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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural Suspense Romance 

	book contains 

	Adult… Themes
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		On Pg. Mild Sexual Situations 

		 Implied Murder

		Attempted Murder

		Murder off Pg
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		On Page AA-Afro-Latina Colloquial Speech/Slang

		Lots of Profanity
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	Once Again…Rated R…Reader Discretion is Advised 18++++

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!
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Chapter One

	Hollywood California…

	Melrose & Poinsettia…

	Culinary Staffing LLC

	[image: Image]

	I exhaled deeply…

	[image: Image] as I filled out the paperwork for a position. It had been a while since I’d been back in the game, and as I filled out the application; I was so not feeling it.

	I’d left the business five years ago; however, my current financial crisis seemed to be drawing me back into it. I’d worked for Culinary Staffing of American Taste years ago, and they were the shiza back then. However, as I noticed the huge staff changes, and the people around me, I realized that a lot had changed in this business since I’d last been in it. 

	“Aaaahh, Sarie, right?,” the redhead called, and I looked up.

	“Yes?,” I questioned, and something about her just rubbed me the wrong way.

	“Durk will see you now,” she said, I nodded as I rose, then handed her the clipboard with all my information on it. 

	“Do you have a food handler’s license?,” she asked, and I drew it from my briefcase, frowning a bit. 

	It just seemed so asinine to me that I would have to pay $15.99 for this stupid ass card when I had a culinary degree, not to mention worked for some of the most famous chefs in the world. Nonetheless, the way it worked now, if I didn’t sit through some lame ass 1-hour video, with some moron telling me all the things I learned in the first month of culinary school I couldn’t work. 

	I exhaled for what seemed like the 100th time, she took a photocopy of it, then handed it back to me. I frowned once more, because there was just something, I did not like about her; and the smile seemed so fake. So much so, that I imagined her face would crack any minute now. I was ushered into the back offices, and the guy Durk extended his hand, I shook it, then he motioned me to a chair.

	“So, I see from your resume you have extensive training, and a pretty prestigious background,” he questioned, and I simply nodded. “Well, we no longer hire simply chefs, we do a bit of it all now; from simple cooks to house men and women, to bussers, to dishwashers,” he stated proudly, and I tried my best not to roll my eyes. 

	He was as bad as the redheaded chick in the front. 

	They seemed to just ooze pretentiousness, however, with my current situation; I needed to check my disdain. 

	“This is the pay rate, and because this is a very lucrative business since you were in the game; we hire extensively. Equally, the turnover rate is astronomical,” he stated as he pushed the paper towards me. I frowned, then looked up at him. “Is that something you’d be interested in?,” he asked, I looked at the $15.00 mark, then cursed him out in my head. 

	In my day, the going rate for a chef with my qualifications was $35.00 an hour, twice what he was paying. 

	I plastered a smile on my face anyway, because as of last week, I needed a job like yesterday.

	“That’s fine,” I smiled bitter sweetly, shook his hand, then rose.

	“Alesia will have all the necessary documents in the front,” he said, I nodded, then walked out of his office.

	As I walked out, she pointed to the chair in front of her, and I frowned slightly.

	“So, he made you aware of the pay rate, right?” She asked, and I nodded. 

	“Here are your tax forms, and a list of current jobs. As well, we no longer do in calls; we have a website set up now for you to view and click on the jobs that you would like. However, I have an upcoming job this weekend on Catalina Island; the pay rate is the same. You’ll be put up for two days at the Hotel Catalina, and the shifts are from 7am to 9pm. You’ll be picked up at Long Beach Harbor, dropped off on the island Friday, and the boat will return for you on Sunday. Is that something you’d be interested in?” She asked with that fake smile once more, and I sent one right back.

	“Why sure, I’m not busy this weekend.” I replied in the same syrupy sweet voice, she gave me a weird look, then nodded, and that fake ass smile returned.

	“Okay, so I’ll confirm you for this, and email you your boat passes, key codes, and the like. And thank you for choosing Culinary Staffing of America.” She returned, basically signaling that the meeting was over. 

	“Thank you.” I retorted, grabbed my briefcase, then headed towards the door.

	“Oh Sarie?” She called, I sighed, then turned.  “There is an orientation for this Wednesday. Please be there, or you won’t be able to work the Catalina gig.” She extended the card; I nodded, accepted it, then walked out.

	As I walked to my car, I wanted to scream as I snatched the ticket off my windshield, then hatefully looked around for the meter-maid to clock her. 

	He or she was already halfway up the street, and as I looked down at the ticket and saw $78 fucking dollars, I thought, can this day really get any more fucked up! 

	As I got into the car, my phone buzzed as I tossed the offensive state screw with no lube on the passenger’s seat, then reached into my purse to retrieve my phone. I smiled as I saw it was Kendra. 

	“Did you get it;” She texted and I groaned once more.

	“Yeah;” I texted back, then dialed her number.

	“What up bitch?” She laughed into the phone, and I smiled slightly, as I clicked on my Bluetooth, then pulled out the parking spot.

	“Pissed, I got a fucken $78-dollar ticket on fricken Melrose.” I moaned, and she gasped.

	“Damn, I hate that shit. Like the Governor needs more money lining his pockets. Because you know it ain’t going to the city, if it was, they’d fix those fucking potholes all along Melrose.” She bitched, and I agreed.

	“Yea I know.” I sent back.

	“So, was it like you thought?” She asked, and I exhaled.

	“No worse, not to mention; the going rate now is $15 bucks. Can you believe that shit? As I sat there listening to his prattle, I remembered why I got out of this shit. But I guess I shouldn’t look a gift horse in the mouth. Plus, after Kellen, then Drake, not to mention Ollie; I needed the break. I just had no idea I would fall off the market.” I moaned, and she did too then.

	“Yeah, have you heard from Drake?” She asked sighing, and I returned it.

	“No, he’s doing his thing, and I’m letting him. After I moved out, I’m just like, whatever. I haven’t heard from him in eight months now, and I couldn’t be happier. And I guess maybe I was fooling myself all this time, maybe he was right when he said I didn’t really love him; but more the idea of not being alone.” I exhaled deeply, suddenly blinking, and not understanding why.

	“If you have no intoxicated crazed unreal need, nor that heart sickness that says you just can’t do without him, then unfortunately, and this might hurt a bit; he may be right Sariekiko.” Kendra stated, and I moaned again.

	“Yea, and that’s what worries me. I have never been in love with anyone Kenny, have never had any of those feelings, except for one person; Colin, so what does that say about me? Am I that heartless? Do I not bleed just like everyone else? Then it reminds me of that shit Kellen said to me, that I was a cold-hearted ice queen bitch? Maybe he was right?” I said, as I turned onto my block.

	“That is so not true! First off Colin and you were just friends. Obviously, neither of you wanted it to go any further, or it would have. I used to see the way he looked at you, and I would have bet my last dollar that he was just as in love with you, as you were with him. But hey, life has its challenges. And 2nd, look who said that shit, the world’s biggest cheating ass motherfucker! Kellen said that shit because he got busted cheating, and you left him. 

	He might have been ass spanking hot, but I swear that dude was pure evil inside. All Laguna beach hottie, with no fucking humanity. You shouldn’t even be trippin off shit that asshole said.” Kendra stated, I chuckled, then got out the car heading up to my apartment.

	“Alright gurl, I’m going to get changed, then go get my tools upgraded. It’s been a while.” I said, and she laughed.

	“Okay, are we going to Funky Fresh Tuesdays, tonight?” She asked excitedly, and I laughed.

	“Yea, I already got my 80s-gear ready and poppin. Plus, I could use a drink.” I said.

	“Okay, I’ll see you at 8.” She confirmed, then hung up.

	I sighed for what seemed like the 100th time as I unlocked my door, hung my briefcase up, then tossed my purse on the sofa and plopped down next to it. I relished in the quiet for several moments. Colin…I’d thought about him at least once every day for the last eight years.  I just couldn’t make that love go away, no matter what I tried. I mean, I had even started dating assholes, just so I wouldn’t think about love in any way, shape, or form. 

	With them, I had a clue where I stood, didn’t have to involve myself with them; most were just sex. Colin…was one of those guys, no matter what you did in life, you would never forget them; because they made that much of an impression on you. I had always felt there was something there, especially with the way he would often gaze into my eyes, as if I was his lifeline, as though he was drowning; and I was his only salvation. 

	Or maybe, that was just my own wishful thinking I didn’t think I had ever or would ever love another man like I did Colin; even if it was only one kiss in the entire ten years. 

	I rose, then went into the kitchen.

	As I pulled out my chef’s kit, I frowned. 

	I never imagined myself stepping one toe, not to mention an entire foot back into this business! 

	At 23, I had imagined that I would be this awesome smoking hot chef, even though I was straight out of culinary school. I pretty much lived and breathed cooking, creating, and had schooled with the best of them. 

	Just the simple fact that Wolfgang Puck used to tour my school, then give lessons and lecture; made my school one of the big ones. .I did rotations with Wolfgang, Culinary Foundations 101 with Rachel, Cuisine across Cultures with Ming Tsai, Culinary Foundations III with Emeril; just to name a few, so my school was the coveted jewel. 

	I loved what I did and knew I would go far! 

	And I should have with the backing I had.

	I did that shit too. 

	I pretty much lived, to wake each day and see what I could create. What fusions would I awaken, interfuse, and burst onto the pallet. 

	I loved it, and for six years I did just that; working for some of the best in the business. 

	However, what the culinary academy didn’t teach you was that the average classmate would stab you in the eye; let alone the back just to get ahead of you. They will wreck your shit, just because they can, tattle, destroy, and mangle; all just to get that coveted spot as this week’s chef in waiting. 

	And what’s more, the actual business will chew you up and spit you out; if you aren’t careful. Now take everything above, and magnify that to the tenth, and you get what it’s like being a woman in this field. 

	Everything I worked so hard for, I had to fight for. 

	Most people would not believe it, but the Hospitality industry has no fucking hospitality to its indoctrinated, especially it’s females. I have been sabotaged, sexually harassed, asked to resign because the Executive chef had a hard on for me, and supposedly, I, was making his job hard. 

	Asked not to come back to work, because I heard a group of male employees conversing about, “I’d fuck this one…look at the tits on that one,” because they had no clue, my mom was Japanese /Chinese, and my dad was Puerto Rican/African American and Caucasian. So not only can I speak Japanese and Chinese, but I speak Spanish as well. 

	I’ve heard African American people referred to as Chongos, Chinese people referred to as Chinks, all of it; right here in America’s kitchens. So, when I was offered a position to teach Culinary five years ago, instead of participating in it anymore, I accepted it as a no brainer. Now here I was at 33, five ½ years later, and I had to delve right back into it. 

	The college I worked for basically went belly up in my department. With state budget cuts, relocated professors (this is laid off speech, for adjuncts), and the student ratio; they let us under sixers go. 

	Basically, if you hadn’t taught at the school for more than six- years, you were the ones laid off. I inhaled for a second time as I took out the tool kit, brushed off the dust, then rolled it out. Everything I needed was there, but as I removed one of the chef’s knives from the case and brought my thumb across it sideways, I realized just how dull they truly were.

	First rule of culinary school. 

	A dull knife causes you to work harder. 

	More effort is exerted in the force, which can cause blisters, hand cramping, and a slip of the knife. And there is nothing worse than a dull knife cut.

	The worst believe me.

	I rolled the kit back up, then went to my bedroom to change. For some reason I just couldn’t seem to get Colin off my mind today. It had been at least a year since I’d really contemplated him and our friendship. Once I was freshly attired in a pair of sweats, a the Cure tee, and some converse I was gravy as I jerked my hair up into a messy bun. I grabbed the case, my purse, then the hoodie on the hook. 

	Not that I would need it. 

	It was the beginning of February and 80 degrees today, but I took it just encase we had some weird sudden rainstorm. 

	 


Men Should NOT Look Like This!

	It is so not fair…
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	I locked up…

	[image: Image] then ran down the stairs. As I did, I saw my neighbor Ollie leaving his apartment.

	Oliver Survantez. 

	Hot in every way Latin! 

	Sexy rock-hard body, dark looks, and amazing silver-grey eyes. I had surmised long ago, his soul was just as dark as his looks, and the love I felt for him was pretty much just wasted. 

	But the sex had been off the chain though! 

	He was into some things I had never tried in my life, and boy was it the best experience I ever had. He smacked things, I had no clue could be smacked, that felt so good in that pleasure pain kind of way; and the things he did to my body! 

	But he was the world’s biggest hoe.

	I thought frowning. He was a fellow chef, and we went there for seven months back when; but Ollie was looking for a regular piece of ass, with no commitments. 

	“What up Sar.” He called grinning, and I felt like punching him in the face. 

	And I repeat…No fucking man should look like that and know it! 

	He walked up to me and grinned down on me. Ollie was all 6’2, gorgeous, abs to kill for; and as usual he had his shirt off. As he walked to me, then threw his shirt over his shoulder, I placed my hand on his chest, then drew it down his pecks and he laughed.

	“You such a hoe Ollie.” I laughed back, and his grin turned wicked.

	“I’m free this weekend Sar, if you’re not busy.” He grinned, then kissed me on the cheek.

	“I’ll remember that.” I called over my shoulder as I walked off. 

	Ollie was amazing for that hit it and quit it. 

	He wasn’t good for much else. 

	I didn’t think he’d ever had a serious relationship in his life. I’d thought back after culinary school that there might be something there for us, but he never acknowledged it, so I let it go. 

	He was sexy hot sizzling sex, and nothing more; which was such a shame. 

	I thought as I looked back before I got into the car. I noticed his frown, but waved anyway, and his frown turned to a slight smile as he waved too, then jogged up the stairs.

	 


Chapter Two

	Downtown

	Los Angeles…
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	A s I pulled…

	[image: Image] up in front of Ross Cutlery I saw Kerry Kamalika and gasped. I hadn’t seen him in ages.

	“OMG! Sariekiko!” He cried, then embraced me as I got out the car.

	“How have you been?” I said back, he laughed, then snapped his fingers.

	“This bitch been good gurl, just tryin to get my paper. I heard you were back booboo. Are you scheduled for this weekend?” He asked as we walked into the store arm and arm.

	“Yup.” I said holding up my chef’s kit.

	“I am so glad gurl I been missing the drama, and yo ass bring it every time!” He squealed, and I just rolled my eyes.

	Kerry was my queen! 

	I loved every bit of it and him. 

	“Well, it’s not like I try to.” I muttered, and he laughed embracing me. An hour later, I had my knives sharpen, Kerry’s number, and a promise for drinks on Thursday night to catch him up on the last six years. I waved, then looked down as my phone rang. 

	“Hi Sarie, there is a glitch with this Friday and Saturday. For some reason, the owner of the company wants a sit down with you?” The annoying redhead Alecia stated, and I breathed out deeply.

	“Okay, but why, seems a bit weird? That’s never happened before. Does that mean I skip Wednesday?” I sent back.

	“I have no clue yet, but since he’s our client, we have to adhere to it. I’m sure everything is fine, here’s the address. And this is not casual as per our contract; we need for you to set the bar high, equally since this has never happened before, so please dress accordingly. As for Wednesday, I’ll call if you need to attend.” She stated, I frowned deeper, then spoke.

	“Great, and what time am I expected today?” I asked annoyed.

	“1pm.” She returned, and I looked at the clock on the dashboard. 

	WTF!

	Seriously! 

	I basically had an hour, to get dressed, then drive all the way to Studio City in afternoon traffic. 

	I’d be lucky is I even made it by 1pm.

	“Alright.” I sent back.

	“Thanks, Sarie.” She returned way too syrupy, then hung up. 

	I could see now that she and I would have problems in the future. 

	I rushed home, showered, changed, took some time to beat my mug quickly, grabbed my briefcase, then ran out the house.

	 


Studio

	City…
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	I was…
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	a bit surprised as I pulled up in front of the huge office building. 

	Wow…nice… 

	I thought, got out the car, grabbed my briefcase, paid the meter, then walked into the building. 

	“Hello, how may I help you?” The receptionist inquired with a cheery smile, and I smiled back.

	“Yes, I’m here to meet with Keven Bradbury?” I replied, she nodded, then picked up the phone. When the line connected, she looked up at me.

	“And your name?” She asked.

	“Sariekiko Givens.” I supplied; she repeated my name into the receiver, then nodded. 

	“He will be right with you.” She smiled, I sent it back, then took a seat to wait.

	“Thank you.” I said, and she smiled nodding.

	“Would you like an espresso, sparkling water?” She suddenly asked as if she forgot to ask, and I chuckled shaking my head no.

	“No thank you.” I replied. As the door opened and Keven walked out, I was surprised. He was 6’1, sexy, blonde and all upper body. I could see it through the button-down dress shirt. He’d elected to leave off the jacket, and I was glad for it as I stared at this sexy mofo.

	“Hi Sariekiko, I’m Keven. Unfortunately, I have a meeting that I can’t postpone, so you’ll be meeting with my business partner. If you would just follow me this way.” He greeted as I rose, shook my hand, then motioned me after him. He showed me
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