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Blurb


Britain St. James has it all, except for a man! As her job sends her across the 'pond' to Sin City, U.S.A., she comes to the shocking conclusion that at 40, she's lonely, and a cat-owning cliché! ( Sorry, Henry!) 
So, what's a proper British career woman to do while in Las Vegas? Hire a male escort, of course! What could possibly go wrong?     

If you liked Bridget Jones' Diary, you'll love Hiring John. It's Bridget Jones with an adult content warning label, but no smoking allowed!




The Reviews Are In!      


"A book that delivers...It is a modern day adult farce once a popular genre with mistaken identities, compromising situations and in more stricter times literally caught with your trousers down...Pure Vegas but delightfully witty and summing up why this is such a pleasurable read." ~ Goodreads Review 

"Entertaining, screwball shenanigans in Sin City." ~ Goodreads Review

"Many LOL moments. Fabulous book, highly recommended." ~ Goodreads Review
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Chapter One

Promotion, Commotion, and Cougar Status Denied!


“Congratulations, Brit! No one deserves this more than you.” Kathy Chapman toasted her friend, and now supervisor, Britain St. James. She held up her enormous, fruit-ringed cocktail encouraging the other two women at their table to do the same. Emma Cole tossed her blonde locks over her shoulder and hefted her bottled beer clinking the glass with Kathy’s. Brit pasted a smile on her face and belatedly hoisted her glass of Chardonnay to theirs.                                                                                                                                                                                                        
“Thanks, girls.” She looked at her two friends. Kathy bounced in her chair in time with the music blaring from the stage of the pub they were currently visiting. It was a nice pub, to be sure. It was frequented by the working stiffs from the surrounding banks and corporations, so suits were a normal sight within the establishment known as The Foxy Hound. It was corny as pub names go, but popular. Sitting within the heart of London, it tried for that bygone era feel with modern fixtures including the stage where some alternative trio was banging out dance tunes on their guitars.
Brit watched as Kathy sipped her ridiculously large beverage while chair dancing. Her long, black hair was wound up into a chic twist that accentuated her gorgeous face with perfect cheekbones. At thirty-two, she was still young, lively, and lovely with a sickeningly perfect figure, one she achieved by visiting the gymnasium every morning before work. Brit could barely haul her ass into the shower each day.
Kathy dated. A lot! Tales of her endless train of men showing up on her doorstep with flowers in one hand, and condoms in the other never ceased to entertain. Brit wondered if half the shite she shoveled was real, but even at half, it was one-hundred times more action than her own love life offered, which was zilch, zero, and not at all.
Across the small, round table sat Emma Cole. Emma used to work in accounting, but she would be taking Brit’s old position as loans consultant now that she’d been promoted to department manager. She was blonde, curvy, and happily married to the love of her life for two years and counting. They’d spent many a luncheon chatting about Sam’s insatiable appetite for sex. Funny, as much as she seemed to complain, Brit could tell Emma didn’t mind at all. She was usually blushing while relaying how Sam had snuck up on her in the shower before work or caused cramps in her legs bending her over the kitchen table with the window wide open, so anyone passing by could see. Sam was obviously a bit of a freak, but he loved Emma with all his heart. No one seeing them together would disagree.
“Why are you being so glum, Brit?” Emma noticed Brit’s unusual silence. 
“Yes, you should be bouncing off the fucking walls with joy.” Kathy nudged her shoulder. “You’re getting loads more money, a better office, and more company stock. So what’s with the sourpuss?”
“It’s nothing. Really, I’m having a wonderful time.” Brit sat up straighter, not wanting to be a damper on everyone’s good time. She threw her arm around Kathy, and saluted Emma. “You birds are the best, you are.”
Kathy smacked her hand down on the table. “Well, there’s the problem then.” She looked at Emma. “She’s surrounded by chicks when she should be wallowing in cocks.”
Emma spit her beer out, laughing. “Kathy!”
“What!” Kathy was unapologetic. “You have your cock on the daily, Em. I’m drowning in cock, but when’s the last time we heard you mention cock, Brit?” She looked at Brit.
Blushing, Brit opened her mouth to speak, but was cut off. 
“Exactly. You can’t even remember, can you? Just look at you.” Kathy cupped Brit’s chin. “Mouth hanging open like a hungry baby bird. What you need is a juicy worm, a hot hunk to fill your cheeks to the brim until you look like a cock-hungry chipmunk.”
Emma snorted.
“Good Lord, Kathy!” Brit finally found her voice. “It’s a good thing we’re not on the clock.”
“I’m not the least bit repentant. You need to get laid, Brit. Powerful women such as yourself should have a booty call on call twenty-four seven. I mean, what’s the point of being a department head for a large bank if you can’t fucking fuck whenever you want?” Kathy blurted out; her cocktail sloshing over the rim.
Indeed, Brit thought. But out loud, “Well, I don’t know about all of that, but I suppose there’s a bit of truth to what you’re saying.”
“You’re bloody right, there is.” Kathy held up her now empty glass waving it at the cute bartender. His name was Tom, and Kathy had been flirting with him for free drinks ever since he began working at The Foxy Hound two months prior.
Tom grinned, and before long, walked over with another obnoxiously large, frothy drink for Kathy. He was quite handsome in that twenty-something, devil-may-care way with dark brown waves, and large, chocolate-brown eyes. He kept a bit of manicured stubble on his cheeks, which did nothing to hide his dimples. 
“Your drink, madam, on the house.” He winked at Kathy who giggled. 
He turned to leave, but Kathy grabbed his arm pulling him to her side. She threw him a conspiratorial look. “Tom, our Brit has just made department head.”
Tom turned to look at Brit. “Congratulations, ma’am.”
Brit’s auburn eyebrow rose a hair. Did that cheeky bastard just call me ‘ma’am’? “Thank you,” she said out loud.
Kathy was up to something. Brit could see it written all over her face. “She’s celebrating,” she said. “We’re all celebrating. She’s a powerful cougar now.” She let out an awkward, purring sound. Brit grimaced.
“Oh, for God’s sake,” Emma chuckled. She knew Kathy was trying to engineer a situation, and it was painful to watch. It was even more painful because Brit was the unsuspecting recipient of Kathy’s plan.
Tom eyed Kathy. “Well, now, I do like cougars.” He said this while staring at Kathy, but Kathy was still looking at Brit, oblivious.
“She’s a lovely cougar too. Won’t bite much, not unless you ask.” She winked at Brit, and then turned to look at Tom who appeared suddenly confused. 
“What? Oh, you mean…,” he looked at Brit. “Sorry, I need to get back to the bar.” He beat a swift retreat away from Kathy and her machinations.
“What a twat!” She bit her lip and glanced at Emma who shrugged. Then she looked at Brit. “I’m so sorry.”
Brit sighed. “No need to apologize. Just let it go, Kathy. I should be heading home anyway.” Brit got off her stool, straightening her dove-gray suit skirt. “Henry will be waiting for me.” She picked up her clutch.
“Well, that’s positively fucking sad.” Kathy pouted.
Emma stood up too, cell phone in hand. “At least Henry loves her. And speaking of love, my Sam is texting, so I should head out as well.” 
“You’re both party poops.” Kathy sucked on the straw of her drink. “Well, go on then, see if I care.”
“Will you be alright?” Brit looked at her, concerned. 
“Of course.” Kathy waved them both out. “Go, I’m fine. Maybe tonight will be the night for dear Tommy. God knows I won’t be able to talk to him again after that insult to you, Brit, so I may as well fuck him and be done with it.”
Brit pursed her lips, trying not to point out the inconsistencies of her statement. Emma caught her eye and shook her head, a gesture that said, “Never mind her. She’s mad as a Hatter and twice as horny.”
[image: image-placeholder]Henry waited, patient as always, but he still seemed miffed. 
“I’m sorry, dearest, but Mummy was given a promotion today, and a little celebration was in order.” Brit picked up the gray cat with white paws, and what appeared to be a spiffy white cravat circling his neck. He had aristocratic markings. The cat blinked his large, green eyes, and swished his tail with enough force to thump his human hard. He was not appeased.
“I know, but the girls need my attention too.” She scratched him between his ears as she walked them both straight into the kitchen where Brit retrieved a container of cat treats. Henry turned on his motor, purring in anticipation. He watched as his human pulled out a small handful of the tasty tuna tenders and placed them on the black and white tiled counter. She set him down where he proceeded to devour the goodies. Brit pet his short, dove-gray coat that matched the suit she was wearing. 
“If it helps, it wasn’t much of a celebration. Just a couple of drinks while Kathy humiliated me in front of the new bartender. God, Hen, it was awful. The way he looked at me.” Brit continued to pet the cat absently. “Do I really look that bad?” She glanced at him.
Henry regarded her. Now licking his chops, clearly happy to have not only the treats, but her full attention, he meowed.
“Well, I don’t think I look that bad, either, but then, I am forty now. Maybe it’s all fallen to rubbish. I suppose my boobs could use a lift, and perhaps I could stand to lose a few pounds, but damn. I’m forty! Am I supposed to look like a Victoria’s Secrets model? I should hope not!” She continued her rant scooping Henry up and walking into the bedroom where she stood in front of the full-length mirror.
The reflection revealed a woman of medium height, curvy hips, a healthy bust, and auburn hair that framed a roundish face, one that still looked like it belonged to a woman in her mid-thirties. Her skin was clear and smooth, her eyes, large and brown, and lips that were neither too thin nor too full. She smiled. “There, I do have good teeth. All still securely inside my head where they belong.” 
Brit let Henry down and turned around looking over her shoulder. She reached backwards and ran her hands over her backside. “The bum is a bit broad, isn’t it? But it’s still pretty firm.” She grabbed it, giving it a squeeze. “What do you think? Still have a chance or just garbage, and I should hang it up?” 
“Meow.” Henry peered up from the floor. 
“Oh, God. You’re right. It’s all rubbish, isn’t it? I’ve waited too long.” She turned back to the mirror. A hint of sadness strayed into her eyes, and her smile disappeared. “Look at me, Henry. I’ve worked hard all my life, and I have a career, but no one to share it all with.”
“Meow.” 
She looked down. “Well, of course, I have you.” She leaned down and picked him up, cuddling him close. “I didn’t mean to belittle you, dearest. You mean the world to me.” 
Still, Britain St. James felt regret. It had been quite some time since she’d last felt the touch of a man, longer than she cared to admit. Okay, it’s been years! Damn, stop nagging at me, conscience. You’re such a twat!
“Well, I have a new title, and my own flat, and I have you, Hen. It simply must be enough, I suppose.”
She sighed. “Who would want this old bag anyway?” Brit changed into her Friday night pajamas, and then curled up on the sofa with Henry to catch up on Downton Abbey. Before long, she dozed off. 
“Need a real man?”
She snorted, “What?” Brit cracked an eye, looked briefly around, and then began falling asleep again. Soft music played
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