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A BWWM Contemporary Romance

––––––––
[image: ]


Summary: 

Kasha Cox and Mason Brooks were rivals from the moment they met in Miss Patty’s kindergarten class—something they maintained up until university when they got the chance to change that. A chance neither of them seemed to have been brave enough to take.

It’s been three years now since Kasha saw Mason and he’s popping up in every random place—a witchdoctor’s office, the hospital, a coffee shop that sells awful coffee...
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When a fatigued and overworked Kasha invites Mason to join her on her forced vacation, he agrees on a whim, surprising them both.

Sharing a month-long trip with a hot guy would easily seem like a good idea—but maybe not when it’s Mason Brooks. It may be easy for Kasha to go back to her old habits of arguing with him and laughing at his pain, but it’s also easier to catch herself staring at him and feeling things she had no business feeling. Not when he already let her go once before. 
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For most of Mason’s life, Kasha had been his one constant, until she became something more without either of them ever realizing it until it was too late. Maybe it was a case of ‘right person, wrong time’, but Mason has always regretted letting her go so easily.

It’s something he won’t do again. 

Even if she doesn’t know it yet.
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This story is a light, fun read.
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Prologue

[image: ]


Twenty-two years ago
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Them
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Miss Patty heard the yelling over the children playing around her and looked up. 

The noise was coming from a pair of parents whose children were thrashing in their mother’s arms, trying to get at each other. Miss Patty hesitated, wondering if she had enough time to sneak inside for a quick bit of liquid patience and deciding against it when some random parent glanced her way. She quickly hurried over to where the commotion was.

From the bruise forming on the little blond boy’s face, the girl had gotten a good punch in before they were separated. The fathers were standing behind their wives, discussing the children’s battle techniques.

“Now, I don’t condone fighting,” the man whose nametag said ‘Cox’ said to the man by his side. “But your son could have dodged that.”

Miss Patty guessed that he was the girl’s father.

The man he’d spoken to, who had the same golden hair as the boy and the nametag ‘Brooks’ nodded. “True, but he was distracted. He’s usually much faster.”
“Control your daughter!” Mrs. Brooks yelled at Mrs. Cox who gave her a look that implied she was a few seconds from slapping the highlights out of her hair.
“Why don’t you control your son?” she said, her voice dangerously low.

A few other parents had stopped to watch while some went around them, heading for the snack table before they ran out of Mrs. Johnson’s famous cupcakes.

“Your daughter hit my son!” Mrs. Brooks shouted.

“Your son touched her hair!” 

There were a few spatterings of understanding murmurs from some of the black parents within earshot and collective confusion from the others.

“What?” Mrs. Brooks asked, very much in the confused camp. “Why does it matter if he—”

“Whoa, Jan,” her husband took that moment to step in. “He shouldn’t have. We apologize.”
Miss Patty was impressed with the man’s knowledge of the right moment to stop his wife from putting her foot in her mouth. 
“And Kasha shouldn’t have hit him for it,” Mr. Cox added, placing a calming hand on his own wife’s shoulder before she delivered the other woman unto her Maker.

When Miss Patty realized there would be no interesting altercation between the parents—and nothing to tell her mother back at home—she finally stepped up to them. “Hello, is everything alright?”

The mothers shared a look and nodded.

“Yes, everything’s fine.”

Miss Patty smiled as the two children were put down.

“Kasha,” Mrs. Cox said. “What do we say?”
“Don’t touch my hair?” The little girl sent a dark glare at the boy.
Mrs. Cox hurriedly cleared her throat, “The other thing.”
“Sorry?” Kasha said unsurely, looking up at her mother who nodded.
Mrs. Brooks gently nudged her son forward. “You too, Mason.”
“Sorry,” Mason said.
Miss Patty made them all shake hands before she directed the parents to the snacks laid out for them. 

“Would you two like to go to the play area?” she asked the children who were still eyeing each other with narrowed eyes. She pointed at the large mat on the massive lawn with toys strewn all over it. “No fighting, though.”

The children nodded and went off. 

Miss Patty made a mental note to watch those two. She spoke to their parents while keeping their kids within view. They seemed to be speaking civilly next to the sandbox and she figured it was fine.

The moment she turned away, she heard a shout and when she and the other adults turned, the children were wrestling in the sandbox, trying to stuff sand into each other’s mouths.

When she saw them both draw their fists back to do some real damage, Miss Patty knew it was going to be a long year. She was wrong.

It was even longer.
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Chapter 1
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Kasha
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I closed the cloth flap of the flimsy tent behind me as I stepped in next to my sister, Alice, unwillingly breathing in the earthy scent of the place. The other side of the tent was covered like a hipster’s dorm room door, with hanging beads and tingling bells.

In the middle of the tent, sitting on a reed mat, was an old woman with pale grey dreadlocks. 

Her eyes were closed and she was sitting cross legged in a way my private yoga lessons had never unlocked. Before I could voice how impressed I was with her technique, Alice had her camera up and was already clicking away. 

Around us were hanging feathers, bones and dried insects. They really set the mood. I was surprised the old woman hadn’t forked out for a fog machine.

Alice had asked for an interview with the witchdoctor and been allowed to take as many pictures as she wanted—material for her thesis on what she had dramatically titled: ‘Witchdoctors: The Intangible Heritage of Spirituality in a World Influenced by Foreign Ideologies’. 

She insisted it was a working title but I noted that it had been months and the girl had not worked it down to fewer words.

Alice was supposed to have come with her boyfriend, but something had come up—probably anything else—and Alice had resorted to guilting me into being her escort. She had an hour of my time before I returned to my work and that was it. 

She had accused me of being a workaholic but I didn’t see it that way. I loved my job. Lecturing about Architecture was something I felt I was born to do.

“We can only marvel and guess at what sort of secrets her wise old soul holds,” Alice whispered to me as she knelt and zoomed in.

The witchdoctor—who went by ‘Dr. Kasama’—looked up slowly, her eyes focusing on Alice after a moment.

“Have we just roused you from the spiritual plane?” Alice asked in a reverent hushed tone.

Dr. Kasama nodded and I didn’t roll my eyes out of respect for the ancestors who were rolling theirs on my behalf. I was pretty sure we had just roused her from sleep but I wasn’t going to argue. 

Whatever gets Alice her degree.

“Sit,” Dr. Kasama said. “And tell me what has brought you here.”

She spoke in a voice that was hoarse from wisdom, age and just a hint of the whiskey I saw peeking from behind one of the clay pots. We sat.

“We seek guidance,” Alice said and then elbowed me when I raised an eyebrow at her. “Anything you can tell us, we are ready to listen.”

“You are here from the university,” she said softly and Alice nodded.

“Yes, we are!”

I don’t know why she was excited like she hadn’t called ahead. I looked at my wristwatch. 

My sister had already used up twenty minutes of my time.

“You seek information.”

Alice nodded so eagerly, I thought her headwrap would fall off. The pins she’d jammed into it to keep it in place were doing their due diligence. “We do!”

“You are in want of a lost lover.”
Alice frowned and I smothered a chuckle and said, “No.”
“You deny it?”
I grinned because there was no lost lover. Maybe a lost rabbit over ten years ago but that was about it. Alice had been dating her boyfriend since she was like five and I had been seeing my line of vibrators faithfully for almost three years and was sure to shower them with praise often enough. 
I may have even bought my favourite one flowers once. From the action I got that night, the flowers were definitely appreciated.

“An old friend,” Dr. Kasama said, drawing me suddenly from my drifting thoughts.

I frowned at that. Old friend? Me? I looked over at Alice but she shook her head. 

Alice was the type of fun, outgoing person to have lots of friends and stay in touch with them forever.

That seemed like a lot of work to me.

“Sorry, Witchdoctor lady—”

“I prefer Traditional Healer,” she said patiently.

I preferred to leave.

“Well, Traditional Healer lady,” I said politely. “I think I’ll wait outside.”

I didn’t want to hurt Alice’s chances of getting some good stories. I wouldn’t be able to hold in all my sceptical snorting.

I walked back to the opening and grabbed the flap, making my way out only to turn right around and duck back inside when I saw a person I certainly hadn’t expected to see there, right at that moment.

Alice raised an eyebrow at me and I raised a finger to my lips, pointing vigorously at what was outside the tent.

Alice looked confused and came up to me. When she reached for the flap, I grabbed her arm tight—if I broke it, I would just rub some Robitussin on it and patch it up with a colourful Band-Aid. 

There was no way I was letting her go out there.

“What is it? What’s wrong?” she asked worriedly.

“Mason is out there.”

Alice’s eyes widened and I spun so fast a few of my braids hit her in the eye and she cursed—quietly, lucky for her—and I turned to the witchdoctor, ignoring my sister’s possible blindness. “I’ll give you five dollars to shut up and show us a way out of here.”

“Twenty,” she said without missing a beat.

I gaped and she looked pointedly past me at the tent’s opening. I reached into my bag and handed her the money.

“You can wait in the back,” she said, pointing to the ‘wall’ behind her with all the beads. I supposed it was an exit into another part of the tent. “I’ll have you out when they leave.”

That made me suspicious
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