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      “This is not the job for you,” my roommate said into her phone. “He likes the girl-next-door look, and the full girlfriend experience. That’s not you, Fantasia.” Jessica listened a few moments more. “I said no.” Then she hung up.

      “What was that about?” I asked, my gaze sliding to her and away from the new invoice from Clarence Medical that had just landed in my inbox.

      Jessica scowled at her laptop, then sat back with a sigh. “Every year this guy…he lives in the mountains, like so remote you can only reach it by plane. Anyway, he has one of our girls go stay with him, sometimes up to a month.”

      I screwed up my face. Jess worked for a super-exclusive escort service, and it was her job to match the clients with women.

      She chuckled. “Come on, he’s a country bumpkin like you. You’re gonna judge this guy, really? You used to live in the middle of nowhere. Surely you can sympathize?”

      I shrugged. “Okay, yes, it can get lonely. I mean, I wouldn’t hire someone to come and scratch my, um…itch, but no, I’m not going to judge this guy.”

      Jessica smirked. “He’s young, hot, and by the end of their stay, whoever I send out there comes back brokenhearted and totally in love with the guy. He’s sweet and funny and attentive, fucks like a champ and enjoys getting his woman off. They fight over who gets to go every year. This time, it’s for only two weeks though, and honestly, I’ve contemplated doing it myself.”

      “You’re serious?”

      She nodded. “Hell yes. A two-week vacation away from the city, where you’re treated like a queen and experience multiple orgasms? What’s not to like? He’s had a girl flown in every year for the last four years. So we know he’s safe, fun, and you earn a shitload of money.”

      A weird hot feeling moved through me. Was I blushing? It felt like I was blushing. “How much money?”

      “After our cut…enough for a deposit on a really fucking nice house,” Jessica said with a grin.

      “What kind of women does he like?”

      “Soft. Bigger girls. Curves, lots of them. No gym bodies.”

      “What about me?” I blurted before I knew I was going to say it. I was exactly what she described, though, and I needed money, a lot of it—and fast. I could cover Dad’s medical bills for another month, then Mom would be left to look after him and pay for it on her own. She couldn’t do that. My mom suffered from severe anxiety, and where they lived, she couldn’t go out and get a job, even if she were capable of doing it. If I didn’t make some cash, and fast, they were going to be in serious trouble. I was already working two jobs while trying to fit in auditions.

      Jessica’s eyes widened. “What?”

      “How hard can it be?”

      “You want to stay with this guy, have sex with him…for money? You, Libby Brantford?” Jessica said in disbelief.

      “You just said you’d thought about doing it. Why not me? I need the money, Jess, you know I do, and I’ve had a one-night stand before. How is this any different?”

      “Your father doesn’t deserve shit from you, Libs. Yes, sex work is good honest work. Shit, I’ve taken the occasional job myself, but that’s because I don’t get all hung up on that stuff. You’re built differently. And you sure as hell shouldn’t have to pimp yourself out for your asshole father.”

      She was right, but I wasn’t doing this for him. I was doing it for my mom. “What choice do I have? Mom can’t do it alone.”

      “You’d be with this guy, one-on-one for two weeks. You can’t get up the next morning and leave, not without a plane.”

      “I’m an actress. It would be just another role, and you said yourself he’s a nice guy, that he’s safe.” I was beginning to like the idea more and more. I was positive I could get some of the girls at the bar to cover my shifts—I did it for them all the time—and what I’d earn doing this job would more than cover any income I’d lose.

      “Libs, come on, you can’t be serious?”

      “I’m telling you I can do this.”

      “No way.”

      “Will he expect me to do a bunch of, you know, sex moves? A striptease or some freaky stuff in bed?” I really hoped not. “I mean, I could still do it, if I had to. I’ll just research like I would for any other role.”

      Jessica chewed her lip, her head tilted to the side. “No, actually, he doesn’t usually like anything over-the-top. Like I said on the phone, he wants the girlfriend experience. He likes the girls to relax and be themselves, have fun with him. Which is probably why they all fall for the guy. He gets under their skin, makes them feel seen, cared for, but ultimately, he always sends them back. We’ve lost two girls that way. They quit as soon as they got home, wanting to find the one.”

      “That alone is reason enough not to send any of your girls, right? And I’m literally the girl-next-door type. I can do this, Jess. I can go there, have some fun, come home and forget it happened. All my financial worries will be over, and I got a vacation with a sexy guy to boot.”

      Jess shut her laptop and shook her head. “Libs, no. This gig is not for you.”

      I may not have a huge amount of experience, but I wasn’t some prude. I’d had a friend at college who’d paid her way by doing sex work. She’d loved it and made a crapload of cash.

      I needed that money. I just had to talk Jessica into it.
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      The small plane tilted to the side as it lined up with the runway, a stretch of field that seemed way too freaking short to me. The pilot, a huge guy named Cash, who’d said very little the entire way, wasn’t helping my nerves any.

      Nope, the butterflies in my belly were off the freaking charts. You need to get it the hell together.

      My client had changed his requirements from previous visits. This time he didn’t just want the girlfriend experience, he wanted me to pretend I was his wife—a wife he planned to knock up. He wanted family vibes, affection, love, kisses, and lots of sex.

      No, he didn’t want me to dance for him or do freaky stuff in the bedroom, but for the next two weeks he did want me to pretend I was his.

      He wanted me to walk off this plane and greet him as if I already knew him intimately. His time was precious. He treated himself to this experience once a year; the rest of that time he was alone. He didn’t have the luxury of getting to know yous and wooing or whatever.

      It would require a lot of role-play on my part, but I was an actor who excelled at improv, which was how I finally got Jess to relent. I could totally do this. I could give him what he wanted. So no, when I saw him for the first time, I couldn’t be shy or awkward, I had to be excited. This wasn’t two people meeting each other for the first time, this was a reunion.

      I clicked open the last file from Jessica, the one that I hadn’t looked at yet. This one had the important details, like name, age, and a photo. I’d deliberately chosen not to look until now, so I wouldn’t have time to talk myself out of it. There would be no backing out if I saw him and he wasn’t my type or he didn’t meet some preconceived ideas I’d formed. I couldn’t risk doing that, but I was only human.

      My type shouldn’t and couldn’t factor into this, which is why I chose to wait until there was no opportunity to change my mind. Plus, this was how improv worked, no time to prepare, to overthink and get myself in knots and screw things up. I worked better this way.

      My ears popped as the plane turned almost all the way on its side. I bit back my shriek before Cash, thankfully, pulled out of the turn and began our descent. I slid my phone into my pocket so I could grip the safety harness as we flew at speed toward a field. I squeezed my eyes closed, then sucked in a breath as the wheels finally touched the ground and bounced along the runway.

      The plane had barely stopped before Cash opened the cockpit door, jumped down, and rounded the nose of the aircraft. He hadn’t turned the engine off, and the propeller was still spinning as he opened my door, unbuckled my seat belt, and lifted me down like a sack of potatoes, planting me on my feet. He then grabbed my bags and carried them to the side of the runway.

      He strode back, while I looked around me.

      “Stand over there, Ruth,” he yelled over the engine noise. “He’ll drive up once I’m back in the plane.”

      “Oh, okay. Thanks, Cash.” Ruth was my nom de plume, not that Libby was super unique, but I didn’t want to risk using my own name. In the brief it said he’d have another name for me while we role-played, which I guess I’d find out when I met him.

      Cash’s lips curled in a half smile, and he gave me a chin lift. I hustled out of the way as he got back in the cockpit, and I watched as he swung the small plane around, then headed back down the runway.

      I quickly tapped on my phone screen to open it so I could get the guy’s name—nothing happened. Crap. My phone was dead.

      The far-off sound of a revving engine grew louder, and I lifted my hand to shield my eyes as a truck appeared in the distance, heading toward me.

      Oh shit, here he comes. And now I had no idea what he looked like or even his freaking name.

      Thankfully I did know that if he was wearing something black, or we were in bed, I was to be in character unless he indicated otherwise. When we weren’t in play, it was up to me whether we did anything sexual. His brief also said he wanted to jump straight into it the first day, so I was prepared for that at least.

      I didn’t need his name. I could get by without it, right? I was his wife, I’d use an endearment. At least until I charged my freaking phone.

      Taking a deep breath, I shoved down my nerves and let my character take over. I was a young woman separated for several months from the man she loved, now finally they were going to be together again. She can’t wait to touch him, kiss him, just be with him. It wasn’t hard to get into character.

      I told myself my fear over the unknown was excitement, and I let the flutters in my belly, and the throb of my pulse, fill me with anticipation. I was a wife, overflowing with the joy of seeing the man I loved again after so long without him.

      The truck stopped and the door opened.

      He got out.

      Holy fuck.

      My mind went blank and my heart felt as if it stuttered to a stop in my chest before bursting back to life.

      Oh fuck, I knew
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