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        This book is dedicated to my Grandma Shirley, who introduced me to the world of books. I know she’s sitting in heaven, tickled pink by this novel.

      

        

      
        And to all the ladies out there …the single working ladies, the full-time working mothers, the stay-at-home mothers and the stay-at-home wives … whatever your current life situation is, YOU ARE WORTHY!

        You’re worthy of all of your dreams, happiness, love and success. Always make yourself a priority and NEVER STOP DREAMING.
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      Everyone has days in their lives that will never leave them. Days of happiness, days of experiences, days of sorrows. Today is one of those days for me. A day I thought would never happen to me. When you’re writing the story of your life, this day isn’t in your happily ever after.

      Today is the day my marriage officially ended.

      Today is the day my husband told me he no longer loves me. Correction—no longer is in love with me. He says he’ll always love me, but I deserve to be with someone who is in love with me. He promises there’s no one else but after eight months of therapy, he doesn’t see his feelings changing, and it’s unfair to me for him to stay in something that’s dead.

      I pretend not to hear him as I continue typing on my keyboard, but of course I heard him. I can’t look at him. My breath is caught in my throat—words can’t get past the giant lump that has now formed. He knows I heard him; he sees the tears streaming down my cheeks. His words will forever resonate with me. Gone are the happy memories we once had. Now when I think of him, this will be that moment.

      Fuck you my head’s screaming while he walks toward the door. I wish I could say those two words and their significance of how I feel. But the moment is gone. Instead there’s silence that’s filled with anger, defeat, and pain. I won’t chase him. I won’t beg for him to reconsider. I’m done being the only one fighting to save us. If he isn’t in love with me anymore, then I shouldn’t want him to stay. What I don’t understand is where and when did he fall out of love with me?

      We just had what seems like our millionth fight. Of course, it was over something stupid—aren’t most fights over something stupid? Simple things that could have simple resolutions. Our war with each other has been me wanting his time and him not willing to give it to me anymore. I used to be his number one priority. Now I’m more like his mistress and work is his wife. Once upon a time, I was his life.

      We met while working for the same sports agency firm. I was Assistant Director of Corporate Events and he was the Vice President of Corporate Sponsorship. He was charming, smart, funny, and good-looking. He knew how to use his looks and charm to land sales, especially if he was pitching to the female clientele. Each time he got our company a new corporate sponsor; I threw a lavish event in their honor. We had to work closely together, so we became fast friends. It was hard not to have a little crush on him, but I was professional and enjoyed his friendship, so I assumed that’s what we were only ever going to be. I didn’t think I was his type in the looks department either. He seemed to always gravitate towards blonde, blue-eyed women. Women who looked exactly like him, the complete opposite of me. Imagine my surprise one night when we were working late and he kissed me. We spent the next three hours kissing instead of working. I was head over heels in love with him and thought I found the perfect man.

      We were married two years later and I was in complete bliss, both personally and professionally. After our one-year anniversary, we talked about having a baby. But another year passed, and we still had not conceived. My doctors did more testing, and we found out that I had an abnormal uterus. The doctor said it would be “tough” getting pregnant.

      I was devastated.

      I felt like a complete failure as a woman and wife. I started questioning why my husband would want to stay married to me if I couldn’t give him a family. He thought I was being ridiculous and told me it didn’t matter to him if we didn’t have a baby. That all he needed was me. My intuition didn’t believe him, and a woman’s intuition is usually right. As the months moved on, I would catch him looking at other people’s children with longing in his eyes. I knew my depression was affecting us, and I vowed to try to go back to being that bubbly, positive girl that he married. When I suggested we try using a surrogate, the light immediately came back in his eyes and we started making plans. He was about to accept a new position as Director of Corporate Sales for a Fortune 500 company, so with the extra income coming in, we were going to be able to afford a surrogate by the following year.

      The love for my job was lost once he left the agency for his new position. I hadn’t realized how much I relied on him professionally, as well as personally. I started feeling like maybe I had lost my identity. Sure, I was someone’s wife, but I was still me and needed to do things that made me happy. With his blessing, I quit my job and started my own event planning business, with a specialty in children’s parties. This required me to learn more about social media, including starting my own blog. I loved absorbing all this new information and I was back feeling like I could conquer the world with the best husband by my side supporting me. But as I engrossed myself more into my new business, I failed to notice the newfound changes in my husband.

      His new job required that he traveled more, which at first I had no issues with since it gave me the time to devote to growing my business. His travels went from once a month to every week. He was traveling to land the big accounts, and with those big accounts, came big commission checks. Money was always important, but it now was an obsession to him. It became a game–how much money can he make in a short amount of time. All he wanted to do was make more and more. Even when he was home, he was still always on his computer or taking phone calls late at night. His tastes started to become expensive. Our cozy apartment turned into a cold, modern looking museum from all the remodeling he had done. He always was generous with buying me little gifts here and there. Before it would be a new book that I wanted or a gift card to my favorite coffee shop. Now my gifts were lingerie from La Perla and jewelry from Ippolita. The gifts just felt like he was buying my forgiveness for his lack of attention.

      Maybe some women are fine with that. For me, it was unacceptable, so I demanded we seek couples therapy. At first, he was reluctant to go. He didn’t believe that outsiders should know the business of our marriage. But when the fights continued, he finally agreed.

      Therapy bored him. He was physically present, but mentally unavailable. Even the easy suggestions of weekly dates seemed difficult for him. I was ecstatic when he suggested we go on a vacation. But in those weeks leading up to our vacation, he was busier than ever and hardly around. Once our vacation arrived, we were walking on eggshells around each other. He felt like a complete stranger to me. Even the sex felt cold and distant. I still never gave up hope though. I knew in my heart that the man I married was still in there, and he wasn’t going to give up on me either. I was the same girl he married. Physically, I hadn’t changed much, give or take five pounds or so. I was always his biggest cheerleader. I always put his needs before mine. We were constantly having sex up until he preferred work over me. But he did give up. He gave up on me. He gave up on us.

      Why did he give up on me?

      I’m trying to concentrate on my daily blog post, but I can barely see through the tears. The keyboard becomes saturated with their wetness, my fingers slipping as I try to type. The post has become more of a journal of my emotions in this moment than an article on a Valentine’s Day party. Memories are flooding though my brain like waves during high tide. It’s as if my mind wants to wash them right out in order to stop the pain that’s throbbing through my heart. The music selection on Pandora Radio is only making things worse, playing every single sad song known to man. It’s like she knows what’s going on and wants to break me even more.

      Pandora, you’re a bitch!

      I can’t take it. Between the music, the memories, and the realization of what’s actually happening, I need to find refuge. I run to my room and throw myself on what used to be our bed and cry.

      I cry for the girl who thought she got her happily ever after.

      I cry for the lost man that used to be my husband.

      I cry for the children we will never have.

      I cry at the realization that I’m now alone.

      In my misery of the demise of my marriage, I conveniently don’t recall hitting publish on a blog post that talks more about my failed relationship than of a themed party. I unconsciously just committed career suicide.

      Or so I thought.
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          ONE YEAR LATER

        

      

    

    
      “Oh my, I think I just wet my panties!”

      I roll my eyes at my assistant’s favorite saying when he sees something he likes, which can range from articles of clothing to a human being. We are sitting in JFK International Airport, waiting for our respective flights. He’s people watching while I’m trying to write some thank you emails. We just came from speaking at a three-day bloggers workshop, and now I’m on my way to Las Vegas for another speaking engagement at a women’s entrepreneur convention. Robert, my fabulous, fun-loving, always cursing, gay assistant and friend, goes back home to Chicago to man the office.

      When I accidentally published my emotional blog post over a year ago, never did I think thousands upon thousands of women would share it with their friends and would skyrocket me to success. The advice, sympathy, and support I received from strangers was indescribable. It took us two days to go through all the emails and comments. I tried to write everyone back, but ended up just writing a long thank you post instead. Never underestimate the power of women who band together to support each other when you are down or up.

      “Jenna, stop what you’re doing and look at this fine specimen of a man,” Robert demands loud enough for the entire waiting area to hear him.

      “Robert, can you stop talking about wetting your panties so loudly in public?” I chide while continuing to type on my laptop. “Anyone listening can be current or future clients and might not like your choice wording.” I try to get my point across delicately since I don’t want to hurt his feelings, nor do I want him to feel he can’t be himself around me.

      “If people don’t like me for me, then we don’t want them for clients anyway.”

      “Robert…” I warn, giving him a stern look that says that’s the wrong attitude to have.

      “Fine, next time I’ll whisper it in your ear. Now will you please check this guy out!”

      Sighing, I look up to appease him. The object of his lustfulness is talking to the lady at the ticket counter. With his back to me, I notice that he’s very tall with curly brown hair peeking out from underneath his baseball cap, and has a very fine, round, hard ass.

      “Tall and a fine backside—right up your alley, Robert!” I go back to typing out my email, not wanting to waste any more time staring at the stranger.

      “That isn’t just a butt, Jenna, that is a USDA Grade A Ass!” He laughs boisterously at his own joke, causing me to shake my head at him.

      “You are seriously worse than a straight guy checking out women at Hooters,” I respond, despite the fact that I do find his comment humorous.

      “Oh, lighten up, Jenna! Did you sign away your sense of humor in those divorce papers too?” I immediately stiffen at his poor choice of words, the ink on the papers still a fresh new wound on my heart.

      Robert knows how devastating my divorce has been for me. His first day on the job was the day after my infamous blog post. He showed up sharply dressed and ready to impress. He didn’t anticipate having his boss answering the door in hysterics and looking like a zombie. At that time, I didn’t realize I had thousands of emails waiting for me in my inbox, and I dumped it all on him that first day. I had no idea how to deal with it, ashamed that I’d made my personal life so public. I was an emotional wreck; a horrible example of the kind of boss you want to be working for. He left me alone the remainder of that day, but decided I was worth sticking around for. Even today, I can’t believe he hasn’t quit to look for something—or someone—more stable.

      I can tell Robert realizes he has gone too far. His constant chatter has stopped and he’s fidgeting in his seat. I ignore him while I finish my emails. He clears his throat, expecting me to look at him or ask if he’s okay, but I refuse to acknowledge him.

      “Um, Jenna, I’m really sorry. That was uncalled for. Please accept my apology?”

      I give him a tight smile and nod. It’s hard for me to stay mad at him because he’s right. I have changed since my divorce. When I hired Robert, I was this wide-eyed, excited, energetic new business owner who thought she was the luckiest girl in the world to be her own boss. I was aware of my marriage problems, but to me, life was still good. I still loved my husband and thought we could get through our problems, no matter how bad they got. But that girl left with her ex-husband. That girl has been replaced with an insecure, wounded shell of her former self, who struggles to get out of bed every day and not be depressed when I realize that I’m alone. My heart has a wall of ice around it with cautionary tape. Work is the only thing that keeps me going. I’m the only one who pays the bills now and I have people who rely on me in order for them to pay their own bills. I’ve got to succeed, so I’ve thrown myself into work. I work twelve-hour days on new party concepts, and am constantly updating all of our social media outlets with the latest trends in parties. I also try to continue inspiring women to keep going, to better themselves, and that we are worth it. I travel more now that I’m in demand to do public speaking engagements. I couldn’t have done any of it without Robert and my best friend, Layla. They helped nurse me back to reality and put me in my place when I start getting depressed.

      “I’m working on trying to lighten up more and have fun. I thought I did a good job while we’ve been here in New York.”

      “Oh yes, I was very proud that you stayed up past midnight,” he jokes with a wink.

      After our last seminar, everyone that we were networking with wanted to go out. Not wanting to lose the chance at making new relationships, we went bar hopping and ended up at one of the gay bars, dancing until four in the morning. I had so much fun and for a split second, I did feel like my old self. But that vanished as soon as I got back into my hotel room and reality came crashing in. I’m about to tell Robert that I’ll continue to work more on bettering myself when he starts pawing at my arm in excitement.

      “Jenna, look, he turned around … quick, before he walks away from us!”

      The only thing I can see is a strong, chiseled jaw, and a very broad chest. His hat is pulled down so low over his face that I can’t make out his features. He’s wearing a brown leather jacket that is open to reveal a gray t-shirt that clings to his muscled chest and jeans that hug his hips very nicely. He seems to be concentrating on whatever his ticket says before he turns to make a beeline for the chairs near the entrance of the gate.

      “Holy balls, do you know who that is? That’s Cal Harrington!” Robert exclaims with glee, his hazel eyes wide with astonishment at seeing a celebrity. I must have a blank stare on my face, because his expression turns to shock.

      “You don’t know who Cal Harrington is? The guy who plays Erik in the TV series ‘Wrath of The Vikings’?”

      “Nope, can’t say I know who he is since I don’t watch television and when I do, it’s all of the Real Housewives series because you live and breathe BravoTV.”

      “Girl, Cal Harrington is this hot up-and-coming actor who’s currently on one of the highest rated television shows. His character is so hot on that show. You might not recognize him because he wears a long blond wig. He has gorgeous blue eyes and he’s mostly bare chested in every episode. And the sex scenes…” He sighs while waving his hand like a fan to cool himself off. “Let’s just say I masturbate to them all the time.”

      I hear someone laugh and look over my shoulder at a young lady who’s listening to our conversation. She quickly looks away and I turn my attention back to Robert.

      “Robert, please lower your voice!” I whisper, but he has peaked my curiosity. “So, the sex scenes are man on man?”

      “Oh honey, do I wish, but alas, he’s banging hot Viking chicks. I just take them out of the equation and insert myself.”

      I giggle and we continue to watch Cal Harrington while he proceeds to disappear in the crowd. “Oh my lawd, what if he’s on your flight to Las Vegas? I bet you he is. You lucky bitch! If you’re sitting next to him, you better kiss him full on the lips with tongue and get his autograph for me.”

      “Highly unlikely since a) I would probably get arrested for kissing him when he shouts that a stranger sexually assaulted him and b) he’s probably in first class while I’m in coach.”

      “Jenna, did you not look at your ticket? You are in first class!”

      Confused at what he’s telling me since I never fly first class, I look at my ticket and sure enough, I’m in seat 3B, which usually is first class.

      “Robert, you know I can’t afford first class! Why would you do this?” I demand, getting angry just thinking about how much a first class ticket from New York City to Las Vegas is going to cost me.

      “Have a little faith in me, Jenna. You have a gazillion frequent flyer miles, so I used some of your points to upgrade you. I knew it was going to be a long flight and figured maybe you would use your time on the flight to rest, even though I know you’ll work the whole time.“

      Now I’m speechless because that’s one of the nicest things anyone has ever done for me. With no rebuttal, I just give him a hug and whisper thank you in his ear for always taking care of me.

      “You’re welcome. I better get going. My flight back home is going to board soon.” He grabs his laptop bag, and I stand up to give him another hug.

      “Call me when you land,” he says before walking away to his gate.

      “I will and have a safe flight back home!” I yell after him.

      I finish a couple of more emails and put my laptop away. One of my favorite pastimes at an airport is to people watch, so I sit back and entertain myself with the viewings. A few minutes later, the announcement is made that my flight will be boarding, starting with first class. I make my way to the entrance of the gate. I hand the lady at the counter my ticket to scan, trying to act calm, cool, and collected, when inside, I’m giddy as a kid in a candy shop to be in first class. I get inside the plane and notice there are four rows of first class, with two seats on each side. Someone has boarded the plane ahead of us, and I recognize the baseball hat immediately.

      It’s Cal Harrington and he’s sitting in the seat right next to mine.
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      If Robert only knew I was going to be sitting next to the object of his desire for a five-hour flight, he really would wet his panties. I’m not one of those people who freaks out when in the presence of a celebrity and since I’ve never seen any of Cal Harrington's work, I couldn't care less who he is. To me, he’s just a regular stranger.

      I place my jacket in the overhead bin and sit down in my seat. I look at him from under my lashes while he plays on his phone. I still can’t get a good view of his face or see his eyes because of how low his baseball hat is sitting on his head. What doesn’t escape me is how large his build is. Even in first class with the bigger seats, he looks like he’s cramped against the window. I wonder why he isn’t flying private? Maybe he isn’t as famous as Robert thinks he is.

      I start into my pre-flight ritual of taking all the things I want to use during the flight out of my ridiculously oversized purse, and place everything in the seat pocket in front of me. This includes my laptop, a book, and some magazines. As I struggle to get everything into the now overflowing seat pocket, my purse slips off my lap and spills all of its contents right onto his feet.

      Shoot, now I have to talk to him.

      I start apologizing profusely for my clumsiness while trying to get everything off of his feet and the floor. He leans down next to me and graciously starts to help. I’m suddenly overwhelmed by the most enticing, delicious smell my nose has ever had the pleasure of inhaling. I close my eyes, take another deep breath and smile. The mix of his natural scent with whatever cologne he’s wearing can make any woman orgasm without even a physical touch. I’m basking in his manly aroma when I open up my eyes to see the most incredible blue eyes staring back at me. I immediately turn beet red, realizing that I was just caught inhaling him. I sit back up and wait for him to finish handing back my stuff. As he finally sits upright, I’m about to issue another apology when the words are caught in my throat.

      He’s holding one of my tampons with a charming smile on his face.

      Not only am I speechless because he’s holding my tampon, but I finally have a good view of his face.

      He’s one of the most magnificent looking men I have ever seen.

      Chiseled high cheek bones with a straight, strong nose. Full kissable lips cover sparkling white teeth. But its his eyes that have me mesmerized. They are the color of aquamarine and are the most beautiful shade of blue I have ever seen. His gaze is intense, making me feel raw and I struggle not to squirm in my seat.

      "You know, you can do some really evil things with these," he says about my tampon, waving it around in the air like a wand, as if he’s Harry Potter about to cast a spell.

      Again, something that should be embarrassing isn’t holding my attention—his strong, masculine, British accent is.

      "Hey, are you okay?" he kindly asks and my gaze snaps to attention.

      "Excuse me, but what did you just say?" I shake my head, trying to snap out of my trance.

      "I asked if you’re okay?"

      "Oh yes, thank you, but before then?” I try to get the tampon out of his hand, but it’s conveniently out of my reach.

      "I said you can do evil things with these. I used to pull pranks on my sisters all the time with their tampons." He flashes a smile that I can tell has him fondly recalling those memories.

      "That’s quite evil of you, and I hope they got you back with something equally humiliating,” I respond before finally being able to snatch the tampon out of his hand.

      His laughter is deep and husky. The sound vibrates through my core, giving me butterflies and making me clamp my legs together. My body’s reaction to him is foreign to me, leaving me speechless. I really don’t know what to say to him. What do you say to some hot man who was holding your tampon hostage?

      “Right, so, um, thank you for your help,” I mumble in embarrassment and refusing to look at him.

      “You’re welcome, and it’s Acqua di Gio.” He smirks and once again, my eyes are drawn to those sexy lips.

      “Excuse me?” I lift my gaze back to his in confusion.

      “My cologne—it’s called Acqua di Gio by Giorgio Armani. I noticed that you enjoyed the scent. Just thought you might want to know so you can buy it for your significant other,” he responds, his smile deepening and then he winks at me.

      Oh god, can I be even more embarrassed?

      “Yes, well, thank you for that information,” I stammer, turning very red again.

      He throws his head back and laughs. I stare at him, completely transfixed by the sound. Why is he laughing at me? How can I get him to laugh again?

      Beautiful eyes, handsome face, tall, muscular body, and a scent that makes me want to lick every inch of him. Yup, I’m totally not talking to him the rest of this flight.

      What the hell is wrong with me? Get a grip, Jenna! He’s probably used to this adolescent behavior from psychotic fans. I’m a grown, professional, woman and can handle sitting next to a gorgeous man.

      “My name is Cal, by the way.” He holds out his hand for me to shake.

      “Jenna, and thanks again for the help,” I say as I reluctantly shake his hand back.

      I knew there was a reason why I didn’t want to shake it. His hands are firm, warm, and the contact with them sends sparks tingling all over my body. This is absolutely absurd that some hot stranger’s touch is making me feel this way. Robert’s right—I need to get rid of this pent up sexual tension I have caused myself. I might have to go shopping for the perfect battery-operated boyfriend while in Las Vegas.

      “No worries. Are you going to Las Vegas for business or pleasure?”

      “Business, although, I do have a couple of days off for some down time. You?”

      “Same. Relaxation before business begins.”

      I was just about to ask if he frequents Las Vegas often when the most obnoxious, high-pitched voice rudely interrupts me.

      “It’s you! Oh my god! Oh my god! Oh my god!”

      Cal and I look up to see a platinum blonde, middle-aged woman with bright pink lipstick, and hair as big as the state of Texas hovering over our seat. Her heavily made up green eyes are bright with excitement at discovering him on the same flight as her.

      “Oh, I just love you! You sure are a good actor. You turn this old woman on every week!” She laughs with nervous, loud energy. “Oh, but I’m sorry, I don’t mean to say anything disrespectful in front of your girlfriend.”

      She looks at me when she mentions the word “girlfriend” and I’m actually flattered she thinks I would be. I smile at her, despite feeling mortified for him that she just revealed he gets her all hot and bothered.

      “Thanks, but I’m not his girlfriend,” I tell her.

      “I didn’t think so, because I just read in a magazine that said he was single, but I didn’t want to be rude.”

      Before I could ask if she believes everything she reads about him, she leans down to my ear and whispers, “If I give you a hundred dollars, would you trade seats with me? I know my seat isn’t as fancy as yours since it isn’t first class, but please, he’s my favorite actor!”

      I quickly glance at him to see his reaction, but he looks as if he didn’t hear her request as he continues to smile at her. I, on the other hand, cannot believe this lady has the balls to ask me to trade my beloved first-class seat for her economy seat.

      “I’m sorry, ma’am, but I work hard at my job to be able to afford a first-class seat, so the answer is no, I will not be giving up my seat.” She doesn’t need to know that I used points to upgrade to first class.

      “Well, there’s no reason to be rude about it,” she huffs.

      “I’m sorry, but I wasn’t being rude about it,” I counter back, annoyed that she called me rude.

      “You're holding up the line, lady!” an agitated passenger shouts behind her.

      “Good gracious, I’ve never been so insulted! Enjoy your flight, Cal, and I’m sorry you are sitting next to such a bitch,” she declares, and stomps off toward her seat.

      My mouth falls open in shock. Big head just called me a bitch? I turn to look at Cal, who’s biting his sexy lip to keep from laughing. “Oh my god, are all of your fans like that? She calls me a bitch for not giving up my seat for one hundred dollars? That’s crazy!”

      Not being able to contain it any longer, he lets out a deep bellow of laughter. “The expression on your face when she called you a bitch was brilliant,” he says, trying to catch his breath from laughing. “And no, not all of my fans are as, hmm, how should we describe her protective of me as she is. I’m sorry she called you a bitch.”

      “No need to apologize for her. I’m sorry if I came across that way. I wouldn’t want you to lose fans because of how I reacted.”

      “I don’t think I need to worry about losing her as a fan,” he laughs. “I’m very appreciative of fans like her, even if they can sometimes become overzealous. It’s the ones who try to get into your personal business, or talk to you as if  you are your character, that scare me.” He looks at me with a devilish grin and says, “Let's be honest, for all I know, you could be one of my stalkers.”

      “You would only be so lucky if I was your stalker,” I respond with some sass. ”In all seriousness, I must confess that I haven’t seen any of your work. I’m sorry, I just don’t watch television or get to go to the movies very often.”

      He stares at me, showing no emotion. I hope I didn’t just offend him, but then that would be very egotistical if he did feel that way. Maybe he doesn’t believe me? I’m sure there have been female fans who have said that just to play it cool. How do I convince him that I’m telling the truth?

      Why do you even care if he believes you or not?

      “I like that you haven’t seen my work,” he finally answers, staring straight into my eyes. His intense gaze stirs something within me. Blushing, I break our eye contact and look down at my hands. I don’t like this feeling of butterflies in my stomach that his gaze keeps doing to me.

      The captain of the airplane conveniently gets on the intercom to announce we will be taking off momentarily, and to expect turbulence for most of our ascent to 35,000 feet. Once we reach our cruising altitude, the air will be calm and the flight attendants will start inflight drink service. I dread this news since I’m not the best flyer. I’m very uneasy with take-off, but add turbulence to the mix, and I’m going to be a hot mess.

      Wait, why would we have turbulence during take-off? It was beautiful out when we arrived at the airport. I look out past Cal at the window and sure enough, ugly, mean looking gray clouds surround the airport.

      I must have moaned while grabbing my noise cancellation head phones, because Cal asked if I was okay. "Yeah, I just hate hearing about turbulence. I’m not the best flyer, but I shouldn't do anything embarrassing that would make you regret sitting next to me. I keep my turmoil on the inside.” Oh my god, stop rambling, Jenna!

      "I understand about not liking to fly. I find distracting yourself to be the best way to handle it. I can tell you some naughty stories to keep your mind off of the bumpy ride.” He wiggles his eyebrows up and down, making me giggle.

      If he only knew that his looks are already causing turbulence inside my body. "Maybe you can tell me the stories for the rest of the flight. For take-off, I just like to put my headphones on, close my eyes, and hug myself.” I reveal, laughing at how pathetic that sounds.

      “That actually sounds really sad. But okay, if you change your mind, you know where I sit," he jokes.

      I say thank you and settle into my seat. The plane is just waiting for the control tower to give us the okay for take-off. The cabin is silent, almost like the calm before the storm. We must’ve received the go-ahead, because the engines start to roar and we start to move, accelerating faster toward taking off. I start my ritual take-off prayer/chant in my head as I feel the plane lifting off the ground.

      Please God, safe flight.

      Please God, safe flight.

      I’m not a religious person, but for some reason, saying this over and over inside my head makes me feel better. Soon I start emphasizing the please and the God, with every bump, shake, and tilt of the plane as it gets worse. Despite wearing noise cancellation headphones, I can hear the engines working at top speed, the gasps of the other passengers as the plane turns at an uneven angle. My arms are crossed over my stomach, my hands gripping the arm rails, holding myself down into my seat. My head is permanently settled back into the head rest. My eyes are squeezed shut, and I’m pushing my feet as hard as I can into the floor to prevent my body from matching the jerking movements of the plane.

      I barely hear the first ding signifying we have reached 10,000 feet. Not that it matters, because with the way the plane is jerking all over the place, the flight attendants can't get out of their seats to announce the use of portable electronic devices. You can feel the plane flying with ferocious velocity, the captain trying to get out of this horrible weather to the promise land of clear skies above the dark clouds and swirling air.

      Suddenly, the plane drops and our bodies are momentarily suspended in the air, our seat belts preventing us from hitting the roof of the plane. We come crashing back into our seats as the plane continues its journey up. My headphones can't cancel out the crying and screaming of other passengers. I feel something rubbing my hand and I quickly open my eyes, look down, and see Cal's hand over mine. I look up at his face to see his jaw muscles clenched, his head motioning down to his open hand for me to take. With that encouragement, I raise up the arm rest, grab his right hand with mine and launch myself onto him. My hand grips his right arm and smothers it into my chest while I bury my head into his armpit. It doesn't matter that I just threw myself onto a complete stranger. It doesn't seem like I can grip him hard enough to prevent the feeling of falling. His left arm comes around to hug me closer to him, trying to shield me from this nightmare. This would be the perfect time to appreciate feeling his hard body, but the plane takes another dip and I’m lost again in my prayer.

      Please God, safe flight.

      Please God, stop this turbulence.

      Please God, I’m not ready to die.

      Please God, please God ... please listen.

      I hear him then. Not God, but Cal, softly repeating to me “It's going to be okay." And I start to believe him. I secure my grip on him and focus on his voice, his words. More time passes and I feel the plane evening out, the bumps getting fewer and far between. I stop praying and try to enjoy the feeling of his arms, his chest, and how good it feels to be held by someone. It has been so long since I have been held by a man that I realize I miss it. I’m reflecting on my loneliness when the captain comes on the intercom.

      "Folks, I apologize for the scariness of the last five minutes. If anyone has been injured, please press the help button to notify the flight attendants. Flight attendants, please do not leave your seats yet. If there are any injuries, we will be landing at the closest airport away from the storm. I’m happy to report that we are out of the storm, but please keep your seatbelts fasten for the next five minutes to make sure we don't experience any unexpected rough air."

      I keep my eyes closed, waiting to feel another dip in the plane. I’m also listening for any call buttons being pushed, signifying the need for help. Five minutes comes and goes and nothing happens.

      “Flight attendants, it’s safe to move about the cabin," the captain reports, and the whole plane erupts into applause. I open my eyes and feel Cal's left arm still wrapped around me. I’m enjoying being held in his arms when I look down at our adjoining hands and suck in my breath. Our hands are conveniently located in my lap, only a few inches from my crotch, and I have completely nestled his arm in between my breasts. I quickly pull out of his arms only to bang my head on his chin. We both cry out "ouch" at the same time and look at each other—him rubbing his chin, while I rub my head. We both look so ridiculous that we can’t contain the burst of laughter that bubbles out of both of us.

      "Holy fucking shit, that was scary!"

      "Oh my god, I thought we were going to die!"

      We continue laughing, letting the therapy of laughter ease the tension out of our bodies.
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      I’m not one to indulge on flights for work, but a cocktail is definitely in order after what seemed like a near death experience. The flight attendants start their inflight beverage services, and we’re more than happy to receive the free champagne. Personally, I feel the whole flight deserves some champagne and not just first class. The attendant brings us our drinks and without realizing what I’m doing, I gulp my drink down.

      "Well, I was going to toast to us being alive, but now I see you have started the fun without me," Cal jokes, nodding towards my empty glass.

      "Sorry," I mutter, grimacing from the taste of the not so great quality champagne. "I just needed something quick to calm my nerves and let's not jinx ourselves, the flight isn’t over yet."

      "This is true. Let's get you another drink." He attempts to get the flight attendant’s attention, but I stop him before he can hit the help button.

      "No, that’s all right. I usually don't drink on flights, and I have a bottle of water in my bag that will be just fine." I grab the water from my bag underneath the seat in front of me. He holds out his drink to me and toasts, “To a quiet, calm, and easy remaining flight."

      We clink our drinks together—his champagne to my water bottle—and drink, our eyes locked together as we enjoy the cool liquid going down our dry throats. His eyes move to my lips when a drop of water escapes from the tip of the water bottle and runs down my chin. Blushing, I wipe the back of my hand against my mouth and chin, breaking the intense gaze he has captured over me. Drinking water just turned very sensual as thoughts of him licking the water off me enter my mind. I need to start doing some work to get my mind off of what this man would be like in bed. I reach down to retrieve my laptop to start working on some more theme party ideas for my blog.

      “Please don’t tell me you are going to ignore me for the rest of the flight after our delightful groping session,” he teases while I place my laptop in front of me. Of course, I don’t want to work, but I’m afraid that I will make a fool out of myself if I keep talking to him.

      “I wasn’t necessarily going to ignore you, I was just going to try to do some work in between our conversations,” I respond back with a grin.

      “Good answer, but what exactly do you do for a living that makes working right now so important?”

      “I own an event planning business, my specialty being children theme parties. I create the parties, and then showcase them on my blog. We also sell the products that we use on our website.” I pull up a design board of saved pictures from our recent photo shoot of a country fair birthday party to show him.

      “My assistant and I will create a party, design it with products from the vendors we use, then set it up for a photo shoot. Afterwards, we upload the photos and create a blog post on that party. Sometimes clients want the type of parties we already feature on the blog or we have a meeting with them and custom design a party. Children’s parties are my favorite, but our bread and butter are the corporate parties.”

      “I had no idea that children’s parties can get so detailed. Very impressive. This makes you enough money for it to be your full-time job?” He pins me with a skeptical look, one eyebrow arched higher than the other.

      “Yes, Dad, I make enough money to support myself and pay an assistant,” I joke, noting that he sounds just like my father did when I first told him my business idea. “People who have lots of money want to have fabulous and unique parties. We understand that the average person is on a budget and might not be able to afford to hire an event planner, so we also give advice on our blog on how you can do the party yourself on a budget.”

      “What made you get into this kind of business? Do you have children of your own?”

      “No, no kids, and I just fell out of love doing only corporate business meetings and parties. I still enjoy planning corporate parties, but for me, there’s nothing better than seeing the pure joy on a child’s face when they see their birthday party for the very first time. I like to create that imaginary world for them.”

      There’s no need to tell him that creating these parties for other people’s children fills the void and ache I feel for not having my own. He’s probably so far removed from having kids, let alone a serious relationship.

      “No kids and I don’t see a ring on your finger?” It isn’t a statement, but more of a question. It’s a simple answer really, but one that stills makes me swallow down the lump in my throat.

      “I’m divorced,” I confirm quietly, not giving any more detail.

      “Divorce is painful and I’m sorry you went through that, but I must admit, I’m a bit relieved to know that I don’t have to feel guilty flirting with you.”

      “Yes, but do I need to feel guilty flirting with you?” I smile with a questioning look.

      “If what you have been doing is flirting, then you need a better teacher.”

      Shocked, I just stare at him with an incredulous look on my face, not believing that he actually insulted me, even though he’s grinning like a devil. But now that I think of it, he’s probably right. I have become cold and probably so dull and boring compared to other women who he’s encountered. Am I trying too hard to be calm and play it cool around him while he is making my insides turn into jelly?  He makes me want to behave like a high school girl, twirling their hair while talking to their crush. If high school girls even do that anymore. I’m just an uncool, divorced, fuddy-duddy who has cobwebs on her vagina from the lack of sex.

      He throws back his head and laughs. “You’re so brilliantly fun to mess with.” He rubs his hands together as if he has more insults up his sleeve. I can’t help but giggle at him, and I can now relax knowing he’s joking with me.

      The flight goes quickly while we continue asking questions about each other, laughing, and flirting. I feel like I’m on a first date, the giddiness of getting to know someone new for the very first time should feel awkward, but comes easily with him. I learn that besides being single, he has two sisters, is from Broadstairs, England, and lives in London when he isn’t shooting his TV series or a film. He got into acting because a scouting agent approached him while he was on break from school and asked if he was interested in becoming an actor.

      “I truly believe that fate played a role that day because the agent not only chose me, but also my two best mates, and we were the only ones out of our group of school friends who were on break together hired to be in a commercial. All these years later and all three of us are still acting. It just feels like it was meant to be.”

      “That’s pretty amazing that all three of you got chosen and are still acting,” I agree, wondering who his friends are, but don’t want to ask.

      “My friend, Sean, is the one who has the biggest career out of all of us. You might have heard of him if you at least go to the movies—Sean Lindsey?”

      My mouth drops open. Of course, I even know who Sean Lindsey is. He’s a huge movie star, especially with romantic comedies. Rumor is he might be the next James Bond.

      “Yes, I know of him. Who is your other friend?”

      “Cora Gregory.”

      Cora Gregory is every male species object of wet dreams. One look at her and men probably blow a load in their pants. She’s gorgeous, with green cat-like eyes and long, black hair. In photos, she either has resting bitch face or is making love to the camera with those hypnotizing eyes that make men bend to her will.

      “Wow, Cora Gregory, huh? She’s beautiful. Why aren’t you dating her?” The question slips out of my mouth before I could keep my curiosity at bay.

      “Everyone asks me that because we attend events together, but to be quite honest, she’s more like family to me. I just don’t have those type of feelings for her.”

      My face must have shown my utter disbelief at his statement because he laughs. “Why does everyone think that’s bullshit coming out of my mouth? I’m well aware of her beauty. I wouldn’t be a man if I didn’t notice it, but even to this day, I only see her as one of my sisters. I have known her since she was a lanky, skinny young girl who had a horrible home life. Sean and I decided we were going to protect her at school from all of the wankers and mean girls. That’s all it has ever been for me.”

      I silently ponder this. As we sit in compatible silence for once, the captain chooses this time to announce that we will be making our descent into Las Vegas and for the flight attendants to prepare for landing. Cal and I smile at each other while I pack up my carry-on bag with my items, being very careful to make sure it doesn’t fall on his feet again.

      As I place the bag underneath the seat in front of me and wait for us to land, I realize that this has been one of the best flights I have ever been on, despite the turbulence from take-off. Not because I’m sitting next to a man who is physically gorgeous, but because I’m sitting next to a human being who cared enough about my well-being and was curious as to the type of person I am. He engaged with me the whole flight, and genuinely listened to everything I said. I would expect actors to stay recluse and not speak to the stranger sitting next to them unless spoken to first.

      “Are you okay? Do you need to hold on to me for landing?” His face shows genuine concern as the plane is about to touch down.

      “I actually like landing.” I giggle at his surprised expression.

      “Really? That’s the most dangerous part!”

      “I know, silly isn’t it? But to me, landing signifies that we have arrived and that makes me happy.”

      “Well, I get scared at landings and you owe me some emotional support, so hold my hand.” He grabs my hand and rests them on his very tight thigh.

      “I find it very hard to believe that you’re scared of landing.” I laugh back at him.

      “Men can be as sensitive as women, just in different departments,” he murmurs, holding my gaze. I blush at the dirty thoughts that enter my brain. Get your mind out of the gutter, Jenna!

      “Thank you for helping me,” I tell him softly, not wanting to say anything more, but hoping he can see my sincerity and gratitude in my eyes.

      “The pleasure has been all mine.” The plane touches down with a small bump. I smile at him and pat his hand, breaking the contact.

      We reach for our phones, turning them on while the flight attendant welcomes us to Las Vegas and ask that we stay seated until we safely stop at the gate. I scroll through my text messages from Robert and Layla, trying to stay focused and busy, while realizing I will probably never see him again. A reality that is surprisingly disappointing.

      We reach the gate and as soon as the plane comes to a stop, the clicks of seatbelts unbuckling fill the air. I suddenly feel shy, like I have no idea how to say goodbye to him. I decide to stand up and stretch my legs instead. Since we’re in first class, we really don't have a long wait to depart the plane. I turn and notice he has decided to stand as well.

      "Thank you again, and I truly hope you have a wonderful time here.”

      "Thank you, I hope you do too. When does your conference start?"

      "It officially starts Wednesday morning, but I have some prep work I have to do before then," I say, moving out onto the aisle to depart.

      "Cal! Cal! Can you please wait so I can get a picture with you?" We turn to look down the aisle to see Big Head frantically trying to make her way past people to get to the front. He gives her a thumbs up and we continue to walk out of the airplane.

      "Mr. Harrington, would you mind stepping aside and taking some photos with our flight crew real quick?" one of the flight attendants asks him as well.

      "I don't mind at all," he says, smiling at them. I feel this is the perfect opportunity to just walk away and stop feeling so awkward about saying goodbye.

      "Best of luck, Cal Harrington.” I wave and without waiting for a response back, I turn and walk up the jetway.
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      The sounds of the ringing are faint at first, but increase while walking through the jetway. The noise becomes so intense that it feels as if a hammer is banging on your eardrums. The vibration gets the heart racing faster and faster. The mysterious noise coming from the terminal can only be identified once reaching the end of the jetway.

      Slot machines. Rows upon rows of them. A pastime for passengers to use while they wait.

      Welcome to Las Vegas! A place where you find yourself amongst the most opulent and the seediest. I watch in wonder while walking past the slot machines to catch the tram to baggage claim. I’ve never been much of a gambler, and don't understand how one can get addicted to something that majority of the time will take your money with no return on investment. I have occasionally indulged, but never spent more than twenty dollars. My enjoyment in Las Vegas comes from the shows and the themed hotels along the Strip, which has become a mini Times Square. Even though this is a business trip, I hope for some play and relaxation time. With the convention starting on Wednesday, I plan on using my two and a half extra days to catch up on work, relax, and take the sights in.

      Thinking about nice sights, my thoughts wander to the fine specimen that is Cal Harrington. I take my time getting to the tram, trying to look casual as I take one more look around, hoping for a glimpse of him. Realizing I’m just wasting my time, I get on the crowded tram.

      How did I not know about him? I know he’s an up and coming actor, but I’ve never seen a more beautiful looking human in my life. Despite my lack of television consumption, I’m surprised I’ve not seen him on the cover of the magazines that are in the newsstand right outside my apartment building. I would have definitely picked up any of those magazines to read about him. How is a man like that single? Those full sensual lips…I wonder what they would even feel like.

      Ugh, stop it Jenna! I need to just stop my thoughts in their tracks. Rid my mind of him, because he’s not reality, but complete fantasy. And we all know most fantasies don’t come true. With that mental pep talk, I start checking my emails while the tram takes us to baggage claim.

      When the tram slows to our destination, I flag the emails that need an immediate response when I get to the hotel. I join the exiting crowd and look for my flight’s designated area. Since our luggage has not arrived yet, I decide to call Robert.

      “Hola, mi amore,” he answers.

      “You jinxed me.”

      “How?”

      “I sat next to Cal Harrington on the plane,” I whisper, looking around to make sure no one is standing close to hear my conversation.

      “In your dreams!” He laughs, not believing me.

      “No, seriously, I actually did. And you’re right, he’s completely gorgeous. I know you really appreciated his back view, but it doesn’t even come close to the breathtaking front view.”

      “What! First off, of course his front view is going to be better than the back view, because that’s where his big, lovely cock is, and secondly, I can’t believe that I put out there in the universe that you might be sitting next to him and you actually did! Did you get his phone number? I swear, I’m a fucking psychic. I deserve a raise for your five-hour pleasurable flight. Did you join the mile-high club at least? I so hate you right now.”

      I laugh at his utter ridiculousness. “No, I didn’t join the mile-high club or get his phone number. Why would he even give someone like me his phone number? And your raise all depends on if we surpass our revenue quota this year.”

      “Yeah, yeah, yeah, get back to the part of Cal Harrington. What did you all talk about?”

      “You know, basic stuff. Where we’re from, our careers, umm…” I pause to think of what else we talked about.

      “Ugh, that sounds so dull and boring. You’re lucky he didn’t fall asleep on you.”

      “Ah yes, because as you like to remind me, I’m so boring.” I roll my eyes at the phone for him bringing up again how boring I can be.

      “Just keeping it real, Jens, just keeping it real,” he laughs at how amusing he finds himself.

      “Conveniently, the conveyor belt for baggage has started to move, so on that note, I’m done talking to you. I hope you have a wonderful day of stormy weather and itchy balls!” I hang up on him while he continues laughing at me.

      I shake my head, a smile playing on my lips, at our conversation. I think it was a wise decision that I came alone to Las Vegas. Sin City would have had a lot of temptation for my dear Robert, who doesn’t like to miss a party where he can’t be the center of attention. I have zero interest in personal attention or partying. Maybe I have become boring, but I’ve worked too hard building my career up. One night of making bad decisions can ruin it all, and I’m not willing to gamble it all away.

      The movement of people around me grabbing their luggage brings me out of my thoughts, and I immediately recognize my large red suitcase rounding the corner. I put my cell phone back into my purse and lean down to retrieve the handle.

      “That looks heavy, let me get it for you.”

      I look up just as Cal grabs my bag for me. I can’t help the overly bright smile that’s now plastered on my face.

      “Thank you so much for doing that.” I look around for his bag but don’t see anything with him. “Where’s your luggage?”

      “It’s already in the car. They were kind enough to pull it from the plane first while I was signing autographs. I saw you while I was walking out, so I handed it to my driver first before coming back over to help.”

      “That was really nice of you to stop, thank you. You mentioned you have a driver? Did you fail your American Driver License’s test that you can’t drive yourself around?” Why I even attempt to try to sound witty and flirty with him is beyond me. Why would he rent a car when he’s a celebrity and gets drivers? I sound so stupid! He’s so good looking that it makes me feel uncomfortable to the point that I sound like a complete idiot when talking to him.

      “I’m proud to inform you that I did not fail my American Driver’s License test, but the hotel sent a car for me, so why attempt to drive? I’ve never been to Las Vegas before, so I could get lost or worse, get kidnapped.” There’s that sexy smile again that I just can’t help but stare at while he keeps talking. “I was hoping you would accompany me to keep me safe and we can give you a ride to your hotel?”

      No words come out of my mouth while I continue staring at him and blink. He wants me to ride in his car with him?

      “I’m sorry, I should have asked if you were waiting for someone instead of assuming you would just come with a complete stranger whom you just met.”

      “No need to apologize and no, I’m not waiting for anyone. That’s really nice of you to offer me a ride, but I wouldn’t want to inconvenience you and the driver by having to go to separate hotels.”

      “It’s not an inconvenience at all since I’m not the one driving. Where are you staying?”

      “I’m staying at the MGM Grand,” I confirm, glancing quickly at my hotel reservation on my phone.

      “Brilliant, because so am I.” He flashes me another wicked smile that makes my mouth go completely dry. “C’mon, let’s go.”

      Wait, we’re staying at the same hotel?

      He grabs my bag and starts walking to the exit. I quicken my pace to try to keep up with his long legs. I stop in my tracks as I stare dumbfounded while he greets the driver of a Rolls Royce Phantom. I watch as the driver puts my luggage into the trunk and they both wait for me to get into the car.

      “I’m so surprised that the hotel provided you with such a junker of a car,” I sarcastically joke while getting in and observing the interior of this extraordinary vehicle.

      “Right? It’s such an embarrassment to be driving around Las Vegas in this.” We laugh and continue admiring the car.

      I thought my ex-husband’s Range Rover was going to be the nicest car I’d ever entered, but I was mistaken. The driver tells us to help ourselves to the beverages available in the center console and eases into traffic toward our hotel.

      “So, is this your everyday norm, being driven around in cars worth more than most people make in a year?”

      “Being driven around by someone else is definitely not normal for me. I do appreciate the art of a well-made car though,” he sheepishly admits. “I’m fortunate that my family, especially my sisters, make sure to keep me very well grounded, and not let the aspect of my career alter my ego too much.”

      “So, would you say cars are a weakness of yours?”

      “Cars and good-looking women.” He locks those gorgeous blue eyes with mine and I can’t look away.

      What am I doing here with this man? He’s pure fire—lures you in with his confidence, and leaves scars from burning you with his charm. I’m uncomfortably hot in places that have not been alive in a very long time.

      “I’m sure you have zero problems meeting women,” I say, fidgeting in my seat under his gaze.

      He shrugs his shoulders at that and glances out the window before answering. “Yes, this industry brings a lot of beautiful women in
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