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Dedication
 
Anita Scott Shofner
 
Mia’s journey in Boston is for you my sweet.
Like Mia, you recently started over.
 I’m proud of you…for choosing you.
I think every person in this world needs
to choose themselves once and awhile. 
I cannot begin to thank you, 
Not only for being an incredible beta, which you are, 
But also for being a lovely and supportive friend. 
 
Namaste my friend. 
 



Chapter 1 
 
“Well, hey there, sweet thang,” were the first words out of his sexy assed mouth. Too bad the words, along with the way his eyes traced over me sent my temperature rising…and not in a good way. Mason Murphy leaned against a limo. He had aviator sunglasses, coppery brown hair, and a smirk that probably melted panties of all his baseball fans. Fortunately for me, I’d been around several hotter than hot men the last few months and wasn’t impressed. 
I held out my hand. He pursed his lips, pushed his glasses on top of his head, gracing me with stunning green eyes. They were as dark as emeralds and just as pretty. 
“What, no kiss?” 
I narrowed my brows, cocked a hip, and crossed my arms over one another. “Seriously? You’re going with that?” 
His head shot back and he pulled his glasses off his head than proceeded to dangle the end of one side in his mouth. Again, he looked me up and down. “Feisty. I like a girl that’s a bit of a challenge.” 
I closed my eyes blinked several times to see if I was still asleep from the Benadryl I’d taken on the plane. Flying always made me jittery. Nothing like what I was feeling right now though. “You’re a real piece of work aren’t you?” 
His eyes opened wide and a huge grin slipped across his distractingly well-sculpted face. High cheekbones, a little dent at the chin and those sparkling eyes looked wicked. 
He moved close to me, hung an arm around my neck, and kissed the side of my temple. It took everything I had not to turn and plant one on him…a punch to the face, that is. 
“You’re going to remove your arm from me and back away. Have you no manners?” 
Mason planted his feet in front of me and leaned close as if to whisper. “I know what you are and I’m totally okay with it. Very, very okay with it. We’re going to have some fun together.” 
I pushed his chest enough to get him out of my face. “Look, Mr. Murphy…” 
“Mr. Murphy,” he said, mockingly. “Ooh, I like that.” 
Sucking in a breath, I clenched down on my teeth. If I bit my tongue, I might have bitten it straight in half with how much this guy irritated me. 
“What I was trying to say before you interrupted me was that you’ve got the wrong idea about me. I’m an escort. Meaning, I escort you to things. Provide you with companionship in a friendly manner.” 
Again he got close, grabbed my hips, and slammed them against his. “I can’t wait to get more friendly with you,” he rubbed his pelvis against mine. I could just barely feel the outline of something coming to life. 
I sighed. Letting it go, I pushed him away again. “Just take my bags.” 
He whistled at the driver. Yes, whistled at him. Like a fucking dog. He may as well have said, “Come here boy, good driver.” I cringed and removed myself from his grasp. 
“Don’t worry, baby, you’ll get into the swing of things,” he mock swung a baseball bat. I, on the other hand, rolled my eyes and opened the limo door crawling in. He maneuvered his long body into the spacious vehicle and clapped his hands. “Want a drink?” 
I’m pretty sure I looked at him as if he’d grown a tail. “It’s not even noon.” 
He shrugged. “It is somewhere in the world,” he said with a saucy wink. Mason pulled out a bottle of champagne. His tongue came out and wet his full bottom lip. The space between my legs took notice instantly, twinging delightfully. I shook my head and crossed my legs. He was a bastard, yet I couldn’t help but notice that he was a good-looking one. Mason Murphy was tall, probably six feet or so, had a body that could grace magazines and did, often. The muscles in his biceps bulged delectably and his quads flexed as he shoved the bottle between his legs and twisted the top off with a plop. No foam. Pretty good, I’d give him that. 
“Now sweetness, let’s get a couple things straight.” 
I opened my eyes wide, my eyebrows going straight into my hairline. He handed me a glass of champagne. Even though it was barely ten in the morning, I took the glass figuring I’d need something to take the edge off my annoyance. 
“You were sent here to be my girlfriend. That means, in order to have my fans, prospective sponsors, and the media at large believe it, you and I are going to have to get friendly, very quickly. And looking at you…” he licked his lips again as his eyes traced my form from my booted feet up my jean clad legs and stopped directly at my bosom. Pig. “I’m going to enjoy every fucking second of it.” 
This guy was going to be challenging. He was smug, sexy as hell, irritating, sexy as hell, downright crass, sexy as hell, and immature. Did I forget anything? Oh yeah, sexy as hell. 
He leaned back, displaying his body for me against the opposite seat. He smirked and downed the champagne in one go. I wasn’t about to let this schmuck best me so I lifted the glass to my lips and swallowed the entire lot back. His eyebrows lifted and his eyes sparkled in appreciation. 
“Woman after my own heart,” he clutched at his chest in mock chivalry. 
I leaned over, grabbed the bottle, and filled my glass then gestured with a chin lift for his. He presented it and I filled it too. 
“Okay, look we need to firm up a few things.” 
His face made a gesture that indicated that he was about to crack a joke, but I cut his words with a pair of green daggers in his direction. He leaned back and lifted his chin. 
I smiled knowing I won that round. “I may have been hired to be your girlfriend for the month, but I’m not your whore.” His eyebrows drew together. “Having sex with a client is optional on my part and not part of my contract. You should have read the fine print, buddy because you’re about to find out what a month of celibacy looks like.” 
His mouth dropped open, shock the prevailing response. “You’re fucking kidding?” he smirked. 
I shook my head. “’Fraid not. So you might want to get used to that there hand because you’re going to be using a lot of it. If the press sees you outside, trolling along with any harlot you can get to give you a second glance, they’ll know this,” I pointed a finger between the two of us, “is a sham and the effort and the hundred thousand you’ve paid me will be wasted.” Mason ruffled a hand through his hair. “It also wouldn’t look so good to your prospective sponsors that you can’t even hold onto your pretty new girlfriend for longer than a day. Remember, my fee is non-refundable.” 
At this point I leaned back, crossed my legs over one another, and sipped my champagne, letting the bitter bubbles dance along my tongue, awakening my senses once more. 
Mason looked at me, an unidentifiable expression on his handsome face. “Then what do you propose we do sweetness?” He grinned, his eyes glancing along my legs and up over my chest to finally land on my face. The words were nice but lacked sincerity. 
“First, you stop calling me sweetness.” 
He jumped in before I could continue. “Shouldn’t a man have a nickname for his girl?” 
I pinched my lips together to think about it. I supposed he was right. “Perhaps, if the way you said it didn’t sound so douchey.” 
Mason tipped his head back and laughed. The sound reverberated through the car and lightened the mood. If I could hear that laugh every day, maybe this month wouldn’t suck. He licked his lips and again, that sensitive space between my thighs that still hadn’t forgotten how good it was to have a man’s perfect pout all over the tender flesh thrummed in response. Down, girl! I wanted to chastise my libido. Ever since my fuck-fest with Wes two weeks ago, I’ve been needy, horny as hell, with no hope for relief. And now that my current client is definitely off the list of prospective bedmates, it looked like I’d be attempting celibacy right alongside him. Fun…not.
“Look, I guess it’s fine. I think the next step would be to learn a little more about one another. Tell me about yourself?” 
He curled a hand around one of his big, jean-clad knees and looked out the window. “Not much to tell. Came from an Irish family. Dad works as a garbage man even though I told him he could quit working for the rest of his life. He won’t. Too proud.” 
“Sounds like a good man.” Unlike my own father. Well, technically that’s not true. He tried. Under the circumstances, after handling the blow of my mom leaving, he lost his way. I’m not sure anyone truly knows how to handle losing the love of their life. 
Mason smiled, revealing white teeth mostly straight. His eyetooth crooked in just enough to give his smile character. “My dad’s the best, still a hardass. Works too hard though. Always did, providing for me and my brothers.” 
“How many brothers do you have?” I asked actually finding this line of conversation interesting. 
He held up three fingers as he sipped his champagne this time. “My brothers are all crazy bastards but I love ‘em,” he said, his Bostonian accent popping to the surface. Sexy fucking accents. Damn, it would be hard to keep my hands off him if he was going to turn nice. 
His eyes narrowed on me, the green turning dark. “They’ll fuckin’ love that I’m shacking up with such a hot piece of ass.” And then the douchecanoe comes to life once again. I shook my head and took a slow, deep breath. 
“Okay, three brothers. Younger, older?” 
“All younger. Brayden is twenty one, Conner is nineteen, and my baby brother Shaun is seventeen and still in high school.” 
I leaned forward and set my empty glass into the holder. “Wow, four boys.” 
Mason nodded. “Yeah, Brayden bartends and goes to community college during the day. Got a chick knocked up right out of high school.” I cringed. “Bitch left the kid with him and ran off.” My mouth dropped open and I gasped. How could a woman abandon her own flesh and blood? Then again, Mom did the same thing. Still, hearing it happened to some other child boils my blood. “So Bray lives with Dad and his daughter Eleanor.” 
Eleanor. “That’s an old-fashioned name,” I offered. 
He smiled and looked out the window wistfully. “Yeah, it was after our mom.” 
“Are your parents separated?” 
He shook his head. “Nah, Mom died ten years back. Breast cancer took her young. So it’s just been us guys for a long time.” 
I leaned forward and placed my hand on his knee. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have pried.” 
With a flick of his hand, he brushed off the gesture. “It was a long time ago. No matter. Then Connor is attending Boston U, and Shaun has his hands in teenage snatch all day.” 
Scowling, I groan. 
“What?” 
“Nothing.” I left out the part about any grown man referring to a woman’s privates as a “snatch” in the company of a female lacked maturity since that was a losing battle. “So what ads and sponsors are you up for?” 
 
***
When we arrived at his “pad” as he called it, I was surprised to be met by a pretty, waiflike blonde. I was not a small woman, more average for early twenties, but this chick was model thin. Only she looked like Corporate Barbie, all blonde golden hair pulled back in a twist, sparkling sky blue eyes, a perfectly pink pout, tall, and rocking a suit that fit her thin frame to perfection. It spoke of money and professionalism, both of which went against the way she looked at Mason. 
“Um, Mr. Murphy,” the woman pointed a finger up as he brushed past her and into the building. Her lips turned into an instant pout when he passed by her without so much as a glance. 
I stopped on the step in front of the woman. When she finally stopped watching Mason’s ass as he rummaged around in the entryway, her eyes flashed to mine. I grinned. “Hey rudeness, the pretty blonde in a suit was trying to get your attention,” I called to Mason while keeping my eyes on her. “And you forgot to get my bags.” I shook my head and mumbled asshole under my breath. 
“Excuse me,” she dipped her ear toward me. 
I shook my head and held out my hand. “Mia Saunders, I’m Mason’s girlfriend.” 
The blonde woman closed her eyes and took a breath, seeming to steal herself against something. “I know who you are Mia; we suggested he hire you. I’m Rachel Denton, his public relations representative. I’ve been assigned to work with the two of you on fooling the public. Usually, his publicist would work with him, but I offered to help,” she bit her lip and looked away. 
“Well, then we’ll get through this together I assume. He’s a real a character,” I smiled just as Mason showed up at the door. 
“Get lost, hot stuff?” His eyes were laughing, but his words grated. I rolled my eyes and grabbed Rachel’s shoulder and brought her to my side. 
Mason seemed to notice her for the first time and when I say notice her, I mean he looked her up and down…twice. “Rachel, what are you doing here? I thought Val would be working this job?” 
She shook her head and blushed. Interesting. “No, Val’s really busy securing the sponsors and ad lineups for you to interview with. I offered,” she preened as he continued to eye-fuck her. 
“Can’t say that I’m going to miss Val,” he said in a way that actually didn’t sound condescending or skeevy. Also interesting. Rachel giggled, yes giggled. His eyes seemed to soften when he looked at Rachel’s face he then opened the door wide for the both of us to enter. 
“Um, slacker, the bags?” I nodded to the car. 
“Oh right,” he stopped, looked at Rachel then backed up, knocked into the door that hadn’t latched properly and grinned. “I’ll just uh, get the bags.” 
I stared as the over-confident, womanizer, douchecanoe fumbled over himself while in the presence of his PR chick who wasn’t doing much better hiding her own interest. Rachel’s cheeks were a rosy red and her teeth were permanently biting into her bottom lip. 
I flicked a thumb over my shoulder. “You into him?” I asked. 
She nodded mutely and then her eyes widened suddenly. “No! What? Um you have the wrong impression. I merely have a professional relationship with Mr. Murphy.” She ended her verbal diatribe with a firm crossing of her arms and mighty pursing of her lips. 
Snorting, failing at hiding my laughter under my breath, I moved into the house. “Whatever you say.” I’d have to dig into that a bit more later, just for the hell of it. If I wasn’t going to be getting any on this trip, the least I could do was have a little fun. 
Mason dumped the bags in the foyer and ushered us into the living quarters. The room was a long rectangle as would make sense for a standard brownstone in Boston with multiple levels going up and possibly one going down. I looked forward to having the grand tour. 
In the center of the living room was a black, leather sectional. Opposite the sectional was at least a sixty plus inch flat screen television hanging on the wall. There was baseball paraphernalia here and there. Some framed jerseys and a line of signed baseballs sat over the mantle. Each was within its own protective square glass or plastic case. Proved he took care of the things he cherished. Maybe there were two sides to Mason Murphy. If I had to spend a month pretending to be his girlfriend, I sure as hell hoped there was. 
“So what brings you here, Rach?” He asked, his body turned completely towards her, even though it didn’t need to be. Rach. Her name was shortened. When people shortened other’s name, it connoted familiarity or a small intimacy. 
She crossed her legs, her skirt riding up her thigh. Mason zeroed in on the movement, his eyes following the small slip of fabric. I snickered, but neither one heard me or was paying attention to the fact that I was even in the room. 
“I just wanted to make sure that you both were briefed for tomorrow. It will be your first public appearance as a,” she cleared her throat and pushed a long strand of blonde hair behind her ear. It didn’t stay, slipping delicately down her jawline once more. Again, Mason’s eyes were riveted to her, to that piece of hair as if he wanted to touch it, be the one to push it back, caress her skin. His hands gripped into the meat of his thighs. “As uh, a couple,” she finished. “You’ll need to make it look realistic. Hand holding when outside of the stands, small touches, smiling…erm,” she cleared her throat and winced as if it pained her to finish. “Kissing, that kind of thing. Do you have any problems with that, Ms. Saunders?” she asked. 
I looked at her with widened eyes. “Do you have a problem with it?” I asked ,honest to God not believing I was watching these two. It was obvious to me and I’d seen them together for a total of ten minutes, that they wanted one another. What the hell was keeping them from moving on it?
Rachel’s head slammed back as if punched. “Excuse me?” she clutched her chest and gasped. “Why would I have a problem with it?” 
“Really?” I shook my head. 
“What Mia is probably trying to ask is whether or not us having public displays of affection will be a problem with the sponsors or the agency?” 
No, that is not at all what Mia was suggesting. What planet did I land on when I got off that plane? Were these two for real? I sighed and decided it was best to play along until I figured out what was going on. “Yeah, what he said.” 
Rachel’s lips twitched and the tension seemed to ebb out of her shoulders. It was like watching a morning glory close up for the evening. Slowly relaxing, curling its petals inward to rest until the morning sun brought it back up again, or in this case, a nosey escort originally from Vegas with very little filter. “The team has spent long hours planning this. We understand it’s an unconventional approach, but Mr. Murphy has not presented the public with an idol people look up to. Along with some other things, he’ll need to change the frequent bar brawls, excessive drinking, even the occasional cigarette is a no-go. The team believes that the horde of women he’s paraded around all last season, never being seen with the same woman twice did very little to help his image. We’re committed to turning that around and you’re step one.”
Finally, I chanced a glance at Mason. His elbows were on his knees and his head was in his hands. A defeated posture if I’d ever seen one. I got up and sat right next to him placing a hand on his back then rubbing up and down. He turned his head toward me. “Man, I’ve fucked up.” 
“We all fuck up. At least you’ve hired Rachel, and your publicist thinks you’re worthy of turning it all around.” I continued to smooth a hand up and down his strong back until he lifted his head. He adjusted his shoulders, pushing them back, leading with his chest. 
“Okay, so you want PDA?” he asked Rachel and she nodded. 
“You got it.” He turned to me with a fierce expression and a laser focus to his gaze. “Let’s do this.” Then his hands were clasping the side of my head and his lips were on mine. I gasped, opening my mouth by accident. Instead, he took it as an invitation. Initially, it wasn’t one, but then the taste of champagne still lingered on his tongue as he flicked over mine, and I hadn’t been kissed in what felt like forever, but was really only two weeks. Couple that with the yummy cologne that wafted over his body and I was gone. Lost to his kiss. His tongue dipped in, demanding yet playful. I licked back, leaned forward, clasped the front of his shirt, and held him in place while slanting my head for more. More of his kiss, more of him. Fuck. This was not part of the plan. 
When we finally pulled away, both of us were panting, gasping for breath. 
“How was that?” Mason turned around to where Rachel was sitting, but she was gone. I could hear her heels clicking on the tile. “Rachel?” he called out. 
“See you tomorrow. Great job!” she called out through the house two seconds before the door slammed shut. 
Mason slumped against the back of the couch. “Fuck me.” 
I shook my head and leaned back. “Not gonna happen.” He chuckled. “What was that?” 
“That was me kissing a seriously hot escort.” His eyes glinted with a hint of lust, but I knew better. It was body mechanics. Sure he was drop dead gorgeous, and I can’t say that kissing him didn’t get my juices flowing, but attraction and genuine interest are two totally different things. 
“You like her,” I offered him an olive branch. 
His lips pinched together and he closed his eyes. “Of course I do. She’s nice and I pay them well. We’re all happy. What’s not to like?” 
“That not what I mean and you know it.” 
“Look, I don’t know about you, but I’m hungry and you need to get settled. There’s a bunch of shit, in bags, that Rachel or Val purchased as part of the deal. I didn’t put it away; I just set it on the bed. Pizza okay?” 
He stood quickly and started to walk away and then must have thought better of it. He turned and offered his hand. “Thanks for taking the job,” he said as he pulled me to my feet. “Your room is the first door on the right, unless you want to share mine,” he waggled his eyebrows and thrust his hips. I blew out a fast breath and shook my head. As I started walking, he smacked me hard on the ass. 
“That’s a mighty fine ass ya got there, Mia.” 
I stopped, cocked a hip, and put my hand on it. “If you want to keep that hand, you’ll keep it off my ass.” 
He backed away with two hands up. “Okay, okay, just getting a little practice in for tomorrow’s game. No harm, no foul, right?” 
“Save it for the game. You’re going to need it.” I sauntered to the stairs thinking I’d gotten the last word when I heard him respond just as I got to the top of the stairs. 
“Honey, don’t you know I always play to win?” 
Oh brother. 
 



Chapter 2
 
The moment a girl like me finds bliss in clothing, it should be treated like a national holiday, highlighted, and circled on the calendar with a giant red Sharpie pen. Tugging on a sleek new pair of True Religion jeans, followed by a tight, Red Sox t-shirt, had me wanting to bow down to Aunt Millie for scoring me this gig. I was spending a month with a famous baseball pitcher. Sure, he was rough around the edges, immature, and needed a spanking…and not the good kind, but you couldn’t beat a job where you got to rock jeans and t-shirts. I slipped on a pair of red converse and just about melted. 
I looked at myself in the mirror, sliding a hand over my rounded ass. Yep, still looking pretty tight. I hadn’t put on any weight since this started; I was still a good size eight, but felt tight where I needed and soft where I wanted. The overall picture seemed to be booking me gigs, and I was getting closer and closer to paying off Blaine. Four payments down, six to go. If I booked every month, I could leave this life before the holidays. Though who am I kidding? I was making a hundred grand a month, sometimes with an additional twenty thousand. Why give it up? 
As I pulled my long black waves into cute pigtails, another thing I found out men like Mason dig on, and placed a baseball cap on my head, my thoughts trailed to Wes. Out of anyone, he’s the one thing I’d like to pursue. When we’re together, it’s everything. Apart, I find it too easy to come up with reasons that we’re not meant to be or that our connection isn’t as strong as I wanted to think it was. Basically, I figured out that I was really good at protecting my heart, but I missed him. It had been a couple weeks. Wouldn’t hurt to reach out… 
I pulled out my phone and dialed his number. It rang a few times before a female voice I didn’t recognize answered. “Hello,” she giggled. 
“Um, Hi, I think I may have got the wrong number.” 
She laughed, and I could hear feet slapping noisily against wood floors. Booming laughter rang out which I knew for a fact belonged to Wes. 
“Are you calling for Weston?” she cooed and that sultry sound of her voice tinged the recesses of my memory. I knew that voice. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath. Gina DeLuca, one of the most beautiful, sought after, Hollywood starlets alive. The woman was currently playing the lead in Wes’s movie Honor Code. 
More rustling came through the line. “Gina…girl, you are so going to get it!” Weston’s voice was rough yet playful. “Come here, sexy,” Wes said breathily, obviously chasing after her. 
“Sorry to cut you off, but Wes will have to call you back. He’s very busy,” she squealed. 
“Gotcha!” I heard Wes say and then the unmistakable sound of kissing noises followed by a female throaty moan. “Get off the phone,” he growled and she mewled, obviously not paying attention to the phone. A jagged edged knife dug deep into my heart, but, even with the fiery pain, I couldn’t hang up. I was glued to the spot, an onlooker staring in awe at the site of a car accident, only by phone. I had absolutely no right to be hurt, none at all, but it didn’t change the facts. I felt gutted listening to Wes carry on with another woman. 
Is this what he felt knowing I was going to a new man every month? Probably not anymore if the noises of wet lips meeting flesh were any indication. 
“It’s your phone! Not mine. Some chick. Here.” I heard her say and then time stopped. My heart beat like a heavy drum almost counting the mere seconds before he realized who called and what I’d heard.
“Fuck.” I heard him curse as the phone probably changed hands. 
“What’s the matter baby? Okay, you win. Come back to bed.” Her voice was distant as if she was getting farther away and riddled in apology. 
A groan split the space between us. “Mia,” his voice was a pained rumble in my ear. “I’m sorry, that, uh, that shouldn’t have happened.” 
I shook my head, but he couldn’t see me. Tears pooled at the surface but there was no way I was going to allow them to fall. If I did, I’d be a pile of mush on the bed and incapable of pulling off the happy, pretend girlfriend to hot shot Red Sox pitcher Mason Murphy. “Hey, no, it’s okay. I just uh, called to say hi. So, hi.” 
“Hi,” he responded sadly. “Fuck, Mia. It’s not…um, technically, it’s just. Jesus Christ!” I could hear a door shut in the background and birds chirping in the distance. He was probably looking out over Malibu as far as the eye could see. If I were there, I’d be holding him around the waist and doing the same. Not now. No, now he’s got Gina to do that for him. “This doesn’t change anything,” he choked out. 
I snorted. “Really? It changes everything.” 
His voice was a growl when he responded. “How so? We’re still friends.” 
“That’s true. We are friends.” 
“And this thing with Gina, it’s totally casual, you know, we’re letting off some steam. She knows I’m not the relationship type. Well, at least not for her.” 
“So you are for me?” 
He let out a slow breath. “If I answer that honestly are you going to do something about it? I’ve given you that chance more than once. You’ve not taken it. We both agreed to take this year. Are you reneging on that now?” 
A traitorous tear slipped down my cheek. Fucking hormones. “No, I’m not Wes. I just,” I let out a breath. “I guess I just didn’t expect you to move on.” 
“What makes you think I have? Fucking Gina? Tell me you and Frenchie didn’t spend a month fucking after you left me?” 
“Wes,” I warned and he cut me off. 
“It’s true. This is no different. We’re not together officially, but you know I’d drop anything and anyone to be with you, but as cliché as it sounds…a man has needs too. I think it’s best we not discuss those.” 
I bit down on my lip and sat on the bed. “No, you’re right. It’s incredibly unfair for me to have any claim over you when I’m not willing to give the same, but, Wes,” my voice broke and I couldn’t finish. 
“Sweetheart tell me…please fuck, Mia. I’ll do anything to stay in your heart. Nothing has changed.” 
He says that, but it’s not true. It’s like starting over again, my heart locked up tight in Pandora’s little box. “Just, I don’t want to lose you.” 
“Mia, you’re always going to be on my mind, and when you’re ready for more and this thing between us gets a real chance…we’ll deal with it. You and me.” 
“Yeah okay. Just one thing, Wes.” 
“Anything sweetheart.” 
“Remember me.” I said and hung up and powered down my phone. There was absolutely no way I could talk to him for one more second. I had a job to do and needed to put all my baggage in its case in the closet so that I could focus. 
Mason Murphy, you better watch out. You’re about to get one helluva show. 
 
***
Instantly, I was assaulted by the scents of hotdogs, popcorn, beer, and the ball field. For a girl like me, this was as close to Heaven as I’d ever been. Mason held my hand and led me through the underground tunnels of the ballpark. It was almost impossible to play the cool-card when he walked me through the locker room. Yes, the fucking locker room. Half naked, and some completely naked drool-worthy men were standing around shooting the shit, preparing for the game. If I was a different girl, I’d have covered my eyes or at the very least tried to play modest. Nope. Not this girl. I ogled like a pervy pubescent teen watching the older sexy neighbor girl changing clothes with a pair of binoculars through a set of blinds. 
“Hey, Junior, I want you to meet my girlfriend,” Mason said to Junior Gonzalez, the starting catcher for the Boston Red Sox. I had a small fan-girl moment squeezing Mason’s rock hard bicep like I was ringing water out of a towel trying to keep my cool. He placed his hand over mine and patted it, looked down at me and gave me a wink. “Buddy, I think you’ve got a fan.”
The Hispanic man was big and muscular. The pants he was wearing stretched over tree-trunk sized thighs sending a wild flutter to the sensitive space between my legs. Junior’s hair was thick, black, and cropped short on top. His eyes were a chocolate brown, a stark contrast to the white of his smiling grin and mocha colored skin. “Hey, Mama, what’s shakin’?” he waggled his eyebrows, and I swooned. Straight up leaned into Mason’s side and sighed. They both laughed, but I just stared in perfect silence at the magnificence that was Junior Gonzalez. Best catcher known to baseball and one beefcake piece of perfection I call man. 
“You’re amazing,” I finally stuttered. He looked me up and down then glanced over at his friend. 
“You’re not so bad yourself. You want to skip right on over this schmuck and hang with a real man, sweetheart?” he joked. I knew he was teasing, because he didn’t make a move or gesture to bring me closer to him. Mason laughed.
I shook my head but wanted to do the opposite. Junior Gonzalez would be a nice distraction from my conversation and feelings over a certain blond haired movie-making surfer who was currently fucking a goddess with a body that men would fall onto a sword for.
“Mace tells me you’re uh, with us for the month?” His voice dropped and he tilted his head, those chocolate eyes sharing the knowledge of my true reason for being here. 
“Yep, all month long.” I smacked Mason’s chest then rubbed it, pretending to be playful but really was anything but.
He winced and rubbed at the spot. “Easy there, tiger. I swear, the hottest chick they had at the escort service as luck would have it, isn’t an easy lay.” I wanted to him again at hearing those words.
Junior closed his eyes, dropped his head, and shook it from left to right. “Man, when are you ever going to learn you can’t treat a lady like a piece of ass? Girl,” he emphasized the word, “I hope you teach this boy a lesson.” 
I winked and pushed Mason to move on. “I plan to.” 
“Shee-it,” Junior snickered and turned away. “Good luck. You’re going to need it.” 
“Lady Luck has never worked for me in the past. I can’t imagine she will magically start now,” I threw over my shoulder.
 Mason scoffed. “Who needs luck when she’s got me?” 
“Come on, honey, show me to my seat.” I said this saccharine sweet while rubbing along his side. He looped an arm across my shoulder and kissed my temple. 
 
***
There is an interesting thing about baseball most of the general public doesn’t know about. A secret elite clique called the WAGs. Which stands for “Wives and Girlfriends.” Since we were running a tad behind, Mason dropped me off at the WAG section and bailed, putting a wad of twenties in my hand. Nothing says whore like dropping a handful of Jackson’s in her palm. Just for that, he wasn’t getting a penny back. I planned on burning all two hundred bucks on beer, brats, and trinkets. 
I found my seat and sat down carefully, not wanting to bump into the gaggle of geese that were chatting a mile a minute. Even so, they made no bones about looking me over. Each chick was around my age, some a few years older or younger but no more than a five to seven year gap between us. 
“Hey,” I waved to the line. Four heads swung to me. “I’m Mia,” I tried the friendly approach. 
One girl, who I assumed to be the ringleader, leaned forward. “You Mace’s girl for the night?” 
My eyebrows narrowed. “Um, no I’ll be with him all month. I flew in from Vegas. We’re old friends but working on more. This month will let us know whether we can go long term or not.” 
A blonde sitting two seats over choked back a laugh. “Long term?” 
The brunette ringleader twisted her lips. “We’ve never seen Mace in a relationship before. You know, he’s been the type to go the route of the three F’s.” She picked at her fingernail and then looked my way bored. “You know, finger ‘em, fuck ‘em, and flick ‘em off.” 
“Wow. Well, that’s gotta suck for the bitches he’s fucked in the past.” I said nonchalantly, not letting her jab win. 
A sweet-looking strawberry blonde with her hair in an adorable ponytail put her hand on my knee “Don’t listen to her. She doesn’t know Mace. I know him pretty well, and I have faith he can be committed to the right girl. I’m sure you’re probably her.” Her smile and voice reminded me of an angel. Kind pretty brown eyes. 
I held out my hand. “I’m Mia Saunders.” 
She took my hand and shook it. “Kristine but you can call me Kris. I’m with Junior,” her cheeks instantly turned a rosy pink. “We’ve only been dating for three months, but I’m head over heels for him.” She clasped her hands together on her lap and smiled shyly. “That’s why I know Mace. They’re like brothers. Well, except for Mace’s other brothers and Junior’s clan.” 
I laughed. “Junior has a lot of family.” 
“A lot doesn’t begin to describe it. Junior is one of nine siblings.” 
“Wow,” I offered then saw a food vendor coming our way. “Hey, over here. I’m starved. Brat and a beer?” I asked. 
Kris’s entire face lit up as if the sun had just shined directly on her. I could see the appeal for Junior. She was angelic and sweet. “Sure, thank you. That’s so nice. See, guys, Mia’s not a hoochie, she’s cool,” she noted to the other girls in our section. 
“Jury’s still out.” The brunette said to the two women on her left. 
I shrugged. “Whatever, I’m not here for them. I’m here to see my man kick some ass on the ball field. Between him pitching and Junior catching…we got this. Am I right?” I said to Kris, holding out my hand. She smacked it and whooped. 
“Hey, my guy kills it on first!” said one of the women. “I’m Chrissy by the way,” the sexy redhead added. 
“Good to meet ya, Chrissy.” 
“And I’m Morgan!” A lovely light-brown haired gal added. The brunette grumbled, but obviously saw she was in a losing battle. I was winning over the WAGs. “This is Sarah,” Morgan hooked a thumb to her side. “She’s pissy because she and her guy, Brett, had a tiff over a groupie last night. He plays second base.” 
I nodded. “Yeah, you’re guy, he’s hot. I could see how groupies would want to be all over him.” 
Her bravado slipped away and her shoulders slumped. “This stupid skank had the nerve to come over and sit in his lap when I left to go to the bathroom. He didn’t do anything…well, much. He played around like it was all fun and games and held her hips and everything!” She scowled and then let out a screechy sound like an animal dying.
Apparently, connecting with a woman was easier than I thought. I only had Gin and Maddy, but my chick arsenal was growing. I now added Jennifer back in Malibu who was happily pregnant and of course Tony’s sister, Angie who was also happily pregnant, but this type of experience was new. Seems, if you talked shit about your man, you were all of a sudden in the clique. Hmmm. I took note of this strange behavior, let her complain, bitch, and then cry about how much of an asshole her guy was. By the end of the first inning, I was her new best friend. I plied them all with beers and brats with my free two hundred bucks and purchased myself a big red foam finger! It was an awesome finger. I was taking this sucker with me wherever I went. I loved it. 
On the first strike out of the second inning, I jumped up and shouted at the top of my lungs with my foam finger. “Mason, you go BABY! That’s my man over there. Mason Murphy, striking ‘em out left and right,” I roared. And that’s when I heard the clicking. Several photographers had their big black cameras pointing in my direction. Show time. I blew kisses to Mason, and at one point, he took off his cap and put it over his heart then put it back on and struck out the next player. Had to admit, we were already good at this. 
During the 7th inning stretch, Mason went back to the dugout only a few rows down from where I sat. The WAGs got damn good seats. I clomped my way down to where the dugout was just out of reach. Mason rose up on one of the wooden sides, and leaned over the railing. He clasped me around the neck and looked over at the cameras. He grinned and crushed his lips over mine. Again, he was a damn good kisser. We made it look good for the photographers, but in all honesty, there was no excitement, no twinge of heat, no wetting of the panties, just a nice kiss to a hot guy. 
When I pulled away, his eyebrows narrowed. “This is doing fucking nothing for you huh? Way to wound a man, sweetness,” he purred into my ear and then pulled back, his green eyes focused on mine. They weren’t the green eyes I wanted to be drowning in right now. 
I smiled wide, draped my hands over his broad shoulders, and clung to his neck. Then he flipped my hat backward, and I leaned against his forehead. “I’m sorry. It’s just I keep thinking about Rachel.” Which wasn’t all together true. I was sad for the shy blonde who obviously lusted after Mason, and there was definitely something between the two of them, but mostly I was heartbroken over Wes. 
Mason cupped the nape of my neck, kissed my forehead, and pulled back. With a wink and smirk, he said, “Don’t think about her. I don’t.” His tone was full of bravado and lacked sincerity. “Later, sweetness.” I watched him go, pretending to pine after my hot baseball star and usually, I would. But I wasn’t feeling like myself. Ever since hearing Gina DeLuca’s voice on the other end of Wes’s phone, I’d lost a piece of myself. The drive I usually had bustling under the surface had fizzled to a dull ping, pushing me through the motions of my job. 
It was unfair, completely ridiculous, to assume he’d wait for me especially while I was fucking whomever I wanted to. For me, though, when he came to Chicago on that whim, something had changed, and I thought perhaps I could wait for him. Sex was sex. I liked sex, every red-blooded American woman did. Sex with Wes though was more than an experience. It was life changing. Alec was amazing in bed; it was fun, sensual, exotic, and great at the time. I enjoyed my time with him immensely, but my emotions weren’t involved the way they were with Wes, and I feared that even though he said things with Gina were causal that she’d learn quickly what a catch he was and ultimately, I’d come out the loser. I guess it was in my cards. Doing what I had to do for my family had to take priority. 
In the meantime, I’d focus on the job and maybe make someone else’s life better. Starting with Mason. He wasn’t a lost cause. I could see a gentleman hiding under all that swagger. Life had taught him to live in the present, and the money being thrown at him hadn’t taught him a thing about how to respect the people in his life. I wondered if he was truly happy. He couldn’t be if he had to hire an escort to pretend to be his steady girlfriend. I mean, there was a horde of women screaming his name, begging for his attention. I needed to find out more about young Mason. What made him tick, what made him the womanizer he’d been or, perhaps, pretended to be? Either way, I was here for the better part of a month, and I wasn’t going to squander that time away crying in my beer. No, I’d spend it slugging that beer back with a hot baseball player and his sexy as hell baseball friends. 
Game on!
 



Chapter 3 
 
Week one of pretending to be Mason “Mace” Murphy’s girlfriend had ended up being a blast. I felt like I was on vacation all week. I went to four home games, three of which they won, and I gotta admit that being the girlfriend of a winning baseball player was awesome! We partied like it was 1999, only this time, all the reports of Mason showed him hanging all over the same girl, namely me, never smoking, and keeping his drinking under control. No sloppy drunkard pictures for the press this time. He was on his best behavior, and it showed with all the smut rags promoting the good news, yet still speculating when he was going to fall off his pedestal and be the bad boy they knew him to be. Well, they could just keep waiting because it wasn’t going to happen on my watch. 
Over the past week, I’d also had some time to reflect on my feelings over Wes and Gina which I lovingly now refer to as “Wesina” just to keep the fire in my belly burning. It wasn’t fair, but I’d been avoiding Wes’s calls and texts. I’d receive one call and one text per day since last week when I found out he was banging perfect Hollywood hottie Gina DeLuca. I knew if I wanted to stay close with Wes, even as friends, I needed to respond. That’s why when a text buzzed through from Wes, I didn’t immediately ignore it or delete it. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
Was thinking about you while on location. This reminded me of you. It always will. Please talk to me. 
Under his text was a picture of a beautiful ocean. In the sand was a single surfboard. Man, I missed surfing. By the time I got back to California, I would be so out of practice, that he’d need to reteach me. That thought made me snicker. 
Without thinking too much about it, I shot off a text. 
To: Wes Channing
From: Mia Saunders
That view looks like Heaven. Catch a few waves for me will ya? I miss surfing with you. 
Before I could put my phone in my purse, it dinged with an incoming message. 
 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
She lives! Damn sweetheart. You had me worried you’d never talk to me again. Glad that’s not the case. How are you?
To: Wes Channing
From: Mia Saunders
Baseball, beer, brats, Boston…couldn’t be better. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
Sounds like a dream come true for you. What about all the other letters of the alphabet?
I rolled my eyes and began typing furiously. It had been too long and the tension too high between Wes and I. We needed to find something that could work for us both. The truth was, we both cared deeply for one another, but we’re not in a position to be together, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t care. And it didn’t mean we shouldn’t find a way to get over the fact that both of us are going to have relations with the opposite sex. I can’t expect him to be celibate when I’m not offering the same. 
To: Wes Channing
From: Mia Saunders
Who needs the other letters when I’m enjoying the B’s?
Of course, he’d have to take me off kilter and bring the serious back into play just as I was enjoying our causal banter. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
The letter C is pretty nice, too. California, Cuddling, Caring, Commitment, Channing…Cock. 
I laughed out loud. Leave it to him to sandwich the serious shit in with a joke. 
To: Wes Channing 
From: Mia Saunders
If my memory serves, I’ve already had Channing Cock and it was pretty fucking fantastic.
I know I responded a bit boldly, but I was determined to bring things back to the light, fun, nature of our relationship. If I was going to hold onto him in any way, we had to keep that above all else. Yes, knowing he was fucking Gina hit me hard, but I’d had a week to think about it and as much as I wanted to drop everything, head to California on the first flight out, and claim my man, that just wasn’t in the cards for me. I had to hope Wes would keep things casual with Gina and if he didn’t, there was no other option but to be okay with that decision. I’d made it clear that our time wasn’t now. I stood by that decision as much as it gutted me. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
It will be waiting the second you want another go-round, sweetheart. 
To: Wes Channing 
From: Mia Saunders
Crazy man! Go surf; don’t let those waves pass you by. We’ll chat more in a couple days. Duty calls. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
Crazy for you. 
That was the last thing he texted before radio silence. Crazy for me. I was crazy about him, too, but I wasn’t about to put things back on a serious tone. We needed time, lots of it to get past the blow. He knew I was fucking other men, I knew he was fucking Gina. That was reality. 
“What’s got your face lit up, sweetness?” Mace asked, entering my side of the hotel suite in a stunning three piece suit. Damn, the man looked good in his uniform, and in a pair of raggy jeans with a hole in the knee, but in a suit, he exuded a powerful air that I liked…a lot. Mason smiled and waggled his eyebrows and slowly turned around, giving me the entire view. “You like?” 
I nodded. “You know I do. I can’t wait until Rachel sees you. She’s been hiding out all week.” 
Mason’s lips turned down into a scowl at the mention of her name. “You’ve got the wrong idea ‘bout Rach and me. You need to get that outta your head.” 
This time I shook my head. “No way. I saw the way you two looked at each other last week. She’s into you, but I don’t know why she’s hiding out.” 
“She’s not. She’ll be here to drive us over to Power Up.” 
That’s when we both heard a knock on the door. I smiled wide and rushed to the door as quickly as my stilettos would take me. I swung open the door and there she was in another smart suit, only in gray. A soft pink blouse highlighted the pink in her cheeks and glow to her skin. This time her blonde hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail at the nape of her neck. She had it done in this cool way where the rubber band was covered with her own hair so it was magically holding itself back. I should find out how she did that. It would be a neat trick to learn, something I could teach Gin and Maddy, too. 
“Hey Rachel, how are you,” I swung the door open wide. She looked me up and down. I was wearing a leather pencil skirt and a flowing white blouse. This skirt hugged my ass and the billowy blouse gave a dose of cleavage that I found alluring. Definitely something a pro ball player’s hot young girlfriend would rock. 
She cringed. “That outfit is overtly sexy. That skirt was supposed to go with a button up.” Her lips pursed prettily but were still accusatory and for the first time, I felt lacking. 
“Um, okay, I didn’t bring any of the button up shirts because I thought they went with the trousers.” 
That’s when Mace made his appearance. Just him entering the room stole her breath. I heard her take an audible breath and hold it. Her eyes widened and her teeth sunk sexily into her bottom lip. The girl was gonzo over the guy. Why the hell did he not see it? I turned and watched as Mason made a slow circle, showing off for the second time this morning, only really making a big deal about it for Rachel’s benefit. 
His grin was wide when he made it all the way around. “Does this say, responsible spokesperson for Power Up sports drink and Quick Runners?” 
Rachel nodded mutely. 
“Apparently, you’re perfect and I look like a sexy ho,” I mumbled but grabbed my purse. Mason’s eyes narrowed and he swung an arm around my waist and brought me close to him. I slammed into his chest and he looked down at me, eyes showing his concern. I glanced at Rachel and she instantly looked away. 
“Hey, you look perfect. Sexy as hell. The media has seen you in jeans and t-shirts all week. Now it’s time to see you looking posh and young. Exactly how I like my women. Besides, do you think the big wigs would think I’d be with some stuck up professional with a stick up her ass?” At that comment, I saw Rachel’s shoulders slump. In her mind, she was the very definition of a stuck up professional and right now, I could see her squeezing those cheeks so tight she could shit diamonds. This did not bode well for my plan “Operation Hook Rachel and Mason Up.” New tactics would have to be drafted and carried out if I had any hope of succeeding. 
I kissed Mason’s cheek then wiped away the lipstick left on his clean-shaven jaw. “Speaking of sexy, doesn’t Rachel look hot in her suit?” I gestured with a head tilt in Rachel’s direction. 
Mason’s lip curled up at each corner showing those drop dead sexy dimples. “I’d do her,” were the stupid words that came out of his mouth. You could take the player out of Boston but you couldn’t take the player out of the man. At this, I punched his arm. 
“How many conversations have we had about you being a jack-ass?” I put up both hands and marked off each finger. 
He rubbed his shoulder. “Sorry, Rach, but I’d totally fuck you.” I punched him again. “Ouch, stop fucking hitting me.”
“Stop being a dick!” 
That’s when Rachel waded in. “Both of you, stop! Mia, it’s fine. I’m used to Mason’s crass behavior by now.” 
Cringing, I put a hand to my hip. “Doesn’t change the fact that it’s immature and tasteless.” 
Rachel laughed and it sounded like bells jingling. Even her laugh was sweet. “True, but thank you for the compliment, Mr. Murphy.” 
An intense heat hit me like a wall of flames. Mason practically growled a response to her. “How many times do I have to tell you to call me Mason or Mace, Rachel? We’ve known each other for two years. We’re beyond the professional. At least, I’d like to think we are.” 
Her eyes jumped up to meet his and she clasped her hands together and knotted her fingers. “Yes, uh, you’re right. We are. I apologize. Old habits and all that. Shall we go?” 
“Should I change?” I said dryly, really needing to know. I was here to make his image better. I thought I was rocking a kick ass outfit but apparently I needed to be schooled. 
Rachel looked at me once more. “You do look really beautiful, Mia. You always do. I’m sorry, I didn’t respond well. Everything’s fine. Let’s not keep our prospective sponsors waiting.” She opened the door and the three of us stepped through. 
 
***
 
The Power Up team was surprisingly boring. For a company that owned a sports drink geared toward young athletes, you couldn’t have found a duller group. The offices were all white and black with pictures of the drink standing on a white backdrop lining their walls. There weren’t any fun pics of men doing wicked sports activities like rock climbing, swimming, motor sports, holding up a Power Up bottle as I would have expected. If you asked me, and they didn’t, of course, so I stayed quiet, they needed Mace more than Mace needed them. If they had any hope of going against the big guys like Gatorade, they needed their own image change. 
Rachel, however, spoke her mind and made it very clear why she could afford perfectly tailored suits and whatever fee Mason was paying her. She worked that room and had a room full of men eating out of her hand. She promised the Power Up executives that not only would Mason be in the media a whole lot more, his baseball record was proof positive that he was in the Majors to stay, as well as how young people loved a bad boy turned good guy. She even spun different ways the team could work with Mason to improve their own image and how her firm would be happy to work with their marketing team to come up with the best possible campaigns to successfully launch both companies to a new plane. And then his agent spoke money. 
Apparently, being a spokesperson for a sports drink company was worth millions. When they started throwing around figures that were in the tens of millions, I almost lost my breakfast. I couldn’t imagine that a few commercials, some photo shoots, and some meet and greets were worth that kind of money. Then again, I was being paid a hundred G’s to sit here and look pretty. People were bat shit crazy everywhere. This is just how the other half lives and now that I was the arm candy, I got to see it live and in living color. 
Once we were done with Power Up, who said they would consider all that was discussed and make a decision within the next week, we took a limo over to the folks at Quick Runners. They were in line to be the next Reebok or Nike and just needed that extra bit of pizazz to push them over the edge. Mason Murphy, the best pitcher in baseball today was their ace in the hole. Rachel made sure the team knew that to be true. This office was the exact opposite of Power Up. Where that team was all staunch businessmen in suits, this office seemed to be filled with just out of college grads wearing jeans, polo’s and tennis shoes. We left that office with a verbal commitment for another bucket-o-millions, and, as long as Mason kept his image squeaky clean, they would remain on board. 
When we got into the elevator, the team waved and high-fived one another as the doors were closing. The second they closed Mason turned to Rachel, grabbed her cheeks and said, “You. Are. An. Amazing. Fucking. Woman!” And then he pulled her into his body and laid a fat kiss on her. I stood in the corner, hands to my chest trying not to squeal with glee. When he pulled away, she looked dazed and loopy. He pulled away and grabbed me by the waist and hugged me to him. That’s when I did squeal and jump up and down in his arms. “Did you see that? See our girl working those rooms. Holy shit. What a ride!” 
Mason gripped Rachel’s shoulders and yanked her to his side. He had each of us cuddled in one arm. “Ladies, today was a huge win for Team Murphy.” 
I snickered. “Team Murphy?” 
He nodded vigorously. “Yep, Team Murphy. You,” he shook me by the shoulder, “And our Queen, Rachel,” he shook her. “And, of course…the pretty face: moi.” 
Both Rachel and I sighed. “You’re so full of yourself.” 
“Yes, yes, I am. And now, it’s time to celebrate and be full of something else…booze!” 
Rachel’s eyes got big. “Mason, we can’t go gallivanting around. You’ve got eyes on you and a game tomorrow night.” 
“True. So we invite a coupla the guys and their chicks to the suite, order up some pies and some beers. Fun night in? You in?” 
Beers, boys, pizza…um yeah. “Hell yeah!” I said. “Come on Rach, you gotta celebrate, let your hair down.” 
Mason’s eyes went to Rachel’s golden hair. “Now that’s something I’ve never seen.” His hand came up to her ponytail and spun it around his hand into a fist and let it go. “Would love to see this fuckin’ gold down, curled around your face. So pretty,” he leaned close to her ear and this time my eyes went wide. She looked positively ready to drop to the floor either in surprise or fear. Could be a little of both. Mason sniffed against the space near her ear. “Christ, you smell good. That’s the fuckin’ almond smell I can’t place. It’s you. It’s always been you. Smells so good I could eat it.” He growled into her neck and inhaled loudly before pulling away. He looked at Rachel like a hungry lion before a juicy steak.  
Then the doors of the elevator dinged and the spell was broken. Rachel moved as fast as her stilettos would take her out the doors and into the New York evening. “Time to head back, get those pizzas and beer. You want to make some calls to your friends, Mason?” She pulled out her phone and ignored the forlorn look on his face. He closed his eyes, took a breath, and climbed into the limo. 
“Yeah Rach, I’ll make the calls.” I slid in next to him and placed a comforting hand on his knee. “See, told you so,” he said then put his phone to his ear. 
***
Our suite was filled with Red Sox and oddly enough some Yankees ball players. We’d ordered in a couple kegs of beer and at least two-dozen pizzas that were getting demolished at lightning speed. Women outnumbered the men in attendance, which I found downright strange. It made sense if there was a one to one ratio but apparently, some of the single men offered up the pizza party to some of the groupies and they told other groupies and so on. Now we had women who were dressed normally in jeans and cute tops, and then there were the ho’s looking to get a piece of pro ball player dick in ‘em to mark their bedpost.
Eventually, the party got a bit wild. So much so that I ended up in my room sitting on the bed getting snockered with Rachel, passing a bottle of Jamison back and forth.  
“You know, if you wanted Mason you could have him,” I told her blatantly, the liquor loosening my tongue. 
She made a face and a noise with her mouth that sounded like air escaping out of a tire. Rachel pointed to her disheveled outfit. “You think he wants a piece of this?” She still wore her smart grey pencil skirt, but her pink blouse had been unbuttoned and was now wrinkled and half tucked in her skirt. Her hair was cocked to the side and her mascara smudged. I didn’t even want to know what I looked like. I’d since lost the expensive blouse and replaced it with a tank top, though I kept the leather skirt on because I thought it was “tits” as my girl Ginelle back home would say. We’d made it up back in the day. If we liked something a lot we’d say “tits” because very few things were as desired or coveted as a nice pair of boobs. 
Getting up on my knees, I got behind her and pulled out her ponytail. Her long golden locks framed around her face perfectly, adding to her beauty. “Wow. You’re fucking hot!” I said, then leaned over took a sip of the whiskey and passed it back to her. Then I got a tissue, licked it, and rubbed the smudged mascara off her face. “There, now you’re super hot! But you need to loosen up a bit. You’re so worried about everything,” I slurred and flopped back to the pillows. 
Rachel pursed her lips in a way I’ve gotten used to seeing with her. It said she was really giving what you said some thought before commenting. I liked that about her. “Yeah, you’re right. I need to be more like you. Free, young, and ready to take on the world!” She put a hand into the air in a fist pump but it lacked finesse so she looked more like she was pretending to be the statue of liberty holding up her torch. 
Without being able to stop, I chuckled, then giggled, then out and out laughed so hard I piggy snorted. 
She pointed a finger at my face and then busted up laughing herself. Finally, when I got it under control, I clasped her hand. “You should go for him. Tonight!” I held her cheeks and her eyes widened to the size of half-dollars. 
“What!” I was squishing her cheeks together so it came out sounding like a bird squawking which made me laugh again, but I was quicker on getting it in check. 
“For realz! You should go up to Mace, and tell him you like him!”
Rachel held her mouth open and shook her head. “You think I should tell him I like him? As in, like him, like him?” 
Why did this sound familiar? My brain was swishing from side to side, floating on a lake of Jamison Irish Whiskey, so I couldn’t put two and two together but my idea felt solid. “I’ll help you!” I pulled her off the bed and stood her up. Then I plucked at the buttons of her shirt opening two of them until I got to a nice expanse of rounded cleavage. She smacked at my hands. 
“What are you doing?” 
I groaned. “Duh! There are four things men like. The first being tits! You’ve got some, we need to show them.” She nodded and pressed her chest out in offering. “Good, that’s good. Do that when you see Mace! Okay, next, men like hair.” I fluffed her hair and made sure it looked soft and sexy. “Nice.” I pinched my lips between two fingers and swayed on my feet. “Ass!” I pointed at her, turned her around and checked out her ass. The skirt hem was tiny so I crouched down and ripped the hem up the middle so her ass and legs were showing more. Then I smacked her tiny ass. “Excellent!” 
“I don’t know about this,” Rachel said in a tiny voice. 
“No. No. No. This is gonna be so awesome!” Then I pressed my fingers into my temple. “I can’t remember what number I was on but mouths.” I scampered over on my bare feet to my makeup bag and pulled out a lip gloss then spread it over Rachel’s sweet pout. “Men love to see shiny lips. Makes them think about you sucking their dick. Would you like to suck Mason’s dick?” I asked drunkenly. 
Her cheeks turned cherry red, but in a breathy whisper she said, “Yeah.” 
“Okay then. That will be phase two. One is getting him to notice you and you telling him you like him, like him.” I grabbed the bottle of Jamison and took a healthy swig, letting it burn a path down my belly before I handed it to her. “Your turn.” She followed suit and then we were both headed back out into the party. I had a mission and even though it was a stupid one, I was convinced it would work. 
Boy was I wrong. 
 


 



Chapter 4 
 
Remember that old saying, “The road to Hell was paved in good intentions?” Man, whoever said that shit was spot on. I had no idea what would happen when we left the sanctuary of our private girl party but the atmosphere of our little pizza and beer soiree had changed considerably. There were people everywhere! Smoke billowed and not just the kind you get from the cigarette store. No, the kind you get from a guy named “Bud” who says he can take you to an alternate reality just by one toke. This was not good. 
Bodies were smashed together all around us. I had to sink my claws into Rachel to make sure I didn’t lose her in the crush. What the fuck had happened and how long had we been in that room? From the fact that I couldn’t walk straight, it must have been awhile. I didn’t recognize anyone around us until finally, I made it to Mason’s suite. 
I was not prepared for what I was about to see, but Rachel, sweet, innocent in love with Mason Murphy, little Rachel, was definitely unprepared. The room was dark and music blared so loud I couldn’t hear or see anything. Tugging on Rachel’s hand, I pulled her into Mason’s room thinking he’d probably gone to bed. What a better way to surprise him than with a hot, supple woman he had a thing for! Of course, this is not what happened. Eventually, I found the light switch and flicked it on. 
Mason was lying on the bed, only he wasn’t alone. And when I say not alone, he wasn’t just with a woman; there were two of the scantily dressed groupies there with him. I watched in shock, horrified and turned way the fuck on, while I watched Mason getting his cock sucked by a brunette who I, in my drink filled brain, thought had some seriously great dick-sucking technique. She was able to easily take him right down her throat and that was a skill. Then of course, there was a curvy blonde who was facing the back wall, her legs caging Mason’s head, her pert ass glistening as she gyrated her hips. Mason’s tongue was visibly pushing in and out of her pussy. He was eating her like a pro, gorging on her flesh as she rocked into him like she was riding a stallion. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. So while I wanted to sit back and watch the show, maybe rub one out for good measure, I finally heard a sob through the symphony of moans. 
Tears sluiced down Rachel’s face and a delicate hand came up to her mouth. Just as I was going to get her out of there, we both heard the blonde scream out. “I’m coming!” I looked back and watched as Mason hands gripped her ass and he growled into her cunt while she screamed. Then his hips skyrocketed up into the air and the brunette shoved a hand to her pussy and rubbed then started bucking over his cock. His release shot into her mouth and dribbled out the sides as she came along with him. Fuck. I’d never seen anything so blatantly hot in my life. When I turned to Rachel, she was gone. The door was open about a foot where she must have slipped out. I was too drunk to chase after her and console her.
“Shit,” I blew out a breath of air. 
“Who the fuck are you?” The brunette sat up and wiped the cum off her lip with the back of her hand. 
I crossed my arms over my chest. Mason shoved the blonde off his face and looked up at me. “Mia, sweetness. This here is uh...” he looked left and then looked right. “Tasty Pussy, and Super Sucker,” he laughed and the girls smiled. 
“Seriously! And I fucking brought you a present.” I snarled , put a hand to my hip and stomped my foot. 
His glazed eyes and red cheeks proved not only was he happily sated but drunk and possibly high. Both were bad for his image. Thank God we were in our private suite or he’d risk losing his new sponsor and prospective sponsor. “Please tell me it’s hiding under those clothes. I’ll shoo these fucking bitches off quick to get a taste of your sweet cunt.” 
I sucked in a breath. “YOU DOUCHE! Stop thinking with your fucking dick!” 
At that moment, said dick was hard and ready for round two. I gave it a gander. It was a really nice looking cock, too. Long, thick, hard. Brunette wrapped a hand around it and rubbed it up and down. He groaned but kept his eyes on me. “Sure you don’t want some! I’m offering?” 
I shook my head. “I brought Rachel in here. She was going to tell you that she liked you, liked you! Then she saw you fucking these sluts and ran off.” 
That did it. He flung brunette hobag off and then pushed off the bed removing himself from hobag two. “Rachel was here,” he pointed to the floor. “In here?” I nodded. “She saw me fucking these bitches?” Pushing my lips together in a grim line, I looked at him like the stupid idiot he was. “Fuck me!” 
“Okay baby, we will. Just come back. It’s my turn to suck on you,” said blonde hobag. 
He scowled and then sat on the bed. “Get out of my room,” he growled. Brunette hobag did not get the hint. She put her arms around him and rubbed her fake tits into his back. 
“Come on baby, we’ll make you feel better, just like before.” 
“Leave now!” he roared, stood up, and went into his ensuite. 
“You deaf?” I opened the door. 
“You just want him for yourself.” 
“Well, since I’m the girlfriend…I’m going to go with yes. Now get out!” 
I just got the girls out of the room when Mason came out in a pair of jeans and was digging through his suitcase for a t-shirt. “I have to go find her.” 
Rubbing a hand over my face, I grabbed his hand. “And tell her what? Sorry you caught me fucking two floozies? I don’t think that’s going to work.” 
He pushed his hands through his hair and then flopped back down on the bed. “I can’t just leave it like this.” 
“Technically, you don’t owe her anything. Besides, it was my fault.” 
He blew out a tortured breath. “No, you were just trying to help, but as usual, I started thinking with my dick.” 
“What happened?” I tried. When I’d left him he was hanging out with the guys eating pizza. 
Mason shook his head. “One minute I was chatting it up with my bro’s, the next minute I notice you and Rachel were gone. The two groupies were all over me, and the more I drank, the more I didn’t care. I just wanted to feel…something. You know? I looked for you, looked for Rachel, but they kept on me and I got weak.” His shoulders slumped. “Do you hate me?”
I put an arm around his shoulders. “No, I don’t. What I saw was fucking hot.” He chuckled softly. Man, he really was beautiful when he gave a genuine smile. “I just don’t think your girl, the one you really want, thought it was as hot as I did. She was really sad. Crying and everything.” 
His head shot up. “She was crying? Honestly, Mia, I knew she might be sweet on me, but it’s never been like that between us. She’s always been untouchable. Perfect, professional, pretty, the whole package. A girl like her would never be with a guy like me. We’re in totally different leagues.” He rubbed his chin and the sound of hair grating along calloused palms sent chills racing up my spine. Reminded me of another time and another guy that I adored. 
“I get it. There’s this guy I like, too. Way out of my league, but I’d like to think when the time is right, we’ll be in the same league at the same time. I think you can do that, too.” 
“You like a guy?” 
I grinned. Of course, that’s what he’d zero in on. “I do, but the timing isn’t right. When it’s right, if it is ever right, it will just be. And it will work out. I have to believe that. But you can do something now.” 
Mason looked off into the distance then brought those green eyes to me. They were soft, almost beseeching, as if my own held the answers to every question he’d ever want to know in them. “Show her what type of man you can be. What type of man you are in here,” I pointed to his chest where his heart was. “Live like the man you want to be. She’ll come around.” 
“You think?” 
I smiled wide and hugged him into my chest. He smelled of sex and cheap perfume. “I know.” 
“Thanks Mia. You’re pretty all right you know that?” 
I laughed into his neck. “You’re pretty all right yourself, but you smell like a whorehouse. Do the world a favor and shower. I’ll work on Rachel. You work on you.” 
He stood up and helped me up. “I’ll work on me.” 
“While you’re working on you, can you work on getting these people out of our room? I can’t sleep with people fucking on the couch, pot being smoked, bodies everywhere, and music blaring.”
He opened the door from his room to the living area and took in the party. “Fucking hell. We’re never getting smashed again.” 
I choked on a laugh. “Never say never.” 
 
***
 
The rest of our visit in New York City went by in a flash. The team had three games in NYC, lost one, won two. So far, their rank was looking really good. Quick Runners booked Mason as their official year-long spokesperson for the new performance all-around sports shoe. It was good for running, walking, playing ball, and all other varieties of sports. We still hadn’t heard from Power Up. Apparently, their people had heard about Mason booking with Quick Runners and wanted to make sure that having the same spokesperson was a good thing for their image and the way they wanted to run their campaign. This, however, was not bad for Mason because another couple of opportunities came out of the woodwork for baseball gear and energy bars. Word got out fast. Now we just waited, Mason played hard, and stayed off the radar. Part of that was going home. Which is where we were driving to now. I was finally meeting Mason’s family. 
When we got to the small home outside of Boston proper, Mason walked right in without knocking. 
“Back here boy!” A loud voice yelled and was coupled with the squealing sound of a small child.
Mason held my hand and took me through the quaint home. Stuffed animals and dolls littered the floor where a child at play must have up and abandoned them for something else. The rooms were dark, lived in, and homey. You could tell by the pictures on the wall that a woman had once lived here, but by the layer of dust on them and the lack of girlie adornments, it had been a while. In the center of one wall was a wedding photo. A redheaded, pale, beautiful woman stood in a very old-fashioned wedding gown and had her arms locked around a large man with dark brown hair and kind eyes. A man who could be the spitting image of Mason. That apple did not fall far from the tree. 
We made it through the home to the kitchen where I was instantly assaulted with the smell of cooked meat. My mouth watered at the smell of sage, and rosemary along with whatever was brewing on the stovetop. A large roast sat on top of the counter and a man with his back to us was carving it into slices and placing them on a platter. A small red-headed girl with giant blue eyes clocked me the second I entered. She stood up and clapped her hands. She couldn’t be more than four years old. “You’re here!” she squealed in that way only small children were capable of, with their whole bodies and full of joy.
I smiled wide and the man turned around and boy was I not wrong. He looked exactly like Mason or what Mason would look like in twenty-five years. “Hey Dad, this is Mia. She’s my uh…” 
The man smiled wide and laid out a hand. “You’re the woman everyone says is my son’s girlfriend.” 
I wasn’t sure how Mason wanted to play this so I stayed quiet about the girlfriend part. “It’s good to meet you Mr. Murphy.” 
“Call me Mick, everyone does, ‘cept my boys because I’ll tan their hide if they disrespect their elders.” 
At that I nudged Mason. “Your Dad is awesome.” 
“Yeah, unfortunately when he’s around my cool factor goes down about fifty notches.” 
“And don’t you forget it boy! Now set the table will ya?” 
Mason proceeded to set the table while I introduced myself to Eleanor who liked to be called Ellie. She walked me through the house and showed me every single one of her toys then her room where she had everything princess and was very proud of it. I scanned the room. I never had anything like this as a child. A room devoted to the things I loved as a kid. Maddy and I always shared a room and neither one of us had a theme or anything much we could call our own. Made me sad for what I missed out on and happy that even though men we’re raising Ellie without a woman’s hand, they were still doing right by her. 
My heart ached when Ellie placed a crown on my head and one on her own. “You can be the Queen, and I’ll be the Princess,” she offered. I nodded then hugged her little body. She held me tight before another look-a-like of the Murphy family interrupted us. Made me wonder if any of them looked like their mother. 
“You must be Mia?” I nodded and stood up from the floor, Ellie clasped my hand tight. 
“Daddy, this Queen Mia and I’m Princess Ellie. Do you want to be the King or the Prince?” she asked, her eyes serious as she stared at her father. 
“I want Princess Ellie to wash her hands for dinner and let Queen Mia get back to her King,” he said playing along. 
Ellie looked up at me with her huge blue eyes that she must have gotten from her mother because her Dad had the same green eyes that both the other Murphy men had. “Will you save me a spot next to you at dinner, Queen Mia?” She asked in her too cute little voice. 
“Of course I will, Princess Ellie; I’d be honored.” I bowed for effect and she clapped her hands, spun on a toe, and was off running down the hall. 
The big man with coppery hair and green eyes held out a hand. “Sorry about that. Ellie doesn’t get much female time. I’m Brayden.” I shook his hand and held it. 
“Totally okay. I had fun. I can’t remember the last time I spent playing with a child.” And I couldn’t. There weren’t any children in my family that I knew of, none of my friends had kids, well technically, a couple of my new friends were going to have babies and Tony and Hector’s other family, the ones with children, didn’t hang around us when I was there. So this was the first time in several years that I’d spent one-on-one time with a child. It was fun. I rather enjoyed it.  
Brayden led me back to the table where I sat down and chatted up his brother and Father. When the food was completely set on the table, a whirlwind crashed through the back door, skidded to a stop, and dropped his backpack on the floor behind him. “Shit, Mace your girlfriend is fucking hot!” A gangly, tall, ginger haired boy with the same green eyes as the rest of the Murphy men shouted.
“Mouth!” Mick chastised with a fork pointing in the boy’s direction. 
“Sorry Dad but dang…sweet girl you got Mace,” the boy looked me up and down. “I’m Shaun, how are you, sweetness?” 
Oh no, he didn’t. He just called me sweetness. “Well, I can see who’s rubbed off on this young impressionable mind,” I glared at Mason and he actually looked chagrinned. 
“Shaun, don’t call chicks sweetness. They don’t like it.” 
“Sure, they do. I had my tongue in this sweet chick today.” My eyes widened and Brayden pressed his hands over Ellie’s ears. 
“Boy, I swear I’m going to take two inches off your height if you don’t choose your words more wisely around my daughter. And stop disrespecting women. You’re teaching her bad shit!” His teeth were clenched and poor little Ellie’s was slapping at her father’s hands. 
“Daddyyyy stop. I can’t hear when you do that!” she crunched up her little nose and looked at me. “Does Uncle Mace ever do that to you?” 
The men at the table laughed. I smiled and tapped her nose giving the precious girl my full attention. “No, because I’m an adult, but your Daddy is protecting you from hearing things that are not appropriate for you. He’s a very good Daddy.” 
She nodded and shoved a giant forkful of mashed potatoes into her mouth. Her cheeks pushed out like a chubby bunny. I shook my head and looked up at Shaun. “If you want to keep a woman in the future, you’ll learn to call her things that actually make her feel special and not like one of many. Remember that.” 
His eyes looked me over in a way that a teenaged boy who only has sex on the brain would. Extremely skeevy. “If it secures me a hot babe like you, I’ll do whatever you say, sweetness.” 
Mason’s forehead hit the table. Brayden shook his head and I bit back a seriously profane comment. The patriarch on the other hand, had no problem laying into Shaun, which he did after he pulled him by the ear into another room. When they came back, Mason and Brayden both had shit-eating grins on their faces. Ellie just happily ate more potatoes then asked for more. 
“Sorry for being rude, Mia. I’ll try to be more respectful,” Shaun grumbled through a sour expression. 
“Thank you, Shaun. That was kind of you. Now tell me embarrassing stories about Mason,” I changed the subject and every man besides Mason smiled and started sharing. 
By the time dinner was done, my belly hurt so bad I could hardly breathe let alone put any cheesecake into it. The stories were detailed and plenty. The guys spent hours telling me about crazy Mason. In his younger years, he was a class clown, thought he was the worlds’ greatest inventor, and had absolutely no luck with the ladies. The last part I found unbelievable looking at how he’d filled out. The whole package was nice, once you got past the douchey ways, but we were working on those and he was making some serious progress. Not enough for Rachel to come around, but I had hope that I could work some magic there. 
While the men cleaned up, another thing I found incredibly cool, guests of the Murphy household never did dishes, even if you were a woman. I guess they just got used to doing all the domestic duties themselves. It was enlightening but sad. So while they cleaned up, I looked at all the pictures. There were many of Eleanor the mother around the house. Pictures with each boy, with the boys all together, and happy ones with her husband, Mick. They looked really happy, a solid family. Here was a woman who fought cancer and probably would have given anything to just stay with her family, whereas my healthy mother had a happy family she left for her own selfish desires. To this day, I wasn’t even sure where she was and as much as I pretended not to care, I did. So much that it pissed me off. 
Mason came up behind me, placed a hand on my shoulder, but didn’t say anything. “Your mother was really beautiful.” 
“Yes, she was. She was the perfect Mom, too. Really cared about us. The cancer, when she got it, ravaged her, sweeping through so fast there was little we could do. Dad beats himself up that she didn’t get tested early. Dad’s only forty-five. Mom was gone shortly after she turned thirty-five. They had seventeen perfect years together if you ask Dad. Then she was just gone. She always said she’d get tested when she was forty like the rest of the world. That was too long for her.” His tone was sad and filled with the longing of a man who missed his mother. I understood that all too well. 
I thought about the beautiful Eleanor who was lost to the world at such a young age with four boys and a husband that needed her. They carried on and had one another; they were still a family. 
“We should do something for your Mom.” 
Mason’s eyebrows narrowed. “What do you mean?” 
As I thought more about it, the idea swirled within my mind and took flight. It would be perfect. “I mean about breast cancer. Get involved in the cause. You’re a big professional ball player. We should do a fundraiser or something; donate it to the local breast cancer awareness group in Boston. We could get pink bracelets, that you and I could wear, shirts for me and the WAGs. If the team wants to get involved, they can. Not only would it help your Mom’s memory, the women fighting now, and those with family history that should get prescreened earlier than forty, but it would look good for your image.” 
Mason smiled, his tiny crooked tooth shining against his pearly whites. “We could help women like my mom,” he said in total awe, like it was the best idea since major league baseball. “I love it! You’re a frickin’ genius!” He picked me up and twirled me around. “So what do you think we do first?” 
For the next hour, we sat down with Eleanor’s favorite cheesecake Mick had made in her honor, and we talked about how we could help get the word out using Mason’s celebrity status as a pushing-off point. 
 
 



Chapter 5 
 
Think Pink was the campaign name we came up with. Once back in Boston, Mason and I got to work. We ordered special Think Pink silicone bracelets to pass out at games, and special shirts for the WAGs that we rush ordered and paid an ungodly amount to ship overnight once the items were ready. My shirt I ordered personally and paid for without Mason knowing about it. The back and front had Mason’s jersey number, and on top, it said “For Eleanor”. It was super cute and I knew it would mean a lot to Mason. 
While he was practicing, I stayed back at his pad and wrote out a plan for a fundraiser. Rachel was all over the idea and thought it was great and offered to help make it something that would actually raise a lot of money for the cause as well as help Mason’s image. We hadn’t talked about last week’s nightmare and she didn’t seem in the mood to. Each time she was present she was all business all the time. Somehow, I had to find a way to get back into her good graces to promote Mason as a prospective boyfriend. Though I was at a loss, at the moment, for ideas on how to best do that. The orgy Rachel witnessed definitely did some serious damage to her belief that he would be into her and probably made him seem less desirable. For me, he became more desirable, but that’s because I needed to get laid. Just thinking back to watching that woman suck on Mace and him going to town on that blonde was enough to fill a couple masturbatory sessions in the shower this past week, but I needed the real thing. Only Mason wasn’t on my mind. Unfortunately, a tanned blond from California, currently on location with the chick he was fucking, was. 
I sighed and continued typing out my plan then figured I needed reinforcements. I pulled out my phone and dialed. 
“What up, skank?” Ginelle’s voice rang through the line. Just hearing her familiar voice made me happy. It also had the downside of making me homesick. 
“Planning a fundraiser.” 
Gum-smacking and a full-bellied Gin laugh broke through my concentration on the list I was typing. “Uh, isn’t the idea to raise the money you need to save Pops already happening? You know, lying on your back!” She laughed manically at her own joke. 
“Not for me!” I sighed. “For Mason.” 
A strangled noise slipped through the line. “The rich baseball player needs money? Why?” 
I groaned. “Just listen, bitch. We’re improving his image by supporting the local breast cancer awareness group here in Boston. His Mom died young from the disease and he wants to do something to give back. Since he’s playing ball and practicing, I’m working on an event where we could raise some money and help his image. Make sense?” 
More gum smacking. Truth be told, I liked hearing the sound of that way more than the sound of her inhaling one of her cancer sticks. 
“So what are you thinking?” she asked. My best friend, Gin was nothing if not creative. She’d come up with some good ideas. I ran through the gist of the event. We were going to hold it at some posh hotel downtown. Most of the starting team agreed to participate. Several friends of Mason’s would be there, a famous DJ agreed to play the event free, another restaurateur friend of his PR firm agreed to offer their services and food free of charge.
“Oh, and we’re going to have a silent auction filled with baseball paraphernalia, and other donated items from friends of the players. But I don’t know, I need something that will really draw some high dollars. Got anything in mind?” Ginelle paused so long I wasn’t sure she was still there. “Well?” 
“I’m thinking, don’t get your panties in a twist…if you’re even wearing any that is,” she accused and she’d be right. I wasn’t wearing any because I had on tight leggings that would show lines and no one needed to see that. 
“Shut up!” I warned. 
Gin laughed and it sounded like home. My heart filled with love and joy as I waited patiently and did random Google searches for other charity events to see what they did. 
“Okay, so you’ve got a bunch of really hot baseball players going to this thing right? Like at least twenty?” 
“Yeah,” I said, not knowing where she was going with this. 
“So instead of just doing a silent auction, why don’t you auction them? Get an auctioneer guy, you know the ones that talk really really fast, make sure the guys wear really hot outfits like tuxes, or maybe have them strip off their shirts. Rich women love that shit!” She was not wrong. I could see women plied with champagne falling all over themselves to get at a shirtless baseball player. 
“Gin, that is fucking brilliant.” 
She huffed and I could imagine her twirling a lock of hair and gloating prettily. “I know. I’m good like that.” 
“Yes, you are. Have I told you lately that I got nuthin’ but love for you baby?” 
“Whatcha got?” She sang back bringing us both back to the old school jam we liked to listen to on the radio back home. It played all kinds of throwback songs from the 90’s. We were too young to know the songs then, but in our twenties we both appreciated the silly rap/pop songs from that era.  
I thought about how this would work. I’d get the guys to agree to a date with the woman that buys them. She has to pay but they have to do what the woman wants for a four-hour period. Even the married ones would do it for the cause. “Gin, honestly I think this could raise a lot of money.” 
“Well duh. The men are hot. What rich bitch wouldn’t want a piece of that eye candy on her arm for a night?” 
Again, not wrong. “I’m going to draw up the plan. Thank you, thank you, thank you.” 
“Eh, you can pay me back with pictures of hot dudes stripped to the waist. And I’m not kidding. You have this event and you do not send me pictures of half-naked men I will find really evil ways to embarrass you in the future. And don’t think I don’t have pictures to prove some of the shit you did in the past.” 
“Whore!” I shot back, remembering she did in fact have an entire box full of trouble we’d gotten into over the years to pull from and use against me. “You wouldn’t!” 
She clucked her tongue. “I so would! Half-naked men pictures, sent to my phone, individually…and do not forget Mason. I want one of that sexy bastard.” 
I laughed hard as Rachel entered the kitchen where I was set up. I waved and she went to the coffee pot and pulled down a mug and filled it. 
“All right you black mailing dirty slutbgag,” Rachel’s eyes were wide and she almost dropped her coffee cup. I didn’t have a chance to explain, but tried to shake my head and wave in a gesture that meant everything was okay. “You’ll get your pictures. But you drive a hard bargain.” 
“Always do, and hey, Mads is doing great. That boy she’s seeing is totally nice. I double-checked…still a virgin, but girl, I’m not thinking for long. He’s really cute, likes her a lot, and she falls all over herself to please him. It’s actually really sweet. So far though, he seems like a good guy. She could do a lot worse for her first time.” 
I groaned and put my head in my hand. “You think she’s going to give up her v-card to him? For real?” 
“Yeah, she can’t stay pure forever, Mia. She’s a grown woman. She’s nineteen for crying out loud. Shit, I’m not even sure I can remember how old I was when I gave up the card; it’s been so long. I honestly can’t remember a time where I wasn’t getting hot cock.” 
This time I moaned. “Gin, don’t talk about cock and my sister in the same sentence. You’re going to make me break out in hives. And you better not be encouraging her to give it up to him either or I’ll hunt you down, pin you to a wall and cut off all your hair, put honey on your nipples and leave you for the ants!” 
“Jesus Christ on a cross. That’s fucked up. You’d do that to your best friend? I need to make new friends. Mine’s a goddamned psycho!” she roared then laughed hard. I followed suit imagining her stuck to a wall with honey on her tits and her hair cut in chunks all over the place. 
Controlling the laugher, I took a deep breath. “You’re right. I wouldn’t do that, but please, next time you see her, have her call me okay?” 
“Will do. I’ve got to go practice the new routine. Let me know how the event goes and don’t forget my reward!” 
I shook my head. “Hey skank, I love you, and I’m proud of you for laying off the cancer sticks. Want to keep you in my life so that we can grow old, get a bunch of cats and a beach house together.” 
“I always loved cats.” Gin said wistfully, her voice petering off. 
She totally set me up for it. “That’s because you love pussy!” I howled and then hung up on her before she could get in a retort. “Ah, all is right in the world,” I opened my eyes and came face to face with a stricken Rachel. 
“Are you being blackmailed?” her eyes were as wide as milk saucers. 
I laughed out loud and shook my head. “No, that was Gin my best friend. We’re always like that.” 
“You always threaten each other and call one another foul names?” her voice was screeching and I didn’t understand why. 
“Uh yeah? Don’t you with your best friend?” 
She shook her head numbly. “No. No, I do not. We say very nice things to one another, do lunch, and shop together.” 
I cringed. They shopped together. Yikes. That is not something Gin and I did together. Drink beer, check out hot guys, gamble a little, play cards, go to concerts, yes, shopping…er no. “Sucks to be you,” I said, meaning every word of it. 
“Somehow I doubt that.” She said flippantly, and I grinned. So she had a little fire in her yet. That was good. Mason would light a fire under her so bright she’d get burned if she didn’t have a little of her own to battle it. 
 
***
 
Rachel was not excited about the auctioning men idea, but Mason thought it was brilliant. He called each guy on his team and came back with commitments from over twenty players that were available this weekend and willing to be auctioned off to the highest bidder, and take their clothes off, well their shirts, for charity. I found pink suspenders for each guy to wear and asked them all to wear a nice suit. The plan was to have the men remove their jackets, shirts, and be left with the suspenders. I was also planning on painting a pink breast cancer ribbon over each man’s chest directly above his heart to keep with the theme. 
Once Mason got home, he sat down at the table with Rachel and me and brainstormed other ideas while he grilled steaks on the balcony, and I made the side fixings. Together, we came up with tons of ideas to get the word out in such short notice along with ways to get his Dad and brothers involved, too, since this was ultimately a way for them to honor their mother’s memory. I told him to have his Dad get a picture of his wife that he loved blown up and framed for use on one of the tables. The other players that had family members they’d lost to the disease would also share images of their loved ones so the donors in attendance would know the real reason behind the event. 
We made certain the chapter president of the local Breast Cancer Awareness group would be there and could say a few words. 
“Mia, Rachel, I gotta hand it to you ladies, you’re the bomb at planning a last minute event.” Mason grinned and hugged my shoulder then kissed my cheek. He went over to Rachel who stiffened the moment he moved close. 
Mason’s voice got low, but I could still hear him. “I’m sorry about what you saw last week. It shouldn’t have happened. That’s not the kind of guy I want to be.” He looked deeply into her big blue eyes and she nodded but didn’t respond. He moved close, inhaled against her hairline, and then kissed her cheek. “Thank you for your help with this. You didn’t have to pull all those strings.” 
Rachel lifted her head and blinked, staring prettily into Mason’s gaze. Could it be any more obvious how into one another these two were? I needed to up my game and get things moving in the right direction. “Mason, I’d help you with anything,” she said in an equally low tone.  
His fingers tunneled into the hair at the nape of her neck, his big hand cupped her jaw, and his thumb swept across her bottom lip. She gasped and I watched with rapt attention, hoping he’d make the move and kiss her. “What you’re doing to help my Mom, it means a lot. I won’t forget it. You need me, Rach, I’m there. Just call, anytime, anywhere. Got it?” he said then leaned forward and kissed her forehead as if she was something precious. 
Right then, it dawned on me. To Mason, she was just that…precious. For him, Rachel wasn’t like all the other girls. He felt he needed to treat her with kid gloves, touch her as though she were spun glass or a fragile artifact. Wow. Once those two hooked up, that was going to be it for him. He might have been a player, but I think he saw a future in her eyes, one he desperately wanted, but didn’t know how to capture. Good thing I was here for another two weeks to make sure he got the girl. 
“I do, Mace,” she said then smiled as he pulled back and went to the balcony to tend to the steaks. 
I put my head in my hand and waited until he was gone. Rachel watched his every move as he left. “So, smitten much?” I said, waggling my eyebrows. 
Her head shot back to mine and she narrowed her gaze. “I have no idea what you mean. Last week I was drunk and out of line. I may have given you the wrong impression about my feelings toward my client.” She stressed the word client, but I wasn’t sure if it was for my benefit or hers. 
I tilted my head to the side and took a long sip of beer. “You aren’t fooling me and you definitely are not fooling Mace. He’s on to you honey. And soon, he’ll be on you,” I snickered at my own joke. 
Rachel groaned and shook her head. “You need to stop, Mia. If you haven’t forgotten, you are his girlfriend.” 
“Pretend girlfriend and honey, let’s not forget that. I’m doing a job. The fans love him; we’re working on a fundraiser that will only do good for Mason’s image professionally but more so it’s good for him to do personally. Giving back in honor of his Mom. He really loved her and misses her a lot. All the Murphy men do. You helping the way you are proves that you care and not just about Mason’s image. You have more than a little crush. Admit it,” I dug the last shot in and sat back. 
Rachel licked her lips and bit down into the bottom one. She leaned her head forward and nodded. “Fine. I admit it. I’ve cared for Mason for a long time. Heck, I think I fell in love with him the moment we met two years ago. But that hasn’t changed the fact that I’ve watched him parade around with women, drink like a fish, and spent a lot of my own time picking up those pieces. Doing that changes your opinion of someone.” 
“It can, it does.” I agreed with her. “But obviously it hasn’t changed the way you feel or you wouldn’t be doing what you’re doing. You wouldn’t have volunteered to help him clean up his act. You genuinely care about him and you’re breaking at the seams trying to hide it. I’ve seen the way you look at him, how you light up when he enters a room. You’re not fooling me. You may have been fooling him the last two years, honey; but his blinders are off. He sees you and he likes what he sees.” 
Her delicate hands came up to her face and she ran them over her features. “How can you be sure? I don’t want to be the next up in a long line of throwaway women. I’d rather not have him at all and get to be in his life always, than have a taste of him and lose him forever when he wakes up and realizes I’m not the type of girl he likes. If you look at his track record, you’d know I’m not.” She points at me, my curves and makes a circular gesture. “No offense, women like you are his type. Buxom, beautiful, sexy, all the things a man like him can get time and time again.” She sighed and dropped her head into her hand with finality. 
“Sweetheart, I’m not the type of girl you marry. I’m the type of girl you flirt with and fuck. Mason doesn’t want to settle for a girl like me. He wants to have what his Dad had. A wife, a home, children, the whole enchilada. You’d give him that and more. You’re the whole package. Not an escort who’s talented at waiting tables, can act, and rocks a man’s world in the bedroom. That last one I’m pretty proud of, but it isn’t going to secure me Mr. Right, just Mr. Right Now. I think you need to be open to more with Mason, especially since I’ll be out of your hair in two weeks.” 
This time when she responded, she pursed her lips and leaned into the table. “If you were me, how would you go about making a move? Especially after last weekend’s attempt was a complete and utter fail.” 
“Last week did suck a box of rocks.” I nodded. 
“It wasn’t the only thing that was sucked,” she quipped. 
My mouth dropped open in shock. “You made a sex joke!” I laughed. 
Her own eyes widened and her cheeks pinked up. “I did!” 
“There’s hope for you yet!” I exclaimed, and we both giggled. “Seriously though, Mason’s pretty easy.” 
“Isn’t that the truth?” Her retort came right on the heels of the last one and blew me away. 
I shook my head and covered my mouth. “Two in one night. Bust out the calendar, girl we need to mark this night off as the night Ms. Professional lost her poise and busted out her inner vixen!”  
She looked over at the balcony then calmed down. “I want to know though. I don’t have a lot of experience with approaching men when I want to you know…” she trailed off.
“Fuck?” I guessed. 
“God! No. Well, yeah, but date is what I meant. Jeez, you’re just like him. So crass.” Holy hell. Was she right? Was I just like Mason? Nah, she’s just overly prim and proper. At least, that’s what I told myself to get past the potential truth in her statement. 
Pushing my hair back into a twist and clipping it up with the claw I had dangling from the hem of my tank top, I cinched it into the bulk of the locks. “This is what you’re going to do. At the charity event this weekend, you’ll have a couple glasses of champagne to loosen up. You’ll flirt a little with him all night. Nothing impressive, you know, little touches here,” I slide my hand from the ball of her shoulder down to her elbow then pull back. “Maybe some hand clutching.” I clasped my hand with hers and proceeded to tug her to standing and walk around the living room. I’d stop, cock a hip, and bat my eyelashes at her then look away suddenly. “Make sure you give him some glances at your assets.” 
At the word “assets” Rachel’s lips pinched tight. “I don’t really have any assets.” She mumbled. 
I looked at her as if she’d grown a second head. “Girl, every woman has part of herself that attracts the opposite sex.” I looked her up and down. “You’ve got a serious set of legs. Wear something short. Get a nice push up bra and lift those girls and make sure a good glimpse of them is available in the dress you choose.” She nodded, so I continued. “Oh, and hair down. Remember how he mentioned he would like to see your hair down? Have it styled soft and in big curls to cascade down your back. If the dress has an open back, even better,” I waggled my eyes for emphasis. 
“Why?” she asked and I wanted to groan and smack her upside the head. Could she possibly be that naïve when it came to men? The woman was in her early twenties for crying out loud. She had to have some idea how a man thought. 
Instead of telling her all this, I just answer. “Because when men see open bare skin they think of sex. Thinking of sex and you in the same thought is a good thing when you want to ultimately bed Mace.” 
“I want to be with Mason, not just um, go to bed with him.” 
This time I couldn’t control the exasperated breath of air that left my lungs. “Men relate good sex with good times they could have with a good woman. Having a great sex life and being someone Mason wants to spend time with outside of the bedroom works in your favor. Though usually men think of the sex first. It’s just an animal instinct. So you got it all? You’re going to seduce Mason at the party this weekend?” I asked, giddy beyond reason. 
“I’ll think about it,” she said. 
I scowled but understood there was no moving this girl any faster. She had a way about her, and I think after a few days of thinking about it and building up her courage, she’d make the right choice. “Promise?” I encouraged. 
She smiled wide and it was true, her smile could light a dark room. “Promise.” 
Mason entered the room then and shut the balcony door with one long limb and a push of his foot. “Are the two most beautiful women in all the world hungry or what?” 
I shook my head. “Always a player,” I laughed and this time, Rachel did, too. I would have expected a sour expression not a chuckle. 
Progress was good. 


 
 
 



Chapter 6 
 
Entering the swanky hotel venue for tonight’s Think Pink event had both Mason and me stunned. Pink balloons covered the entire ceiling, lighting reflected pink breast cancer ribbons and our new tagline “Think Pink” was splayed all over the pitch black walls. A disco ball swirled around shooting specks of white light in every direction. Soon, the guys would show and the doors would open. Waiters were receiving their instructions off in the corner. All of them wearing a pink t-shirt with our theme, and the girls were wearing a tank top that said “Save the Ta Ta’s” over their breasts. It was crass, it was fun, and it was a ball player’s type event. 
Mason and I however, were dressed to the nines. He in a pristine black suit and a pink button up, the pink suspenders I asked every player to wear and a tie that had breast cancers ribbons all over it made him look like the professional he needed to be. His coppery brown hair was slicked back and his green eyes were dancing all over the place taking in the venue. High top tables with black cloths adorned with pink roses bunched into the center and tea lights glinting off their petals sat on each surface setting the mood. It was beautiful, classy, young and yet still hip. 
“Mia…” his voice trailed off, clearly taking it all in and loving everything he saw. I beamed with pride. My first charity event looked amazing. Of course, it had a lot to do with the striking blonde that was walking our way. I thought I looked good in a hot pink cocktail gown, sequins catching the light and twinkling like the ball above our heads. Not even close. Rachel made her way from the back of the room. She wore a soft pink satin strapless number that came down to her knee but had a slit up to the hip giving the ultimate sex appeal with a sweetheart neckline that showed off her breasts. Her hair was down in the old Hollywood fashion style they wore back in the day. A shock of bright red lipstick topped her full lips. A fine line of black coal liner, gave the perfect cat-eye to her baby blues. I did not expect her to look the way she did. She was a pin-up girl slash classy dame. 
Mason stood in silence, watching her approach. His jaw was clenched and his eyes were blazing hot. He’d never looked at me like that before. That steamy gaze was all for the tall blonde who made me feel positively whoreish in my flashy attire compared to her elegance. 
“You guys look fantastic,” she cooed when she made it to us. 
Mason looked her up and down, grabbed her by the waist, cupped her cheeks, and looked deeply into her eyes. She didn’t say a word, just allowed him to manhandle her and I knew why. Because it was alpha, it was smokin’ hot, and when a man like Mace grabbed you and handled you that way, you just took it and thanked the mighty Heaven’s that it was happening. 
“You look fucking beautiful,” he said, his eyes searching hers. “Every man here is going to want you.” 
“There’s only one man I want,” she responded with full confidence. If I wasn’t trying to shrink into the dark room and away from the duo, I would have high-fived her for that line. It was forward and pure sex; I’d give her props later. 
“Is that right? Anyone I know,” he traced her face with his nose. She physically trembled in his arms. I almost felt the movement in my own body. It was like watching a steamy foreign film live; only I knew what the characters were saying. 
She licked her lips and Mason’s eyes traced the movement. She so had him hook, line, and sinker. The man was a goner! “Maybe. I guess we’ll have to see how tonight goes,” she whispered so close to his mouth, he had to feel her breath against his own lips. 
“Well, save a dance for me, eh?” 
Rachel smiled a secret smile only for Mason. “I’ll have to check my dance card. Make sure it’s not already full.” 
“There’s room for me. I’ll make room.” He smirked and she leaned into him and then pushed away slowly. He allowed it, but I wasn’t sure if the room got hotter or if it was just the heat these two were pushing off one another. 
A bunch of the players arrived wearing much the same thing that Mason had on, suits, button ups, and pink galore. It was awesome. I couldn’t wait to find out how the auction would go. Thinking of auctions, I grabbed Rachel’s hand and led her over to the table where a wide variety of things were set out for silent bidding. Really expensive bottles of wine, memberships to clubs, trips, cruises, vacation rentals, you name it, it was on the silent auction table. 
“So you invited the who’s who right?” 
Rachel picked up a clipboard and nodded. “Yep, we have four hundred people confirmed RSVPs for tonight’s event, all that make seven figures a year.” 
“Damn, I didn’t think there were that many rich people in the world.” 
“Well, we’re dealing with celebrities, sports figures, team owners, sponsors and the like. We’ve got a lot of organizations coming just to get the face time so they’ll make a donation to look good and keep their in with the players and other investors involved. It’s a vicious circle when it comes to people, business, and their money. They like to show it off under the auspice of giving it back.” 
“I don’t care much how they do it or why, just as long as we leave here tonight donating a lot to the cause. Do you think we’ll make at least fifty to a hundred thousand?” 
At that comment, Rachel tipped her head back and laughed. Laughed so hard she had to put the tips of her fingers to her tear ducts to staunch the flow and not mess up her makeup. “Mia, if we don’t make a million tonight I’d be shocked.” 
One million dollars. In a night. I’m working every day as an escort to rich dudes to make a million to pay back my father’s debt to his loan shark and we might make that much in an evening. “Unbelievable,” I gasped. 
Her hand came up to my shoulder and squeezed. “Different type of lifestyle. Don’t worry, they can afford it.” 
“I guess so. At least it’s all going to a really good cause. Mason will be pleased if we make that much for the charity.” 
“Come on, let’s get this party started. People are starting to arrive.” 
 
***
 
The next three hours flew by in a whirlwind of meeting people, hob-knobbing, drinking champagne, dancing to the DJ’s beats, and laughing with all the baseball wives. Everyone was having a blast and the last I checked, the auction table had hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of bids for the items being auctioned. Even if the player auction flopped, the charity would still get around half a million, which absolutely made me giddy with delight. 
I shimmied on the dance floor sipping my pink champagne. All the drinks were pink tonight and flowing freely. The crowd was having a blast and everyone was in a very giving mood. 
Rachel came up to me and grabbed my hand leading me off the dance floor. I pouted. “Hey, don’t look at me like that. It’s time for the Men of the Night Auction! Wanted to make sure you had perfect seats for the show.” Good looking out, I thought to myself.  
Oh yeah! Sexy baseball players stripping off their clothes. I pulled my cell phone out of the side of my boobs. Rachel looked at me and shook her head. “I can’t believe you can fit a cell phone in your bra. Men must love your chest.” 
I looked down at my plump ta-ta’s and grinned. “Never had a complaint,” I offered and she giggled. 
The auctioneer we hired came up to a long stage and stood off to the side by a podium. “Tonight, we have a special treat for the ladies out there. Seeing as this is a charity for women, we’re going to give the women something to bid on. Men, come on oooooouuuuuuut!” He said, drawing the word out. All twenty-five baseball players came out onto the stage and lined up. It was a thing of beauty. Veritable eye candy no matter where you looked. “We’ve got for your bidding pleasure…a date with a Red Sox baseball player! They take you out for no less than four hours for the date of your choice,” his voice tipped down, “within reason, ladies.” 
The DJ started playing a saucy stripper type number and the third baseman walked out. “Oh my God, it’s Jacob Moore!” one woman screamed and threw up her pink paddle before the announcer even got the chance to ask for a bid. 
“Well, looks like we’ve got some excited bidders. How about you take that jacket off and show the ladies what you’ve got hiding under there, Jake!” Jacob played along. His blond hair and blue eyes shined in the light. “How about we start the bid off at one thousand dollars!” Holy fuckballs! A thousand dollars as the starting bid! I couldn’t believe it. 
Needless to say, it wasn’t enough. Jacob strutted around the stage, and the moment he unbuttoned his shirt, his bid upped to forty grand. “There are some seriously rich, horny chicks here,” I said to Rachel while clicking a pic of Jake and forwarding it to Gin. 
Instantly, I got a response. 
To: Mia Saunders 
From: Skank-a-lot-a-Puss
I fucking hate you. Keep em coming…which is what I’d like to do to that piece of hot male action.  
I laughed and showed Rachel what Gin said. She shook her head. “I can’t believe you have your best friend in your phone as “Skank-a-lot-a-Puss.” 
“Why not? It’s funny.” 
She shrugged. “If you say so.” 
We watched the outfielder go for another twenty thousand. Next up, left field. There was a woman standing by the stage literally drooling over his chocolate skin. He matched the color of dark chocolate perfectly. He went for fifty. That woman was not about to let him go for anything less. She started her bid at twenty-five. 
I nudged Rachel in the shoulder, clicked a pic, and sent the dark beauty to Gin. 
To: Mia Saunders 
From: Skank-a-lot-a-Puss
Fuck me. I’d take such a giant bite out of that chocolate ass. I wonder if he’d melt in my mouth and not in my hand.  
With that, and my easily tipsy state, I cracked up. Full guffaws that were unlady-like and made me miss one of the players being auctioned. I didn’t tell Gin. That would just piss her off. 
“So Rach, we should mess with these bidders. Force ‘em to go higher right?” 
“We could, they’re doing a pretty good job on their own though. By my count, we’re eight guys in and have already made three hundred thousand. The last two both went for fifty.” 
I watched the next guy come out. It was Junior. Kris, his pretty girlfriend ran up to me bouncing. “Junior is allowing me to buy him!” she squealed in utter and complete glee. This ought to be good. Most women wanted a piece of Junior Gonzalez. He was perfectly edible. Tonight, was no different. 
“Sorry, Kris,” I held up the camera and when all the mocha hotness came into view, his eight pack abs shining, the pink ribbon painted on his chest I about swallowed my tongue. 
Kris cried out screaming, “Me, me, I want to buy him! He can catch me any day!” she roared and I snapped a picture of Junior’s male beauty. Okay, if I was honest, I snapped several. Face front, side view, and a definitely tight ass pic where he squeezed those gluts and had all the ladies hollering out. I sent the array of pics to Ginelle and my phone pinged with the ladies screams. 
To Mia Saunders
From: Skank-a-lot-a-Puss
OMG Junior! I love you Junior! Tell him I love him. 
 
I couldn’t even put my phone down before it pinged again. 
 
To Mia Saunders
From: Skank-a-lot-a-Puss
That ASS! Have mercy on my slutty soul. I’d let him catch me, throw me, bat me, tag me, as long as he did it naked and fucked me stupid. 
 
The bidding went wild for Junior, and at each bid, Kris would pout. Then the tiny firecracker got down right pissed off. Waving her paddle around, yelling at the auctioneer, and shooting evil eyes at the women bidding. 
Finally, she screamed “One hundred thousand dollars!” And I almost fell back. Rachel caught me and tipped me back on my feet. 
“Kristine! Are you allowed to spend that much money?” I asked, concerned that she was about to get in some serious shit with Junior. 
She nodded vigorously still waving her paddle and giving attitude. It was funny as all hell. Then she responded to me. “He wanted to donate to the cause anyway. This way, no one gets my man and he gets his wish to donate the money in Mace’s Mom’s honor. He said he always wanted to show his respect and Mace is a brother from another mother. That’s what he says.” 
She beamed and then danced around when the announcer cried, “Sold to the petite blonde for one hundred thousand dollars!” 
Instead of walking back to his spot, Junior jumped down from the stage, eyes on his prize, picked up his girl, and crushed his mouth to hers. “You did so good baby!” he said, swinging her around like a rag doll. She preened and kissed him all over. Those two were made for one another. I know, usually a religious, old-fashioned Hispanic male would normally go for a Latina, but somehow he’s making it work. It would be interesting to see how that all works out when he takes her home to his Mother. I visibly shook thinking about it. With how much they loved each other, you could tell he did not give a crap about old-school rules. He had his pixie and he liked it. 
Man after man was auctioned off. Bids in the high tens of thousands all the way up to one hundred and fifty had already been called tonight before it was Mace’s turn. The last man standing. 
“All right everyone, the man you’ve all been waiting for. Mason “Mace” Murphy! He can throw a ball at one hundred miles an hour, he’s been on sexiest man alive lists all over the globe, and now he’s here for your bidding pleasure. Let’s start tonight’s bid at fifty thousand dollars!” the announcer called. Paddles flew up across the room. A veritable sea of pink. “All right not high enough for you high rollers, let’s go to one hundred thousand!” Still at least ten paddles stayed up. 
Finally, when it got to two hundred and fifty, only one paddle was up. “Do I hear two hundred and fifty thousand dollars? Going once, twice, and sold to the lady in the pink satin dress!” 
I turned my eyes to my left and saw Rachel’s paddle up in the air. Mason winked at the crowd and jumped down. He stormed over to Rachel and pulled her into his arms. 
“Did you just buy me for a quarter of a million dollars?” he asked in awe. I was right there with him and I couldn’t believe it either. 
“The company told me how much I could give. You’re about to sign several spokesperson deals, advertisements, and product sponsorships; overall, that’s really a drop in the bucket on what we’ll secure off our commission. Want to keep the client happy,” she purred. Her lips glistened off the lights, making them look delectable.  
A quarter of a million dollars was a drop in the bucket. Fuck me, I was in the wrong career. 
“I don’t know what to say,” Mason’s eyes were soft and took in every inch of her face. 
“Thank you would be a good start.” Her eyebrow quirked and for the first time I watched sweet, innocent, Rachel smirk. It was lovely. 
He held her face, but photographers were already taking pictures. This did not look good. Instead, he hugged her close, said thank you into her ear, and moved to my side and nuzzled my hair. The cameras went off like crazy. 
“Rachel, this isn’t over. I want alone time with you after the event. Don’t run from me. I want you in my room when this is over so we can talk. Swear you will come,” he pleaded under his breath. 
“I will,” she promised. Then he kissed my cheek and went off to shake the hands of the donors who had given during the auction.  
 
***
The crowd continued to dance and participate in the festivities as the rest of the night wore on. Finally, Mason’s voice broke through the loud speaker and the lights turned up, signaling the night was just about over. It was after Midnight and my feet were killing me. I needed a hot bath, which I knew I had back in my hotel suite. Mason had booked us another double suited room so we wouldn’t have to drive or take a taxi back the thirty minutes to his place. Instead, we were in one of the Penthouse suites in the luxury hotel as were most the players and their WAGs. 
Mason cleared his throat, which sounded inordinately loud through the PA. “Can I get everyone’s attention?” He asked the crowd and slowly everyone made their way to stand around the stage. The spotlight went onto Mace’s beautiful face. “I just wanted to thank everyone for coming tonight, for supporting Breast Cancer Awareness and the local Boston Chapter. Ten years ago, my Dad lost his wife, and my three brothers and I lost our Mom. She was only thirty-five years old. There isn’t a day that goes by that we don’t miss her. The cancer hit quickly and took her fast. She never even had a mammogram because she wasn’t forty. Even with a family history, she thought it wouldn’t happen to her. Well, it did. Let’s not lose any more of the women we adore to this devastating disease.” 
The crowd’s applause was deafening. Mason put his hand out and shushed the crowd with a gesture. 
“Though tonight was in honor of my mother, Eleanor Murphy, it’s more for the women who have yet to be saved. That’s why it is my extreme pleasure to welcome up the President of the Boston Breast Cancer Awareness Group to accept a check for tonight’s donations.” Mason looked down at the check and his eyes turned watery, and before he could man-up, a tear slipped down his cheek. He rubbed his eyes. “Think I got something in my eye.” The crowd laughed and so did I. 
Mason shook his head and his hand trembled. Seeing a big, confident man hit with some serious emotion made the entire crowd respond. It was like a tidal wave of happiness and sorrow mixed into one. Mick Murphy jumped up on stage and clapped a hand onto his son’s shoulder and squeezed several times. Being there for his son, helping him stand proud during a very powerful moment was something I wished I’d had from my own dad. 
“It is with extreme pleasure and gratitude for everyone here that I present you with a check for one million, two hundred seventy thousand dollars.” Mason held out the check and the entire crowd screamed so loud it almost brought the house down. Chills raced up and down my arms and gooseflesh rose across every inch of my skin. We had raised close to one point three million dollars in a single night. The man from the charity took the check, tears rushing down his face. He didn’t try to hide them. 
Through the mic that was held at Mason’s cheek you could hear the man say, “Son, I lost my wife a few years ago. She would have been proud to see this. My daughter is alive because of the work we do and the prescreening she underwent at twenty. I can’t thank you enough for bringing such attention to the cause in our own home town, but also spreading the word through your good name,” he pulled back and finished. “And the entire Red Sox team. Thank you all. Everyone who’s here tonight and contributed, we will put this money to good use right away!” he wiped tears from his eyes. 
There’s something about seeing grown men cry that turns a woman into a sniveling idiot. All the women around where weeping, blotting their eyes with pocket squares and handkerchiefs, me included.
It was the best night I’d had in a long time. 
 
***
Back at the room, I sleepily pulled myself out of the tepid bath water. I’d long since lost the bubbles, drank all the rest of my champagne, eaten my weight in chocolate covered strawberries, and was now about to hit the sheets. I pulled on the comfy robe, wanting to go out and say goodnight to Mason. He had been so busy with his brothers; I’d told him I’d see him up in the room or in the morning first thing for some breakfast. He kissed me sweetly on the lips for the cameras that were anxiously waiting, held my hands, and thanked me for everything. One of the WAGs and I took to our rooms and left the men to finish up their male bonding for the night. Overall, I was really impressed with how things worked out. A crazy amount of money was raised, the entire event looked great for Mason and the Red Sox team as a whole and a bunch of rich people got fat tax write offs. Most importantly, Mason’s mom was honored and more women than I can count on my fingers and toes would get the prescreening they needed and hopefully save lives. 
I felt like a modern day Mother Teresa in fuck me pumps, a tight skirt, and a leather jacket. I snickered to myself and stepped drunkenly into the open living room. It was empty, but Mason’s suit coat was thrown over the back of the couch so I knew he was back. I tip toed to his room and saw a soft light shining through the two inches the door was open. 
As I got closer, I heard some noises. My brain couldn’t quite seem to come up with the appropriate response to what I was hearing until it was right in front of me. Through the crack in the door there were two bodies. Mason was clearly on top of a woman, powering into her from behind. 
“Fuck yeah, so tight,” he said. I watched, unable to look away as he slid a hand up the woman’s spine and into her blonde hair. He pushed it aside and that’s when I saw who was on her hands and knees. Rachel. Sweet, professional, Rachel was pressing her perfect little ass back into Mason while he plowed into her over and over. He curled a hand around her shoulder, and thrust hard. “Mine. You’re mine now, Rach. I’m going to take this sweet pussy every day for the rest of my fucking life,” he roared. 
Rachel screamed, “Yes, God yes. Mace, so good. I’m gonna, I’m gonna, Oh my god.” 
“That’s it baby,” Mason said before he lifted her up to wrap a hand around her breasts and tweak both her nipples. She had small breasts but they were the perfect handful and he seemed to enjoy them without complaint. I knew I should go, I shouldn’t stay and watch, but they were so beautiful. Unlike the erotic kinky show I saw the last time I caught Mason, this was something completely different. It was like watching art. Truly capturing the act of love. 
Mason tweaked Rachel’s small nipples into tight little points. I bit my lip and squeezed my legs together. The space between my own legs was aching, wet, and desperate for attention. But I wouldn’t do it. I wouldn’t get myself off while watching them. That would be going too far. 
Just as I started to back up and give them some privacy, Mason’s hand flew between her legs where the blonde hair was trimmed into a neat little line. He moved two fingers around and around and she arched back just as he hammered his way home. Both of them cried out in combined release. It was exotic, sensual, and something I wanted for myself more than anything. I just didn’t know who or when I’d find it. For a brief time this year I thought I had it, but now, I was back to square one and I was a free agent. I could be with whomever I wanted and so could Wes. 
Wes. God, even the thought of his name sent a fresh pool of desire to moisten the flesh between my thighs. 
Quickly running back to my room, I shut the door, and flung myself into bed. I didn’t want to do what I did next but I couldn’t help it. I pulled out my phone, brought up the pictures I’d taken of Wes and Alec and scrolled through their naked beauty. And then I touched myself. It took no more than thirty seconds and I was crying out, muffling my cries against my forearm, sinking my teeth into the robe and meat of my arm as the tremors washed over me. 
It felt good while it lasted, but then lying there in the quiet of the room, the overwhelming feeling that hummed just under the surface was an unbelievable sense of loneliness. For the first time in my life, I was by myself, truly and utterly alone.  
 



Chapter 7 
 
Sponsors for Mason came out of the woodwork after our big charity event. Turns out that when a young pro ball player goes philanthropist, every major sports related organization wants a piece of him. Rachel was fielding requests for interviews, ad campaigns, commercials and the like all week. Me, I played the part of pretty, devoted girlfriend while gorging on beer and baseball. It. Was. Awesome. Three weeks in and I was already bemoaning the fact that soon I was going to be leaving Mason and the easy life. Sure, I’d be sent to another rich guy who needed me for something else and the amenities would be great, but they wouldn’t be something I could wrap my arms around. Living with Mason, once we got past all his douche bag ways was really easy. He was funny, smart, and loved living life. I felt young for the first time in a long time. There was nothing for me to do except be me. Mason liked me for me. As a matter of fact, we got along like friends who had a long history, even though it had only been three weeks. We clicked. 
The good news was that Rachel had been coming over more often. They were so unbelievably cute together. She was still shy and he made a point of bending over backward to please her. Made me wonder how this was all going to work out when I left. I mean the fans and the public had seen me for the last three weeks as the doting girlfriend, committed Red Sox fan, and the woman who helped her guy put on a huge charity event. 
“Hey Mace, do you think we need to plan some type of public breakup?” I asked while pushing eggs around the frying pan. It was my turn to make breakfast and Mason ate a ridiculous amount of protein so I was cooking a dozen eggs for just the two of us, ten of which he’d gobble up, bacon, and I’d cut up some fruit. 
Mason stole a piece of bacon from the plate I had sitting next to the stove and munched on it thoughtfully. “I don’t know. We should ask Rach. My guess would be that Rachel and I would keep our relationship under wraps for a few weeks so the public doesn’t see me hopping from one girl to another you know?” 
I nodded, grabbed the shredded cheese and sprinkled some over the scrambled eggs then added some salt and pepper. “Makes sense. How is it going between the two of you anyway?” Not that I couldn’t hear the sexcapades from another state away. They could work to keep it down. I’d been in a permanent state of arousal all week just from hearing them through the walls. 
He stole another slice of bacon and leaned next to the stove while I plated the food. Two eggs and two slices of bacon for me, ten eggs and four slices of bacon for Mason. I set the plates onto the bar top where we preferred to eat. The dining room seemed too formal for either of us. 
“It’s going good.” He grinned. “Never knew such a wildcat was under all those suits, but damn if I’m not the happiest fucker around.” 
I snorted and choked on my eggs. He slapped my back until it passed. “Wildcat? Seriously?” 
He nodded, smiling so wide I could see every tooth. “Best lay I ever had.” 
That earned him a punch to the arm. He rubbed it. “True though. She’s sweet and proper in her suits but the second I get her out of them, man Mia, that little blonde rocks my fuckin’ world.” 
This time I grinned. “I’m so glad, Mace. Do you think it will turn into something?” I asked, keeping my own hope in check, trying not to show how excited I was for them. 
He tipped his chin and nudged me with his arm. “It’s serious. I can’t imagine any other man putting his hands on her.” He shivered and groaned. “Makes me crazy just thinking about it. I figure, if thinking about her with another man makes me want to punch my fist through a wall, it’s gotta mean something. Right?” 
“Right,” I agreed instantly. 
“So, I gather I’ll talk to her about it tomorrow night when we’re in Seattle.” 
Seattle. We were headed to Seattle. Someone I cared a great deal about lived in that very city. “Seattle really?” 
“Yep, plane leaves first thing tomorrow morning. We’ll be there for a couple days. Quick three gamer. Get your shit together, sweetness.” He cleared his plate so fast it was as if the eggs and bacon had been vacuumed up instead of eaten. 
I licked my lips and the possibility of burning off some of the loneliness I’d felt this past week sparked in my mind like flicking on a light switch. “Hey, I uh have a friend in Seattle. While you and Rachel are you know, doing your thing, would it be okay if I had a friend over?” 
Mason’s eyes widened and he grinned. “You’ve got a friend?” 
I narrowed my gaze at him. “Yeah, doesn’t everyone have friends?” 
“What kind of friend,” he hedged with a hint of mirth to his tone. “A male friend.” 
“Does it matter?” I shot back throwing some serious attitude. It wasn’t really any of his business and I didn’t plan on sharing. 
He shook his head. “Nope, just teasing. I don’t care who you fuck; as long as the press don’t catch wind that my fake girlfriend is cheating on me, we’re good.” 
That’s when I smiled and waggled my eyebrows. “I can be discreet.” 
Mason licked his lips and smirked. “I’ll bet you can.” 
 
***
Rain delay. Nothing but buckets were coming down when we landed and got to the field. The umps were holding the game and had been for the last hour. The fans however did not care one bit. The Mariners were diehards for their team and probably used to rain. Gave me time to text a certain sexy Frenchman I’d been missing. 
To: Alec Dubois
From: Mia Saunders
Hey Frenchie…I’m in town for a couple days. You free to meet up tonight?
 
I could not believe I was doing this. I hadn’t spoken to Alec since I’d left almost two months ago. An hour later, I finally got a reply. 
 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Alec Dubois
Ma Jolie, I will meet you anywhere, any place. Am I to assume this is what you American’s say a booty call.
 
Uncontrollable giggles left me at imagining Alec saying “booty call” with his French accent. I hugged the phone, already feeling lighter and no longer alone. 
 
To: Alec Dubois
From: Mia Saunders
Are you interested?
 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Alec Dubois
Need you even ask? Wear very little. I want to see ta peau parfaite the moment you open the door. 
 
Perfect skin. He wants to see my perfect skin. He always had a way of showing me how much he adored my body. I thought back to his fingertips caressing my naked hip up my waist and between my breasts. He would whisper beautiful French words into my ear as he touched me. Alec made me believe I was beautiful. In every way. 
Immediately, I became heated, desire swirling thick in my veins as the anticipation of seeing Alec spiraled through every pore, tickled along each hair, caressing me with the essence of need. 
Tonight, I would see my Frenchman. I could not wait! 
 
***
I opened the door and there he was. Alec Dubois, my Frenchie. Before I could say hello, he grabbed me around the waist, pulled me into his chest, and lifted me off my feet. His lips were on mine and my legs wrapped around his trim waist. He turned, slammed the door shut then pressed me into it, deepening the kiss. The hardest part of him rubbed against the very space I wanted him most. I moaned, opening my mouth further. He took the invitation and swept his tongue inside to swirl against my own.
Until that moment, I’d forgotten how much I missed kissing Alec. When he kissed, he did it with everything he had to give…passion, desire, and grace. So much grace and beauty I could hardly breathe. He ripped his mouth away and set his forehead against mine. 
“Ma Jolie, I have missed your love,” he whispered against my lips. Tears prickled against my eyes, and I caught his gaze. His eyes were golden yellow set with brown flecks that seemed to glow in this light. 
I nipped his lips and nuzzled into his neck. “I’ve missed you, too, Alec. I had no idea how much until you were standing in front of me.” He curled his fingers into the nape of my neck and his thumbs swept across my chin and lips. 
His eyes seemed to catalogue every facet of my face the way only an artist who’s extremely focused on details could. “You have been sad, chérie. Why?” 
I shook my head, not wanting to get into it. “Later. For now, are you hungry, can I get you anything?” 
Alec pressed his length firmly into my center. Beads of excitement roared from the middle out and through my limbs. I tightened my legs, bringing him closer. His eyes flashed with an intensity I’d missed. It was the look of a man who is desperate, Desperate to have his woman. “I have only the hunger to taste your sweet sex, ma jolie.” And there was my filthy Frenchman. 
Without further ado, he led me to my suite and kicked the door shut. He placed a knee to the bed and then folded over, letting me down as if I was as precious as one of his paintings. 
“Undress for me,” Alec said then stood. “I want to watch you expose your light.” 
The way he spoke, the fire in his gaze, sent me spinning with lust. With absolutely no finesse, I lifted up to my knees and pulled the tiny dress I wore over my head. I wore nothing underneath, remembering his preference for little clothing and the lack of barriers. 
“Vous êtes devenue plus belle.” Alec spoke in French and the words slid along the surface of my skin as if he’d touched me, light as a feather but just as tantalizing. Even with my French rusty and lacking experience, I knew what he said. He told me I’d gotten more beautiful. 
I shook my head. “Only through your eyes.” 
He cupped my cheek. “You do not see yourself the same way the world sees you.” 
I laughed. “You are not the world, Frenchie.” 
Alec tapped my lip and I sucked his thumb into my mouth and swirled my tongue around the digit. His eyes darkened, the light no longer showing the golden tone of his amber gaze. 
“Oh chérie, have you forgotten what you learned during our time?” he whispered, stripping off his t-shirt, exposing the square pecs I loved to sink my teeth into and the washboard abs that my fingers itched to trace. 
“I haven’t forgotten how much I love your body.” I retorted, fisting my hands at my sides, my breasts heaving, becoming heavy and needy. Both his hands came out and lifted the twin globes, squeezing and molding them as if he was reacquainting himself with my body. A cry spilled from my lips when he swiped both thumbs across the turgid peaks. He inhaled deeply when close to my neck as if breathing in my scent. 
Closing my eyes, I moaned and tipped my head back in offering. I could feel the edges of my hair trailing along the exposed skin of my bum. “I love your touch.” 
A wet sensation covered my right breast and then I felt the nip of his teeth pinching the skin. A fresh bout of desire leapt from where he plucked and sucked straight down the length of my torso to settle hotly between my thighs. My clit throbbed and ached, primed for the moment he’d touch me there. And I knew he would. If I knew anything about Alec Dubois, I knew he loved the taste of me on his tongue. 
For long minutes, Alec feasted on my breasts, sucking, plucking, massaging, and biting down on the tips until they were ripe, red, little strawberries ready to be eaten. My hips rotated in the air, searching for something, anything to relieve the ache. 
“Alec,” I pleaded, and he grinned against my nipple, sucked hard, and then pulled away. When I opened my eyes, I knew what he must have seen. A woman who was ready to be fucked. Only Alec didn’t fuck, he made love and told me so repeatedly. 
His hands went to his jeans where he unbuttoned and pushed them down his toned thighs. The thick knob of his cock was weeping at the tip when it sprang free of its denim confinement. I leaned forward and licked the pearly drop, groaning at the remembered taste. 
“Oui, mon amour, take the edge off so I can gorge on you.” 
I was on my hands and knees when he tunneled his fingers into my hair and thrust into my mouth. I took him deep, so deep he slipped down my throat the way he liked. “Si bon.” So good, he said. And he wasn’t wrong. It was unbelievably good to be servicing Alec. His taste, his scent, reminded me of amazing times, of great sex, and a lot of laughter, love, and friendship. All of the things I needed in my life now. With Alec, I wasn’t alone. 
I doubled my effort taking long laps of his length, and worshiping the tip, sucking every drop of precum like a kitty with tiny little flicks to a saucer of cream. He watched me take his length over and over. When I looked up from my position, his nostrils were flared, his eyes intense half-lidded slits, his mouth a firm slash, twisting into ecstasy as he powered into my mouth. I took what he gave and loved every second of it. Then, with no warning, he never did warn before, he pressed deep and filled my mouth to the brim with his essence. Hot bursts of his seed rushed down my throat. I swallowed reverently, milking him for every drop until his hand turned into a fist at the roots of my hair and pulled me off his cock. 
“Oh, ma jolie, I’m going to show you again how to love yourself, and others, by loving you this night. That, my beautiful Mia, was a prefect start.” 
 
***
 
We’d just exited the shower after two rounds of serious fucking. “Thank you for coming tonight,” I cuddled into his bare chest. His fingertips traced along my arm and the ball of my shoulder in patterns I couldn’t place. Didn’t try to. 
Alec rubbed his jaw along the crown of my head. “Why are you so alone when you are paid to be with someone?” he asked. The tone was inquisitive not accusatory. 
Snuggling in, I licked his nipple then kissed it sweetly. “I don’t sleep with all my clients, Alec.” 
His arms tightened around me. “Vraiment?” Really? He asked. 
That brought out a chuckle. “Really,” I answered. 
“I do not understand this. Why, if they are paying you to be with them, are you not with them in the most beautiful way possible?” 
Again I giggled into his warm skin. Of course, he would lack understanding. “You know I didn’t have to have sex with you.” 
His eyes narrowed, and I could tell he was trying to work something out. “Chérie, you and I were meant to love one another. It was never a question, oui?” 
“Oui, but that isn’t the case with everyone, Alec. I’m not paid to fuck.” 
“I do not fuck.” He reiterated strongly, his voice a growl and something I knew very well. 
I lifted my head up, placed my hands on his chest and set my chin on top of them. “I know. And I adore that about you.” His hands trailed up and down my back as if he were painting something. For all I knew, he could have been. He was an artist. “You taught me to love the one you’re with, but that doesn’t always mean you have sex with them.” 
His eyes narrowed and he looked positively affronted. “Why not? Everyone needs to release tensions, connect physically, and making love is the best way to do that.” 
Of course, my Frenchie would see it that way. “Well, the client after you was gay.” I shrugged.
“So then you could have made love to both of them.” He pulled me completely on top of him, slid his hands down to my ass and separated my legs so I was straddling him. He was hardening under me. Alec was, by far, the most virile man I’d ever met. When he said he would make love to me all night, I had no doubt that I’d pass out from needing sleep before he stopped loving me.
Licking a trail from one nipple to the next, I sucked on the neglected flat disc until it hardened. “That would have been an experience, but it wasn’t like that.” 
“I’ll never understand that. Continue.” 
Tilting my head to the side, I used one finger and traced his mustache and beard. His long russet locks had dried and were wavy and sexy in a way that was intensely masculine. “This guy I’m with now, the baseball player. At first, I thought I might want to share a bed with him, but he’s in love with someone else.” 
“Ah, and the other woman does not share. Then why did he need you?” He asked thoughtfully, but it was hard to pay attention because at that moment he decided to press a finger deep into my sex from behind. He leisurely fucked me with one finger until I was wet enough that he could fit another. “You were saying,” Alec said with a grin, knowing exactly what he was doing to me. Sexy bastard. 
“Uh, yeah. Well, he was kind of an ass when we met and then I helped, oh God, fuck…”I dropped my head and pushed back letting his fingers hit just the right spot. “Uh, get the girl he wanted.” 
He clucked his tongue. “Pity. More for me,” he uttered then pushed high into me with those two thick fingers. I pressed back against them moaning and gasping, the sensation splintering all around me. Then I put my mouth on his chest and licked and nipped while he got me off with his fingers. When I was crying out, he rolled me over and kissed a path down my body. “Want your crème on my tongue, ma jolie. Need to remember your taste. Going to eat you now. Are you done telling stories?” 
Telling him stories. He thought talking was telling stories. Damn, the man was cute and fucking talented. Then I pressed into my heels and pushed up into his face. He growled and stuck his tongue as far inside me as it would go. His hands held my lower lips apart and he rubbed his lips, mustache, and beard all over my sex. “Want your scent all over me while I sleep. Then I’ll have beautiful dreams of my sweet tasting, beautiful, Mia. Oui, ma jolie?” 
“Fuck yes,” I groaned and cried out when he sucked extra hard on my o-trigger, sending me to the very top of the crest. 
Alec took his time between my legs. He sucked, fucked me with his finger, nipped at me with his teeth, and even gave me a rosy quarter sized hickey on my inner thigh. Over and over he brought me to the very pinnacle of release, then backed off until I was so exhausted and out of my mind with need I begged and pleaded for him to finish me off. My sex was so wet I could feel the slippery juices sliding between the crack of my ass. Alec didn’t let it fly. He swooped down with the flat of his tongue and teased the tiny rosette I knew he loved, laid his mouth wide over my opening and drank. His cheeks hollowed out, my back arched, and then he grated his teeth along my clit and I shot into the stratosphere bucking like a wild woman. While I was coming, he slipped on a condom and speared his thick cock deep into me and rode me hard, harder than he ever had before. We were wild, out of control, and fucking like we would never get another chance. At one point, he pulled my legs up high, cutting my body in half and powered into me. 
“Love your body.” 
“Love your sex.” 
“Love your heart.” 
“Love your soul.” 
“Love you, Mia.” 
Except Alec said all of those things in French. 
What we did that evening was scalding hot, it was devoted, and it was one of the most passionate sexual experiences of my life. He brought us both to release again, and when the last vestiges of his essence poured into me, he collapsed against my body. Together, we passed out, still connected physically, emotionally, and mentally. 
 



Chapter 8 
 
I woke in the middle of an orgasm. My legs were clamped around Alec’s head as he took me there. Then without even a word, a good morning, he rolled on a condom. I’d lost count of how many we used the night before. He inched his way into overused swollen tissue. Still, it felt divine. My poor hoo-hah tensed and pulsed like it had been through a battle and won. This time he made slow, careful love to me. We both knew it would be the last time, but I wouldn’t say forever. I’d learned not to think that way. Between seeing Wes again and now Alec, never was not a word I’d keep in my vocabulary when it came to the men I cared for. 
Once we were done, he methodically put on his clothes. “I enjoyed this night with you, ma jolie. When you are town again, or are in need of a reminder that you are loved, you will call, oui?
I nodded, got up and threw on a silk robe I had hanging over the door while he pulled his hair into a messy man bun. God, I loved the man bun. I leaned up on my toes and kissed him. He wrapped his arms around my body and held me close while we kissed for long moments. 
He pulled back and kissed my nose. “I have much work to do or I would feast on your flesh all day.” He cupped my cheeks and focused his yellow gaze all over my face. “Sadness does not become you. This reason you are sad, is it a man?” 
I pinched my lips together and thought back to that phone call. God, how I wished I’d never made that call. I could have just texted him and then we’d both blissfully go on, knowing that the other still felt it deep. And here I was now, doing the same thing he was doing. Losing myself in another man’s body, in sex. Really good sex, toe curling, mind-blowing sex, but it still wasn’t with the one I wanted it to be with. 
“Yeah, it was a man, but you know, having you here, helping Mason get his girl, I realize that it’s all part of the process. My journey this year is long and if at the end, I’m meant to be with a certain man then I will.” Alec nodded and I smiled, the thought taking wings. 
Alec pushed back my unruly hair and caressed the side of my face. “Ma jolie, you are very young. Give yourself time to enjoy life and all its offerings.” He pressed his forehead to mine. “Including the pleasures of the flesh, oui?” I knew what he was saying and it reinstated my belief that this year was about me. Not about me and someone else. It was about me saving my dad and finding myself. Wherever that took me is wherever it took me. He was right. I was young and not in a committed relationship and neither was Wes. I couldn’t fault the man for wanting to find a connection to someone, to not be alone even for a short time he shared his body with someone else. I’d done that, too. And you know what, it felt amazing. I felt amazing. Refreshed, ready to take on whatever life was going to throw my way. 
“You know, you’re pretty amazing, Frenchie.” Alec grinned that drop dead sexy smile and I swear I felt it in my clit. 
“This I know, chérie.” He leaned forward and kissed me softly. “Only you, you need to remember you too are a gift to this world.” 
Alec always had a way with words. Words that could soothe, entice, and always worked their magic on my psyche. 
I led him by the hand into the living room portion of the suite. It was far too much to hope that Mason and Rachel would already be out for the day. Then again, I should have just looked out the window. Rain. Heaps of rain smattered against the sliding door. That meant practice would be delayed or canceled. 
Rachel and Mason were both completely dressed and sitting at the dining area having what looked to be lunch, not breakfast. Fuck, what time was it?
Mason’s eyes caught sight of Alec and then me in my robe, hair a mess, cheeks probably rosy from the recent orgasm, basically my entire look screaming I-was-just-fucked. Mason grinned. “Hey sweetness, sleep well?” 
That’s when Alec jumped in. “I wouldn’t call what we did sleep,” he waggled his brows seductively. My Frenchman was incorrigible. Rachel didn’t say a word. Her mouth was wide open, her fork held mid-air close to her face with a strawberry sitting on the tines waiting to be eaten. 
“Uh, this is Alec, that’s Mason and his girlfriend Rachel.” 
Rachel’s hand came down and the fork clattered against the plate. “Uh, hi?” she said. That was definitely the first time I’d seen the professional put together woman totally at a loss for words that didn’t involve a large, sexy as sin baseball player. 
Mason gave a chin lift. I turned Alec around and led him to the door. We weren’t completely out of sight but he never cared about what people thought. Instead of walking out the door, he pulled me against his body, placed one hand on my ass and one at my nape, crushing me to his lengthy form before he devoured my mouth. Tongue, lips and teeth parried and danced the most delectable of goodbye kisses. 
Finally when we both couldn’t breathe he let me go. “Je t’aime, Mia.” Alec said, his tone filled with the love I knew he had for me. I held a place in his heart and I always would. That was enough for me. 
“I love you too, Alec.” 
I watched him until he entered the elevator. “Until next time, ma jolie,” he said as the doors closed behind him. Then I turned and went back to the table. When I got there, Mason handed me half of his club sandwich. I sat down and took a bite, suddenly ravenous. 
Neither of them spoke until Mason turned his entire body to me, elbow to the table. “So you love this guy?” He hooked a thumb behind him. 
I nodded. “Yeah, but not in the way you’re thinking. I’m not in love with him. We just have something. When we’re together, we’re together. It’s just us. But most of the time, we’re not.” 
Rachel closed her eyes and then pursed her lips. “I don’t get it. We heard him say he loved you. And in French. Oh my god, that was sexy.” She gasped when Mason’s burning gaze shot her way. “Sorry.” She shoved a piece of fruit into her mouth and looked down at her plate. 
Pushing a piece of hair back, and pulling my leg onto the chair, I focused on my two new friends and decided I had nothing hide. I needed to be me warts and all. If they were my friends, they’d accept me for who I was, not who they thought I was. “Alec was a client. We went there.” I made a hand gesture that both of them understood. “Enjoyed the hell out of it. He taught me a lot about people, about loving myself and others. So yeah, I love him. Just not in the ‘I’m going to marry him, want to have his babies, or be his girlfriend’ type way. More like…” I thought about it for a moment while looking at the rain pelting the balcony. “More like ‘I really love it when he fucks me into next week and I care about him and love him like a friend’. Does that make sense?”
Both Mason and Rachel shook their heads and I groaned. “I can’t explain it. Just, don’t worry about it.” 
“From the sound of it, the fuck you into next week part sure as hell happened. Damn girl, I rolled over and fucked Rach so many times last night I think my dick might have been sprained listening to you take it over and over again.” Mason joked boldly. Rachel and I both simultaneously socked him in the arm. “Ouch!” He rubbed his arms. “You enjoyed it,” he pointed at Rachel and her cheeks turned a mighty shade of red. 
I polished off the sandwich and got up. “Need to shower.” 
“Smell you later…sex fiend.” Mason said when I started walking away. 
“Takes one to know one, fuck-face!” I hollered back. Maybe Mason would be my boy version of Ginelle back home. That could be nice. 
“You both are like children,” was the last thing I heard Rachel say as I closed the door to my room. 
 
***
Over the next couple days, Mason and the Red Sox won their games. Everyone was in the best of moods and it showed. When we got back to Boston, we stepped off the plane, into a cab, and over to the Black Rose pub where his brother Brayden worked the bar. It was time to celebrate and the team was ready. A truckload of guys poured out of cabs and town cars. The second we entered, Brayden whistled over the bar. A pretty waitress went over to something that looked like a stereo and hit a button. 
“We are the champions” by Queen filled the bar. It was still early, and on top of that a weeknight, so the bar was practically dead at four in the afternoon, but that didn’t stop the team. They were ready to slug back some beers and let off some steam. They’d been playing like rock stars on the field and they had a few days break to enjoy. Today was time to celebrate. The WAGs found their place cuddling next to, or in the lap of their chosen player and the drinking started. 
Several hours into the night and I was feeling mighty fine. 
“Mace, I’m going to head home,” Rachel said, leaning close but not too close to cause suspicion. The team didn’t know that he was bangin’ Rachel and not me. All but Junior believed the sham. 
“Baby no, meet me at my place?” Mason suggested with a pair of his best puppy dog eyes. I had to give it to a woman that could deny a man what he wanted with that look. 
Rachel shook her head. “Got to work tomorrow, I need to do laundry and be fresh for the day. I’ll come by the house for an early lunch?” 
Mason nodded and put his hand at her neck. Her eyes widened and so did mine glancing around to see if anyone was watching. They weren’t. Most the crew was already three sheets to the wind anyway. 
“Mace,” I warned, nervous he was going to break character. Instead, he just squeezed her neck and then patted her on the shoulder. 
“Miss you, baby. See you tomorrow.” 
Rachel smiled sweetly at Mace then hugged me. “Take care of him, will ya?” 
I looked at her with mock seriousness, put my hand at my brow and saluted her. “Yes, Ma’am!” 
“Children. I swear being around you two is like hanging out with twenty-year-old children,” she shook her head and walked off. Mason watched her ass the entire time. Rachel had a nice ass. Small, but she worked it. 
“Fine fucking ass that woman. Damn, I’d like to take a bite out of it right now.” He growled and then slugged back the rest of his brew. “Let’s get shitfaced and take a cab back?” 
Brayden came over to our side of the bar. “How you two doin’?” he said his coppery hair glinting red off the neon pink bar lights behind him. 
“We’re ready to get serious. Shots and beer chasers. Mia, we’re about to play a game!” 
I shimmied on my seat. “Love games. What’s it called, maybe I’ve heard of it?” 
“Called bullshit.” 
“Bring it on, ball boy. My girlfriend Gin and I wrote the book on this fucking game. Never lost!” 
Mason grinned a mocking evil little smirk. “Line ‘em up, bro,” he said to his brother. 
Since Mace was throwing down the gauntlet, I unzipped my Red Sox hoodie and put it around my chair leaving me in a tight tank. My girls were on display in a big way. He glanced down at my tits and groaned. 
“That is not playing fair. What are you doing, trying to distract me?” He accused and I laughed. 
“Well, we’re going to need some more players.” 
Junior and Kris were sitting close. We brought them into the game and Mason explained the rules. Then the drinking commenced. 
 
***
 
“Once upon a time I was walking through the woods and I stepped in some bear shit!” Mason said. Usually the stories were more involved, really creative, but we’d been at the game awhile and we were all losing pretty regularly. 
I was Bear Shit. So when he said bear shit I had to respond with, “Bullshit!” I yelled, slapping my hand on the bar. 
“Who shit?” Mace’s head slammed back as if punched. 
“Baby shit!” I snickered and pointed to Kris. 
The way the game worked is, you started with a story, blamed “shit” on one of the player’s fake names, then they claimed “Bullshit” and the accuser would respond with “Who shit?” or some version of the same. The person accused would blame someone else. Then the new accused would claim “bullshit.” And so on and so on. I was a master at this game having played endless rounds with Ginelle growing up, but that didn’t stop me from drinking the entire game, right along with the people who messed up. 
“Uh, uh…shit, I forgot what I was supposed to say!” Kris pouted. 
“Drink!” Both Mason and I roared and pointed. We all did a shot because it was more fun to drink together than one at a time and we continued with the game. 
By last call, Mason and I were blotto, barely holding one another up. We’d not had dinner, but had munched on some fries and nachos throughout the game. I tried to slam back water every time Brayden put a glass in front of me, but I’m certain for every glass of water I drank, I’d had three beers and a couple shots to boot. 
Brayden got us both into a cab, paid the driver from Mason’s wallet, patted us both on the heads, and told the driver where to take us. 
We weren’t really sure how we got home, but there was a lot of singing baseball tunes, cussing, and hollering. 
Eventually, we made it back to Mason’s house. We stumbled up the walk. 
“How the fuck do we get in,” he slurred and leaned heavily against the door. 
I swayed on my feet and looked around. The street was really pretty. Blurry swaths of color streamed past my vision. The wind blew my hair and kissed my skin, making the hairs on my arms prickle enticingly. 
“I love your street. It’s like art, all colorful and halos of light,” I moved to step down but Mason caught my arm before I tumbled down the stairs. He pushed me back against the door. 
“Keys!” he said as if he’d won the lottery. He pushed a hand into his pocket and pulled out a set of keys showing the prize. “Yes!” he pumped a fist in the air and I tried to high five him but it didn’t really work. It ended up being more a slap of his curled fist. 
Together, we struggled to get the door open and then essentially tumbled into the foyer drunkenly. With effort we leaned on one another and made our way up the stairs. 
“Shhh, you might wake up Rachel,” Mason said, bumping into the wall and taking me with him. 
I concentrated hard and pushed him forward. “She’s not here!” I reminded him. 
His entire face went sad. “Oh man, that sucks so bad. I wanted to fuck her. Man,” he slid a hand over his face. 
“Aww, it’s okay. You can totally fuck her tomorrow!” I offered, stumbling forward. He pressed me into the wall his chest crushing mine. 
“You fucking smell so good, Mia. Did I ever tell you that?” 
I shook my head and blinked several time. “No but that’s super nice. You should be nice more often. I like you, like you’re awesome likable when you’re not a douchebag.” 
He put his hands to my hips and held me close. “I miss Rachel,” he said, leaning into my chest, his head on the soft pillows of my breasts. 
Bringing up my arms, I patted his back and ran my nails through his silky hair. “It’s okay. She’ll be here soon. She’s gonna make us lunch probably. She’s really nice like that,” I said but didn’t have any idea what I was saying. If I had I’d known what I’d sounded like, basically an uneducated idiot, I might have tried hard to think straight but the liquor was taking its toll. It dawned on me that technically I was a junior college dropout but whatever. That shit didn’t matter anyway. I was making a hundred G’s a year. A month. Whatever it was. A lot of fucking money. 
While I was thinking about my station in life, Mason had moved his hands up and was squeezing both my breasts, looking down at them in complete awe. “You’ve got the best fucking tits. Rach has small tits, but I like 'em. Yours are world class fuck me titties. Can I fuck your titties? That would be awesome!” He screamed happily and I pushed him away. He hit the other wall and barely stayed standing. 
“No, stupid. You cannot fuck my tits. And thank you.” I smiled wide and held my own boobs appreciating their size and weight. “They are some good tits. Men like ‘em a lot. It’s one of my best features.” 
Mason shook his head vigorously and so many times that, in my drunken state, I worried it would break off. 
“No, no, no. You’ve got great tits and ass for sure. But your hair and eyes could make men worship at your feet. Your eyes are like green diamonds,” he came close and held my face up into the hall light. “Yep, like fucking jewels. You have jewel eyes!” He exclaimed and then rubbed his jaw into my neck. His body seemed then to slump against me. “I’m tired.” 
When he said it, I thought about it. My limbs became really heavy, as if I was carrying around a box of rocks in each hand and had a two ton weight on my chest. The weight was Mason who was leaning his entire body against mine, practically sleeping. I could tell by the tiny puffs of air that he was going to fall asleep standing up. 
“No, we have to get you in the bed.” I pulled against him and we both maneuvered sloppily to his giant bed. “Now get ready,” I told him. 
He lifted his chin and pulled off his shirt. Fuck me. His chest was golden and muscled to perfection. I thought back to my Frenchie. He had a really hot body just like Mason. “Your turn.” 
For some reason this request, in my current state, did not sound odd. I pulled off my tank then together we unbuttoned our jeans and slid them down. I was in my bra and panties and he was in his boxer briefs. 
“Are we gonna fuck?” He asked swaying on his feet. I glanced down at his equipment. Nothing was happening. 
“No! Stupid ass,” I pulled back the covers. “Besides, you have whiskey dick,” I giggled and cuddled into the covers. The second my head hit the pillow I was falling asleep. 
Mason rummaged around, pulled back the covers and climbed in. “I no not have disky wick,” he claimed and I laughed hard snuggling deeper into my cave of blankets. “I mean dick whiskey,” he slurred then grabbed me by the waist, and plopped me on his chest. “Nite Rach,” he said, holding me close. 
“Not Rach. I’m Mia,” I rubbed into his warm chest enjoying the heat. 
“Mmm ‘k, night, Mia.” He said and we both feel into a sleep of the dead, or more distinctly, the sleep of the drunk. 
 
***
 
Vaguely, I could hear noises downstairs. I figured maybe Mason was making breakfast. My head was pounding like an entire marching band was playing a John Phillips Souza tune in my head. Instead of opening my eyes, I snuggled deeper into the warmth that surrounded me. 
“Oh man, fucking hell, my head,” I heard Mace say. Only it wasn’t from downstairs or across the room, or next to my bedside. It was a deep rumble against my ear, adding to the music in my own head. 
I blinked several times and opened my eyes. At the same time I started to pull away from the body I was in bed with, the comforter fell to my hips and left me half naked in my bra. 
“What the…” I said looking down at a bare chested Mason who was slowly opening his own eyes. 
Of course, none of this made a lick of sense. My head roared and I pressed my palms to my temples desperately trying to relieve the pressure while trying to remember what happened. 
That’s when the door opened and a chipper, suit-clad Rachel entered saying, “Wake up sleepyhead…” and then she saw me, and Mace sat up, the blanket revealing his bare chest. “Oh my God.” Tears instantly pricked at her eyes and a delicate hand covered the horror wanting to spew from her lips. “No…” she uttered and her entire body trembled. 
Mason looked at me in confusion then Rachel and jumped out of the bed as if a match had been struck under his ass. And then it got worse because he was wearing only his underwear. Rachel made a gurgling choked sound, and I shook my head. 
“No Rach, no please. It’s not what it looks like,” I said, getting out of the bed stupidly clad only in a white lace wisp of fabric that could hardly be called panties and didn’t at all cover my ass, as well as the demi-cup matching bra that my breasts almost fell out of. If I leaned forward, I’m sure I’d have a nip slip. I yanked at the comforter and pulled it against my body. 
Rachel pointed at me. “It looks like you had sex with my boyfriend. Which I guess I should have assumed would happen seeing as you’re a whore for hire!” she screamed her hateful words, and they hit my heart and soul exactly as intended. Like a fucking knife shredding through me bit by bit, slice by slice. 
“Rachel, nothing happened!” Mason walked over to her and she held a hand out in a stopping motion in front of her form. 
“I cannot believe I trusted you. A player. I thought you’d changed. You didn’t change. You just hid your true self really well.” She groaned and tears slipped down her face. “I was in love with you, Mason! I was going to tell you when Mia left and it was just us!” she screamed and sobbed at the same time. Then she turned on her heel and ran out of the room. 
“You deserve each other!” she screamed behind her. 
All we could hear was her heels hitting each step and then the door slamming shut. 
 



Chapter 9 
 
Mason ran his fingers through his hair and pulled at the roots. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. I can’t believe we slept together. Shit!” he paced the room. 
I reached for my tank on the floor, pulled it over my head, and then grabbled for my pants. When he was turned away, I slid them up and over my hips. “Mason, we did not sleep together.” 
He stopped and looked at me as if I’d said something supremely stupid and pointed to the bed. “Um, hello?” 
I blew out a tortured, annoyed breath. I needed coffee and a handful of ibuprofen and quickly. The tiny men doing construction, drilling into my brain with their tiny little tools, while laughing at me for drinking so much last night, needed to go away so I could think straight. “No. We slept together, but we didn’t have sex. We were drunk as skunks. Believe me, I’d know if I’d gotten laid and I’m a hundred percent positive I didn’t.” 
He looked at me from tip to toe. “Yeah, you would,” he grinned and I cringed. “Sorry. Fuck!” He said again obviously feeling like a jerk. “How the hell am I going to get her to believe me? She knows my history, Mia. This is just like the fucked up shit I’d do before her.” He slumped and sat down on the bed.
I sat down next to him. “Okay, this is what we’re going to do. We’re going to shower, get some food, coffee, and drugs into us,” his eyebrows rose. “Ibuprofen or Tylenol dumbass, and then we’re going to call her up. You’re going to grovel and explain that we were just drunk, didn’t fuck, and though it looked really bad, nothing happened but sleeping next to one another.” 
He pushed his thumbs into his temples, his big hand spreading wide. “I remember fondling your tits and asking to fuck them.” He groaned and looked at me guiltily. 
“Well, don’t tell her that part. That was just stupid drunk behavior and no one else saw it. Harmless.” 
“Yeah, harmless,” he grumbled. His shoulders slumped over; he put his head in his hands, and elbows on his knees. He was the perfect vision of a man who’d lost his way, who thought the world was over. 
I slid my hand up and down his warm bare back. “Do you love her?” I asked. His head shot up and his gaze focused intently on mine. He closed his eyes and nodded solemnly. “You have to tell her, Mace. It might be the only way to get yourself out of this bind.” 
He blew air out his mouth, his cheeks puffing out with the effort. “She won’t believe me. I know Rach. She’ll think I’m saying it to save face. I should have told her the moment it hit me. Then she might believe it.” 
Mason loved Rachel. Will wonders never cease? The chauvinistic, womanizing, player had come a long way since the day I arrived almost a month ago. “When did you know?” 
He stood up and started pacing then went over to the window and observed the street below. “That first night we made love. It was…it just was, you know. It’s like I knew then that was the only woman I really wanted to be with forever. And I fucked it up. Christ!” He pulled back and slammed a flat hand to the wall. Thank God, he didn’t punch it or he’d be off the mound for the foreseeable future. 
I walked over to Mace and set my forehead to his back. “We’re going to fix this. You’ll see. It will all be okay in the end.” 
He shook his head. “Why do you believe that?” 
“Because there is simply no other option. If she’s it for you, we have to find a way to make her see that. We’ll figure it out. Together, we’ll get your girl back. You’ve got to take chances in life. Go the way of the unknown.” 
“Thanks, Mia. You’re a good friend.” 
“I know,” I said then bumped his hip with my own. “So first step, showers, meds, food with tons of water, in that order.” I held out my hand for him to shake. He smirked at my outstretched limb probably thinking my antics were silly. “Deal?” 
He grabbed my hand and shook it. “Deal.” 
 
***
 
Getting access to Rachel was a lot harder than I thought it would be. I was leaving in two days and Mason had yet to talk to the elusive blonde. Every call I made to her went straight to voice mail where I repeatedly begged for her to call me back, to call Mason back, to listen to one of us. Nothing but crickets. The woman had a resolve of steel. I was starting to believe that she really wouldn’t give Mason another chance and that broke my heart. 
Even though Rachel said some pretty hurtful things to me, I could understand why she said them. When you’re faced with losing everything you’ve ever wanted, you lash out. It’s normal and the brunette in bed with your boyfriend is a pretty good target. I deserved whatever and more of what she had to say. Though I didn’t like that she believed I was a whore. It was something I, too, struggled with as an escort. One who had sex with her first two clients. Of course, I didn’t with the last two, but she thought differently. 
My cell phone rang and I picked it up. 
“Hello?” 
“Hey doll-face are you ready to move on to your next client?” Aunt Millie’s voice soothed over some seriously grated nerves like a calming lotion. The last couple of days I’d felt like crap knowing that Mason and Rachel were hurting, trying to accept my part in it, and do what I could to fix it, but not knowing how. 
I sighed. “Actually, yeah, the sooner the better,” I said for the first time. I’d never wanted to move on as badly as I did right now. Escaping the problem seemed like a good idea at the time. 
“What’s the matter, honey? The baseball hot shot not treating you well?” 
I shook my head, but she couldn’t see it. “No, he’s cool. Once we got past all his scumbag ways and he learned a thing or two about how to treat a woman he’s been a lot of fun.” 
Aunt Millie’s voice turned sultry. “Oh yeah, then I guess I should expect that additional payout to be sent any day now, eh?” 
“Aunt Millie! Jeez, do you think I fuck every one of my clients?” 
“Honey, you’re young, gorgeous, and an escort for incredibly rich, good looking men. Yes, of course, I think you’re going to get some of that. If I were in your shoes, I most certainly would. In the past, I definitely had my share of beautiful rich men.” 
That’s when I sat down and worried my thumb nail. “You were an escort?” 
“Doll-face, how do you think I know so much about this business, what to charge, who to send my girls too? Of course, I had to be one in order to run the most successful escort service in the nation. I’ve done it all sweetie, including having my share of clients, though back then, they didn’t pay extra. It was an expected part of the service. Now, as you know, I don’t run a brothel, I run a stand up business and pay Uncle Sam what he’s owed. Have my books audited regularly and keep a tight ship. If my girls want to go that extra step, it is expected that the men will accommodate such a gift by giving one of their own. You see, easy.” 
“I see. I guess I just thought you ran a business.” 
“I do. But twenty years ago, that shoe you’re wearing was on my foot. Only I wasn’t so smart.” At this, I paid very close attention to what she was saying. “Back then, I met and fell in love with one of my clients and he screwed me over.” One could say that history was definitely repeating itself with her niece, only I wouldn’t quite agree to having fallen in love with Wes…yet. Aunt Millie continued, “Now, I treat men the same way they treat women. As something to enjoy while they’re there. Nothing more, nothing less. No expectations for more, just a good time and a lot of pleasure.” 
This thought had merit. It’s what I’d been trying to do myself and failing at because my heart was too tangled in the particulars. With Wes, I was knee-deep in emotional turmoil. With Alec, it was fun, pleasurable and something I didn’t feel as though I had left behind or lost, because it was never mine to begin with. When Alec and I were together we enjoyed it immensely. Outside of our time together we moved on to the next thing that gave us joy, with absolutely no guilt or concern for the other because we didn’t have that type of relationship. 
I wished I was able to do that with Wes. And right then and there I promised myself I would put that wall back up and make it so. When it was Wes and me, it was amazing, incredible even. Best I’d ever had in terms of spending time with someone I cared for. Alec, he was a close second. Though with Alec, we both just knew it was for a short time, which made it wildly passionate and something to hold on to as a beautiful memory. When it was Wes, it felt fraught with meaning, complex with feelings and emotions neither one of us should have placed on one another. That’s where we went wrong. Because Wes and I together were automatically more. Somehow, some way, a delineation needed to be made, lines cut and crossed so that we’d stop hurting one another. Of course, it was another problem I had no hope of solving today in my current predicament with Rachel and Mason. 
Taking a deep breath, I firmed my own resolve. “You’re right. Thanks for the advice.” 
“Of course,” she said and I could hear her nails clacking on the keys through the receiver. “Sorry the baseball thing didn’t work out. That had to be a long month.” 
I grinned, thinking back to Alec. “Technically, I met up with an old friend when we were in Seattle.” 
“Oh, sounds like you had a good time with that old friend.” 
“True.” Wanting to change the subject because I didn’t know what the rule was about meeting back up with your clients as it pertained to the business side of things, because what Alec and I had, and last month what Wes and I had, was personal, private, and had nothing to do with me being an escort. “You gonna keep me in suspense about where I’m going next?” 
“Oh my dear child, this is going to be fun. Ever been to Hawaii?” 
Surf, sand, and suntan lotion. “Seriously? I’m going to Hawaii?” 
“Yes, doll-face and get this you’re going to be a model!” 
I groaned. “Like I was for Alec?” It was fun being a muse, but that experience tore into my subconscious and the issues of my past. The last thing I needed was another round like that on the job. 
More clacking could be heard and then she tsked. “No honey. You’re going to be modeling swimsuits for this top fashioner designer in swimwear. His name is Angel D’Amico. He wanted you because he’s followed you in the smut mags. Seen that you’re getting attention and making the rounds with some pretty big names. This does well for someone who’s bringing something new to the table in his profession. Not to mention he’s making suits for real women.” 
“How so?” 
“His line doesn’t start out at a size zero; it starts at a six and goes up from there. He wants more curvy woman in his ads. Women with some meat on their bones. You know a woman with a pair of breasts that couldn’t fit into a two inch speck of triangle shaped fabric. He loved that you were a 36D cup in the bust and were a classic hourglass shape. He has some motto about proving beauty comes in all sizes or something to that affect.”
Huh. That actually sounded really cool. A fashion designer that was actually focused on more realistic sizes. “Sounds like fun. Plus…Hawaii! Awesome,” I started dancing around my room not believing I was headed to an island. 
“It’s going to be a long flight sweetheart. Six hours from Boston then another five from California. Want a layover in California for a couple days, hit your home.” I thought about Wes and how I could see him if he wasn’t on location. Then instantly tossed that idea out the window. It would just make more drama, more emotional crap to think about. No, I wanted to have fun, enjoy Hawaii. Hook up with some random island dude for the sole purpose of fucking his brains out. Yep, that was going to be my new plan. 
“No, make the layover for two nights in Vegas so I can see Maddy, Ginelle, and check in on Dad.” Gin had told me that Maddy was close to taking the plunge with her new beau and I thought she might need her big sis around for some face-to-face time. “I’ll make sure Gin sets up the appointments again for the required beauty stuff.” 
Aunt Millie sucked in a breath that seemed to skate through her teeth with a hissing sound. “About that. You’re going to have get waxed.” 
“I always do,” I reminded her.
“No honey, I mean everywhere. Full brazillian. You’re going to be doing bathing suits. There can be no tuffs of hair peeking out or against the fabric showing when you’re shooting in the ocean.” 
I groaned. “That sucks. And it’s going to hurt.” It was as if I could already feel the strips of sticky goo being slathered onto my sensitive parts then being ripped away. Ouch! 
“Yes, doll-face it does. But the good news, the designer is a fifty year old Italian. Married to an ex-model named Rosa who works with the girls. And you’re not going to be on point every second. You’ll work a standard day or two modeling then have most the week off. I know they have around one to two shoots per week planned. The rest of the time will be yours. Even confirmed that you’ll be staying in a rented two bedroom bungalow right on the beach.” 
“My own place? I don’t have to stay with them?” 
“Nope and they won’t be providing you with clothing. That’s the tradeoff. Since you will only be shooting ads and maybe attending a couple parties with the couple you’ll have most of the time to yourself so you’ll wear what you want. You get to keep the bathing suits though.” Sweet! 
A month in Hawaii. My life just got a hundred times better. “Think I could bring Gin and Maddy?” From the extra twenty from Wes and Alec, I had enough saved to be able to pay their way. They could stay with me, so really we just needed plane tickets and food. 
“As long as you make your shoot days, you can do whatever you want. Should I book them some tickets?” 
“Yeah, but I’ll get back to you on when. I need to see when Maddy’s break from school is for the spring and find out if Gin can take some time off. Oh my god! I’m going to Hawaii and my sister and my best friend are going to get to come. This is the best day ever!” I squealed into the line and my aunt laughed. 
“I’m glad you’re pleased, doll-face. Just remember that when you’re getting every speck of hair ripped off your neither regions.” I snorted in reply. “I’ll send over an email with your flight plans and information. You want the first flight of the day out again, right?” 
“Yep. I like to leave early.” Really I just liked to sneak out before my client knew I was leaving. It’s worked the last three times and I saw no reason to change it now. 
“Love you Aunt Millie.” 
“You, too, doll-face.” She said and then hung up without saying goodbye.  
Now that that was settled, I just needed to find a way to get Rachel and Mason back together. 
Just as I was putting my cell in my back pocket it rang again. 
“Hello?” 
“Is this Mia Saunders?” A serious yet quiet voice asked. 
“Yes, may I ask who’s calling?” 
“I’m calling from Mass General Hospital on Cambridge. We’ve got your boyfriend Mason Murphy in our ER.” 
“Oh my God,” I glanced around, already a panic setting in. I spied my purse on the dresser grabbed it and started down the stairs and out the building. “Is he okay? What happened?” 
“He’s got some bumps and bruises and is being treated for a concussion. Was in a small car accident with a couple other players that are also being treated. Can you come down? He also asked for someone named Rachel Denton, but she’s not picking up.” 
“I’ll find her. Is he really okay though?” 
“Yes, ma’am. He’ll be out of here tonight. Getting patched up now. Doctor will probably release him in a few hours. Would be good to have someone here to pick him up.” 
“Of course, of course. I’ll call his family, too, just in case.” 
“Sure thing, ma’am. See you soon.” 
I clicked off and then stood outside on the Boston street in front of Mason’s brownstone and had no idea where the fuck to start. I didn’t know his Dad’s information and Rachel wasn’t answering my calls. Then I remember his brother worked at Black Rose. At the very least, someone there would be able to get me info on his brother. 
I called information and they connected me to the bar. 
“Black Rose Pub, Brayden here,” his brother answered the line and I felt my knees go weak. 
Sitting on the stoop I pulled myself together. “Brayden, it’s Mia. Your brother’s been in a fender bender and is at Mass General on Cambridge.”
“What? Is Mason okay?” 
“He’s fine. A concussion and some bumps and bruises. I’m heading there now, but I need to find Rachel, his girlfriend,” I said, instantly forgetting my role. 
“I thought you were his girlfriend?” He asked with a timber to his voice that I hadn’t heard before. 
Sighing, I stood up and put my arm out to hail a cab. “No, it’s all been for show. Rachel, the blonde from the other night, that’s his real girlfriend only she’s pissed at both of us, thinks Mason cheated on her with me, and now she’s not answering our calls. He’s hurt and wants the woman he loves by his side. I need to find her.” 
Then Brayden did something I wouldn’t have expected based on the circumstances. He laughed. Hard. 
“Did you not hear me?” 
“Mia, Mia, that pretty blonde that’s always hanging around him? Big blue eyes, thin, rocks a suit?”
Finally, a cab caught sight of me and drew up to the curb. I got in and prepared to tell him to go to the hospital when Brayden chuckled and responded with, “She’s here, in the bar. Drinking like a fish. You want me to cut her off?” 
Looks like the universe was shining down on me tonight. Must be a full moon or something. This shit never happened for me. “Yeah, water down her drinks. I’ll be there in fifteen.” 
“Black Rose Pub, and there’s an extra twenty in it if you hurry!” I told the cabbie. 
“You got it, lady. My wife was bitchin’ about not having any extra. A cool twenty will be nice!” 
“Get me there in ten and I’ll give you forty.” 
The cab screeched out into traffic, flipped a U-turn, and sped off toward the bar. He must have really needed the cash because he got me there in eleven minutes. I didn’t mince words about the minute. I paid the tab and threw the extra forty over the seat. 
“Thanks, dude!” I hollered, jumped out of the car, opened the door to the bar, and started scanning patrons of the bar. 
Sitting hunched over, her hair a wild mess falling out of its complicated twist, pieces flowing all over the place was Rachel. Drinking away her sorrows. 
“Thank God!” I yelled and made my way over to her. 
She scowled. Even with her face pinched into a scowl she was still unbelievably beautiful. One of those women you’d see while getting groceries or standing in line at the post office and think man, I wish I could be as classy and elegant as she was. 
“Rach, thank God I found you!” I plopped into the stool next to her. 
“Whoop-dee-doo.” Her finger went into the air and made a motion like a tornado. “Can’t say I’m happy you’re here, boyfriend stealer!” Those blue orbs narrowed like slits at me, shooting daggers with extremely sharp blades. I hated that she looked at me like that. 
“Rach…” I tried again. 
She cut me off. “Don’t you get enough men with your job? I mean, look at you.” Her eyes seemed to scan me from head to toe. “You’re perfect. The kind of woman that deserves to score a man like Mason Murphy. He’s perfect, too, you know. Like and like go together. Birds of a feather and all that.” Rachel sucked back a glug of whatever fruity martini thing she had in front of her then licked her lips. “You know,” she pointed a finger at me. “I’m glad this happened. At least now I know for sure I could never be with a man like him. Gossamer male specimens like him, could never be happy with me. Not when they can have someone exotic like you!” 
I groaned and held her shoulders. She bit into her lip and finally stopped talking. “Listen to me,” I shook her. “Mason loves you. You!” Her eyes widened and she started to crumble before me. Her lips pursed and those pretty eyes filled with tears that didn’t fall. She shook her head, unwilling to believe. “Yes! He does, and if you’d just listen to him for five flippin’ seconds you’d know it, too! Have you even taken the time to listen to any of the voicemails we’ve left?” 
That’s when she started to tremble and shook her head, tears slipping down her cheeks. “Jesus, for a smart woman, you can be pretty fucking dense!” I accused. Her shoulders slumped, she crossed her arms over her chest, and cowed into herself. 
“Just leave.” 
“I can’t!” I roared and lost my temper. I could feel heat blasting out of every pore as I yelled in her face. “Mason’s in the hospital and he’s asking for his girlfriend. His real girlfriend.” 


 



Chapter 10 
 
“I’m going to be sick.” Rachel’s entire face paled and she put a hand over her mouth. Out of nowhere, a bucket appeared in front of her and she lost it. Heave after heave she hacked into the bucket releasing all the liquor she’d imbibed that evening. I rubbed her back and looked at Brayden. His face said it all. Sadness and concern. 
Once Rachel was done, Brayden took the bucket and left the main bar, headed to the back room. I led a shaky Rachel into the ladies restroom. She washed out her mouth and then I shoved a stick of gum in to mask the tastes and smell. Then I pulled out the pins in her hair and let her curls fall. I dug into her purse; she’d not even removed it from around her while she was drinking the night away. I found a brush and slowly worked out each tangle until it glistened like the spun gold I knew it to be. I handed her a wet paper towel and she removed the streaks her mascara left around her eyes and cheeks. Then I passed her some tissue to blow her nose. After that, I rummaged through her purse again and located lip gloss. It wasn’t much; the woman obviously didn’t carry makeup around with her, though she did have a small powder compact. I handed her both of those and she fixed up her face as best she could. 
“What happened to Mason?” Her words were shaky as she started to come back to the Rachel I had considered my friend. 
“He was in a car accident with some of the other players. He’s has a concussion and they’re letting him out in a few hours. I haven’t seen him. He wanted you, so my goal was to find you.” 
She choked back a sob. “He wanted me?”
I nodded and put my hand at her shoulder. “Rachel, I swear to you, nothing happened. We were drunk. Really drunk. So far over the limit we were breathing fire. Honest to God, I had no idea I wasn’t getting into my own bed. We just fell into his and slept. That’s it. Nothing else.” 
Her eyes closed and her chin tipped down. “I believe you.” 
I took a huge refreshing breath, letting out days of heartache and guilt. “Thank God. Mason has been so lost without you. Thinking he’d never get you back.” 
“It doesn’t mean we’re meant to be together, Mia. Like I said, seeing him with you opened my eyes. He’s not meant to be with some professional career woman. He’s meant to be with someone whose fun- loving, can go to his baseball games, fly around the country with him, and be there by his side. I won’t be able to do that much.” 
“You can’t be serious. What about all those jobs? You’re with his PR firm. You’re his go-to for all the sponsors and stuff. He needs you close more often than not.” 
Her head tilted to the side. “There is that…” 
The hairs on the back of my neck tingled. I was getting to her. “And who’s going to prevent him from making an ass of himself at those meetings? You saw him in there. He’s so green it’s ridiculous. They’d take advantage of him in seconds if you weren’t there. The only reason he’s dialed in is because of you. Now that the deals are coming left and right, and they’re going to keep coming, he’s going to need a publicist that can work for only him. I’m certain of it. That person is you. He’d only trust you.” 
She pushed her hair out of her eyes and her shoulders straightened. “You’re right. He would have been taken. He’s too giving and carefree. Even if he he’s not in it for the money, completely—I know he loves the sport—they were trying to lowball him.” 
“Exactly. And you knew that. You, Rachel.” I pointed at her chest. “You’re the one for him.” 
Her eyes glowed with what could only be described as a renewed sense of self-worth. “We have to get to him!” she said. 
The two of us hustled outside the bar. “Brayden, I’ll call you when I find out what’s going on.” He did a cool chin lift move that silently said, sure thing or something equally macho. “Charge Mason for the drinks.” 
“Got it on his tab already,” he grinned. “Plus this one,” he lifted up a beer and put it to his lips and took a long pull. I shook my head and headed out the door. 
 
***
The hospital was a madhouse when we arrived. Apparently, a big rig jack-knifed on the freeway and ended up causing a fourteen-car pileup. There were people everywhere holding bandages to their heads, arms, and legs. I cringed and hit the info desk. 
“I’m Mia Saunders, we’re here to see Mason Murphy.” 
The woman looked up his name in the computer. “He’s been moved to a temporary room. Level two room 130.” 
“Thank you.” Rachel and I hit the elevator and waited and waited. “Fuck this,” I said and instead we took the stairs. Two flights up and we were on level two and searching for his room. 
When we found it, we both slowed down. I held Rachel’s hands and for a moment, we were connected. Connected in the way that sisters do or best friends, sharing comfort, and sending healing energy to one another. After a couple slow breaths, we turned and opened the door. I entered first, Rachel trailing quietly behind. 
Mason was in the bed, his eyes closed. The lights were low and his Dad sat in a chair in the corner. 
“Mia, sweet girl, they finally got in touch with you.” Mick said and hugged me. I kept my arm around his shoulders as Rachel stood near Mason’s bed. 
His eyes opened and he licked his split lip. There was a row of stitches, no more than five or six, which stretched across his forehead. He had a series of cuts and scrapes along his arms, but it didn’t seem like anything else was broken or damaged. 
“Rachel…” His hand reached out and she clasped it with both of hers. Those tears she had in check on the car ride over were renewed and sliding down her cheeks, dripping onto Mace’s hand as she held it near her face. “Baby, I’m okay. You, I’m worried about you…” 
“Uh, I think I’m missing something,” Mick cleared his throat and held me tighter as if he was protecting me. Such a good man. Concerned for his son, and his son’s pretend girlfriend. 
I held Mick in return and shook my head. “It’s okay,” I whispered.
Rachel looked at Mick, a frightened scared little mouse type expression scrolled over her features. Mason wouldn’t have it. “Hey, pretty girl. Look at me. I’m sorry, nothing happened. I swear,” he said close to the same words that I said to her earlier. “It never could. I only want you. You’re it for me.” 
“Don’t speak, you need to rest,” her voice was raspy as if she’d chain-smoked a pack of Camel non-filters. 
He shook his head then winced. Her hand came up and caressed the side without damage. From what I could see, his head must have hit the window, which split it open. The glass was probably the reason why he was littered with tiny cuts and scrapes. 
“I don’t need to rest. I need the woman I love to listen to me!” He growled and both his Dad and I stayed very still and very quiet watching the entire thing unfold. For me, it was beautiful. For his Dad, confusing. 
“Mason…” she lost her ability to speak. 
He pulled her hand to him which brought her body closer. “That’s right. I love you. I have since that first night. I’d never, never fuck that up. Not in the way you think. What happened with Mia and I was innocent!” his voice rose and she placed two fingers over his lips. 
“Mia already told me. And I believe you. I’m sorry I ever doubted you.” 
“You had your reasons. But baby, after that wreck today, it could have been so much worse and not having you by my side right now. I can’t even think it…” his voice turned thick with emotion. “I need you. Always. By my side.” 
Rachel’s big blue eyes were glassy and soft, focused only on the man in front of her. “Then I’ll be there. Whatever you need. Because I love you, too.” 
I wanted to shout from the rooftops and jump for joy, but instead had to settle for a giant grin. 
“Son…” Mick said, coming up to the other side of the bed. “You’ve got some explaining to do.” He offered somewhat jovially. 
“Dad, this is Rachel. She’s gonna be my full time publicist, if she’ll take the job.” She nodded grinning wide. “And on top of that, she’s my girlfriend. My real girlfriend.” 
She smiled so brightly, it lit the dark room up just like it had from the moment I met her. “Hi, Mr. Murphy. I’m Rachel Denton and I’m in love with your son.” 
Mick looked from Rachel, to his son, then to me. He hooked a thumb toward me standing behind them. “And what about her?” 
“She’s an escort.” Mason responded simply. 
I wanted to smash my head into the wall. His dad’s eyes got so wide you could see straight through to his brain. 
“Oh, no, no. Not like that!” Rachel tried.
“Dad, no, we hired her to help my image. I needed a girlfriend and at the time, Rachel and I hadn’t gotten together. It was Mia who encouraged us, actually.” Now that was true. 
“Sorry for not telling the whole truth, Mick, but it was part of my role. Can you forgive me?” I batted my eyelashes in a way I thought looked pretty pitiful. 
“Us?” Mason added with his own puppy dog look. 
Mick grumbled then slapped a hand at Mason’s shoulder. Supporting his son. Always supportive. “Son, if this pretty lady is your girl and you love her like you say, then I’m sure I’ll love her, too. But you lie to me again and I’ll tan your hide even worse than that car accident did. You hear?” 
At that, both Rachel and I laughed. Mason scowled. “Yeah, Dad. I heard ya.” 
 
***
It was early. The sun hadn’t yet broke on the horizon as I zipped up my suitcase and silently carried it down the stairs. Mason and Rachel were asleep in the master bedroom. After the doctors cleared Mason, we came back to the house and his father puttered around making a late dinner. Claimed that you needed to feed a cold. Of course, Mason didn’t have a cold; he was in a car accident, but none of us thought it prudent to make the distinction. I had a feeling his Dad needed to do something to help, mostly just to spend some time making sure his son was okay. 
Once dinner was done, each one of his brothers stopped by. Shaun with his newest girlfriend. Not the same one he’d showed me a picture of last time we were at dinner, but teens were fickle like that. Hell, I was like that. Hopping from man to man each month, not knowing where I’d be and when. His brothers stayed long enough to rib him about the accident, about having two girlfriends, which made Rachel extremely uncomfortable, not yet used to the attention from the Murphy clan, but I knew eventually she’d fit right in. Ellie had a lot to do with that. With the way Rachel looked, Ellie believe Rachel was a Princess and not for pretend. Just like their mother Eleanor, Rachel was elegant, had a regal look about her, spoke softly, and was a classic beauty. I had a feeling these two would make it for the long haul and hoped even with everything that had happened toward the end of my stay, they’d be willing to keep the lines of communication open. 
I walked through the dark house, made some coffee, and sipped at it while looking out the window. My time with Mason had been interesting to say the least. I had an amazing time watching his games front and center, meeting the players, getting to know the life of a WAG, but more than that, I saw the inner workings of a team. Men who supported one another through it all and played ball like a finely tuned instrument: each player no more important than the next, and utterly beautiful as a whole. I was even more in love with the Red Sox team than I had been before I got to Boston and I was a diehard fan then. 
I’d miss the wives and girlfriends that I’d met as well. They had their own little clique and I very much enjoyed being a part of their girl club for the month. Sarah, Morgan, and, of course, little Kris would not easily be forgotten. They were fine women who supported their guys one hundred percent. Silently, I sent good will and love out to them. 
More than anything though, I’d watched a couple fall in love. Two people who didn’t believe they were right for one another found that the only thing that didn’t work for them was being apart. In the end, Rachel and Mason complemented one another. They were their own yin and yang. 
I couldn’t be happier that Mason had lost his piggish ways. Overall, I think maybe they were his way of putting up a wall. One that would deflect good women, perhaps because he didn’t feel worthy or good enough for a high caliber lady. Once he made those life changes, started living for himself, finding who he was in the grand scheme of things, it was easier for him to see that he didn’t have to put up a front. He could take a chance on being himself and when he did, it opened up an entire world of happiness, namely in the sweet little woman laying by his side prepared to take care of him in every way that matters: businesswise, physically, mentally and emotionally. 
For Rachel, I think it took almost losing Mason to realize that who she was and what she had was enough for him. More than enough. The woman she showed to the world is the exact woman that Mason fell in love with, the one that I was certain he’d take down the aisle one day. 
Finishing my coffee, I got out my stationery. 
 
Mason, 
Something you don’t know about me is that I don’t like goodbyes. They’re messy and uncomfortable, which is why I’m leaving you while you are sound asleep in the arms of the woman you love. The woman you were meant to love. 
I’m honored that you chose me to be your pretend girlfriend. I had more fun this month than I’ve had in years. And I learned a few things. I’m going to take with me the knowledge that you should always put your best self forward and be open to the opportunities right in front of you. Taking chances toward finding your special happiness is important, and far too often people get stuck in the daily grind, or think that the life they are living just can’t get any better, even when they know they aren’t happy. You chose happiness and that came in the form of a sweet, beautiful blonde. Do right by her. She’s taking risks of her own by giving herself to you completely.
Rachel, 
Take care of him. He needs a strong woman who won’t put up with his crap. I know you’re that woman. 
I’ll miss you both and think of you often. Thank you for showing me how life could be if I’d only choose happiness. One day, I’m sure I will find what I’m meant to, and when I do, and the time is right, I’ll never let it go. 
Don’t ever let one another go. 
All my love, 
~Mia


I left the note on the kitchen counter, rolled my suitcase out the door and down the stairs, where I met the taxi. 
“Logan International Airport please.” 
The city flew by as the sun started to slide up over the horizon lighting the sky in soft hues of blue and gold. It had been a good month. Between baseball games, hanging out with Mason, Rachel and the rest of the crew, I’d had a blast. I also had the opportunity to get my feet wet in planning a charity event. One that was beyond successful and would help a lot of women get the help they needed to fight breast cancer. Overall, I’d rate this month as one of many that I’d never forget. 
The cabbie dropped me off at the airport, I checked into arrivals, went through security, and then found a Starbucks to sit at and have more coffee and a slice of lemon bread. Something kept nagging at me and the more I tried to push it away, the more the annoying thoughts crept up and prodded me. 
I pulled out my phone and my heart stuttered to a halt. A text from Wes. We hadn’t spoken since I’d hung up on him over two weeks ago. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
Still friends? 
 
For a long time I thought about those words. Still friends. Were Wes and I friends? Lovers, yes. Friends…before finding out that he was sleeping with Gina, I would have said yes. Definitely. Friends with benefits, absolutely. I thought about Gin and what made us friends. Trust. History. Commonalities. But ultimately, it came down to what would my life be like if she wasn’t in it. And that answer is horrible. I’d feel lost without the anchor of her friendship. Did I have that with Wes? 
The answer unequivocally was yes. Yes I did. I knew for a fact that if I called Wes right now and told him I needed him, he’d drop everything, get on a plane, and be there for me. Same as Hector or Tony, or even Alec would. Definitely Mason. Because they were my friends. People I shared a portion of my life with that made an impression on my soul. They are now a foot print on the path in my life. 
With quick fingers I typed back. 
To: Wes Channing
From: Mia Saunders
Yes. We will always be friends. I can’t imagine my life without you in it. 
 
I walked through the airport, picked out a magazine and then waited at the gate before my phone dinged with an incoming message. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
I feel the same. Is there still room for more or have I lost you?
 
To: Wes Channing 
From: Mia Saunders
You could never lose me. For now we go our own way. 
 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
Stick with the plan?
To: Wes Channing 
From: Mia Saunders
Yes. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Wes Channing
When I can see you again? 
To: Wes Channing 
From: Mia Saunders
The next time you’re meant to see me. 
 
With that last text, I turned off my phone and boarded the plane to Vegas. A quick couple days with my sister and best friend would be exactly what I needed to get me ready for a month in Hawaii. I could hardly wait. Sun, surf, and suntan lotion. Bring on the heat. 
 
Mia’s journey continues in May (Calendar Girl).
 



Excerpt from May: Calendar Girl (Book 5)
 
Black tribal tattoos. Drool worthy, thick, corded muscles wrapped in intricate weaving designs, cascaded all over tanned, toned, male skin. From the top of his left shoulder, down his bulging bicep, over his ribcage, waist, dipped into the sarong that covered his male essence and beyond. The black ropes of ink scaled down from a tree-trunk sized thigh, along tight carved out calves, to stop bluntly at the ankle. I could barely feel the sand burning the soles of my feet as I stood there in awe of the magnificent creature before me. He turned sideways giving me a lick-able view of a strong well-formed back, one that could easily lift me and two friends, and toss us easily into the ocean just beyond where he stood. A camera clicked repeatedly and then he looked at me. No, he didn’t look at me. His eyes sought mine across the thirty foot expanse between us. Brown eyes, the color of the deepest, darkest cocoa bean sizzled as they took in every ounce of my form. 
The stranger’s gaze slid over me like a burning caress, so heated I fanned my face trying to remove the searing feeling that encapsulated my skin. An Italian accented voice called out some commands and finally Mr. Tattoo looked away, releasing the hold he had over me. I was freed, but felt and odd niggling sense of loss instead. The way this man looked at me was a calling, a beacon of desire needling at my psyche. One I was all too familiar with as the space between my thighs swelled and softened. I stood and watched as the man behind the camera took a dozen more photos then abruptly made a slashing gesture with his hand. 
“Finito!” he said then followed it up with a, “Perfetto.” 
Ripping my eyes away from the overly delicious male, I watched as the photographer twisted around, his face turned toward me. He had on a woven brown fedora style sun hat, cargo shorts, a white linen shirt that was held together by a single button that did nothing to hide the svelte body underneath it. He smiled wide and trudged over to me, sand kicking up with each step. As he came closer, I could see a soft smile, white teeth, and small wrinkles at the edges of his eyes kind blue eyes and more around his mouth. It was a handsome face that showed he’d aged well, his salt and pepper hair spiking out from under the hat. 
“Bella donna,” he said grasping my shoulders, leaning forward and air kissing both cheeks. “I am Angel D’Amico, and you are more beautiful than I anticipated when my wife said we must have you for our campaign.”
At the mention of his wife, a statuesque Latina exited a white tent, her brown skin glimmering in the sunlight. A fiery red sarong style halter dress wrapped around her curvaceous form and flapped in the breeze. Her dark hair was long and whisked out as if she had a personal fan blowing directly on her to accentuate her features. Talk about beauty. This woman had loads of it.  Angel clapped his hands as the woman headed our way. “Ah, my wife. Takes away breath, yes?” He asked me, and I nodded because she did steal my breath, she was that stunning. 
A huge smile split across the woman’s lips. “Mia, it is so lovely to have you as part of our project.” She, too, leaned forward and air kissed both sides of my cheeks. Now that she was close, you could see she had also been kissed by age, but it did not take away from her beauty. Aunt Millie told me that the designer and his wife were around fifty. These two could easily pass for early forties. “I am Rosa, Angel’s wife. We are excited to have you here.” 
I tugged my bag up my shoulder and pushed my hair off my head. “I’m happy to be here. The island, well, what I’ve seen of it coming from the airport, is beautiful.” 
“It is. You can take the next couple days getting acquainted with it. We just shot Tai and will plan to do singles of you.” Angel looked over his shoulder as Mr. Tattoo pounded a bottle of water and grabbed a shirt from someone that looked like an assistant. “Tai, come, meet your partner for the month.” 
Partner? Millie didn’t say anything about having a partner. Just as I was about to question his comment the man they called “Tai” moved to meet us. When I say moved, really the entire Earth might as well have split open and separated carving out a path for him. All sound seemed to disappear and the entire environment zeroed in on nothing but this man’s progression across the sand. He was breathtaking. The muscles in his giant thighs pulsed and tensed with each step. A fine layer of abdominal squares rippled, the skin indenting around each shape with his movements. His chest shone like an opal, smooth, swirling with colors. Then again that could be the heat and my vision ebbing around his shape. 
When he reached the small huddle we created with our three bodies, the addition of his giant frame had me almost stepping back because now the space seemed far too small. Hell, the beach was far too small when you had such animal magnetism and male perfection standing on it. The ocean probably cried its salty tears wishing he’d grace it’s silky depths with his presence. 
Angel stretched out a hand in front of me. “Tai Niko, meet Mia Saunders. She’s going to be staying in the bungalow next to yours and doing all the couple shoots with you this month. We’re presenting you as the tropics couple for the “Beauty Comes in All Sizes” campaign.” 
Tai’s brown eyes locked onto mine. He licked his plump bottom lip seductively then made a sound as though he were kissing his teeth before those fat pieces of pink flesh pursed. I did my best not to swoon but the heat that generated off this man pumped so hot around me it was like a wall of fire. He sucked in a slow breath, his nostrils flaring as his eyes swept all over my body. I didn’t say anything. Couldn’t even move or breathe under his scrutiny. “She’s radiant. I will enjoy working you,” he said, but his eyes said far more than “working” with me. Wait…what?
“You mean working with me?” I clarified shaking my head. 
Once more his head tilted down and his gaze started at my feet. In that moment I just realized he was lacking hair, as in all of his hair. He had a scruff on his dome, much like the way “The Rock” kept his lack of locks. Looking him over, he very much resembled the actor “The Rock.” Huge, latte colored skin darkened even more by the suns tropical rays, tattooed, only Tai seemed far more traditional in his Samoan features and heritage. 
Tai pursed his sexy lips together and smirked. “No, that’s not at all what I meant.” 
Damn. This month was going to be one helluva ride. Hopefully that ride included being on top or under a six foot Samoan godlike man named Tai.  
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