my next guest isn’t a household name yet, she will be soon. She’s a sex therapist who’s giving Dr. Ruth a run for her money. Her first book, The Big O, has been on the New York Times bestseller list for twelve weeks. Please join me in welcoming Dr. Lecia Calhoun, aka Dr. Love.”


Cheers and whistles erupted as Lecia made her way onto the stage. She remembered to smile, although her face actually ached from all the practicing she’d done. She faced the bright lights and waved, praying that she wouldn’t fall flat on her face. Angela had insisted she wear a sexier outfit than her normal conservative attire, which was why she now wore a V-neck black Armani dress with a provocative slit up the side.


Her Gucci slingbacks had a higher heel than her usual shoes, and it took all the skill she possessed to actually walk in them.


The cheers continued, and the moment felt surreal. Especially when Jay Leno met her onstage, leaned forward and gave her a peck on the cheek. She resisted the urge to pinch herself to confirm that this moment was true.


“Welcome, welcome,” Jay said as she took a seat on the sofa beside his desk.



Jay’s previous guest had moved over, and in her nervousness, Lecia barely took note of him. “Thank you, Jay,” she said, crossing one leg over the other, the slit in her dress exposing a good portion of her thigh. Should she switch legs? she wondered, feeling a moment of horror. Her parents would be watching the show in Florida, and she didn’t want to embarrass them.


She also knew that her sister Tyanna was in the audience, and that she would have told her, “Forget Mom and Dad. Live your life for you.”


“You’re looking very happy,” Jay said. “Satisfied.”


Lecia laughed airily, knowing exactly what Jay was implying. “I am,” she said in reply. To her ears, she didn’t sound nervous at all. She allowed for a dramatic pause so the audience and Jay would let their thoughts travel to the gutter. Then she said, “As you pointed out, my book has been on the New York Times list for twelve weeks, so yeah, I’m pretty happy.”


“Everywhere I go, I’m hearing, ‘Dr. Love.’ How did that get started? Is that a name you picked out for yourself?”


Lecia’s heart was beating so fast, she almost didn’t know if she would be able to speak. But she found her voice. “Pick for myself, are you kidding? That’s a name the media gave me when the book came out, and it’s stuck.”


“So tell me.” Jay lifted the book and held it up for the camera. The silhouette of a woman covered by a satin sheet was barely discernable beneath the title, a subtle hint that the book was geared for women. “The Big O: Getting Everything You Want and More. What made you decide to write a book about women’s…Well, why The Big O?”


Lecia drew in a shaky breath. She hadn’t tripped on the stage, the audience seemed to love her, and Jay was being as nice as could be. Yet she doubted she would get over her jitters.


“I started off in medicine,” she explained, as she had on other talk shows. “I was an OB/GYN.”


“Okay.”


“In my practice, not only did I deal with women having babies, but a large number of them confided in me about their sexual frustration.”


“Was this surprising?”


“Oh, absolutely, yes. I expected some concerns, but the kind of things I could treat medically. You know, like pain during—” She stopped short, and instead used a hand gesture to try to convey “sex.”


“Sex,” Jay said frankly.


Lecia’s face flamed. “Yes.”


“My wife complains about that all the time,” Jay said in a jovial tone, then adjusted his tie in a boasting gesture.


“Really? Well, you should tell her to come see me.”


There were cheers, and Jay laughed. Settling back, he said, “All right, back to our serious discussion. You found that women were sexually frustrated. How many, if you had to break it down percentagewise?”


“Probably seventy-five percent.”


Jay’s eyes widened. “Seventy-five percent were sexually frustrated?”


Lecia nodded. “And I’m talking about women who were involved in relationships, some pregnant when I was dealing with them.”


“Really?”


“Really.”


“Okay, so you realized women were frustrated and needed some help. How did you jump from that point to writing this book? Because I always wonder how one goes about shifting gears like that. You’re a doctor, then a writer.”


“I’ve been a closet writer all my life.”


“A closet writer, then you came out.”


“Uh-huh. I was scribbling stories from the time I was a kid. But I never thought I could ever make it as a writer. So I followed my parents’ path and went into medicine. But I still had the writing bug. I’d always thought I would write fiction, but I couldn’t get past the first two chapters of any story I started. I finally decided, why not nonfiction? I had the expertise.”


“I can’t dispute that. I read the book and found it quite…interesting.”


“Did you, now?”


When the audience cat-called, Jay faced them with a dumbfounded expression. “Yes,” he said firmly. “I did. I didn’t see a disclaimer that said the book was only for women.”


“Actually, I think the more men who read it, the better off women will be.”


Hoots and howls of agreement.


“Exactly, as my wife can attest to.” Jay paused at another round of cheers. “Anyway, back to the book. You take a therapist approach.”


“I’ve always been the type of doctor who likes to talk to my patients, counsel them. I’d also studied psychotherapy. Anyway, I finally decided that with so many women sexually unsatisfied, perhaps I should consider going into sex therapy. So I switched gears, got my therapy accreditation, then began counseling patients on sexuality. I set up my practice primarily for women, by the way, since I’d dealt with women as a physician. If I thought women were unsatisfied while I was an OB/GYN, did I ever get an earful as a therapist. That’s when I made the decision to do what I’d originally considered: write a book on the subject. And that’s how The Big O came to be.”


“And with its runaway success, I think it’s safe to say that there are a lot of men out there who are pretty surprised.”


Women whistled their agreement.


“I was pretty surprised. Not to say there aren’t satisfied women out there, but there are a heck of a lot who aren’t.”


“Why do you think that is?”


“First of all, men and women still have trouble communicating. Beyond the superficial, anyway. To complicate things, speaking about intimate matters is always a hard thing to do without hurting someone’s feelings. Add egos to the mix and it’s damn near impossible. Now, I can’t say this is the case for everyone, but based on my experience, women are much more concerned with sparing their partner’s feelings. So, if anyone ends up dissatisfied, it tends to be the woman. And men—God love ’em, but they’re not always the best listeners.”


Jay half shrugged, half nodded. “I can see that.”


“So, I don’t know.” Lecia turned and looked out at the audience. “I guess the book has been helping.”


There were exuberant female cheers.


“I’ve heard this book is so successful that women are now hosting ‘Big O’ parties—where they get together to candidly discuss their sexuality issues.”


Lecia blushed. “Yes, I’d heard that.”


“Did you ever imagine you’d affect the women of America this way?”


“No, I didn’t.”


“Well, I think it’s just amazing.”


There was a round of applause. Lecia smiled graciously.



“You’re Dr. Love,” Jay said when the applause died down. “You’ve written a successful book. You must be happily involved with someone.”


Lecia shook her head. “Actually, not right now, no.”


“Ah, it figures.”


Lecia swung her head to the right. She’d seen Anthony Beals when she came onstage, and for all she knew, had shaken hands with him, but was too nervous to pay him any attention. Now she saw that he was one fine-looking brother.


He looked sharp in a black blazer and white shirt that was open at the collar. His wide shoulders carried the blazer to perfection. He had flawless dark skin, well-defined cheekbones, and a neatly trimmed goatee that framed sexy full lips. If only he would smile. He also had piercing brown eyes. Or were they only piercing because he was glaring at her?


The realization made her heart skip a beat. He truly was glaring.


She knew of the infamous Anthony Beals. Had heard about his escapades on the news. She had even talked to his wife when the desperate woman approached her outside a bar one evening.


A shiver of worry slid down her spine. He didn’t know that she’d talked with his wife, did he? Oh, Lord. Maybe he did. Why else would he be looking at her with such…contempt?


Lecia wasn’t about to ask. She decided it was best to ignore him and continue her interview with Jay.


But then Jay looked at Anthony Beals and asked, “What are you saying? That a therapist has to be in a relationship in order to give advice?”


“You want the truth?” Anthony asked.


“Sure,” Jay replied nonchalantly.


Oh, God, Lecia thought.



“I think a
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