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Special Invitation

Hey Sweetie, 

do you want to get THREE romance novels sent directly to your Facebook Messenger inbox? Simply click here and I will reach out to you personally!
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With love and talk soon,

Sarah





Chapter 1

 

Alexis

 

“I’m sorry you can’t come with us. This trip is going to be so much fun,” I said to Missy as by phone as I sat in the back of Pamela’s bachelorette limo. 

“Vegas isn’t really my style right now. I’m sticking close to home and enjoying my time with Scott. It still feels like we are newlyweds.” 

“You are newlyweds. I think you get to say that for the first two years or so,” I laughed. “I’m so happy for you, Missy. You two are so cute in all your social media pics.”

“Thanks, I didn’t think I’d find the right guy and then bam, there he was.” 

“Okay, let’s stop with all this mushy talk about the right guy. I’m already depressed enough about not having a decent guy in my life and going to this bachelorette party.” 

It was a bit of a joke and a little bit true. So many of my friends were finding guys and getting married. Pamela was a friend from work and we weren’t even that close, but I still had a twinge of jealousy knowing that she was about to get married. I didn’t necessarily want to run off and get married, but I would love to have a nice guy to go on dates with and get to know. 

“I thought you didn’t even want to get married. Plus, you just got that new show Single in La La Land. You can’t exactly be in a relationship if you’re on that show.” 

“I am excited about the show,” I said as a smile crossed my face. “It’s going to be so fun going out and dating and having the cameras following me and stuff. That’s the only good thing about being single right now. At least it’s helping me get seen in Hollywood.” 

After landing background roles and random commercials for years, I’d finally managed to get a good part on a show. It was billed as a reality show about dating in Los Angeles, but even reality shows are guided and scripted a little. I’d signed my contract and couldn’t wait for filming to start. This felt like the big break I’d been waiting for. Most reality stars end up transitioning into other work and that was exactly what I wanted to do. I planned to keep my wits about me during filming and show the world what a kickass woman I was. 

“We really do need to get together soon,” Missy said as the girls in the limo started getting so rowdy that I could hardly hear her. “But maybe something a little less exciting than Vegas?” 

“Yes,” I yelled back into the phone. “I’ll call you next week and we can do something. Miss you tons, talk to you soon.” 

I wasn’t sure she even heard me over the noise in the limo. Missy was one of my dearest friends. We had both gone to UCLA and roomed with one another all four years. She had a couple of older sisters and an older brother that had attended UCLA as well so Missy knew her way around and helped me out from the very first day I arrived. 

The anxiety I felt on that first day was horrendous and sometimes I teased Missy that she was the only reason I made it through school. It was the truth in those first few days though; I would have dropped out if she hadn’t been around. Everything overwhelmed me back then and I seriously would have flunked out of classes if Missy hadn’t walked with me to a couple to them the first few weeks. 

School just wasn’t my thing. Even though I managed to graduate with decent grates, nothing about college drove me to work hard. I went to classes and paid just enough attention to learn what the teacher was trying to teach. All I could think about throughout college was acting jobs. I daydreamed about getting parts. I spent my free time doing extra work. Being in the movie industry was my real passion, it was what I’d waited for and now things were finally coming together for me. 

“How is your friend?” Pamela asked. She moved from her seat and squeezed in next to me at the back of the limo. 

“She’s good. She’s sorry she couldn’t come.”

“Oh, I totally understand. I’m sure when I’m married I won’t want to come party with everyone.” 

“Yeah, maybe not.” 

Pamela wasn’t really my friend at work, we were more like acquaintances. My actual friend from work, Jacqueline, was the one who was friendly with Pamela. In fact, Jacqueline was one of the few people Pamela actually hung out with at work so when I got invited to the bachelorette party I tried to say I had plans with my friend Missy and couldn’t come. Of course, Pamela wanted more people to show up so she told me to invite Missy. It was the weirdest thing I’d ever heard of, inviting someone to come to your bachelorette party that you didn’t even know, but then again, Pamela was a little weird. 

“I really appreciate you coming for this weekend. I know we haven’t been all that close at work but I think you’re pretty amazing. You do a great job answering the phones.” 

“Thank you,” I said a little uneasy at where this conversation was going. 

“Alexis, I mean it. You are one of the best we have in the office. I always hear how nice you are on the phone. I know it’s not that easy to be nice to people who are calling us all the time. I just want you to know I really appreciate you.” 

“Thanks,” I said still not comfortable having a one-on-one conversation with Pamela. 

“Hey, Pam, can I talk to Alexis for a second? I’ll switch spots,” Jacqueline said as we made eye contact. 

I mouthed the words Thank You, to her as the two women changed spots. Jacqueline and I started at Ultimate PR together but her degree was in marketing and mine was in theater. Acting as my priority, and working her way up the ladder was Jacqueline’s priority. We were on two different paths, but we still got along great. 

“Looked like you could use some saving,” she said as we pretending to talk about something important. 

“I did. I really should have just stayed home. Pamela doesn’t need me here.” 

“I need you here. We are going to get into these clubs and have a blast. I wouldn’t have nearly as much fun without you with me. Plus, all the guys hit on you with that beautiful hair, I need to be able to handle the leftovers for you.”

“Um yeah, what is with guys in clubs and hitting on me because of my hair? You’d think they’d never seen a blonde girl before.” 

“You’re sort of gorgeous too, let’s not forget about that,” Jacqueline did a little Vanna White move as she moved her hand in the air up and down the length of my body. “You’re a knockout.” 

“You are really pretty,” Rose said from the long bench seat just across from me. 

“Thank you, Rose. That was nice of you to say.” 

“You’re welcome,” she said shyly and then looked back down at her hands as they fidgeted in her lap.  

Rose was one of the other assistants at work. She had also been roped into coming to the bachelorette party and wasn’t all that good a friend with Pamela. I really liked Rose; she was quiet and kept to herself most of the time, but she was a really nice woman. One time I’d messed up royally on a package that came in and Rose said it was her fault to our boss. He liked her better than me and didn’t yell at her at all. I never forgot that gift of charity she gave me. 

“Have you met the guy Pamela is going to marry?” Jacqueline whispered in my ear. 

“No, but I saw his picture and he looked pretty normal,” I said with a shrug. 

“Yeah, I saw that picture too. He does seem pretty normal and Pamela is just a little, well…you know, off a little. So it was weird that they found each other.” 

“I guess we never know who might be out there for us,” I said. 

It was fascinating to me how two people found each other and decided that they were going to get married. Some of my friends had only dated for a few months while others dated for years before getting married. I personally couldn’t imagine ever finding a guy that I would marry. 

Not that I didn’t believe in love, because I did. The problem was that most of the guys I dated had flaws that I knew I couldn’t live with the rest of my life. Maybe my whole view of love would change the second I met this magical guy who I’d fall in love with and not see his flaws? But so far I could barely make it past a first date. 

“We are here!” yelled Pamela as our limo pulled up to the hotel. 

Most of the women squealed with excitement. Even I found myself oohing and awwing as we climbed out of the limo and looked up at the entryway of the new fancy hotel. Vegas was known for going above and beyond when it came to hotels, but this new one was beyond anything I could have imagined. The Arisa was modern but still boasted the blingy fun of over-the-top Vegas styling. We made our way through fifty-foot glass doors into the main lobby. 

“So what was going on with your friend, Missy? She couldn’t come?” Jacqueline asked as we waited in the lobby for Pamela and the maid of honor to get us all checked in. 

“Do you blame her?” I snorted. 

“Oh, come on this is going to be a fun weekend and you know it.”

“I’m sure once I start drinking the whole thing will seem really funny. But Missy isn’t doing much of anything anymore. Apparently, once you get married you don’t ever leave the house.” 

“She’s just getting to know her dude and enjoying their time together. Why are you so cranky about love all the time?” 

It was a jarring accusation. Was I really hating on love? I was jaded to the prospect of finding someone for myself but I didn’t think I was always hating on love or people who were finding it. I liked love. Hell, I loved the idea of falling in love. 

“Sorry, I probably need to get laid,” I laughed to lighten the mood a bit. 

“Yeah, you do,” Jacqueline didn’t argue. “I think it’s been six months.” 

“No,” I looked up as I tried to remember the last guy I’d dated long enough to bring back to my places. “Crap, yeah I think it’s been six months, that’s really depressing.” 

One of the reasons Jacqueline and I got along so well was that we were able to have fun and be honest with one another. Even though I was friendly with a lot of people in the office, Jacqueline was the only one I felt really knew me. We ate lunch together often and hung out after work on weekends. Even as she’d started climbing the corporate ladder we’d managed to maintain our friendship. 

“I’ve got rooms for everyone,” Pamela yelled from across the lobby. 

Her voice echoed in the cavernous space and for a moment I was embarrassed until I looked around and realized everyone else was being just as noisy and didn’t care one bit about Pamela and her yelling. The group of women huddled around her as Jacqueline and I joined our tribe for the weekend. 

“I put you and Jacqueline together,” Pamela said as she handed each of us a key. “I know what good friends the two of you are.” 

“Thank you so much,” Jacqueline replied. 

I couldn’t manage another fake smile or conversation so I simply grabbed the key and nodded in agreement with Pamela. I couldn’t wait to get up to our room and relax for a little bit after the long ride into town. I definitely was cranky. 

Even in a limousine, the three-hour drive from Los Angeles was daunting. Before I could manage to slip away I felt a piece of paper being handed to me. My hand crumbled around the paper and I rolled my eyes while I turned around to see what had just been given to me. 

“What’s this?” I asked. 

“It’s the schedule for the weekend,” Rose said softly behind me. “You aren’t going to like it.” 

“Probably not, but thanks, Rose.” 

I didn’t bother looking at the schedule as I slid it into my pocket and grabbed my suitcase from the cart that had been unloaded from our vehicle. I waited for Jacqueline to finish hugging Pamela and laughing with her, I felt like one of those old ladies who didn’t want to do anything. I was in Las Vegas! Why was this whole trip making me so damn grumpy? 

“Look a little more like a bitch and I’d swear you were already a movie star,” Jacqueline said as she grabbed her suitcase and joined me walking toward the tower of elevators. 

“Sorry, I think I’m just stressed out. I’ll have a drink or two before we head out to the first scheduled event of the night. I don’t want to be a grumpy jerk all night long.” 

“Yeah, I’m glad you suggested that because I was going to pour some vodka into your orange juice and make you drink it before we went out anyway. Stop fixating on Pamela, she just wants some people to hang out with. Once we get out in the clubs she will be busy with that core group of girls and the two of us can just have fun. Plus, we are in Vegas, baby! This is going to be a fun ass weekend and you know it.” 

I smiled sheepishly. She was right. As soon as we got all dressed up for the clubs and I loosened up with a few drinks, all my crankiness was going to slip away. I’d been so stressed out lately that I couldn’t find that sweet spot I could relax in. I was working five days a week, and working out every night, and with the new show getting ready to start I’d spent three of the last four days at my agent’s office finalizing all the details. If anything, I should be celebrating with all these ladies. I had a new part in a reality television show. I was going to be filming mostly in the evenings at first so I’d keep my day job for the time being, but I could see my future taking off after this job and that was really exciting. Maybe I could find a part on a sitcom or something fun like that after this show was finished.





Chapter 2

 

Cody 

A few days ago

“Thanks for coming, everyone. I’m excited to share with you the plans for my new business venture,” I said as everyone entered into the large board room at Westwood Bank. 

Westwood had helped finance my first big business deal and I was hoping to have them back me on the new deal. My first company, Hotel Book It, was sold and I was ready to move onto bigger and better things. This new adventure was going to be even bigger than my last one and I couldn’t do it alone. 

“Nice to see you looking good,” Richard said as he gave me a quick hug and then found a seat next to me. 

“You too. Thanks for coming.”

“I’m here for moral support. That’s all I have to offer you right now.”

“I know. I know,” I said and turned to the group of men and women in business suits. “If you are ready, I’ll get started with the presentation.” 

Richard had been my father’s attorney and was currently the estate attorney for the remaining money that was waiting to be left to me in his will. Unfortunately, there was a very specific clause that I hadn’t been able to work around just yet. I was hoping that Richard might be able to help me with that clause after hearing my business plan and seeing that the bank was willing to back most of the financing. It was a long shot, but I’d never been one to play it safe when it came to business or life. 

“Cody, we are looking forward to hearing about this new business idea,” Susan, the bank manager said as she motioned for everyone to find their seats and get ready. 

“Thank you again for coming,” I began. “As you all know, Hotel Book It is doing fantastically. Although I sold my stake in the company I am assured they will be backing this new project. I also have twenty percent of the capital in liquid assets of my own money that I will put in.” 

“Cody, you’re getting ahead of yourself,” Susan said as she smiled at me from the other end of the room. “How about you tell us what this project is?” 

“I’m getting there,” I smiled back. “But I’m glad to see you are just as excited about this as I am.” 

The room was cool with their response. I already had a bad feeling about how this was going to turn out. The men sat at their seats looking down at the paperwork I had set in front of each spot and the women in the room did the same with only a brief added glance in my direction as they waited for me to wow them with my new plan. 

Getting people to give you money wasn’t as easy as it used to be. The economy was different and my normal charismatic jokes didn’t appear to be doing the trick on this crowd. I took in a deep breath and forced myself to smile and continue on. This was a good plan and I just knew I could convince the bank to finance me. 

“Since selling my previous company I’ve been hard at work researching and planning the next big adventure. Travel and leisure are still one of the highest grossing industries as you will note from the numbers sheet I have on page two. Specifically, people are searching for good deals and amazing experiences. With the Click It Hotel chain, we will optimize locations for social media by including colorful rooms, snap happy viewing areas, and unique furnishings that people will want to share on their social media pages.”

“You want to start a hotel chain?” One of the men in a grey suit asked from the other end of the table. 

“Yes, but not ordinary hotels. I want destination hotels where staying at the hotel makes people want to click, post, and share their experiences. Click It Hotel isn’t just about having a room for the night, it will be about experiences.” 

“I don’t like the name at all. Click It, what even is that? No, that name is horrible,” a woman added. 

“The name is just preliminary,” I added.

“It’s where the industry is heading,” Susan started to say as she smiled back at me and gave me the first glimpse of reassurance. “You’d get a lot of free advertising. You could probably use local artists to help create unique spaces. I like the idea.” 

“Great!” 

“Where would the first hotel be?” 

“I’m thinking out in the desert between Los Angeles and Las Vegas.” 

“Just in the middle of nowhere?” 

“Probably closer to Los Angeles, but I’m open to other suggestions. I do think the desert is the perfect location though. People can stay for one night on their way to or from Las Vegas,” I said. 

“Richard, would you be releasing the estate money to be invested in this project?” Susan asked directly. 

“No. Cody knows what the rules are of his father’s estate money being released. I’m only here to show support for him and his business plan. I cannot offer any additional financial assistance, that would have to come from the bank.” 

My heart sank at the definitive nature of his words. Richard wasn’t fazed at all by my business plan. He looked stoically ahead without even the slightest glance in my direction. 

“What are those rules?” Susan asked. 

“I’m sorry, I cannot disclose those. Cody can if he would like to.” 

“No,” I said shaking my head. 

“Cody, at this point the amount of money you are asking for is just too much for us. We could finance thirty to thirty-five percent of what you’re asking. But you’d have to find the rest of the funding. Plus, I think whatever the rules of your father’s estate are, you should just abide by those rules and get that money released. If you had that, you wouldn’t need bank financing at all.” 

“Susan, you know the smart decision wouldn’t be to invest all of my personal money anyway,” I said as I tried not to get agitated with her. “This is a solid business plan as you will see by the research and development page I’ve included in my proposal. I haven’t even finished with my presentation.” 

She shook her head slowly and whispered something to the man sitting next to her. Dealing with banks was the worst. They were only your friends if it looked like they were going to be able to make money off of you. The second you turned into a bad investment, the banker’s friendship turned cold. 

For a room full of executives, it was surprising how little they were able to hold back their smirks. Had they all just attended this meeting out of obligation? Was there some sort of plan to not finance me long before I’d even started to explain my business plan? My paranoia was getting the best of me and it was all I could do not to say something rude as the room filled with chatter. 

“Why don’t you continue on with your presentation?” Richard suggested. “Susan, it would be helpful if you heard the whole plan, correct?” 

The two of them looked back and forth between one another as if was a secret between them. This was a money game. I knew it, Richard knew it, and Susan knew it. The bank didn’t lend people money out of the goodness of their hearts; I had to show them what they were going to get from it. I had to make them see the upside. 

I couldn’t help but wish my business partner Todd Martinez was there with me. He was better at explaining all the numbers and selling the financial aspects of the business plans. Well, I should say my ex-business partner. After we sold Hotel Book It, Todd used his cut of the money to open his own accounting firm. How utterly boring was that? A whole business that just dealt with numbers day in and day out, but he was happy and his wife was happy that he’d moved onto something less volatile than startup businesses. 

There was no use in continuing the presentation, I knew it. I felt it in the room. The tension was incredibly thick and people looked so uninterested that I thought a few might actually fall asleep. I also knew at the level of business that I was, I couldn’t just give up and walk out of that room. Only when I put my full effort into this was I going to be satisfied. 

For the next thirty minutes, I proceeded to give my PowerPoint presentation. I forced a smile on my face and threw in a few cheeky comments to try and loosen everyone up. It didn’t work. The bank manager smiled at me and paid attention to my presentation as did Richard, but that was about it. The rest of the room was either trying to secretly look at their phones or they were nodding off. 

“Thank you all for your time. I’m open to answering any questions you might have,” I said as I stood in front of the group. 

“There are a lot of great ideas in the world, not all of them can become a reality,” one of the men said. 

“Very true,” I added. 

“Cody, I appreciate the amount of research you put into this,” Susan said. “The hotel does appear to be a good idea and I like the idea of implementing social media friendly rooms and décor, but money isn’t as easy to come by for financing right now…”

“Let me stop you there,” I said before she gave me a firm no answer. “How about you tell me what you need in order to give me financing. I know there is some way that you’d let this deal go through. So let’s talk about that.” 

“I would need Richard to release your father’s estate to you. Even if you’re not putting all that money into this project, knowing you have access to it when you need a financial infusion would make me feel much better about the deal.” 

I looked longingly at Richard as he shook his head definitively back and forth to deny the requests. Richard was in his sixties with a finely trimmed grey beard that matched his suit. He had a bit of a rebel look with the beard but he was one hundred percent by the books and wasn’t about to budge on this damn estate issue. 

“Cody knows what has to happen for the money to be released. He could easily make it happen.” 

I cringed at his words. It wasn’t as easy as he was making the clause out to be. I couldn’t just find someone to go along with this plan. And it really pissed me off that my father put such a clause into his will at all. He knew I wouldn’t just fake a marriage. My father knew me and my sisters well enough to know we wouldn’t get married until we were in love and that would mean waiting years to get our inheritance. Well, at least it would mean waiting years for me, all three of my sisters were now married, including my younger sister Missy who had just recently tied the knot. 

“Cody, I don’t know what else to tell you. We, unfortunately, cannot back this project without more collateral,” Susan said as she stood up and made her way toward me. She shook my hand and leaned in close. “Whatever it is that you need to do in order to meet your father’s requirements, just go get it done and I’ll back your project. We have a long history together, Cody, and I hope we can continue it.” 

“Thank you, Susan,” I said without responding to her obvious push to find out what my father requested of me before he’d give me the money he left to me. “I’ll be in touch.” 

“How hard can it be, Cody? Just do what your father asked and you can move on with your dream project.” 

“It’s not that easy. Thank you for your time and I’ll keep you in the loop when I have more collateral for the project.” 

I shook hands again with Susan and the rest of the bank members who quickly filed out of the room behind her. Most of them had smiles on their faces as the meeting finally wrapped up, but I could barely manage a grimace as I walked out of the building with Richard close behind me. 

“I’m sure there are a lot of nice women you could enjoy time with for the next few years,” Richard said as we stood next to my Jeep in the parking lot. “Take one out, get to know her, date her. You might be surprised if you put a little effort into getting to know someone.” 

“Richard, I’m not going to marry some woman I don’t know and be stuck with her for five years. That’s not fair to her and not fair to me. What if I actually met the woman of my dreams during that period? Then I’d just be some married dude who couldn’t talk to her.” 

“There are no clauses about infidelity,” he said nonchalantly. “Just a fraud clause. As long as you’re honest with the woman about the situation and you get married with her understanding everything, you’ll be fine.” 

“Wow, Richard. Nice. So I should just marry some woman and then sleep around. That’s not the spirit of my father’s request and you know it.” 

“I’m just trying to help you out, and you’re right. That’s not what your father would want and I didn’t mean it to sound like that. I just meant if something happened and infidelity happened in your marriage, it wouldn’t negate the terms. Maggie didn’t even like Rex when she first met him, and then she married him and now they are happily married with three kids.”

“That’s only because she and Rex talked about the whole thing ahead of time. She liked him, she just didn’t think he was handsome. It was a business deal to her. A five-year business deal that ended up helping them fall in love. It’s easier for girls; I think men are much more willing to get married for money. Well, other men besides me. I would feel horrible.” 

“Cody, you’re thinking about this like you have to trick some woman into marrying a hideous beast. You are a good guy. Nice looking. Don’t you have a female friend you could talk to?” 

“Richard, I’ve thought about it a million times. I just can’t marry someone solely because my father would give me the money. I’m not ultra-religious or anything like that but marriage is a big deal and I only intend to do it once. I’ll see if I can find some more capital somewhere else. There are tons of investors looking for a good place for their money. I’ll just work around the problem.”

“I commend you on sticking to your principles. Maybe you’ll run into the woman of your dreams and this will all settle itself soon. Keep in touch, okay?” Richard gave me a hug and left me standing there. 

The woman of my dreams wasn’t likely to fall in my lap anytime soon. I’d met a lot of great women. I’d dated a lot of amazing women too, but none that I’d wanted to spend five years with and certainly no one even close enough to what I wanted in a partner. 

After that disaster of a meeting, the only place I wanted to go was the gym. The level of aggression I had to work off was off the charts and I sent a quick text to my friend Henry to see if he wanted to meet up. The gym was my oasis from stress and a much better coping situation than going out and drinking myself into a stupor. It had taken me a while to transition to more positive coping skills over the last few years but the clarity that came with the changes was well worth it. I still went out and partied every now and again, I just didn’t do it every weekend. 

Henry was already at the gym though; he’d had a similarly frustrating day and was already drenched in sweat when I walked out onto the gym floor. I was going to need to catch up. 

“One on one?” Henry asked. 

“Let’s go.” 

We spent thirty minutes playing hard one on one basketball. No talking. No working through our shit. Just running, blocking and shooting until we were totally exhausted. Sometimes the best way to deal with something was to sweat it out. 

Henry Kidd was a longtime friend and matched my wild side. He rode a Harley, had a beard, had more muscles than me, and an attitude that made other guys afraid of him. When we hung out, I was tougher than I was alone; something about Henry just brought out my asshole side. 

Normally my blonde hair and blue eyes made me seem sweet and soft. It didn’t matter that I was 6’2” and muscular, girls still thought I was sweet. But hanging around Henry switched that perception up a bit; suddenly I was this hard dude who had an attitude. The truth was that my personality sat somewhere between the rough motorcycle guy and the sweet softy. 

“When are we leaving Friday?” Henry asked as we sat on the bench trying to catch our breath and drink some water. 

“I think Todd had us meeting him at the airport around noon.” 

“Todd? What the fuck, Cody. Why is he coming?” 

“Because he’s our friend. Come on, you two don’t hate each other. Stop pretending like you do,” I laughed as I saw Todd walking into the gym. 

“Oh, I do hate him. He’s uptight and is always trying to talk you out of having fun.” 

“I’m not uptight,” Todd said as he stood in front of us with his perfectly pressed gym shorts and brand new shoes. 

“God, Todd. Could you look any more like a nerd?” Henry shrugged and threw the basketball in Todd’s direction. 

“What? This is all Nike. I look good.” 

“You look like a preppy Nike commercial with all that stuff on. Why do you even want to come to Vegas with us? You never want to have any fun. All we are going to hear all weekend is what we shouldn’t be doing.” 

“Not true. I’m ready to party,” Todd said unconvincingly. 

“Did your wife give you permission to go out for the weekend?” Henry continued to mock. 

“Felicia doesn’t have to give me permission. I’m my own person. But yes, we talked about this weekend and decided I should go and have fun.”

“God, please help me to not kill this man,” Henry said. “Did she give you permission to go to a boxing fight too? Because if you can’t go I’ll get some hot piece of ass to come with us instead.”

“I’m going to the fight, Henry. Come on, that’s the reason we are going to Vegas. I’m ready to have a fun time. You’ll see. This is the new and improved me. I’m going to drink and party and you two aren’t going to know what hit you.” 

Both Henry and I burst out laughing at the thought of Todd partying hard. There were only a handful of times that I’d ever seen Todd drink at all and I certainly hadn’t seen him partying, not even at his wedding reception did he party. He was the soberest of all the people there at his wedding. 

“I’ll believe it when I see it,” I laughed. 

“Seriously, you too, Cody? I can have fun. Remember that trip we took to Europe? I was all fun on that trip.” 

“Todd, I don’t remember you having much fun on that trip,” I said through my laughter. “From what I remember you were more interested in planning every aspect of the trip and were super stressed out.” 

“Yeah, I can’t imagine you having fun,” Henry added. 

“I can have fun.” 

Todd was getting defensive about his ability to have fun. It was funny how he thought he could loosen up and have fun when I knew that wasn’t his personality at all. Todd was dependable, trustworthy, and an all-around great guy. He wasn’t fun though, that just wasn’t part of his personality. Not worse or better than Henry and I, just different. 

“Let’s stop worrying about it, we will all have fun, I’m sure,” I said trying to bring the situation to an end. 

“You know he’s going to be all amped up the whole trip,” Henry continued to egg Todd on. “Maybe you should just stay home so Cody and I can have a good time?” 

“Shut it,” Todd said as his anger started to build. 

“Oh, are you getting pissed off now? Why don’t you hit me? Go ahead, take a swing.”

Henry was a big guy, more muscular than Todd and certainly tougher. I didn’t want to see either of them fighting each other. I also understood why Henry was agitated about Todd coming with us. Todd did tend to be a downer when it came to picking up women, drinking and having fun; but he still really needed to learn to relax and having him along might be good for him after all. 

“Alright, that’s it, guys. We are all going. We are going to have fun damn it,” I said louder than I had intended. “Now let’s find a fourth and play some ball.” 

It only took a minute to wrangle in a fourth player and we were back to playing basketball and working our aggression out more productively. I needed those two to get along well enough for us to have a good weekend. The last thing I wanted to deal with was them bickering at each other all weekend when I needed to blow off some steam. 

And I really needed to blow off some steam. This deal had been my baby for the last several months. I was positive the bank would love all the research I’d done for it and the business plan clearly showed a profit much faster than normal big projects like mine. 

In the back of my head, I’d tried to prepare for the possibility of the bank saying no but I just couldn’t get my brain around it. The numbers were good, the business plan was good, I had a great track record; it should have been a done deal. The market wasn’t as bad as Susan made it out to be. It wasn’t a great market for investing, but not terrible either. Now I was floundering without financing and no real prospects to get money for the project without giving up a lot of my equity to investors. 

Marrying some random woman to get my inheritance wasn’t my style. The only other option I saw was to try and find some venture capital groups who wanted a piece of the deal. This wasn’t ideal for me though because I was going to have to water down my own shares in the business in order to get their money. But in business, nothing was ever perfect; just as in life. 

My new mindset was to have a blast this weekend. Let all the business dealings and money issues go and then revisit the deal next week with fresh eyes. After a long weekend of fun, I was sure I’d be able to take a look at the deal and find just the right way of moving forward. A weekend in Vegas was just the thing to make me forget about my problems.





Chapter 3

 

Alexis

 

We unlocked our room and Jacqueline held the door open. My mouth literally dropped from the amazing view. We were high up in the tower and could see all the way down the Vegas strip, it was beautiful. The lights from the buildings weren’t on yet as the sun still had a few hours out, but I could imagine this view was going to get better and better as the evening went on. 

“Now how can you be grumpy looking at a view like that?” Jacqueline said as we both stood gazing at our amazing view. “The problem with Vegas is that they have these amazing hotels, with beautiful views and spectacular pools, but all I ever want to do is party at the clubs.” 

“I’d be fine sipping margaritas by the pool all weekend. Do you think anyone would miss us?” I laughed, knowing damn well we couldn’t avoid Pamela and her plans for the whole weekend. 

“Maybe we should come back just the two of us for a relaxation weekend? I’m open to giving it a try. Or you could do something with your new show? A fun friend’s weekend and bring me along.”

“Sure. I’ll see if they have any plans for that.” 

“We have thirty minutes to get ready and get downstairs,” Jacqueline said as she looked at our official schedule. “No way that’s happening.” 

“Knowing Pam, she said to be down there at five so we would all actually be there by six.”

I grabbed my bag and wheeled it to the bed where I proceeded to unpack the large quantity of clothing I’d brought. I was a horrible traveler when it came to packing. It was too hard to decide what I wanted to wear ahead of time so I always ended up bringing way too many clothes. 

“That blue dress,” Jacqueline said pointing to the vibrant blue Bodycon dress I had already thrown to the side. 

“No, it’s way too short. My ass will be hanging out.” 

“Drink this and put that damn thing on,” she commanded as she handed me a mixed drink concoction she had put together. 

My lips puckered and my face twisted as I sipped on the ultra sour drink. It was delicious though and I finished it off in just a few sips. The blue dress wasn’t something I would wear out in Los Angeles. I’d bought it on sale at some random shop a year before and every time I put it on all I thought about was how short it was. So when it came time to wear the dress, I always chose not to and went with something more casual. But it was Las Vegas and I did want to let loose and party, so I slipped the dress on, reluctantly. 

“I don’t know. I’m not going to be able to relax. I’ll be grabbing at the hem all night long.”

“Run over there,” Jacqueline ordered. “See how much it moves. I think that dress is so tight that it’s not going anywhere.” 

I ran to the other side of the room and back again. Sure enough, the dress stayed where it was. There were only two inches or so from the bottom of my ass to the hem, but if it would stay there for the night, then I could manage it. 

“One more drink for the road,” I laughed as I pulled the dress down a touch. 

Jacqueline and I finished doing our hair and makeup. Then we both had another drink to relax before heading down to meet the girls. It was nearly six o’clock when we found everyone, but it didn’t look like they had been waiting for too long. 

“We are going on a club tour tonight,” Pamela said. “Please stay together though. I don’t want to worry about where you are at and I don’t want anything bad happening to anyone.” 

“Stay together?” I whispered to Jacqueline. “This is going to suck, isn’t it?” 

“No, no, we are going to have a blast. Stop worrying.” 

“Okay.” 

I had a great buzz going on and I wasn’t nearly as worried about partying with Pam and the rest of the boring office gang as I had been before. Maybe we were going to have fun. I put on a smile and grabbed Jacqueline as we followed the girls out to the waiting limo. 

This limousine was provided by the hotel and was stocked with alcohol for our night on the town. The driver was young and very handsome in his black suit. His long brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail and each of us gave him a huge smile as he held the door open and we climbed in. 

“Well, he’s a nice surprise,” I giggled. 

“He’s going to be our driver all night,” Pam added. “We are going to five different clubs tonight. Tomorrow we will go to a different set of clubs. Isn’t this going to be a blast?” 

Ten clubs in two days didn’t sound fun at all. Two clubs in two days were about as much as I could handle. By the time you got into a club, found a table, ordered drinks, and danced a little, the night was usually over. I had absolutely no idea how Pam or her maid of honor, Margaret, thought they were going to make this happen. There was no use bursting their bubble though. I was relaxed and ready to go with the flow. 

The driver turned on some loud music and we put the windows down while we went down the Vegas Strip. A few of the ladies were leaning out the windows and screaming, but Jacqueline, Rose and I were sitting back and chilling while we listened to the music. 

“Where is the first stop?” I asked Rose. 

“Chateau, it’s supposed to be pretty nice.” 

“Yeah, I’ve heard of it,” I said and just a few minutes later we were pulling up to the first club. 

Our handsome driver, Stanley, held the door open and even held his hand out for each of us to grab onto as we climbed out of the limo and steadied ourselves in our stiletto heels. There was a well-dressed hotel employee standing near the door to the hotel waiting for us. 

“Ms. Schneider?” he asked Pamela. 

“Yes.” 

“We are ready for you,” the man said and motioned for us to follow him into the hotel. 

The group of us followed him through the hotel and straight to the front of the fancy restaurant at the hotel. He brought us back to a big table in a private room and it was nice. The table fit all eight of us girls, the linen was top of the line and the silver was probably worth thousands of dollars. The chairs were huge and leather and before we had finished grabbing our seats there were four waiters bringing us water and taking drink orders. 

“I thought we would enjoy a nice dinner before we head out on the town,” Margaret said. “Pam, I know you didn’t want me to spend a lot of money, but this place is the best in the city.” 

I had to agree. I couldn’t imagine any other restaurant being fancier than this one. It didn’t seem like the sort of place where a bunch of drunk women would normally hang out, so it was good that we had come before too much drinking happened. 

It was finally making more sense to me why we had to be ready so early. None of the clubs opened before nine o’clock. Two hours seemed a bit long for a dinner, but as the courses were brought out, it was clear that our dinner would take much longer than that. 

We savored the delicious tastes as each course was brought out. There wasn’t a menu, instead, we had what Margaret had arranged ahead of time. There was a savory appetizer of beef and some sort of white sauce, then a salad, followed by a chicken dish, then a soup and finally a dessert. The waiters took their time between courses and the protein courses were served with a paired wine. By the time dinner was done I was stuffed and I also felt much closer to all the ladies and ready to have a great time with them at the clubs. 

“Are you ladies ready to move over to your VIP table at Club Chateau?” the same sharply dressed man from earlier said as he waited in the doorway. 

“Yeah, we are,” I stood up and quickly joined him. 

“Let’s have some serious fun, ladies,” Pam announced in what seemed like her best version of a fun voice. 

“Thanks for dinner, Margaret,” a few of the ladies aid. 

“Yes, thank you. That was an amazing surprise,” I added. “And so delicious. I am going to be thinking about that meal all night.” 

Our group followed the sharply dressed hotel man through the casino and to the club at the back of the second floor. We walked past the crowd and straight into the club where there was a huge VIP table waiting for us, fully stocked with alcohol and mixers. If this was what our night was going to be like, I was set to have a kick-ass time with Pam and her bachelorette party. 

“Dang, this has to be a fortune,” I said to Jacqueline. 

“I think Pam’s family paid for most of this. I’m ready to have a good time though. Are you?” 

“Hell, yeah I am.”

The plan to go to several different clubs didn’t pan out. We were having such a great time at Chateau that we convinced Pam and Margaret we should just stay there for the night. It would probably save a ton of money and we were having a blast, so it wasn’t going to damper our evening one bit. 

Our booth was in the middle of a long section of booths, but each of them was situated with a small wall to keep groups private. We had a perfect view of the dance floor but a red rope kept our section separate so others couldn’t come up there. Each of us had on a bright pink wristband that denoted our table in the VIP section and the bouncers checked for them religiously anytime we left and came back to our table. 

“Let’s dance again,” I yelled to Jacqueline.

By this point, I was having a blast. Free drinks and a VIP table had a way of making any night more fun. Plus, the dinner with all the girls had helped us loosen up and get to know each other much better. 

“Yes!” she replied. 

“I’m coming too,” Rose said as we all finished off the drinks we had in our hands and made our way to the dance floor. 

I was slightly behind the other two girls and hurried to catch up to them, but as I passed the velvet red ropes I ran smack dab into a tall solid hunk of a man. He was well over six feet tall with blonde hair and a simple blue t-shirt on. My eyes first looked at his hard, muscular chest before making their way up to his face. 

“Hey, I know you,” I yelled as he smiled down at me. 

“I know you too,” he replied. 

“Your Missy’s brother. What’s your name?” I knew his name. Well in any other circumstance I knew his name. On this particular evening, I’d had a lot to drink so I wasn’t as quick with my memory as I should have been. 

“Cody,” he said leaning in closer to my ear so I could hear him. 

His breath hit my neck and sent a delicious shiver throughout my body. He gently touched my arm and then leaned back smiling at me while simultaneously looking like he wanted to kiss me. Cody’s eyes darted to the length of my dress and then all the way down to my shoes before he made his way back up to meet my gaze. The glistening of desire that flashed across his face was new for us. We hadn’t seen each other in months, not since Missy’s wedding. Even on that night, we hadn’t talked to each other much at all since he had a pretty brunette as his date. Before her wedding, I’d only seen Cody at our college graduation and he had a beautiful brunette on his arm that evening too. 

“Yes, I knew that,” I laughed nervously. “Of course, I’m sorry. I’m drunk. I’m here with a bachelorette party,” I pointed to the VIP table I’d just come from. 

“It does look like you are in the middle of having fun.” 

“I am!” I yelled. “You should come dance with me.” 

Cody looked at his two friends and gave them some sort of knowing look before grabbing my hand and pulling me out onto the dance floor. I’d never held Cody’s hand before. This realization hit me as he squeezed my hand tightly while keeping me next to him through the crowd. In fact, I couldn’t remember ever even being alone with him. Not that being in the middle of a club meant we were alone, but it was a much different vibe than having him visit Missy and me at our college graduation. 

“You look all grown up,” he said when we finally found a spot on the dance floor. “I don’t remember you being such a knockout.”

“I was ugly before?” I teased him. 

“No, I didn’t mean that,” he put his hands on my hips and pulled me closer to him while leaning down to my ear again. The only way to communicate in the club was to be close enough to someone’s ear that they could hear you, but it was also an extremely intimate way of talking to a man I’d never been so close to in my life. “I meant to say you are stunning.” 

“Thank you,” I smiled. “You don’t look like as much of a douche bag as you used to.” 

“I think you meant that as a compliment?” 

“Sort of,” I couldn’t look at him as I teased him though. Simply looking at the way he was watching me was making me nervous. 

Cody Gleason was a tall, blonde haired, blue eyed fantasy guy; nothing like the men I normally dated. My type of guy was more of the brown haired nerd who I could be in control around. I liked to go out with guys who thought I was out of their league. It made dating easier for me because I was always in control. Normally, if a guy like Cody asked me to dance I would have automatically assumed he was a player and said no. 

But I knew Cody, or at least I knew him a little bit from over the years. What harm could come from a little dancing and flirting with my best friend’s brother? 





Chapter 4

 

Cody

 

From frumpy college girl to full grown hottie, that was what had happened to Alexis Livingston. She’d always been a cute girl. I remembered seeing her every now and again when Missy started at UCLA. Not once had I considered Alexis as anything more than my sister’s friend. 

Maybe it was the dress? Or perhaps it was her flirty tone as she ran into me. Whatever the reason, I was certainly going to dance with this girl. She was drunk and there was no way I could have walked away and left her vulnerable to some random guy. 

The dress was vibrant blue and fit the curves of her body as if someone had sewn it right onto her. It didn’t actually show all that much skin, especially compared to some of the other club dresses I’d seen that evening, but sometimes not showing was more exciting than showing. 

Her blonde hair was down and had a slight curl to it. She pulled it off to one side as the two of us danced together and it was so long that I felt the ends of her hair near my hands while they were on her waist. She looked tipsy for sure, her face was flush and her eyes a little glazed over, but she still had control over herself. 

“Where do you live?” Alexis asked. 

“Chicago. How about you?” 

“Los Angeles. I just got a part in a new television show there.” 

“Really? Wow, that’s awesome. I can’t wait to see you on television.”

“Why? You have me right here,” she said without realizing just how turned on she had made me with that statement. 

It was true, I did have her right there. Her body was pressed up against mine and I felt every curve of her petite frame. 

“Yes, I do have you,” I answered pulling her slightly closer to me. 

“You are beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I couldn’t help laughing. “I think you’re pretty sexy yourself.” 

“No, not me!” 

There was no contesting the fact that Alexis was a knockout. Any man in that club would have died to have been dancing with her. I’d seen plenty of dudes checking her out in the three minutes we had been on the dance floor. If I hadn’t been with her, there was no doubt in my mind that someone else would have tried to get with Alexis. 

With the music blasting so loud it was nearly impossible to keep talking. As much as I enjoyed leaning down and getting close to her neck, it wasn’t a conducive environment for a conversation. Instead, the two of us enjoyed the music and the vibe of the club as we danced. 

A few of her friends came and joined us. They couldn’t stop laughing and were clearly looking at me and her together. I had no idea where Todd and Henry went off to, but I was positive they weren’t on the dance floor. Henry wasn’t the type to dance at all and Todd was married and very faithful to his loving wife; I knew he wouldn’t agree to dance with any woman that would ask him. My best bet was they were off drinking in some corner of the club and ignoring each other. 

Alexis felt familiar to me. Physically I couldn’t remember ever even touching her though so it was odd how completely comfortable I was with her in my arms. She was smiling and carefree though and that was fun to watch. Every now and again she’d glance up at me and realize I was watching her then she would quickly look over to her friends or off into the distance. 

“So are one of those girls getting married?” I asked and motioned to the two women who had been dancing near us. 

“Nope, it’s a girl from work. Over there in the booth,” she pointed to a VIP booth that had five women sitting and laughing together. “Pam, she’s not really a close friend. Missy was supposed to come with me actually. But she canceled to stay home with her boring husband.” 

“Ha, yeah, that sounds like her.” 

“Why are you here?” 

“We wanted to come pick up chicks,” I laughed. “My friend Henry heard this was a good club for cute girls and it appears he was right.” 

“No, I mean why are you in Vegas?” she asked. 

“For a fight.”

“What?” 

“A fight.”

She looked at me with a puzzled look on her face and I realized there was no way we were going to have a decent conversation in the circumstances we had. The music was too loud, there were tons of people around us, and she was probably too tipsy to even remember what I was saying. 

I leaned in close to her ear and felt her body tighten with anticipation of what I was going to say. She smelled so good, like a combination of coconut and flowers. If it would have been appropriate, I’d have kissed along her delicious neck right there in the club. 

“Put your phone number in my phone and I’ll text you,” I said as softly as I could but so she could still hear me above the music. 

I handed her my phone and she did as I asked. After putting her number into my phone she dialed herself, that way she had my phone number as well. Alexis was tipsy from the alcohol, but not so tipsy that she wanted to risk not being able to call me, that was a nice sign. 

“Where are you staying?” she asked and handed me back my cell phone. 

“The new hotel down the street. The Arisa.” 

“That’s where we are staying!” Her eyes got big and she threw her hands up in the air like it was an amazing coincidence. 

It was the newest, hottest hotel in the area, but it also happened to be the hotel that was hosting the pay per view fight that the guys and I were going to. To me, it didn’t seem like a huge deal, but it was fun to see how excited Alexis was about me being at the same hotel as her. 

“Well, that’s convenient.” 

“You should come see my room. It has an amazing view,” Alexis said and gave me a big hug. 

“Oh, how I would love to.”

“Then come on,” she grabbed me and pulled me off the dance floor. 

“I think I should leave you in the hands of your friends for tonight. I would really enjoy seeing your room though. Maybe another time.” 

“Oh, or your room. I bet you have a nice room too,” she said pulling away and looking up at me wide-eyed and oblivious to the sexual undertones that came along with inviting someone to your hotel room. 

“I do have a very nice room.” 

“Okay, we can go to your room,” she replied as if I would agree to that offer instead of her room. 

“You are so adorable, but how about we chat more tomorrow?”

“Okay, but I think you should bring me up and show me your room. I’d really love to look at it. I think we could have an amazing time,” she said and playfully turned around and swayed her hips from side to side. 

She knew what she was doing. At least the sexual connotation of going to each other’s room was very clear in how she was acting. But Alexis wasn’t just some random girl. She was my sister’s friend and I had known her for years. As much as I physically wanted to bring her back to any hotel room at that moment, it wasn’t the best of ideas. We would have an amazing time together, I had no doubt of that, but then in the morning she’d be my sister’s friend and I would look like a jerk who took advantage of her. Nope, I wasn’t about to get mixed up in that sort of thing no matter how badly I wanted her. 

“I’m going to send you a message,” I pulled out my phone as we stood off to the side of the dance floor. “Tomorrow, when you wake up, you’ll see this and think of me. Then maybe we can go do something tomorrow, okay?” 

“Okay, but I’m pretty busy this weekend. I might not have time to hang out with you on any other nights.”

“I’ll risk it,” I said and gave her a soft kiss on her cheek. “Now, let’s get you back over to your friends.” 

“You’re really a sweet guy. Man, I can’t believe I didn’t know you were this sweet of a guy before.” 

“Maybe I haven’t always been a sweet guy,” I said truthfully. 

There was no way I would have turned down Alexis and her offer if I hadn’t known her. Sure, I would like to think if a girl was smashed and too drunk to make a good choice, then I would say no and just get her home safely. But Alexis knew what she was doing when she made that offer. She was tipsy, but she wanted me in her room and that was hard to turn down. A fun night of lovemaking with this beautiful girl would have really helped relieve my stress from the last few days.

Instead, I walked her to her table and made sure one of her friends would be there to help her back to her room. 

“Hi, I’m Jacqueline,” the tall brunette that had been on the dance floor with us said. “I’ll take care of her.” 

“Make sure she looks at her text messages in the morning.”

“Will do. Have a great night.” 

“You too,” I said and shook her hand as if I was doing some sort of business deal with her. 

“Oh my god, Alexis, who the hell was that?” I heard Jacqueline say as I walked away. “He looks like some sort of movie star.”

I smiled at the notion of me being any sort of movie star. If anything, Alexis was the one who looked like she should be famous. Whatever her new television show was I could certainly see why they had hired her. She was a knockout, stunning, intimidating beautiful. 

After searching fruitlessly for Todd and Henry I finally just sent them each a text message and went back to my room. As much as I wanted to stay out all night partying it was already two in the morning and I was exhausted. All I could think of was falling asleep so I could have some energy for the fight we were going to the next day. 

 

***

 

“Nice of you to ditch us last night,” Henry said after he’d been pounding on my door for five minutes and I finally got up and answered it. 

“It was late. I figured you two had gone off already.” 

“Who was the hot chick? You could have hooked me up with her friends at least. Then we could have ditched Todd.” 

“What did you two end up doing?” 

“Todd crashed about midnight. I bought some young things a few drinks and took one of them back to her room.” 

“Sounds like you didn’t have that bad of an evening?” I laughed. 

He got laid and was trying to complain about me ditching him. Those two things didn’t really go together well. 

Henry got the ladies more than most men. He didn’t even have to try. Most of the time we were just hanging out and women literally handed him their phone numbers, room keys, etc. Even I had to work harder than that if I wanted to bring a woman home with me. There was just something about his rough exterior that turned ladies on and made them do things they might not normally do. Granted most of the ladies Henry had were only one night stands, so maybe that was what they saw when they looked at him? I’m sure he didn’t mind. 

“Let’s go eat. I’m starving.” 

“Yeah, I bet you are after that night you had.” 

“You really didn’t bring that hot piece of ass back to your room?” Henry looked around my hotel room like I was hiding Alexis in there or something. 

“Nope, I took her back to her friends so they could take care of her. She is actually a friend of my little sister, Missy.” 

“Damn, your sister hangs out with women like that. Shit, I wish I had a sister.” 

“No, you would have ruined every friendship your sister ever had.” 

“Very true. So can we eat now? Again, I’m starving,” Henry said as he grabbed some peanuts out of my minibar. 

“Yeah, let me call Todd.” 

“He’s probably still sleeping. Let’s just eat.” 

“Dude,” I rolled my eyes at his childish dislike for Todd. 

After getting Todd and Henry down to breakfast, we managed to have a pretty epic buffet meal. They even had prime rib at breakfast. Not something I normally would have gone for but in Vegas, it was well worth it. 

As we left breakfast I saw a group of women walking and giggling with one another. I found myself searching the group to see if Alexis was with them, but she wasn’t. The message I’d sent her the night before still didn’t have a response and it was noon already. Perhaps she and her friends were still sleeping. They looked like they were having one hell of a party last night. 

“So how about some poker?” Henry asked. “I heard the Bellagio has some high stakes rooms.” 

“I’m not allowed to play poker,” Todd said before catching himself. 

“Not allowed?” I couldn’t help but laugh. “Todd, you’re a millionaire who runs your own company. You are a grown ass man. You can do whatever you want.” 

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m married and I am being respectful of my wife’s wishes. The last time I played poker I lost a lot of money.” 

“Wow, you are like the poster child for men to not get married,” Henry snorted as he watched a couple cute girls walk past us the other way. 

“He’s right, Todd. Come on. I get that you want to be respectful but we aren’t going to a strip club. We are talking about poker. Give yourself a limit and let's go have some fun,” I said. 

I wasn’t planning on spending a ton of money while in Vegas either. But an afternoon of poker before the fight sounded like a good time to me. Much better than sitting out by the swimming pool and baking like a piece of bacon in the over one hundred degree heat. 

Todd reluctantly agreed to come play poker with Henry and me. He took two thousand dollars from his account and committed to that limit for the afternoon. Henry and I didn’t put such limits on our playing. 

Poker was one a game I absolutely loved. It was a challenge for me to read the other players and to manage my hand as well as theirs. The three of us sat at three different tables so we could have the best chance of all coming out ahead. 

I had a fantastic table. My table was filled with young guys who were way too cocky to be playing high stakes poker. They did a terrible job at bluffing and often drove the pot up so high that they ended up playing with bad hands that I beat them on. I played through until I noticed both Henry and Todd had given up on their tables, then I cashed out and said goodbye to mine. 

“Todd basically lost his house,” Henry laughed. 

“What? I thought you only brought two thousand dollars?” 

“I ran a tab. Shit, I’m going to get killed when I get home,” Todd looked devastated by his loss. 

“How much did you lose?” I asked, a little worried at what I had wrapped him up into. 

“Twenty-five thousand.” 

“Ha, I guess you are worse at poker than any of us imagined,” Henry laughed. 

“Screw you! I told you I didn’t want to play. That’s bullshit,” Todd yelled and pushed Henry. 

“Cool it, guys. Here, take this, Todd.” I handed him twenty-five thousand dollar chips. Let’s pay your bill,” I said as I noticed a large man in a black suit had followed us out of the poker room. “I suspect that’s why this dude is following us?” 

“Yeah, probably. You are just going to give me twenty-five thousand dollars? Dude that’s not necessary. I can cover it. I have money in investments. I just don’t want to explain it to Felicia.”

“It’s my gift to you. You can make it up to me sometime when I need you to help me with a financial presentation again,” I shrugged and smiled at him. I still thought if he had been there with the bank the other day then I would have gotten the loan. Something about having Todd on my team always made people feel more confident about business plans.  

“Sounds like a deal to me,” Todd grabbed me and gave me a hug. “Thanks for saving my ass, man.” 

“Yeah, I still have another seventy-five of those chips in my pocket,” I laughed and wiggled my pants a little. 

“Dude! What the heck? You took that much off those guys in three hours?” Henry asked as he and Todd both looked at me, shocked.

“Damn tech kids. They throw away their money like it’s going out of style,” I laughed. 

“Drinks are definitely on you tonight. How about we check out that new club VooDoo after the fight? You can get us one of those fancy VIP booths and we can hook up with some chicks that want us for your money,” Henry said without cracking a smile. He was totally serious. 

“Actually, I know a group of girls on a bachelorette party. I could invite them,” I offered. 

“Yes, do that. Is that the blonde beauty you were ogling? You should definitely invite her.” 

“She’s mine. Hands off.” 

“What am I supposed to do while the two of you pick up chicks?” Todd asked as if he had no idea what else he could do with himself. 

“One of the women is the bride to be, you can hang out with her since she’s getting married and will want to behave herself too,” I offered. 

“Or she’ll want one last fling and throw her naked body at you,” Henry joked. 

By the time we made it to our seats in the arena, it was just fifteen minutes before the fight. We hadn’t purposely cut it so close but the security around the event was tough. We weren’t allowed to bring anything besides a wallet or small clutch into the arena, which was fine for us, but a hundred other people apparently didn’t read the rules on their tickets. We also brought our phones and I sent a quick text off to Alexis to tell her where we were going to be and invite her group to join us. 

Normally I wasn’t a high roller at the clubs. It wasn’t that I didn’t have the money to spend, but I just wasn’t the type of guy to waste money like that. Typically I viewed money as a way of making my life easier and building my businesses so wasting it on drinking and partying wasn’t my thing. 

The announcer started building up the competition just as we sat down. With a pay-per-view fight, they spent a lot of time making the event into a show. It took them nearly forty-five minutes before both boxers were in the ring and ready to fight and then another fifteen minutes of time for commercials and other randomness before the event actually got started. 

Watching two men pummel each other for money was rather entertaining. Much more interesting than I’d expected it was going to be. We weren’t extremely close but we only had a few hundred feet between us and the bloodied mess that was going on in the ring. It was hard not to get excited or take sides with one of the fighters. 

By the end of the fourth round, the fight was winding down though. Eddy the Beast, was taking care of business in that ring and his opponent Mike Stamper was barely standing anymore. Then with one final swing, Eddy knocked Mike onto the ground. Stamper tried to get up, he lifted his body for a moment before finally falling face first back to the mat. And just like that, the event of the year was over. 

“Good fight,” Todd said as he cheered and clapped with Henry and me. 

From the look on Henry’s face, he wasn’t all that impressed with the event. It was a good fight but coming all the way to Vegas to watch it had me hyped up for a long fight lasting most of the evening. Wrapping up at only eleven o’clock was a little lame but at least we could head to the club and see if the girls were there. 

“They might not have a VIP table at this late notice,” I said to the guys when we were finally able to get out of the arena and make our way to the cabs. “We can just find the girls and get a regular table.” 

“Oh, no, you’re not getting out of this one. When we get there I’ll find the manager and get it arranged. You just plan on paying for this night and I’ll make sure it happens.” 

“Fine with me.” 

Unfortunately, we had to wait in the line to get into the club for a little bit as Henry took off to find the manager and try and make things happen for us. I gave him a few thousand dollars from my winnings and then waited in line with Todd. 

As we stood in line I saw Alexis and her friends being ushered up to the front of the line by a hotel staff person. I yelled out to her but it was far too noisy for her to hear me. When I went to send her a text message I saw a response from her to my earlier note. 

“See you there around ten,” she replied with a kissy face after it. 

“Nice,” I said as I read the text. “We are going to have some fun tonight. You stay as long as you want, Todd, but send me a text if you decide to head back to the hotel.” 

“Don’t let me sleep with any of these girls,” he said with fear in his eyes. 

“Dude, you won’t do that. I know you.”

“No, I could do it. I could slip. There are so many beautiful women here. I don’t want to mess up. Promise you won’t let me do anything stupid.” 

“Todd, it’s not like gambling. You’re not going to accidentally go home with a girl. Stick to the table, have some nice conversation, and head back to the room if you feel your willpower slipping. Deal?” 

“Deal,” Todd said as we both looked at the long line in front of us. “If we even manage to get into this place.” 





Chapter 5

 

Alexis 

 

“He says he wants us to meet him at VooDoo and he’s going to reserve the VIP table.”

“Alexis, Pam, and Margaret already have a table. Tell him to just come sit with us. The girls would be fine with it.” 

“I’ll just tell him we will meet him there. Who knows if they will flake on us or something like that? Can you talk with Margaret and Pam and make sure we go to Club VooDoo though? I don’t know which club they were planning on going to tonight.” 

Jacqueline smiled at me and waited for me to say something else. She turned her head a little and looked at me with a side glance. “So you like this guy, I see.”

“He’s a friend. A friend that I’ve known for a long time. There isn’t anything more than that right now. I mean he’s really handsome though, isn’t he?”  

“Yeah, he is.” 

“And he was so sweet last night. I was practically begging to go back to his room with him and he made sure I went back with you since I was drunk. That was a sweet move, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, it was,” Jacqueline said still smiling at me like she knew a secret. “He was looking at you like he wanted to lick every inch of your body. I was pretty damn surprised that he didn’t take you back to his room with him. You weren’t that drunk.” 

“I know, right? But it was still really sweet. Just so you know, if I see him tonight again, I’m going back to his room. I couldn’t sleep at all last night thinking about his hands all over my body.” 

Jacqueline and I were getting our hair and makeup finished up before heading out to the clubs again with the girls. I was in a much better mood about this night than I had been about the previous night. This bachelorette party was turning out to be fun after all. 

I wasn’t planning on wearing as tiny a dress as I did the night before. This time was going to wear a sparkling silver dress. It had a bra top and was strapless with a flowing skirt. The length was about mid-thigh and it was much more comfortable to be out in. I didn’t have to worry about my ass showing. 

“You look like one of those party girls who dance on the platforms,” Jacqueline said when I came out of the bathroom with my dress on. 

“Is that a bad thing?” 

“No, girl. You look hot! Cody is going to eat you up tonight.” 

“I hope so,” I laughed. 

One night stands weren’t my thing. You could ask any of my friends and they would tell you I didn’t sleep with guys on the first date. And considering I hardly ever went on second or third dates, I was itching to get naked with Cody. He was a friend so it wouldn’t be all that weird if we decided to have a fun night in Vegas and then never talk about it again. Plus, he lived in Chicago and I wasn’t going to be running into him any time soon. 

My mind was set. I was going to land Cody that night and I didn’t expect him to put up much of a fight. From the way he was whispering in my ear and touching me last night, I suspected we were in for one hell of a night together. 

“I’m texting Margaret about club VooDoo, she says that’s where we were going anyway. It’s one of the top clubs. I didn’t tell her about your boy toy and his friends though. We will see if they show up.”

“He will show.” 

“If he doesn’t, there are plenty of other guys we could entertain ourselves with.” 

“Hurry up and get ready, girl. I want to get down there and dance the night away,” I said as Jacqueline was still standing at the mirror putting on her makeup. “It’s a dark nightclub, you don’t need to look perfect. Put some lipstick on and let’s get going.” 

“Girl, I’m not going out until this face is beautiful. You’re just going to have to cool your jets.” 

There was no use arguing with her. I knew we weren’t leaving in the next fifteen minutes so I put my feet up and spent some time searching for Cody on social media pages. He wasn’t big on posting online but I found girls who had tagged him in several photos. He always looked so put together and casual in the pictures. It didn’t matter if they were out at a club or some other social gathering, Cody looked damn good in every photo. 

Finally, Jacqueline was ready and we met the rest of the girls downstairs. Surprisingly we weren’t the last pair to get down there. Rose came running up just after us with her roommate. I still couldn’t remember the woman’s name. She was a friend of Pamela’s and hadn’t said more than two words the entire trip. 

We piled into the limo and made our way over to Club VooDoo, it wasn’t until we were rushing into the front door of the club that I realized I hadn’t eaten since lunch. I was going to have to take it easy on the alcohol or get some food in my stomach rather quickly. 

The VIP area of the club was all the way upstairs. It was a nice section with its own dance area and a great view of the dance floor below, but it was a little weird. Part of the appeal of spending a lot of money for the fancy VIP area was that other people could see you and admire your status for the night. Sitting way above everyone I didn’t get that feeling of fake importance much at all. There was a brief moment when we showed our wristbands and walked past the bouncer to go upstairs, but otherwise, it wasn’t nearly as cool as the other club. 

Pam and a couple of the other girls really liked the VIP area though and they found seats by the edge looking down on the rest of us as we went dancing. Jacqueline and I finished a couple of drinks before dancing, just enough to give us the illusion that we were fantastic dancers. 

We held hands onto the dance floor but a couple guys joined us rather quickly. My guy was a young kid, probably barely twenty-one years old. He smiled and said hello to me as he danced about a foot away. He was a decent looking kid but not really my type. When I found an opening to move back over by Jacqueline, I danced my way toward her but was abruptly stopped when some guy grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward him. 

“You’re the sexiest girl in this place. Come dance with me.” 

“Not if you manhandle me like that again,” I said trying to be nice to the guy but also pulling his hand off of my wrist. 

“Sorry, I just know what I want and I go after it,” he said leaning near my ear and talking loud enough for me to hear him. 

At least one mystery was solved in that moment. I did not get turned on by just any guy talking in my ear, that definitely just Cody. I stayed and danced with the handsy dude for a song and then turned to go find Jacqueline. 

“Have a good night,” I said and started to walk away when he grabbed me again. “Ouch. Let go.” 

“Come on, baby. You know I could pay you for your time,” the jerk said. 

He was at least twice my size and his hand was wrapped around my wrist so tightly that I felt my fingers throbbing. Desperately I looked around for a bouncer or anyone else who might be able to help me. Obviously, I wasn’t going anywhere with this guy, but I also didn’t feel like getting my wrist broken from him twisting and pulling on me either. 

“Let go right now,” I said as loudly as possible while I looked him straight in the eyes. 

“How about you let me lick that beautiful clit of yours? I’ve got a room upstairs,” he said as he held onto my wrist with one hand and started walking us toward the edge of the dance floor. 

Suddenly I was getting really worried that this guy could manage to maneuver me out of the club. I was going to have to throw a full-on fit if he kept moving me toward that door. I looked at the bouncers hoping one of them would help me, but both of them were busy scanning the room and not looking my direction at all. 

“No,” I yelled as loud as I could. “Let go of me.” 

My heart was racing as I pulled on my arm and tried to move toward the corner where the nearest bouncer stood. I had to get away from him. I couldn’t let him get me any further off that dance floor. This guy was obviously crazy. No normal man would continue grabbing a girl after she had said no to him as many times as I had. 

“Ouch,” I heard the guy say from behind me as he released my hand. 

“I think you owe this lady an apology,” a familiar voice said. 

“I don’t owe anyone shit,” the jerk replied. 

I turned to see Cody holding one of the jerk guys hands and twisting it back by his thumb. It appeared to be a very painful position and the guy was wincing in pain but still refused to apologize to me. Finally, Cody gave his hand one more twist and the man yelped in pain. 

“How about now?” 

“Sorry,” he finally said, and Cody let him go. 

“Get out of here. If I see you talking to any other girls here, I’ll break your hand. Do you understand?” 

The man didn’t answer and had already turned and was making a beeline for the door. I was shaking from the commotion of it all. When Cody wrapped his arms around me I fell right into his chest and started to cry. I didn’t mean to cry. Normally I wasn’t the type of girl that just cried over things, but my adrenaline was going crazy and the relief I felt having Cody there was so overwhelming. 

“Are you okay? Let me look at you,” he said and we walked over to the side of the room. 

“I’m okay.”

“Man, Alexis, look at your wrist. Are you sure you’re alright?” 

My wrist was bright red from the grip the man had on me and I was definitely going to have a bruise there. It was sore, but I didn’t feel like there was any permanent damage. I could say none of this to Cody though because I was still crying and trying to catch my breath. 

“Let’s get you to a table to sit down,” he said. 

I followed Cody up the stairs to the VIP area and over to the opposite side from where the girls were sitting. Cody’s VIP table was pretty much the same as ours except he had a full view of the dance floor without any pillars in the way. 

We sat down at his table with one of his friends who was sitting alone when we got there. His friend was dressed in a polo shirt and jeans. I couldn’t help wondering how he even managed to get into the club with an outfit like that. The doorman had been turning guys away when we walked in. There wasn’t enough room in these Vegas clubs for all the guys who wanted to come in, so many were turned away if they didn’t look like they were going to spend money or make the place look good just by dancing there. 

“Hi,” I said softly as I tried to hide the fact that I’d been crying. 

“That’s my friend, Todd. Todd, this is Alexis.” 

“It’s nice to meet you,” Todd said and put his hand out to shake mine. I put my hand out to meet his and then he saw the bruising that was going on with my wrist. “Oh, wow, are you okay?” 

“Could you go see if we can get some ice?” Cody asked. “I bet the bar will give you a bag of it if you let them know someone is hurt.” 

“Of course,” Todd said as he hustled up and out of the booth. “I’ll be right back.”

“He has been sitting in this booth since we got here. At least this will give him a reason to get out of here. I doubt he will be long though.” 

I sat silently watching Cody while he moved my wrist to check on it. He bent it to the left and then the right. Then he pushed it up and back down. I only winced with a little pain when he pushed my wrist down. 

“That hurts.” 

“Okay, so you probably have a sprained wrist, but if you have swelling or a lot of pain when you get home make sure and go see a doctor. The wrist and hand have a lot of bones in them and you could have easily cracked one. That dude was a big guy.” 

“I know,” I said and swallowed hard as I tried not to start crying again. 

“How did you end up dancing with an asshole like that anyway?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Alexis, you really could have been hurt.” 

“I know!” I yelled back at Cody.

“I’m sorry. Come here,” he pulled me in and wrapped his arms around me. “I’m glad I saw you down there. You’ll be okay now. You’ll just be stuck with this asshole for a while,” he laughed.

I stayed there in his arms for what seemed like an hour but was probably just ten or fifteen minutes until his friend Todd returned with some ice. By this time I had my wits about me and was just leaning into Cody’s chest because he smelled so damn good. 

“Here’s your ice.” 

“Thank you, Todd. That was nice of you to go get that for me.” 

“He gets a thank you for the ice and I get yelled at,” Cody jokingly shrugged. 

“You also got to hold me while I cried. Don’t forget that part,” I added. 

“Oh, I won’t.” 

Just like that, he switched from a protector to a predator, and I was his prey. Oh, but I didn’t mind one bit. I would be more than happy to let him prey on me that evening. I might even find the energy to take over the chase and have my way with him. 

It was quieter up in the VIP area than it was down on the floor. Although Cody and I still had to talk fairly loudly, we weren’t screaming at each other just to be heard. Todd probably couldn’t hear what we were saying though since he was on the other side of the table. As Cody and I talked, Todd spent most of his time looking down at the crowd of people and watching the action. It was more interesting than I’d first expected as I found myself glancing down at the dance floor and watching the people with Todd. 

“So tell me about Los Angeles. You’re still out there? And you’re still going after the dream of being an actor full-time.” 

“You don’t have to make it sound so dull. It is actually a pretty exciting life I have. I got a new television gig.” 

“Yes, tell me about that. Is it for a major network? What will your part be?” 

“I am going to be me,” I laughed and shrugged as I started to explain my new gig. “It’s a scripted reality show about single life in Los Angeles.” 

“Scripted, reality… those two words don’t go together very well.” 

“Yeah, it’s a new thing.” 

“So you’ll be dating people on television. That doesn’t sound terrible or anything.” 

“I know. That part does sound a little scary. But at least I should meet some decent guys and not anyone trying to rip my arm off,” I said as I rubbed my sore wrist. 

“Let me do that for you,” Cody softly pulled my hand onto his lap and gently massaged my forearm for me. 

The touch of his hands on mine made my whole body tingle. I tried not to get too excited. I didn’t want to be obviously eager to go back to his room with him, but the more he massaged me, the more I felt my willpower slipping away. 

“Wow, look at that,” I said as a woman in her wedding dress came through the main doors followed by her entire wedding party. 

“It’s their honeymoon,” Todd joked. “They probably got married at that little chapel down the street. Did you see they had a drive-through wedding service? Who would want to get married that quickly?” 

“I know, that’s crazy,” I laughed and pulled my hand away from Cody as his other friend came to join us at the table. 

“Hey this is Henry,” Cody introduced me right away. “This is Alexis.” 

“I’m not sitting next to this dude,” Henry said pointing to the empty spot next to Todd. 

“You don’t have to sit here,” Todd quipped back at him. 

The two of them argued for a minute before Henry finally sat down on the edge of the seat as far away from Todd as he could get. It was like two teenagers. 

Cody ordered some bottles of alcohol for us all and even sent a few over to my friends at their VIP table. He must have spent a couple thousand dollars on all that booze. Luckily, Cody also had them bring us some food and shortly after the alcohol arrived so did a deliciously large pizza. It had fresh mozzarella on it with a combination of meat and vegetables. 

The four of us drank and ate and had an amazing time together before Henry and Todd decided to head downstairs with a few of the girls from the bachelorette party. The girls had both of the guys sandwiched in the middle of them as they basically danced around them. 

“Todd looks like he might cry,” I laughed. “Why does he look so nervous?” 

“He’s married and doesn’t want to do anything he isn’t supposed to do. It’s hard for him to have fun. I can’t believe he actually went down there with them.” 

“This drink is amazing. What did you put in it?” I asked as I sipped on the blue coconut concoction he had mixed up for me. 

Part of the bottle service was to bring us mixers for our drinks and Cody had used most of what was on the table in my drink. He had coconut in there, pineapple juice, some UV Blue and vodka for sure, it was absolutely delicious. 

“I’ll teach you.” He grabbed the ingredients and an extra cup as I watched him make the drink. 

To be honest, I would have watched Cody do almost anything. I leaned in close to see what he was doing and noticed I had put my hand on his thigh in the process. Not just on the middle of his thigh, no I had put my hand only inches away from touching his hardness. 

“Sorry,” I said when he stopped pouring the drink and looked down at my hand. 

“Keep it there,” he replied mischievously. 

“Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah.” 

I did keep my hand there as Cody finished mixing me another drink and I sipped on the one I already had. The sweetness of this drink made it easy to drink more and more of them. I could have sipped on those blue drinks all night long and never got sick of them. If we hadn’t decided to leave the club early. 

We each had another one of Cody’s fantastic blue drinks before heading out. He left the rest of the alcohol with a table nearby of young guys. They actually cheered. I stopped and said goodbye to Jacqueline and promised I’d text her in the morning. She promised to smooth things over with Pam if anyone got agitated about me taking off. 

At first, we had big plans to head down to a little Jazz bar that I’d heard of in the downtown Vegas area. Instead, we ended up walking the strip and stopping to get a giant strawberry daiquiri. When I say giant, I mean really big. It was over three feet tall and came with a neck strap to help hold it as we walked along. The sweet strawberry mixture was ice cold and exactly what we needed to combat the warm summer night. 

“So what do you do for work?” I asked on our walk. 

“Investing mostly. I recently sold my business and I’m trying to start a new one. What do you do when you’re not landing big television roles?” 

“I work in a public relations firm. I’m just a secretary.” 

“You don’t have to add ‘just’ to that sentence. I can only imagine how hard you probably work in a PR company located in Los Angeles.”

“Thank you.” 

“For what?” 

“For saying that. It was really sweet. I do always put myself down when I tell people what I do for a living, but I’m really proud of the work I’ve done there. It’s hard work but I love it.” 

“I don’t mean to sound rude by asking you this, but why are you single? You’re a knockout. You are sweet and kind. Plus, you really seem like a great girl.” 

“I’m going to need you to make the rounds with me in Los Angeles and act as my own personal public relations agent,” I said as we sat on a bench just off the main sidewalk. 

“I’d love to come to Los Angeles and hang out sometime.” 

That was unexpected. Up until that very moment I was positive the two of us weren’t ever going to see each other again unless Missy had a baby or some other equally big event brought us together. But here Cody was offering to come out and visit sometime. This added a whole new layer to the night. 

Cody and I sat on that bench well into the night talking and laughing while we sipped on our frozen strawberry daiquiri. The longer we sat there the more I started to wonder how I was going to let go of this guy. 

He was funny, nice, open with his conversation. Cody was the guy I didn’t even know I had been looking for. Even as we got drunk on our sugary frozen drink, I found myself wondering what life with a guy like Cody would be like. This was the sort of man I wanted to marry. The kind of guy who gave up his weekend with his buddies just to get to know a girl. It was rather a romantic gesture. 

“This drink is amazing,” I said as we finished off our giant alcoholic beverage. “I bet we are going to regret this tomorrow though.”

“No way. They don’t put that much alcohol in them anyways. It’s going to be fine.” 





Chapter 6

 

Cody

 

We were drunk, no doubt in my mind that our gallon of sugary alcohol had us both trashed, but it was fun being out on the town with Alexis. We talked and walked and then stopped to talk some more. Vegas was one of those places that you could stay up all night and not feel a thing because the lights and excitement continued on until well into the morning. 

“Should we get another one of those drinks?” Alexis asked when we passed the vendor again. “It says the refill is half-priced.” 

“I’d pay full price for you baby,” I joked. “Sure, I’m game if you are. What’s the worst that could happen? We end up wandering around and can’t find our hotel room.”

“Ha, or we end up in that chapel over there, married.” 

“Don’t worry, that’s not going to happen.” 

We grabbed another drink and I was thinking about taking a cab to Freemont street. Alexis hadn’t been there before, and I couldn’t wait to show her all the lights. I’d heard they even added a zip line that went down the street and I was excited to possibly give it a try with her. 

“What’s the company you were trying to get funded?” Alexis. 

“The one I was at the bank for?” 

“Yeah, didn’t you say they turned you down or something?” 

“Yep, it was for a new hotel chain.”

“Wow, that’s a big deal. People don’t just start hotels do they?” 

“Not usually, but this one has a good plan behind it and I really think it will be a hit,” I started to say. Talking about the hotel was easy for me since I was so damn excited about the possibilities behind it. “You know how you and your girlfriends always stop to take pictures when you see a really cute bright blue door in the city, or a statue that is unique?” 

“How do you know we do that?” she asked suspiciously. 

“Because most women do it,” I laughed. “But it’s not just women. Guys are doing the same thing and my idea was to have hotels that were so uniquely fabulous that people couldn’t help but Instagram out their photos. Or other social media of course. But basically, it would be a place to go that was unique and exciting which offered amazing photo ops and gave people a reason to advertise for free.” 

“Oh, I see what you’re saying,” Alexis pulled out a ponytail elastic and started messing with her hair as she tried to get the long locks out of her face. “Damn this is harder than it should be,” she laughed. 

“I have a secret superpower, here, let me help you.” 

I stood up behind Alexis and took the elastic from her. I started to run my fingers through her hair. Gingerly I pulled her hair onto the top of her head and wrapped the elastic around it tight enough to hold everything in place. 

As a guy from a big family of girls, my sisters had made sure I could help them with their hair when I was younger. Sometimes it was out of necessity like after they had done their nails and sometimes they were just having bad days and it made them feel better to have their hair done. I also knew how to braid, although I hadn’t done that in a very long time. 

“You’re amazing. How come I didn’t know you could do hair?” 

“There are a lot of things you don’t know about me.” 

“I suppose that’s right. Up until last night I didn’t even know you were handsome,” she said and then her eyes got wide as she realized she just told me I was handsome. “Sorry, I mean, shit, I’m going to stop talking.” 

“So you think I’m handsome. Thank you,” I grabbed her hand. “In case you didn’t know, I happen to think you are stunningly beautiful.” 

“Okay, I’ll marry you,” she laughed. 

Alexis was a hidden gem that had been so close to me, yet I hadn’t noticed her at all. How was it even possible that she’d slipped past me all these years? Maybe I just wasn’t ready to be in love before? What was I even saying? Love? This wasn’t love, it was pure lust. There was no way I could love her, we hadn’t even slept together yet. 

“That dress is so sparkly I think you’re distracting the cars. Should we keep moving or do you want to head back to the hotel?” 

“Let’s keep walking. I want to go past Caesar’s Palace. Did you know they have fancy shops in there?”

“Yes, I did know that.” 

The night air had cooled off a bit and our walk was more manageable because of the change in temperature. Alexis was still walking in her pumps though and I couldn’t imagine that was very comfortable at all. 

When we got to Caesar’s Palace the mall was closed, but I had a plan. A drunken plan to find someone to sell me some shoes for Alexis. Some comfortable shoes would be just what she needed to make the night more fun. 

“Stay here,” I said as I wobbly went off to find someone to help me with my little surprise. 

“I’m staying here,” Alexis laughed and leaned back against the bench she was on. “Don’t take too long or I’ll fall asleep.” 

I hurried off down the corridor until I made my way to the main casino. When I ran into a man with a name tag, I unloaded in what was probably a lot of gibberish, but enough for him to understand I wanted to buy something from a store. 

Being that we were in Las Vegas and often times people had money burning a hole in their pocket, the man didn’t seem all that surprised by my request. He made a few phone calls and before I knew it there was an older woman walking toward me with a huge smile on her face. 

“How can I help you?” She asked. 

“I want to buy my friend something wonderful.” 

“Okay, let’s go take a look.”

Now in my drunken state, I probably had a very clear picture in my mind of what these wonderful shoes would look like. My ability to relay this information to the woman was extremely hindered though. 

She opened her store up and I looked around for something that I thought Alexis would enjoy. There weren’t any shoes in this store, but at that point, I was so excited that she had opened the store for me I just continued to shop. 

“Do you know what style your girlfriend likes?” 

“No, I have no idea.” 

“Then what about your budget?” She asked, looking a little concerned that I might be wasting her time in the middle of the night. 

“I don’t know. I’ve got all this,” I pulled out my stack of hundreds I still had from turning in my winning chips. 

I’d deposited most of my winnings through a transfer to my bank account but still had several thousand dollars in my pocket because I was planning to pay for our VIP night with it. Unfortunately, the club required everything be on credit card so I just had a stack of hundreds making my wallet fat. 

“Well, I think we can find something that will work for you,” the woman smiled at me and quickly counted the money I had pulled out. 

“There’s twenty thousand dollars here,” she said a little surprised. 

“I know, I had a good night at poker. I’ve got a credit card too if that helps. I don’t want to be a cheap bastard.” 

“Sounds like this girl is really important to you.” 

“Yes, she’s beautiful,” I remember saying. 

In hindsight, this was the moment that things went off track. My search for shoes had suddenly and drastically changed and by the time I returned to Alexis I didn’t have any shoes with me at all. I noticed she had finished off the last of our daiquiri and was a little disappointed that we didn’t have more of it. 

“I want to have babies,” Alexis said out of the blue. “I don’t want to be one of those old moms at soccer games. I want to be a hot, sexy mom that all the other dads lust after.” 

“Oh, I’d be lusting after you for sure.” 

“Do you want to have babies?” she asked as we stopped by the fountain out front. 

I grabbed her and held onto her. The night had been so filled with romance and fun that I couldn’t help but think that the two of us would make amazingly cute babies. 

“Yes, I’d love to be a father someday. But I’d have to find the perfect woman first. I only plan on getting married once.” 

“Me too. I’m going to find a guy that looks just like you. So handsome and kind,” she said as her hand rubbed my face and pulled me down for a kiss. “You’re perfect.” 

“I think you are pretty perfect yourself.” 

“Why?” 

Her question made me nervous for a second but as I thought about our talk all night long I had plenty of reasons to think she was a fantastic woman. There was no need to make up an answer, I had so many things I just started listing them. 

“You love your job even though it’s not what you’ll want to do forever. You’re a good friend, you came to this woman’s bachelorette party just so she wouldn’t feel lame. You have always been driven toward your passions. I might not have known you as much back then but I remember you talking about your dreams. Let’s see, oh and you’re beautiful. I’m not sure you even realize just how beautiful you are, but you are stunning.”

“Okay okay, come here,” she pulled me in and our lips pressed together. 

The passion was electrifying as we stood in the night air kissing in front of the fountain. Our connection so deep that instead of wanted to rush her back to the hotel room, I just wanted to stay right there with her enjoying every second we had together. 

Connection is an impossible thing to fake. You can meet someone and enjoy an evening out together but you can’t pretend there is chemistry when there isn’t any. I’ve tried that in the past and always failed miserably. 

With Alexis, I felt like myself from the moment I danced with her the night before. There was no need to pretend. Even though we didn’t know each other well, we knew each other enough to cut out all the bullshit that goes on when people first go on dates together. I didn’t pretend like I was a hard ass who couldn’t care less about my love life, I didn’t pretend about anything. Alexis also was at ease with me, especially after I’d pulled that Neanderthal off her. 

Perfect alignment of life and the stars meant that the two of us had come together. Maybe it would be for the night or possibly for longer, but we were there in a delicate embrace and I didn’t want to be anywhere else with anyone else in the world at that moment. 

“Look, there’s the Elvis wedding chapel,” I pointed to the small white chapel across the street. “Let’s go get married.” 

It was a drunken joke fueled by the emotion of feeling utterly comfortable with Alexis. I’m not sure I really meant it but considering my state of mind that evening I must have wanted her to know just how amazing she was making me feel. 

“Okay,” she replied without hesitation. “Let’s have Elvis marry us.” 

That wasn’t the answer that I’d expected at all. Despite what I’d just purchased at the store, I was okay giving the gift to her as a token and memory of my night with her. But if she was okay getting married then I was too. 

What had happened to my cynical idea of my father’s plan for me? I guess all I needed was to meet an amazing woman that I didn’t want to lose. Alexis was a catch. She was the kind of woman I’d thought about but didn’t know I could ever find. A woman that made me excited for life and connected to me on a level that was beyond what I thought I was capable of. Sure, I’ll admit these thoughts were fueled by the alcohol from the evening, but that doesn’t mean they weren’t real. 

We made our way across the street hand in hand as we walked up to the Elvis standing out front and proclaimed we were ready to get married. There was a process to go through and a young woman took us to the back room to fill out some forms papers and a limo whisked us to the courthouse. It seemed more like a dream than reality and I remember thinking that this was a fantastic dream to have with such a beautiful woman by my side. 

The night continued to blur with a dream and I couldn’t tell for sure what was happening and what was just part of my imagination. I seem to remember seeing Elvis a lot and kissing Alexis often throughout the night. It was a fun-filled evening that combined reality and fantasy in such a way that I wasn’t sure at all what had happened. 





Chapter 7

 

Alexis 

 

I knew who I was in bed with before I opened my eyes. It didn’t matter how much alcohol I’d consumed that evening, I still remembered being with Cody. So as the sun shone into his room I just tucked my head in closer to him and he moved his arm around me in the most amazing cuddle ever. 

My head hurt though and the more I started to wake up the more I realized that I was feeling sick. Not a normal sort of sick that came from drinking too much, this was a new level of sickness and before long I had to jump up and rush into the bathroom. 

I was fully dressed, which caught me a little off guard. How was it that I’d ended up with Cody in bed and yet I still had my clothes on? That was a huge disappointment for me but considering the night had turned into a blur it was probably for the best that I was still clothed. I wouldn’t have wanted to regret my night with him and I definitely wanted to remember sleeping with him. 

His room was much nicer than mine. The view of the strip was directly in front of us and you could see the pool down below as well. All this I managed to gather on my quick trip to the bathroom before I slammed the door shut and turned the water on to drown out what I knew was about to happen. 

Vomiting around a guy was nothing I had ever done before. Mostly because I never drank as much as I had the night before. As a single woman I had to protect myself when I was out and I usually stuck close to my friends for this exact reason. The incident with the man on the dance floor wouldn’t have happened if my friends had been nearby, and it was the same with alcohol. No guy would take advantage of me with my friends around and my friends would make sure I didn’t do anything stupid either. 

The feeling in my stomach was more like acid turning than anything else. I welcomed the idea of vomiting purely to get rid of the horrible pain I was feeling. I sat on the floor with my face in the toilet and eyes closed, welcoming the moment I could finally be relieved of this pain. When I finally felt the relief I didn’t even care if Cody heard me. 

For a moment I stayed there after the flush of disgustingness. When I pushed myself up to venture over to the shower I saw it. On my finger. 

“Cody!” I yelled in pure panic. “Cody! Come here.” 

He jumped up and hurried into the bathroom, probably terrified that I’d hurt myself or something because of the danger in my scream. 

“Oh my God what’s wrong?” he asked as the door swung open. 

“This, what is this?” I waved my finger in his face and yelled at him. 

I wasn’t angry, I was in shock. I searched my brain for memories from the night but only a fog came back to me. I could hardly remember anything after leaving the club except I felt like Cody and I had a good time and we had talked a lot. 

Cody laughed as he looked at my ring and held my hand. He kissed the ring playfully and then started to leave the bathroom as if I was joking. But I wasn’t joking at all, I genuinely had no idea what had happened. Okay, well I had a faint idea that this was real only because the weight of the ring made it clear that the ring was indeed a real ring. 

“I’ll take a shower with you if you give me a minute,” he said and went to back into the other room. 

“Cody, I’m serious,” I followed him. “What happened?” 

“What? You’re joking, right?” 

“No, what happened. Did we get married?” 

“Okay, very funny Alexis. I know we were both pretty drunk but come on.” 

“I wouldn’t have agreed to this. No way. Nope,” I said shaking my head and then remembering walking across the busy Vegas Strip hand in hand with Cody. I flashed a memory of Elvis greeting us in front of a wedding chapel. 

“Wait, oh shit.” 

I collapsed onto the couch as other memories from the night popped up and came forward to the front of my mind. I didn’t remember protesting anything that night. Instead, I eagerly went with him to the chapel. 

Cody sat down next to me and watched me for a moment. I was busy looking at the amazing rock on my finger and trying to piece together the night that had just happened. 

“Are you okay?” he finally asked. 

“We really got married?” 

“Yeah, you seemed into it. I’m a little foggy on all the details but we were having a good time.”

“You actually bought me a ring? How the heck did you even make that happen?” 

It was a genuine question that baffled me. We had left the club after midnight, there was no way a jewelry store was open so late. How on earth did the two of us manage to make such a mess of one evening and how, in the middle of the night, did he buy me a ring that weighed my hand down. 

“I think I convinced a store to open at Cesar’s Palace,” Cody shrugged a little unsure of his own memory of the night. “Did I pick a good one at least?” 

We laughed. The whole thing was so absurd. I was wearing a wedding ring that my friends and co-workers would die for. It was ten times the size of Pam’s engagement ring and bigger than even Missy’s. 

Cody put his arm around me and I needed that comfort right then. My mind was spinning with all the fallout of this decision and how we could fix things. Certainly, Cody didn’t want to stay married to me. We didn’t know each other that well and we didn’t even live in the same city. Somehow we would have to figure this whole mess out and that wasn’t going to happen when I felt like my head and stomach were fighting to explode. 

“It is a beautiful ring,” I said still leaning into his embrace. “I hope you can get your money back for it, I bet it was really expensive.”

“I’m excited about this. We are going to have fun together. This is a fun surprise,” Cody said and pulled me around so I was sitting on his lap. My legs straddled him as I looked down at his smiling face. 

How was he happy about this? How was Cody not freaking out about the whole thing? I leaned down and wrapped my arms around his neck and hugged him. My head hurt too much to think, instead I just wanted to stay wrapped up in his arms with the feeling like everything was going to turn out just fine. 

Nearly twenty minutes went by before I finally climbed off of Cody’s lap and went to brush my teeth and get into the shower. A warm shower would give me the chance to relax and try and figure out what to do with this whole situation. 

“Should I join you?” Cody asked when I walked into the large shower. 

He was wearing only his boxers and a wry smile as he did his best to look at my eyes and not my naked body. I liked the way he looked at me though. I’d longed to have him the night before and as I stood there I couldn’t say no. 

“Yes,” I replied as I lathered some shampoo into my hair. 

I shivered with anticipation as I heard the glass shower door open and Cody come closer to me. He stood in front of me watching as I rinsed the shampoo from my hair. I only opened my eyes for a moment before shutting them again. Man, he made me so nervous. 

When I finally opened my eyes his gloriously naked body stood erect with excitement for me. Cody smiled as I looked at his body and then back up at him and he gave me a boyish shrug of his shoulders. 

He reached his hands out for my shoulders and gently turned me around and away from him. I did as he directed and watched him grab the soap and lather it up in his hands before he started to wash my back. It was a simple move, nothing inherently sexy about having my back washed, but it was sensual and the move he rubbed my back the more I felt myself longing to have his hands on other parts of me. 

I leaned back against him and he moved his hands around to my breasts. He grabbed the soap and ran it over each nipple before putting it down and letting his hands take over the washing process. 

Ever so slightly he pulled and tugged on my nipples, which made my body twitch with excitement. I found myself pressed hard against him and my hips moving in rhythm with his hands until I couldn’t take it any longer. 

I whipped around and found his hardness with my hand as we kissed under the warm water. The delicate touch of his tongue and mine together was a stark contrast to the hard excitement I felt in my hand as I stroked him. 

“Bed, let’s go to the bed,” he groaned. 

“Yes.” 

We rinsed off the remaining soap quickly and grabbed a couple towels to wrap up in. The luxury towels of the hotel were sumptuous and I tucked mine around my breasts and put my hair up in another one while Cody waited for me near the door to the bathroom. He had only used his towel to dry off and then dropped it back onto the ground and stood there excitedly waiting for me to come join him. 

He extended his hand to me and when I grabbed onto it he pulled me close and wrapped his arms around me in a giant bear hug. My comfort level with Cody was higher than I’d felt with the last guy I’d dated. How totally weird was that? Perhaps because we had known each other for so many years? But we certainly had never known each other so intimately as we did in that moment. 

“I’m going to take this off of you now,” he warned me before grabbing my towel and throwing it onto the ground. 

Cody still had me wrapped up in his arms but now my naked body was pressed up against his. My nipples were erect with excitement as I felt a wash of juices rush to my center. My body wanted Cody inside me just as much as my mind did. 

He squeezed me hard and lifted me up off the ground as we continued to kiss and he walked us toward the bed. The sun was shining into the room and drenched the bed in the light of the afternoon as Cody set me down and I lay back onto the bed. 

The power I felt at that moment was epic and seductive. Cody looked down on me as if he was an animal who hadn’t eaten in years, his gaze powerful and lusting yet he moved gingerly over my body and rested next to me while we continued to kiss. 

Kissing Cody turned my body into a sexual machine. The more I kissed him the more I wanted him. My lustful urges had me pulling on him, forcing him to move his body on top of mine as I spread my legs apart and waited for him to enter me. 

Cody took a quick break and jumped up to find a condom in his bag near the door. He moved like a leopard, fast and smooth, and was back on top of me primed and ready before I had even caught my breath. 

He perched himself over me and readied to enter me but then paused to kiss me some more. It was a welcomed distraction and I wrapped my arms around his neck and took his tongue into mine as if I hadn’t just tasted him a moment ago. His willingness to take things slow was in slight contrast to the fact that we had actually married each other the night before but it was a sweet contrast that I admired in that moment. 

Taking time to love me before making love to me, what a novel concept that was. The taste of his lips wound inside me like a fire and built up my desire for him. The longer we kissed the more my hips thrust toward him urging him to enter me, longing to feel his girth inside of me. 

“Yes,” I moaned as if he had asked me a secret question. 

He understood what I was saying and I felt his body press inside me with a delicious fullness that made me moan out with pleasure. Slowly we moved together, our hips thrusting as our tongues played with one another. Nothing stopping us from letting loose with our primal desire to be together. 

Every now and again Cody slowed his thrusting and let his body rest as he moved his kisses down my neck. He played with one side and then moved to the other before returning to softly touch my lips with his and continue our lovemaking. 

Together we moved and thrust with one another over and over again. We took breaks to move positions and explore each other’s bodies and soon I felt the power of my desire building up so strong that I couldn’t stop from releasing. I was on top of Cody when I first gave in to this pleasure and felt my hands digging into his chest when my body tightened around him. For sure I thought he would release at the same time as I did. There was no way he could stop himself as my hips moved harder and harder. 

I fell on top of him when the wash of ecstasy hit me. My whole body shook and Cody wrapped his arms around me and rubbed my back while softly kissing my cheek and forehead. Perhaps he had released and I didn’t realize it in the middle of my own orgasm? I wasn’t sure because we stayed wrapped up in each other’s arms for a long time before I felt his hips moving again. 

The pleasure was building again inside me as Cody reached his hands down to my hips and helped me move in time with his thrusts. I was exhausted but soon found myself longing to thrust harder with him. Begging my body for more energy so I could feel another epic orgasm with this lovely man. 

If all we had was this day together, I was intent on spending it having as many orgasms as I could. I still had my chest against his as we moved together and soon found myself longing to try a new position. 

Cody must have had the same feelings as he moved me to the side and wrapped his arms around from behind me. He adjusted my hips and I moved to find just the right angle as we continued to make love. I was in front of him and his arms wrapped tightly around me holding my breasts while we moved. It was a delicious new position for me and offered me the opportunity to experience a new sensation. 

He liked this position, I could tell. His moans and grunts were getting louder, and it seemed like his own ability to control himself was losing out on the primal passion we were in the midst of. 

I didn’t expect to feel another explosion of excitement. I’d had so much already, more than I’d expected. I arched my back in pleasure as Cody filled me up. The harder he drove inside me the more I wanted; I couldn’t get enough. I found myself reaching behind me and pushing against his hips to force him to thrust harder. 

He grabbed my hips and started to give me exactly what I was urging from him. Hard, fast, deep thrusts that made me yell out in so much pleasure that I thought I might hyperventilate from it all. 

“Yes, oh, God,” I screamed as we moved together. 

When my body finally rumbled in utter and complete explosions I couldn’t stop from grabbing onto the sheets. I thrust my ass back toward him and he grabbed me as we both released in an epic dual explosion that had us both sweating and moaning with pleasure. 

There was no movement from either of us as we stayed wrapped up in each other’s arms in the bliss of that moment. No matter what had brought us to that morning, I was always going to remember my time with Cody as a delicious couple of days. 

We fell asleep in each other’s arms, both of us in utter exhaustion as we recovered from our night of drinking and bad choices. I’m not exactly sure how much longer we slept but somewhere in the afternoon we started to stir and wake up again. This time both of us naked and on top of the sheets, still wrapped in a loving embrace as our stomachs grumbled with hunger. 

“Another shower?” I asked as I turned to face Cody. 

“Yes,” he smiled back at me sweetly. 

There was so much we still had to talk about. I was internally freaking out and getting an annulment was all I could think of. We would just go down to the courthouse and fix things. Certainly, it couldn’t be all that hard and I was sure that Cody didn’t really want to be married to me. 

We would get cleaned up, have some food and then go take care of this mess we had gotten ourselves into. Our second shower together wasn’t as sensual as the first one. This time we both simply washed ourselves off and then kissed for a little bit before getting back out. I was exhausted. It wasn’t like I didn’t want to have him kissing and touching me again, because I certainly did; but my legs were shaky from our lovemaking and my lack of food over the previous twenty-four hours. 

“Can we get some food?” I asked still wrapped up in my towel as we sat on the couch together. 

“Yes, definitely. Do you want breakfast or lunch?” 

“What time is it?” 

“It’s three in the afternoon,” Cody said as he looked at his watch. 

“I’m a fan of breakfast anytime,” I laughed. “How about you?” 

“Yes, breakfast it is.” 

Cody was so calm and relaxed about this whole thing. He didn’t look worried about it at all. 

I heard my phone beep from my purse on the other side of the room but didn’t get up to see who had texted me. Jacqueline knew I was with Cody and we weren’t leaving until the next day so I was going to relax and figure this mess out with Cody for the time being. 

“Your sister is going to freak out,” I said as I realized we were probably going to have to tell Missy. “She’s never going to believe this. Not in a million years.” 

“She will love it. How much cooler could it be that I married her friend? She knows she will get along with my wife at least. Isn’t that something women worry about when their brother’s get married?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t have brothers or sisters,” I laughed. 

Then what he had said started to sink in a little. Cody didn’t sound like he was worried at all. 

My heart started racing and my mind spinning as I sat there watching Cody with a new intensity. Was he happy about all of this? Certainly, he didn’t plan to run off and get married last night. This had all been some weird hurricane of events and he had to be just as freaked out about it as I was. 

The only thing I could think of was Cody just had a really laid back personality and nothing really bothered him. He was good at keeping his cool. He had to be if he was running multi-million dollar companies and winning thousands of dollars at poker. Cody just had a really good poker face, that’s what was going on. He just didn’t want to show how freaked out he was by the whole thing. 

I was extremely quiet as we waited for our food to come, my mind working through the problem at hand. How would I explain this to my television show? I’d broken the rules of my contract before the taping had even started. Maybe I could keep them out of the loop. I could get an annulment and just go about filming as if nothing had happened. 

When our food finally arrived I was still caught up in my own thoughts as we sat there eating. Cody smiled at me and watched me with an intensity that made my knees weak. 

“So you live in Chicago, how do you like it there?” I managed to ask as I tried to make small talk while we ate. 

“I don’t like it. California is much better. I only moved to Chicago because of my first business. Now that I’ve sold it I have the freedom of living wherever I want. I could come stay out in California.” 

“Oh, that’s cool. Yeah, I like it out there but I hope to travel someday. I want to go all over the world. I wish I had one of those jobs where you could work from your laptop or something like that. Is that basically your life?” 

“Not exactly. I usually have to show up at the office and sign papers and deal with problems, or at least I did when I still owned my company. I guess with technology the way it is now I probably could do all those things remotely.” 

“What’s going to happen with your new company?” 

“Well, now that…” he stopped himself. “I’m not sure,” he finally added. 

“You’ll look for more financing for the hotel? Is that what has to happen?” I asked remembering that he had been turned down by the bank for his funding. 

“Something like that. Yes, I’ll need to go through the details and secure more collateral. I’m not as worried about it as I was. This weekend has given me some clarity about the whole situation.” 

I continued to eat my eggs and tried to figure out what else we should talk about. The more I sat there the more my anxiety was building up about my own life. Cody seemed totally content with his plans and his business wouldn’t be affected by us getting married at all. In fact, he seemed more relaxed about his business dealings this morning than I remembered him being at all the night before. 

But my life was just getting started. I hadn’t even filmed the first episode of my new show and I had probably already ruined the whole thing. I’d broken the clause in the contract and the second the producers found out that I was married I obviously couldn’t film a show about being single in Los Angeles. 

My hands started shaking as I tried to eat my breakfast and not worry so much. This was a simple problem. Certainly, I could fix this. How hard could it be? If we got a divorce I would still be single, or an annulment… I wasn’t sure what the rules were on either of those. But either way, I would be single and I could do the show. 

“Are you okay?” Cody asked. 

“Yes,” I lied as my hands continued to shake and my fear over losing my new life kept creeping up higher and higher. 

Soon I was in the midst of a full-on panic attack. I felt like I couldn’t get a good deep breath in. The room was spinning, and I was hyperventilating to the point that I thought I was going to pass out. This had happened to me before and it was scary as hell. I wasn’t in control. My body had taken over and was so out of control that I could hardly see straight. 

“Alexis, are you okay? You don’t look so good.” 

“Um… I…” I babbled as I tried to find the words. But I wasn’t okay. Nothing was okay at that moment. 

There was a banging on the door to the room but it seemed so far off in the distance. I looked at Cody and felt myself losing total control. I couldn’t breathe. Panic rushed through my body as I tried to control it and just couldn’t find any control at all. The more I tried to slow my breathing the worse the episode got and soon I couldn’t move as total fear took over. Had I just totally ruined my life and my dreams with one irresponsible night in Las Vegas? 





Chapter 8

 

Cody

 

“I’m going to get the door really quick,” I said as the pounding at the door continued.  “Take a few deep breaths.” 

Alexis didn’t look good at all. She was pale and hyperventilating so much that I thought she was going to pass out. The banging on the door was distracting and there was no way I could calm her down until I got rid of whoever was at the door. 

“Dude, we need to get going. Our flight is in two hours,” Todd said as he and Henry stood at my door. 

“We’ve been trying to call you all morning. Where the hell have you been?” 

The two of them pushed into my room and saw Alexis on the couch still wrapped in a towel and in the midst of a panic attack. As much as I wanted to explain to them what was going on, there wasn’t time. Instead, I went over to Alexis and tried to calm her and left the guys standing by the door.

“Honey, take a few deep breaths. This is going to turn out just fine. There’s nothing to panic about. I’m here. I’m not going anywhere,” I said calmly. 

“Actually you are going somewhere,” Todd jumped in. “We need to go to the airport. 

“I got married last night,” I said to the guys to try and get them to be quiet for a minute and understand that I was in the middle of something big here. “This is Alexis. You two remember Alexis, right?” 

“Um, yeah,” Henry said.

“You got married?” Todd asked. 

“It’s okay. We can figure this out,” Alexis mumbled. “I know you didn’t mean it. I didn’t know what I was doing. We can figure this out,” she continued on. 

The thing was, I liked the idea of being married to Alexis. This seemed destined and a lot of my problems were solved by the two of us getting married the night before. Plus, I actually liked Alexis. Of course, I didn’t know her well, but the opportunity to get to know her more was really exciting to me. She was the answer to what I needed and I was perfectly happy to try and make this marriage work. 

“Oh my God, dude. You got married?” Henry started to laugh hysterically. 

“You were supposed to make sure I didn’t do anything stupid last night. I didn’t think I had to watch you,” Todd said as the two of them both continued laughing. 

The whole time Alexis was in tears and rocking back and forth. She was so distraught by the whole thing. There was no way I was going to get this figured out with my friends standing there bringing the whole mood down. They thought this was some joke. There wasn’t time to explain things to them. For the time being, I just had to get them out of that room so I could talk with Alexis. 

“Guys, you really aren’t helping. Can you shut up for a minute?” 

“I guess you can go and we can figure it out later,” Alexis said through her tears. 

“I’m not going anywhere. I will stay here with you and we can figure out what you want to do. But I’m okay with this, I think. I mean if you are.” 

“You’re okay being married? Who the hell are you?” Henry chimed in. “This is insane. Did you buy her that?” He reached over and grabbed Alexis hand and looked at the diamond ring. “Shit you bought that with your poker winnings didn’t you? Damn, man. This is messed up.”

“I really need you two to get going,” I said through gritted teeth. “You’re not helping.”

“You are going to miss the flight,” Todd said and came to pull Henry toward the door. “Do you want us to leave without you?” 

“Yes, I’ll find another flight. You two need to leave,” I walked them to the door and literally pushed them out as I closed it behind them. 

Alexis was so upset about this wedding. I felt horrible. Even though this was going to really help me I didn’t want to be married to her if that wasn’t what Alexis wanted. She was a great girl and I genuinely hoped our wedding hadn’t messed up what she had going on with her acting career. 

“You live in Chicago, I live in Los Angeles,” Alexis continued on as if she was talking more to herself than to me. “We can’t be married. Even if we wanted to be, this couldn’t work.” 

“I can move to Los Angeles, would that help?” 

“Are you saying you want to be married to me?” Alexis asked as she calmed down enough to talk a little. 

“I’m just saying I don’t think we should make any rash decisions. I really like you. I know this was crazy and I totally understand that it’s messing with your acting career. Maybe you can tell them what happened, and they can work it into your show. Hell, they already like you. This is a fun story. We are a super cute couple,” I said and sat down with her on the couch. “I’ll be in the show with you if you want me to.” 

I was totally open to helping her make this work while staying married, so it would also work for me and my situation. 

“Cody, it’s a show about singles dating in Los Angeles. I won’t make it past the first day since I already broke the contract. There’s no way around it,” she said getting a little angry with me for even suggesting it. “I’ve ruined everything.” 

“No, there’s always an answer, baby. I’ll come to Los Angeles and we can work it out together.”

“You’d just drop everything and move out there with me?” she asked with her eyebrows furrowed as if I was delusional. 

“Sure, I could do that. I could get my own place and take you out on dates like we would if this night hadn’t happened. I don’t want you to feel bad about this. It’s exciting. We can make this work. You like me, right?” 

Alexis looked at me a little curiously and thought about the question for much longer than I’d expected. I knew the answer though. She liked me. We had just spent the whole morning making love and sleeping in each other’s arms. I just had to convince her to give this a chance. It was my livelihood at stake. 

“Yeah, I like you,” Alexis finally said and leaned in toward me. “This is crazy though. Cody, we actually got married.” 

“It was kind of your idea,” I laughed and teasingly pushed her. “You wanted that Elvis to marry us.” 

“Man, I know. I don’t remember everything, but I remember that damn Elvis.” 

We both laughed at the bits and pieces of the night that we could remember. It was rather funny how everything had come together and I was sure that someday we would both look back on this night with fond memories. The trick was going to be figuring out how to make sure this didn’t ruin Alexis’ chance at stardom. Somehow I had to figure out how to make this thing positive for her. The connection, the chemistry that we had, we could figure the marriage part out as long as we could get the business end of things wrapped up. 

“So are you feeling a little better?” I asked.

“I don’t know, Cody. I really don’t want to lose this deal.”

“How long until the show actually starts taping?” 

“A month or so,” she said. 

“Okay then, we have time to figure this out. There’s no hurry. If you absolutely hate me then we can get it annulled before the show. You’ll still be single and I’ll hire an attorney for you to help figure out your contract and make sure they don’t fire you.” 

It seemed like a good plan to me. We could take a few weeks to get to know one another and not stress out about the whole marriage thing. Being married was just a piece of paper. It didn’t mean any more than that at this moment in time. Of course, I wanted this to work. I was going to put some serious effort into making the situation a great one for both of us. 

“So you’re not going to leave right now?” she asked softly. 

“No, I can stay. When are you supposed to leave?” 

“Not until tomorrow.” 

“How about you text your friends and let them know you are okay. Then you and I can go explore the town a little and have a good afternoon together? Does that sound alright?” 

“I don’t have anything to wear,” she said pointing to the towel she was still wearing. 

“I happen to know there is a mall just down the street,” I said playfully. “There were a lot of nice shops in there.” 

“Okay,” she said.

As she went to stand up but I pulled on her towel mischievously. If we were spending the rest of the day together, I certainly wasn’t opposed to just staying naked in bed for the rest of the day. I enjoyed making love to her. Just the thought of her naked under that towel had me hard with excitement again. 

“Or we could stay in?” 

“I’d like to go out if that’s okay with you?” 

“Yes, I’d love to take you out.”

We got dressed and went down to the lobby to get a cab. In the heat of the day, there was no way we were walking the strip to the mall area. Alexis was busy texting her friends throughout the ride and I just sat back watching her. 

She was smiling with each message she sent and received. I liked watching her when she didn’t know I was watching. Alexis had a softness about her face. The gentle curve of her lips was accentuated when she had lipstick on the night before, but the light natural pink color of her lips was just as beautiful without lipstick. Her hair was pulled up in a bun and she was wearing the sparkling dress she had on the night before. There weren’t many girls who could wear a dress like that without makeup, but she pulled it off. She didn’t need a stitch of makeup to be beautiful. 

I felt butterflies in my stomach while we drove to the mall at Cesar’s Palace. This woman was my wife. The comedy of errors that had landed us together was long but that didn’t matter. If it didn’t mess this up, this beautiful creature could be mine forever. It was out of the ordinary, crazy even how we had come together. Yet, I wasn’t scared by the turn of events at all, I was invigorated by the opportunity. 

“Back at the location of the crime,” I laughed as we pulled up. 

Our driver didn’t think it was all that funny though and I saw him reach for a button and take a picture of the two of us in the back seat. I smiled as I paid him, trying not to laugh.  

“Oh, I remember being here,” Alexis loudly announce as I held my hand out for her to climb out of the cab. “Did I take a nap here?” 

“I was shopping for a while. You know I think I originally wanted to come here to get you some shoes. Those heels looked like they were causing you a lot of pain and we were going down to Freemont street. I thought we might ride the zip line down there.” 

“There’s a zip line?” she asked with excitement. 

“Yeah, do you want to go?” 

“I think I do!”

“Okay, let’s get you some clothes and we can go down there. It can be our honeymoon zip line adventure.” 

Perhaps having a great day with me would take her mind off her television show and the possibility that she would lose it. Selfishly I hoped she would fall in love with me and not want to get a divorce or an annulment when the next month was over. 

There was no way for me to know how this would all turn out with my father’s estate. The clause specifically said that I had to stay married for five years. I’d never looked far enough into the details to figure out what exactly happened if I broke the marriage off before the end of five years. Maybe there was a graduated payment option? Perhaps I would just have to pay the money back? By that time I could have secured bank financing and the whole thing would turn out just fine for me. 

For the time being, I was taking my own advice and not worrying too much about it. Instead, I was committed to having an amazing day with Alexis. Lots of fun and romance so the two of us could go forward with excitement for our situation instead of dread. 

“All these stores are really expensive.” 

“That’s okay. It’s my treat. Pick out whatever you’d like.” 

Alexis was excited about the clothes and it was fun seeing her like that. We went into shop after shop as she tried things on and did mini fashion shows for me. She always came out of the dressing room with a big smile on her face as she twirled around in whatever outfit she had on. When she finally settled on a pair of jean shorts, tank top and sandals I was relieved to have the two-hour shopping spree over with. 

It was utterly amazing to me how Alexis was still full of energy after all of that shopping. I had spent most of the time sitting and waiting for her and I was exhausted. 

“Thanks for the outfit. Let’s go check out that zip line,” she said as she practically bounced out of the mall a few steps ahead of me. 

“Do you always have this much energy?” 

“Only when I’ve had a morning full of orgasms,” she said playfully and wrapped her arms around me. 

We were in the same location by the fountain out front as we had been the night before. I felt the passion from our kiss even more so than the night before. She was so full of life and excitement. Even after all the emotions of the afternoon, Alexis was able to find a way to smile and move forward. This was exactly what I’d been looking for in a woman. Someone who could deal with the stress of life and be sad for a minute but then pull herself together and not complain. I’d worked hard throughout my adult life to surround myself with people who had a positive outlook. It was a relief to see that Alexis had a similar view as I did. 

“Oh, I’d be happy to give you many more of those,” I pulled her in close and grabbed her butt. “You have an amazing ass. Did I tell you that yet?”

“No, but thank you.” 

“Should we go try out that zip line? I think we could both use a little fun.”

“Yes, let’s do it, but no drinking tonight,” she said. “I think I’ll stay sober for a little bit.”

“Me too. I can’t remember the last time I drank that much. I won’t be able to look at a strawberry daiquiri the same ever again,” I said truthfully. “In fact, just the thought of it has my stomach turning a little.” 

We took another cab down to Freemont street and this time Alexis sat close to me and I grabbed her hand into mine. It was still light out as we made our way down Freemont street hand in hand. The lights above us weren’t shining yet but there were a lot of characters on the walkway including magicians, people dressed up as celebrities and other random performers. 

“I wish we would have made it here last night,” I said as we walked. “It is beautiful when all the lights are going.” 

“I’m not in a hurry. We can hang out until the lights turn on.”

The more we walked the more the tension of our day was released. I felt Alexis relaxing too and her grip on me softening with each step. 

We found the zip line and I bought tickets for us to do it together. There were four lines that went all the way down the street and we went with another couple who had just gotten married also. 

“This is so exciting,” the other woman said. “I’m really scared though.” 

“Me too,” her husband said. 

“Are you scared?” I turned to Alexis to try and comfort her as we waited for our harnesses to be connected to the line. 

“No, I’m excited though.” 

“Me too.” 

Just before they finished connecting us to the wire I reached over and gave her one more kiss for good luck. She looked calm as could be as we stood there, while I was literally shaking from nerves. 

“How are you so calm?” I laughed when they pulled us up into position. 

“I figure I already got married while here. There’s not much else that could go wrong. The law of bad luck is on my side.” 

“That is not comforting at all.” 

“Sorry,” she laughed. 

“Ready,” the zip line operator asked as he looked for each of us to give him the thumbs up. “One, two, go!” he yelled without ever making it to three. 

Our bodies were released, and we went barreling down Freemont street like superman. The way we were harnessed in added to the excitement. I couldn’t help but spread my arms out wide just as if I was flying and I noticed Alexis and the other couple were doing the same thing. 

It only took me and the other guy a few moments to push ahead of the girls. Our weight likely played a factor in how quickly we moved compared to them. I tried to look back and see Alexis but the momentum of the zip line kept my eyes looking forward most of the time.  

When we finally stopped at the middle point I had a permanent smile on my face. That had been an amazing time. It was so fast and exhilarating. 

“Oh my God, that was amazing,” Alexis said as she jumped into my arms. 

“You just need to walk up those steps and then they will connect you to the next line,” a woman told us. 

We were still geared up in our full body harnesses as we held hands and worked our way slowly up the stairs. This was the kind of life I’d imagined I would find with a woman. Doing fun and exciting things like this was what I wanted to do when I visited places. 

The idea that I might have actually found a partner in life was beyond what I’d expected from this weekend. But as I held hands with Alexis and walked up to the next platform, I found the thought running through my mind over and over again. How extremely lucky was I that I had run into her there in Vegas? We had a connection and chemistry that had pulled us back to each other the second night. The conversation we had was so good that we stayed hanging out with each other throughout the night, drank and had a great time. It had to be fate if there was such a thing. 

“So you’re going to head back to Chicago?” Alexis asked while we waited for our turn on the next zip line.

“Yes, just give me a few days to get things in order and then I’ll come to Los Angeles. Does that work for you?” 

“I’d like that.” 

“I know this is scary. I can’t wait to get to know you more. I’m excited about this. Exhilarated by the possibilities of us.” 

“I’m not sure what I think about it all, but I’d like to date you,” she said and then we both noticed that the couple next to us were looking at us oddly. 

“We got married last night,” I said with a shrug of my shoulders. “We didn’t plan on it.” 

“Oh, now it’s making more sense,” the woman said. 

“If it’s any consolation, we have only known each other three months,” the man added. “I don’t think time is a determining factor in love.” 

“Great point,” I agreed. 

 “So there’s hope for us after all,” Alexis said and gave me a kiss. 





Chapter 9

 

Alexis

“Do you want to spend the night in my room with me?” Cody asked as we walked down Freemont street and looked at the marvelous lights above us. 

“I should probably go back to my room and get some things and visit with the girls since it was supposed to be a girl’s trip.”

“How about I go with you?” 

“You don’t want to hang out with a bunch of crazy women,” I laughed. 

“What? Of course, I do. That sounds amazing. What was on the schedule for the night?”

To be honest I had no idea what was on the schedule. I had only glanced at it briefly before putting it aside. For all I knew I was already supposed to be someplace. I had texted Jacqueline and told her I was staying with Cody for the day. She promised to message me if there was anything urgent and I hadn’t heard from her at all. 

This whole weekend was so out of control. I thought I was only going to have to worry about being board with Pam’s party. Only a few days before I had been trying to figure out how I could get out of coming to the event altogether. Now I was walking down the street hand and hand with my husband. 

My husband! 

My parents were going to kill me. My friends were going to kill me. Hell, even I wanted to kill me for what I’d done. How had I actually said yes to this mess? Wait, I knew exactly how it had happened. I thought Cody was handsome, I’d gotten drunk, and somehow that lust for him turned into the two of us getting married instead of just having an amazing night of sex. 

“You can come with me and say goodnight there, but I think I should stay in with Jacqueline for the night.” 

“Okay, I’ll get a cab and take you back to the hotel.” 

As much as I wanted to spend time with Cody and figure this whole mess out, I needed some time to myself. My mind was racing with everything I had to deal with and being around Cody was just distracting me. 

I’d agreed to give him a chance and go on some dates with him when I got back to Los Angeles, but I couldn’t imagine this was going to turn out well for either of us. The best I could offer him was a few dates before we decided between getting the marriage annulled or getting divorced. Then perhaps I could work with the show producers and still get to do the reality series. 

The view from the cab was pretty spectacular at night with everything lit up and blinking all over. Traffic was terrible, and the ride was slow. When we got near the Elvis wedding chapel I had a flood of memories from the night. The biggest thing was that I remembered really wanting to marry Cody. I also remembered him being just as excited to marry me. Was it fate perhaps, or just two drunk people with the same dumb idea? 

“So what will life be like when you get home?” Cody asked. “Do you have a boyfriend? I guess I should have asked that a little sooner in this process.” 

“No, I’m perpetually single. How about you?” 

“Me too. I’m always too busy with work. I have been trying to date more often though, but it just never seemed to work out for me.” 

“Do you live in a house or an apartment?”  I asked him. 

“I live in a condo downtown. It’s pretty easy to rent out though so if I end up moving to Los Angeles I don’t mind renting it or selling it.” 

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.” 

Cody smiled like a kid in a candy store. He was excited about this whole thing. There was no hiding how happy he looked. I would have never expected him to be the kind of guy who wanted to get married. 

“Sorry, you are just so damn pretty,” he said while looking at me. “If this works out, I’m going to be the luckiest guy in California.” 

“That’s really sweet.” 

“I’m serious, Alexis. I don’t know why I was so dense before and never realized just how beautiful you were. How is it that I’ve known you since you were eighteen and this weekend was the first time you and I ever hooked up?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“I’m sorry I was distracted, finish telling me about what life is like back at home.”

I did as he asked and told Cody all about my work, my apartment, where I liked to hang out and how I had landed my television gig. It was exciting to have someone new to fill in all my life details to. 

“So this television show is going to be huge for you?” He asked. 

“Assuming that I still get to do it, yes, it should be. They will send us to big parties and events. I’ll get to meet celebrities and go on dates…” I trailed off. 

Of course, this show wouldn’t work out if I stayed with Cody. I couldn’t exactly be going on dates with single men if I had a husband back at home. So basically in the next couple of weeks, I would have to decide between my dream job and the potential of a dream life with Cody. 

At the moment I couldn’t imagine Cody and I would be able to work out. There were too many factors that could go wrong. Even though he said he could move to Los Angeles, that was a huge deal. He might be saying he could do the move but would he actually like it once he did? Would he actually want to stay out in Los Angeles? Not to mention his whole business, what if he figured out the funding and that got started? He would need to be close to his office to get all of that going. There were so many factors that would have to click into place for this to work. 

We finally arrived at my hotel. 

“I’m happy this weekend turned out the way it did,” Cody said as we rode the elevator up to my room. “I know it was a surprise for us both, but sometimes the best things in life happen because of a surprise.” 

“You keep being positive about this whole thing and maybe I’ll come around. I’m sorry I’m so negative. It’s not that I don’t like you because I really do like you. I’m just worried about my show and this is a lot for me to deal with all at once.” 

“My goal is to make your life easier. Hopefully, when I get to Los Angeles you and I can go on some dates. We can meet with some executives and get your situation figured out. I can’t promise you this will work out perfectly, but I do promise I’ll do my best to make it a win-win situation for both of us.”

“Like a business deal,” I laughed. 

“Not exactly, but sort of.” 

We were walking down the hall toward my room when I had the sudden urge to kiss Cody. His words hit home with me and I believed him when he said he would do his best to make this work. Maybe this show wasn’t the one I was supposed to do, or maybe they would figure out a way to work Cody into it? I didn’t know, but after our walk, I had a little more hope than I’d had before. 

He was so much taller than I was that I had to get on my tip toes to wrap my arms around his neck. Then Cody picked me up and pressed me against the wall to support me as we played with each others’ tongues for a minute. 

There was no doubt in my mind that the two of us had chemistry. We had so much chemistry that I could see us having a long and happy sex life if we did stay together. But chemistry wasn’t the only thing that you had to have in order to make a marriage work and at this point, we had no idea if either of us had what it took. 

“Thank you for bringing me to my room. I hope you get home safely,” I said still held against the wall by Cody. 

“I’ll be in Los Angeles by next weekend and we will talk tomorrow, okay?” 

“Yes, but if you change your mind about this whole thing I will understand. Just call me and we can talk.”

“I’m not changing my mind,” Cody said firmly. “I like you, Alexis and I think this happened for a reason.” 

“Yeah, we were drunk,” I joked. 

“We were, but there is more to it than that. Maybe this was fate’s way of getting us together. Have you ever thought about that?” 

“Nope.” 

“Oh, come on, Alexis, give it a chance. Promise me that you won’t go file for a divorce or anything like that until I’ve come to Los Angeles and we have gone on some dates?” 

I wasn’t sure I could promise him that. I really wanted to but as soon as I got back to Los Angeles I was going to see an attorney with my show contract and see what my options were. I would try and wait for Cody, but I really didn’t want to make him any promises that I couldn’t keep. 

“How about you hurry out to Los Angeles and we can figure it out?” 

“Promise me,” he said and let me down onto the ground. 

“Cody, we don’t know how things will look in the light of day. Let’s not make either one of us feel bad for our choices.”

“Alexis, stop it. We are going to give this a go,” he smiled down at me and then gently put his hands on my cheeks and pulled me toward him. “I can’t wait to learn all about you. Give me that chance, please.” 

His blue eyes burned into mine and I couldn’t say no to him. The sincerity in his words was heavy and I didn’t want to disappoint him. 

“I only have a few weeks before my show starts.”

“Then I’ll hurry up and get out there. I can stay with a friend until I find a place.” 

“Okay, let’s see how it goes.” 

“Thank you, Alexis. I promise you won’t be disappointed. You and I are going to fall in love.” 

I hugged him and gave him another kiss before I heard the door open next to us. It was Rose. She opened the door and stood there for a minute looking awkwardly at the two of us. 

“We have been looking all over for you,” she said. 

“Sorry, I’ve been keeping her busy,” Cody said. “But she’s all yours now. I’ll see you in a couple days.” 

“See you in a couple days,” I said and gave him a hug and slightly pushed him away. “Thanks for a fun weekend.” 

“Anytime,” he said with that boyish grin as he turned and walked down the hallway. 

He had a little bit of a skip to his step. Then just before the elevator he turned and blew me a kiss dramatically before disappearing out of sight. 

 

***

 

I slept like a baby that night instead of going out with the girls. As much as I wanted to socialize with them, I just couldn’t find the energy once I got back to my room and crawled into bed. 

By the morning I barely managed to take a shower and pull my hair up into a bun before it was time to head back to Los Angeles. The girls were buzzing around the room talking to Jacqueline as I grabbed my bag and we finally made our way downstairs. 

Physically I was exhausted. I could hardly move I was so tired. I couldn’t even manage a fake smile as we stood out front and waited for the limousine that would be driving us back to Los Angeles. 

“Why so sad?” Rose asked.

She came to stand by me since Jacqueline was in the midst of full on conversations with everyone in the group. Jacqueline had so much energy that just watching her made me more tired. She really enjoyed being around people and talking to them. 

“Oh, I’m just tired I think.” 

“That guy last night was really cute. Are you going to keep in touch with him?” 

“Yeah, I think we will try. He lives in Chicago though so I’m not sure how that whole thing will work.”

“It’s a small world nowadays, you’d be surprised how easy it is to keep in touch if you two are motivated.” 

“Thanks, Rose.”

“No problem.” 

That was the extent of my socializing and I went back to scrolling through my phone and looking too busy to talk with anyone. Marrying Cody was more stressful than I could have imagined. I wished I could turn back time to when I had arrived in Vegas and not have to deal with everything I had in front of me. 

The limo arrived and we all climbed into the back. I went as far back into the limo as possible in the hopes that people would just let me sleep. The last thing I wanted to do was talk to anyone about what had happened with Cody or why I was so stressed out. 

I grabbed the corner seat, tucked my legs up on the chair next to me and leaned against the window to try and sleep. Everyone was quieter then they had been on the way into town. We were all tired from staying up late and drinking for the whole weekend. Even Pam was leaning up against the window and dozing off before we were out of Vegas. 

Although reception was pretty bad for cell phones on much of the drive home, I managed to get a call coming in just as we got close to Barstow. In my groggy sleep state, I pulled my phone out and saw it was Missy. I was about to answer the call when I froze and just stared at the phone. 

Why was she calling me? Had Cody told her what we did? Did she know I married her brother? I couldn’t deal with that much conversation in the limo with everyone around so I just sat there holding the phone and waiting for her call to go to voicemail. Missy would know if I sent the call to voicemail so I just silenced the ringer and waited it out. 

“What’s that?” Jacqueline yelled from the other end of the limo. 

She got up and pushed her way past everyone and climbed back to where I was sitting. She grabbed the hand that I was holding my phone in and twisted it around to look at the giant ring on my finger. I’d forgotten to take it off. 

“Um… well…” I tried to think of a reasonable lie that would make sense but in my tired state of mind I just couldn’t come up with anything. 

“Did you marry that hunky guy who walked you back to your room?” Rose asked as she also pushed past another girl and sat next to Jacqueline. 

Both women were staring at my ring and grabbing at my hand as they tried to examine every detail of the thing. It was a beautiful ring, there was no denying that. It was princess cut and had to be at least three karats, although I didn’t know much about rings. 

“Well, we went out walking…” I tried to figure out how to tell this story. 

“You went out walking and ended up getting married?” Jacqueline laughed. “That’s one hell of a walk.” 

“Alexis got married?” Pam asked with her eyes still closed and her head resting on the window. 

“Yes, we got married,” I finally admitted. 

Suddenly it was silent in the back of the limo and my plan to sit quietly in the back was over as everyone gathered toward the back waiting for me to tell the story. How was I supposed to tell the story when I could barely remember it myself? 

“So the girl who was so annoyed by all Pam’s bachelorette party stuff went and decided to get married?” Margaret said with a sneer and so much judgment in her voice that I wanted to slap her. 

“You two did look really adorable together,” Rose added. 

“And damn, that sexual chemistry was off the charts,” Jacqueline said. 

“It’s no big deal, guys. I’ll get it annulled when I get home. Nothing major. We were drunk. It was a mistake. That’s all it was. Can I please have my hand back now?” 

Jacqueline was still examining the ring as if it had some clues to how this whole wedding had happened. When she looked up at me I was clearly distraught and I tried to look away as quickly as possible, so I wouldn’t cry. 

The last thing I wanted was for all these women to know what a huge mistake I’d made. It was hard enough for me to deal with the fact that I’d done something so irresponsible, I hated having everyone in the vehicle knowing too. 

“Why are you getting it annulled?” Jacqueline asked and pushed my feet down, so she could come sit closer to me. “He seemed like a nice guy. He probably spent thirty thousand dollars on that ring. No man would spend that if he wasn’t into you.” 

“We were drunk. I don’t think he knew what he was doing.”

“I don’t buy that for a second,” Pam chimed in. “No guy is drunk enough to get married if he doesn’t want to. Guys don’t think like us. He would have just had sex, why get married? That’s not a guy thing. He likes you for sure.”

“Thanks, Pam,” I said and felt the anxiety of it all building up. 

“Did he say he wanted an annulment?” Rose asked. “Because from looking at the way he was kissing you when he brought you back to the room, um… damn girl… he did not look like he wanted to get an annulment.” 

She smiled at her own effort of being cool. Normally Rose was so quiet and reserved it was nice to see her speaking up and interacting more on this trip. She was right about Cody not wanting an annulment. I was pretty sure he was perfectly happy moving right into happily ever after. 

“He wants to come out to Los Angeles and see if we can make things work,” I said. 

“What?” Jacqueline yelled and shook me with excitement. “He wants to be married to you? This is so cool. He lives in Chicago and he’s going to move to Los Angeles? Wow, this is pretty friggin awesome.” 

“Don’t get so excited. We are going to date and see how things go. I’m still going to get an annulment. There’s no way this is going to work between the two of us. He’s Missy’s brother, I’ve known him for years. I never had this sort of attraction to him before.” 

“Wait a minute,” Pam pushed past everyone and even pushed Jacqueline out of the way so she could sit next to me. 

“You knew him for years and ran into him in Vegas?” 

“Yes.”

“So this is like a super romantic story then. He has probably liked you for years. Saw you with his sister and wanted you, then he runs into you in Vegas and you’re all grown up. You were looking really sexy in that dress too. Then bam all his feelings come flooding out and he marries you. This is going to be a story you’ll tell for the rest of your life.” 

“I appreciate your enthusiasm, Pam, but I have that television show coming up. I can’t do the show about being single in Los Angeles if I’m married.” 

“Oh, yeah.”

We all sat quietly for a few minutes. The tension was gone between the group though. Somehow me running off and getting married had brought everyone together. 

“Why were you doing the show?” Rose asked. 

“So I could date hot guys and get some face time on camera and get other parts in shows,” I said without thinking about it at all. 

“Then apply for other shows. Because you already got yourself a hot guy. That show wouldn’t have helped you meet anyone better than Cody. He was into you. You were into him. You have to give this a chance.”

“Rose is right,” Jacqueline said. “You have to give this a chance between the two of you. Going on that show wasn’t going to help you find the love of your life and you know it. They were going to make you date douche bags and weirdoes because it would make good television.”

“But this was going to be my big break,” I countered. “I have been trying to get seen and this show would make sure everyone knew me.” 

“There was something there between the two of you,” Jacqueline said with passion and excitement. “You can’t just let that go. You have to give it a chance. This guy could be the one. Don’t let some reality show stop you. There will be other opportunities. Real shows. Acting shows that you will be just as excited about.” 

I loved how positive Jacqueline was that I would get another opportunity. I wasn’t so positive about my options though.  I’d waited a long time to get this part and it was going to change everything for me. 

“Give him a chance,” Pam added. 

“Yeah, give the guy a chance,” Rose said too. 

The whole limo of girls was convinced that Cody and I were meant to be. The rest of the trip home they continued on and on about how love was important and if I let myself love then the other aspects of my life would fall into place. 

“The show taping doesn’t start for a few weeks,” I finally said when we were pulling into the office parking lot where we had all left our vehicles. “I’ll date him for a few weeks and see how it goes.”

“Actually give him a chance. Don’t be all grumpy like you normally are,” Pam added. 

“Yeah, don’t be grumpy,” Jacqueline said too. 

“Fine, I won’t be grumpy when I go out on dates with my husband,” I laughed. 





Chapter 10

 

Cody

 

I texted my friend Noah before I even left Las Vegas. We had roomed together at UCLA. He lived in a huge house down in Huntington Beach and was always complaining none of us came to visit him. This was the perfect opportunity to get to Los Angeles fast and also catch up with him. We’d graduated nearly nine years before and had only hung out a few times since. 

By the time I landed in Chicago, Noah had messaged me back and was excited to have me come stay with him for a little bit. I didn’t go into the details of why I had to come out but only told him it was a bit of an emergency and I’d explain things when I arrived. 

As far as my business was concerned I didn’t have much to deal with in order to move to Los Angeles. I’d already sold my old company and hadn’t been able to get the funding for the new one yet, so I was in limbo with business dealings. I didn’t have a corporation set up for the new hotel deal, it was just me and my business plan so far. The only person who really needed to know what was going on was Richard. 

After our conversation before Las Vegas about me not wanting to run off and marry someone, it was going to be really awkward to tell him about Alexis. There was a clause in my father’s will about fraudulent marriages and I was a little nervous about that. 

It was my understanding that as long as Alexis and I were married and lived together then the marriage would be considered valid. Who could really determine if a marriage was real or not? I knew some people who had fallen in love and gotten married and divorced all within the span of a few years. Certainly, my relationship with Alexis was a real as anything. I cared for her a lot, she was sexy and kind, and we had a way of talking without trying to fill the silent space. But I hadn’t explored all the details of the clause at all. My sisters had dated their guys for a few months before finally marrying them, even though some of the arrangements were more business than love, they still took their time coming to the final marriage. The speed at which Alexis and I met and got married was the main thing I knew Richard would worry about. But he had been the one to suggest I find a woman to marry. Obviously, he had been suggesting I build a relationship and marry within the next few months and not overnight though, so it would be interesting to see what he had to say.

Another very real problem was that I hadn’t told Alexis about the estate and the clause saying I had to get married. Sooner or later I was going to have to tell her about that because I knew Richard would want to ask her questions when he met her. Just thinking about it had me feeling light headed and I put my hand against the wall to stabilize myself. I wasn’t that guy. I wasn’t the sort of man who manipulated women, but it felt like there was some manipulation on my part because I was lying by not telling Alexis everything and I knew it. As much as I tried to push those thoughts away, they continued to creep up. 

When I dialed Richard on the phone I still didn’t know how I was going to tell him about what had happened in Las Vegas. My palms were sweaty and I switched the phone from one hand to the other. It wasn’t like I married Alexis purely for the release of my father’s money; I genuinely hadn’t planned anything like that. What was done was done though and we were moving forward with it. 

“Hey, Richard,” I said when his voicemail answered. “So while I was in Las Vegas I ran into an old friend and we got drunk and got married. I’ve had a crush on her for years and I’m pretty excited about this whole thing. I’ll be moving out to Los Angeles and I’d like to talk with you about the release of the funds from my father’s estate. Thanks so much, and I’ll talk to you soon.”

That was enough of the truth for the time being. Although I hadn’t actually had a crush on Alexis for years, no one needed to know that. As far as Richard was concerned, Alexis and I were married and we would stay married for the next five years to prevent any repercussions from the estate money. Now I just had to convince Alexis that she wanted to stay married to me for that long. There was still a nagging feeling in my stomach that wasn’t going to go away until I told Alexis the whole truth of why I wanted to stay married. It was going to be extraordinarily hard to tell her the truth.

There were a lot of small things to take care of before I moved out to Los Angeles and I got going on those right away when I returned home. I contacted a rental company to list my condo as an executive rental, I packed up my important items and planned to get them to a storage unit and I called my sisters to let them know I was heading to L.A. I did not tell any of them that I’d gotten married. That information was going to be much more difficult to share with them. The conversations were relatively easy except with Missy. 

“So you were in Vegas this weekend?” she asked. 

“Yeah, I went to the fight with Henry and Todd.” 

“Alexis was in Vegas this weekend.”

“I know, I saw her. We ran into each other out at one of the clubs,” I said offering up a little of the truth. There was no use lying about seeing Alexis, the truth was going to come out sooner or later. 

“Oh, that’s cool. So why are you moving to Los Angeles? I thought you said you hated it out here and never wanted to come back.”

I swallowed hard at her question. Did she know the truth? Was she just trying to get me to admit it? I didn’t think Alexis would have talked to Missy already though and I certainly didn’t think she would have admitted we were married, but Missy’s questions were making me nervous. I didn’t like lying to her, not about little things and certainly not about marrying her best friend. 

“That was when I graduated college, Missy. Come on, things change. If I’m going to move forward with my hotel plans then I think I should be closer to the initial location. The plan is to build between L.A. and Vegas.” 

She didn’t need to know all the specifics about why I was coming to California. For the time being, I was going to give everyone as little information as possible and try not to tell any horrible lies. None of this was normal for me. I was an open book when it came to telling the truth, at least normally I was. This secret between Alexis and I was going to be very difficult to keep. Add in the stress of not being open about all the details of my father’s estate, I could feel the added anxiety on my body as I stood there. My stomach clenched tight, my palms remained sweaty, and for some reason, I had developed a tiny rash on one of my arms which I could only assume was from the stress. 

“I was supposed to come to Vegas with Alexis. That would have been cool for us all to hang out,” Missy said.

“Yeah, that would have been cool,” I replied. “Well, I’ll keep you up to date. I better get going for now. Love ya.” 

“You too.” 

My stomach rumbled as I hung up the phone. This wasn’t like me at all; all these secrets and lies were sending my body into a haywire spin. I could have Alexis, my father’s estate, my business, and my relationship with my sisters; I could have it all, I just knew it. It would be a delicate balance though, that was for sure. 

I’d expected Richard to call me back right away after I left that message but didn’t end up hearing from him until the next day when I was on my way to Los Angeles. My breath caught in my chest when I saw his name pop up on my phone. This was going to be a big conversation.

“Good morning, Richard,” I answered while in the airport terminal. “I’m actually just on the way to California, but I have a few minutes.” 

“So do you want to fill me in? Is this just a girl that you made an arrangement with?”

“No, actually I didn’t plan on meeting her or marrying her at all. We have known each other for years. I actually have feelings for her.” 

“So did you tell her about the estate and that’s why you got married?” 

“No.”

“Cody, it’s fine if that’s the case. You know your sister Maggie and Rex first got together and planned their marriage based on the estate. That had a prenuptial agreement and everything.”

“Richard, this wasn’t thought out like that. I was drunk. We were having a blast and we ended up married. It was a bit of a surprise. I mean we both knew what we were doing but I’m going out there to get to know her more and solidify things.”

“You know I love you, Cody, but I can’t have any sort of fraud going on here. If you’ve married her and you two don’t live together I can’t justify releasing the funds. I need to know there is a real relationship between the two of you. Whatever level of intimacy you decide is yours to deal with, but it needs to be a real relationship in my eyes.” 

I groaned at his words. What did he mean a real relationship? We were already intimate, we knew each other much better than my sister Maggie had known Rex. The two of them had just been friends before they started dating and then decided to get married. I’d known Alexis for years. 

“You are welcome to come out to Los Angeles and visit with us if you’d like. Alexis is a great woman and I’m very excited about our future,” I said trying to keep my cool. 

“What does Alexis think about this whole thing?”

“She was nervous when we realized we were married but she’s open to building our relationship and that’s why I’m heading to Los Angeles.” 

“And the estate money?” 

“She doesn’t care about my money,” I said without actually answering the question. I certainly couldn’t admit to Richard that Alexis had no idea about the estate money or that I was required to get married in order to get it released. 

“I’ll get back with you to schedule a visit. Something feels off here, Cody. I don’t know what it is, but you were literally refusing to get married just a couple days ago. I know I told you to go find someone, but I thought you’d date them and build something real before making this big move.” 

“Trust me. When you meet Alexis you’ll know why I’ve fallen for her.” 

“I hope you’re right,” Richard said without much confidence. “I’ll call you in a couple days to get things rolling. But I’m going to be clear with you, Cody. This can’t be some trick or I’ll keep that estate locked up. Even your sister Maggie actually spent a few months getting to know Rex before they got married. This is your only warning.” 

“I understand, Richard. Alexis and I are in love. You’ll see,” I said as we hung up. 

Even though I kept my cool while on the phone with Richard, by heard was pounding out of my chest by the time we hung up. He didn’t seem happy about this marriage at all and I could only guess that I would get similarly cool responses from other people in my life. 

Suddenly the excitement over Alexis and I being together was being overshadowed by the trepidation of opinion, Richard’s opinion. How exactly was I supposed to convince him that what Alexis and I had was real if I hadn’t even had the chance to explore the relationship yet? I had to hope that Alexis and I could spend a few weeks together before Richard decided to come out. 

I sent a text to Alexis just before boarding my flight in an effort to feel her out and see how she was doing with this whole thing. 

CODY: I’m just about to board my flight. Can’t wait to see you. Maybe we could plan a date for tomorrow? 

ALEXIS: Sure.

That was it. No cute emoji. No follow up message. Just a short simply reply. At least she didn’t say no. 

My flight was relatively uneventful and when I landed at LAX, Noah was there to pick me up. The logistics of moving to Los Angeles so quickly had me without a car or a place to stay, but nothing that I couldn’t figure out with a little time. It was a relief not to have to stay at a hotel though. 

One of the reasons I wanted to start my own hotel chain was because staying at hotels was always such a lonely experience. You checked in, and went to your room, isolated from the world. Sometimes hotels had a happy hour or something like that to try and force people to socialize, but I wanted to make it happen in a more organic way through art installations. Making the hotel more like a club where people came to hang out than an isolated retreat where people locked themselves away in their rooms. 

“Thanks for picking me up, man,” I said as I climbed into Noah’s Range Rover. The high-quality leather of the vehicle surrounded me, and I melted into the seat. 

“Sure. So you’re looking at staying out here for a little bit for the new company?” 

“Yes, but I also have a little bit of a mess going on in my personal life.” 

“I know how that goes,” he laughed. “So what’s up?” 

“Well, I went to Vegas and married my sister’s best friend. It’s good because now I can get my father’s estate money released to fund my hotel project. But it’s a mess because, yeah, I got married,” I laughed at the ridiculousness of what I was saying. 

“That’s a lot, wow, so you’re married?”

“Yep.”

“And you need to be married for the estate money, I remember you talking about that. So it’s a good thing. Right? Which sister?” He laughed. 

We were both in a light-hearted mood, but it was serious too. I had to have someone I could talk to and by not telling Noah the whole story I was setting myself up for trouble. He was a good friend and I knew I could trust his opinion. 

“Missy’s friend, Alexis. The blonde.”

“Ooooh, fine as hell. I’d marry her in a second,” Noah said.

We sat in traffic on the long ride out to Huntington Beach from the airport. It actually wouldn’t take all that long without traffic, but that wouldn’t be Los Angeles then. There was always traffic. I made a mental note of how much time I was going to have to plan for any time I was coming into town. 

“It was an accident actually. We just had one hell of a night in Vegas. The complicated part is she just landed a reality show about singles.”

“Shit, that sucks. But with your estate money, you could certainly make it worth her while to give up the show, right?” 

“You know nothing about women, do you?” I snickered. “How many women do you know that would be willing to give up their dreams for a guy they just happened to marry while drunk in Vegas?” 

“She has to like you a little if she married you. No one is ever that drunk.”

“Yeah, I think we both like each other, but it is complicated. I’m hoping we can figure things out before Richard comes to town. I asked Alexis on a date for tomorrow.” 

Noah was silent. The longer he was silent the more I worried about what he was going to say. 

“So she knows about the estate money and the rule you had to get married? Is that why she agreed to marry you? Or did you two actually just get drunk and get married? I’m a little confused here, Cody.” 

“We just got drunk and got married. We had an amazing night dancing and it just happened. The chemistry is off the hook between the two of us.” 

“And you didn’t tell her about the marriage rule to your father’s money did you? Damn dude, that’s messed up.” 

“I tried to tell her. Honestly, I was going to tell her when we realized we got married. It was a good thing to me and I didn’t have a problem telling her until she told me she had this big new show. Now I know for sure if I tell her she’s going to annul this thing and I’m going to be out funding for my hotel.” 

“Wow, so you’re not going to tell her at all? If you care about her and want to last five years or hell, even longer, you need to tell her.” 

“I know. I am hoping that getting to know each other and falling in love could happen before I tell her I basically need to stay married to her in order to launch my hotel dreams.”

Noah just shook his head and gave me a disappointing glare. I winced at the feeling it gave me. 

“So you’re okay with taking away her dreams for your own. You are going to lie to her about it and make sure she develops feelings for you before you crush her dreams. Okay, well you have changed a lot since college. I can say that much.” 

“Ouch.” 

“I just say it like it is.” 

“Noah, I’m not planning on using this girl and tossing her away. I care about her. I don’t know how this is going to turn out and I’m just doing the best I can with the situation.” 

“This feels bad, Cody. You need to tell her the truth, like right away. Before she starts falling in love with you. You’ll hurt her real bad if she falls in love and then finds out you were keeping this from her.” 

I couldn’t argue with him. It did feel bad and I knew it. If I had just blurted it out in the hotel room then maybe we could have figured it out. Now, I was worried that Alexis was going to feel used and tricked when she finally found out. Somehow, I had to find a way to make this a win-win for both of us. 

As we pulled up to Noah’s house I was impressed with his cascading home. It stood three stories high with the ground level a garage and stairs leading up to the entrance on the second level. The light grey exterior wasn’t anything special but his lush landscaping around the short driveway stood out among his neighbors. 

“Wow, you are really into landscaping, aren’t you?” I said looking over at some animal topiaries. 

“I know, it’s crazy. But I’ve only kept it up because it makes my house easier to find. Even the pizza delivery guy can find me faster if I say ‘the house with the lion bushes in the driveway’.” 

“Yes, I can totally see that. You are very dedicated.”

“Not me. The landscapers. I just hired the same one that was doing the house when I bought it. He’s a nice guy and takes pride in his work. I even managed to get him a job at Warner Brothers doing landscaping there. He needed health insurance.”

“Nice. What exactly are you doing over there at the studio?” 

“Basically a glorified accountant for movies. It’s not all movie stars and red carpets. I do the budget and work with the team to try and stick to it.” 

“So do you get to work with the starlets much?” 

“A little,” he winked back at me. 

Neither Noah or I were really players in the sense that most people thought. I’d say in college and afterward we both got our fair share of women, but always with respect and honesty. It seemed to be something I was going to have to work on with Alexis since I’d already started this relationship off with lies. 

Noah and I climbed the steps to the main entrance and I set my bag down while admiring his view. It was picture perfect. Being on the second floor took away all the pedestrian traffic from the beach and you could see straight out to the ocean. The sky was barely covered in clouds and bright blue. I could definitely get used to a view like this. 

 “So now I see why you put up with the commute. This is nice.” 

“It’s not cheap, but man, it makes living out here worth it. Are you really thinking of moving out here?”

“Yeah, I am. I think I can make this thing with Alexis work and my new hotel chain too.”

“If you tell her the truth. Dude, it’s going to come back and bite you hard if you don’t tell her now,” Noah said and opened the patio door to his giant deck. 

The ocean breeze knocked into me like a new beginning. The warm air was comforting, the view, relaxing and I could see myself living here. Up until that moment, I wasn’t sure I was going to be happy in California again. I would have made it work because of my company plans and Alexis, but the calmness I felt looking over the ocean gave me a new feeling of hope. Somehow I was going to find my way through all these emotional and financial land minds. 

“I know. The thing is, I really do like her and I don’t want her running off before we get to know each other better. It’s a delicate balance.”

“I hope you know what you’re doing, man. Women don’t like to be lied to.”

“Noah, we are on the same page. I don’t like lying to her and I’m planning to take her on a real date and I’ll tell her as soon as humanly possible.” 

“That would have meant telling her right away,” he said with a little side jab at me. “But I hear you. Do what you have to but remember the longer you wait the bigger this thing will get. I’d hate to see you build up a rapport with her just to have her leave you when she finds out the truth.” 

“Just another day or two and I’ll tell her,” I promise. 





Chapter 11

 

Alexis

“Your date is today?” Jacqueline asked while we walked along the beach between our interval sprints. 

“Yeah. I like him. But I don’t want to give up this show. I’ve waited a long time to get this opportunity.” 

“Maybe you weren’t meant to do the show. Maybe you were meant to fall in love and get married. It’s worth exploring and I don’t think you have the right mindset about it. You’re already saying it isn’t going to work. Give the poor guy at least a week.” 

Jacqueline wasn’t helping at all. I’d been thinking about Cody nonstop since I left Vegas. I couldn’t help thinking this might be meant to be, but I didn’t want to be one of those girls who dropped all her dreams just because she found a nice guy. 

“I’m going to do my best to keep an open mind this week,” I replied. “Can we get back to our workout now?” 

Jacqueline took off running and I had to sprint to catch up with her. Working out on Venice beach was one of my favorite things to do. It was a little bit of a drive for me since I couldn’t afford to live near the beach, but I was at peace near the water and looked forward to the day that I could move into an apartment overlooking the ocean. 

I’d increased my workouts and started eating much healthier than I normally did in preparation for being on television. The camera really did add ten pounds and the last thing I wanted was people judging my fitness level and butt size. Of course, there was going to be a little of that no matter what, so I just had to do the best I could to get in shape and feel more confident before the taping started. 

“What time is your date?” Jacqueline asked when we started walking again. 

“He’s picking me up at seven.”

“Woman, we need to start planning your outfit, hair, and makeup.”

“No, I’m not dressing up.” 

“Oh, no! You have no choice in the matter. You have to dress up. It’s a date. If nothing else, we are practicing for your television debut. Every date is going to be you looking your absolute best.” 

“I’ll be to your apartment at five,” Jacqueline said without leaving room for argument. 

I was more interested in getting my run in than arguing with her, so I agreed. She was right about one thing, I had to practice my hair and makeup look for the show, so at least I could work on that with Cody and our date. 

By the time I showered and got to work it was time to run straight into meeting after meeting. I barely had a chance to eat a granola bar over lunch we were so busy. The office was particularly full of new staff and clients throughout the day or perhaps I was just noticing it more because I wanted to get out of work early enough to get ready for my date. 

“Thanks for coming to my Vegas party,” Pamela said as she approached my desk right at four o’clock. 

“You’re welcome, it was a great party,” I said gathering my things and trying to leave. 

“I invited a lot of people that couldn’t come. Is it because people don’t like me?” 

The sad puppy dog look in her eyes made it impossible for me to just leave her standing there. I looked around desperately for someone to save me from this conversation, but everyone was diligently working or at least looked like they were.

“No, I think it’s just a busy time of year for everyone.” 

“Yeah, but some people were posting on social media about their boring weekends. Like Mary from accounting.” 

“Pam, Mary is a jerk. Why would you even invite her to your party?” I said without censoring myself. I wasn’t sure if Pam and Mary were actually friends, but I couldn’t imagine anyone was friends with Mary from accounting. 

Thirty minutes later after we had discussed everyone in the office who hadn’t come to Pam’s party, I finally managed to get out to my vehicle. Of course, I’d missed a ton of calls and text messages from Jacqueline and she was waiting for me when I got to my apartment. 

“What are you doing?” she yelled at me from the stairs to my apartment. “There’s no way I can get you ready in time.”

“What are you planning on doing to me that we need hours and hours? I’m just going to do my makeup and I’ll be fine. He already knows what I look like drunk with my makeup all over my face,” I laughed but Jacqueline just looked at me with an ultra-serious face. “Sorry, I got caught up with Pamela,” I added and unlocked my door. 

Jacqueline got to work with the curling iron while I started my makeup and then she took over. She plucked and primed my face working diligently to get the exact look she wanted for me. Amazingly, it did take two full hours and we were just adding some lip gloss when Cody knocked on the front door.

“I’ll stay here,” Jacqueline said and pushed me out of the bathroom and closed the door behind her. 

I hadn’t been nervous about the date at all until that very moment. As I walked to my front door my hands shook and I felt sweat forming on my brow. Why on earth was I nervous? There was no reason at all for me to be nervous. I knew Cody. I’d spent some pretty fantastic naked time with him already, I shouldn’t have been this nervous. 

“Hey,” I said awkwardly when I opened the door. 

“Wow, um, you look amazing,” he replied, equally as awkward as I was.  

We stood in the doorway to my apartment making brief eye contact and then looking away, my hand still on the doorknob and both of his in his pockets. The silence between us was deafening and I searched my mind for something witty to say, but the more I probed my brain the less I could think. Nothing, I couldn’t think of a darn thing to say. 

I left the doorway and grabbed my purse. I gave Cody an awkward smile and then started down the stairs toward the parking lot without saying a single word and without waiting for him until I got to the bottom of the stairs. 

“That’s my car,” he said pointing to a grey Infiniti in the parking lot. Cody hustled up to open the door for me. I appreciated a man who took the time to open my car door, especially in the day and age of being able to just click a button and unlock the door. 

“Thanks,” I replied. 

“You’re most welcome,” he added with a charming smile. 

When he got in the car and tried to start it, there was nothing but a click. He tried again, and again just a small clicking noise. It was a rental so it seemed pretty odd that it wasn’t working. But none of the lights were coming on when he tried to start it. 

“I think it’s dead,” I said softly with a little bit of a smile. 

“Yeah, I think so. I’ll have to call the rental company,” he added. 

The chemistry I’d felt with Cody in Vegas was gone, or it just wasn’t showing up at the moment. Instead of feeling butterflies and excitement, I just felt like I was out on any other first date with a guy I didn’t know at all. I was nervous but mainly because things felt off to me. 

I sat silently as Cody talked with the rental company and arranged for them to bring him a new vehicle. He was focused on the task at hand and barely managed to look at me during his entire twenty-minute conversation. No sexy smiles. No flirtatious side glances. We weren’t the same couple we had been in Vegas. 

“They will be here within thirty minutes,” he said when he finished. “Do you want to go back up to your place?” 

I’d already seen Jacqueline leave while we were waiting, but I didn’t want to bring this uncomfortable feeling back up to my apartment. And I certainly didn’t want to jump back into bed with him which I thought could easily happen. Even with the chemistry off, I could see myself kissing him just to test things out. Then a kiss would turn into more and we’d end up spending the night in bed instead of actually getting to know each other. 

“We can wait here. It’s nice out.” 

“Okay, I’m fine with that,” he said and then pulled his phone out and started going through his email. 

On any other date, I would have been livid if a guy had done such a thing, but the awkward feeling between the two of us was so strong that I was a little relieved and pulled my phone out as well. My stomach turned at the idea of being married to Cody. Was this what it was like to be married? No more flirting, no more trying to win each other over? It didn’t seem like it would happen so quickly, but clearly, there was a distance emotionally between the two of us. 

When the new car arrived Cody held the door open for me again and did his best to be a gentleman. I, on the other hand, was fixated on the lack of connection I felt from him since he had arrived at my apartment door. Something was off. I wasn’t sure if it was me, or if it was Cody. No matter the reason, the date just continued to go downhill. It felt more like I was out to dinner with a stranger than with a man I’d fallen so in love with that I’d agreed to marry him on the spot. 

“How is your meal?” he asked only looking up at me slightly while we ate at a local Italian restaurant. 

“It’s good.” 

 “Good.” 

We both went back to eating and sipping on our wine. The silence was comfortable though, not as awkward as it would have been with a stranger. Yet without flirting and smiling, the date just seemed to drag on and on. 

As the waiter removed our dishes from the table I noticed Cody tapping his leg. He was moving urgently and appeared to be deep in thought. His gaze was fixated off in the distance and he appeared to mumble something under his breath. Whatever he was thinking about had him pained and worried, but he never expressed what it was to me. Instead, he paid the bill and pulled my chair out to walk me back out to the car. 

His hand was on the small of my back and for the first time that evening I had a jolt of pure attraction. His touch still got my body excited, even in the midst of this new and unusual dating environment. 

“Should we go dancing or something like that?” I offered, desperate to see if we could extend this feeling for a little longer. 

The tingling from his hand on my back reverberated for minutes after he removed his hand. My skin welcomed his touch, longed for it so much that I still felt the warmth long after we climbed into his car. 

“Sure, I guess we could go dancing. Where would you like to go?” 

“There’s a little salsa club just about a mile down the street, how about that?” 

“Sounds good to me,” he said with a quick grin in my direction. 

Okay, now we were getting back on the right track. Maybe we just had a bumpy start. There was a lot going on for both of us and it was entirely possible that we just had a difficult time putting our expectations in check. Our time in Vegas had been utterly amazing, but it wasn’t likely we were going to have the same amazing time on every date. The environment was different, we were different now. I still felt like Cody was holding back, but I’d analyzed the date enough that it was possible I was just seeing something that wasn’t actually happening. 

I took a few moments to close my eyes and imagine what an amazing time we were going to have dancing together. It wasn’t possible to dance Salsa and not feel a connection. This was the perfect place for us to go. 

“I haven’t been dancing like this in a long time, it’s possible I’m even worse than I was at the Vegas club,” Cody joked as we walked in. 

“I don’t even remember you being a bad dancer,” I laughed.

“Good, because I’m an amazing dancer,” he joked and did a horrendous dance as we made our way to a table near the dance floor. 

The band was playing a slow love song and we barely set our things down at the table before Cody pulled me out onto the floor. It was too noisy to actually talk, and I think that helped the mood. The two of us were much better together without all the talking. His hands held onto mine in a formal dance position, but then he pulled me in close so my body touched his. 

As I looked up at him there was officially no doubt in my mind that the two of us had chemistry. I felt undeniable heat between us. His eyes penetrated me with longing and desire, but the moment only lasted briefly before he pulled back and held our dance position more firmly, which caused a distance between our bodies. When he pulled away from me I saw a pained look on his face as if being so close to me was comforting, and being away from me was physically difficult for him. But I still had no way of knowing why he wanted to be away from me then. Why didn’t he want me to be close to him when there was clearly a desire there? 

The band moved into playing a fast song and Cody took control and whisked me around the dance floor. We were actually pretty good at this Salsa dancing thing. I’d only had a couple of classes with girlfriends, but Cody had a deeper knowledge stored somewhere in him. It took us a little while to totally get our groove on, but then we were killing it. A few people even pulled off the dance floor and watched as we zoomed past them. 

We sipped sangria and danced the evening away. We’d found a common ground with the dancing; it avoided being intimate and took the pressure to talk off of us. Not my ideal way of getting to know this man I’d already married, but I succumbed to the fun of the evening and tried to just go with the flow. 

By midnight we were both exhausted and ready to call it a night. As Cody settled our tab and was walking back to the table, I noticed him again talking to himself. It was as if he was having an internal argument just like he had done while at dinner. By the time he arrived at the table, he had plastered a smile across his face again and held his hand out to help me up from my chair. 

“This was an amazing date,” I offered when we were outside waiting for the valet to bring the car. 

“I think I like Salsa dancing more than I realized,” he laughed. 

I reached for his hand, but he pulled away. He fidgeted with his wallet and ended up getting some money out for a tip, long before the car had actually arrived, but it allowed him to keep his hands busy. 

He opened the car door for me and I got in. No smiling from him, no eye contact, nothing. Whatever that little argument he was having with himself, somehow he’d decided to pull away from me again. 

The drive back to my apartment was quiet. We resumed some idle chatter about the weather and the traffic, but nothing at all useful. There was a growing pit in my stomach. A feeling that he wanted to say something to me and was working up the courage to say it. I couldn’t imagine what it was. 

“Thanks for the date. It was fun,” I said as he opened my door at my apartment complex. 

“Yes, it was really good to see you again.”

“Yeah, it was.” 

He motioned for me to go ahead of him as we walked up the stairs to my place. Things were so awkward again. Was he going to tell me some horrible secret about who he really was? Did he remember something else about our trip to Vegas? Clearly, his mind was preoccupied and his attention diverted by the internal dialogue he was having. 

“Does your friend live here with you?” Cody asked as we stood in front of the door.

“My friend?” I questioned as if I had no idea what he was talking about. 

“Yeah, the one that was hiding in the bathroom when I picked you up.” 

“Oh,” I laughed. “No, Jacqueline was just hanging out helping me get ready for our date. I live alone. Would you like to come in?” 

“No, I think it would be better if I didn’t,” he said without a smile at all. 

He was serious. He actually didn’t want to come in. I’d just told him that I live alone. We were already married. There was no real reason I could think of for a red-blooded man to turn down coming into my apartment. I hadn’t suggested that I was going to sleep with him, but he probably should have taken me up on the offer, just in case that was going to happen. Yet, there he was, saying no to me. I was in shock. 

“Um, okay then.”

“I’ll call you tomorrow,” Cody said and leaned awkwardly in to kiss my cheek. 

He definitely wasn’t aiming for my lips. He purposely and strategically moved around to the side of me and kissed my cheek. It wasn’t even a sweet romantic kiss, it was just weird. 

“Okay,” I said softly and stood in my state of shock. “Talk to you tomorrow.” 

Cody was already halfway down the stairs when he turned, waved to me, and then continued his way to his car. He didn’t even look back to say a final goodbye or anything before he pulled out of the parking lot. 

I stood in my doorway, utterly confused by the whole evening. This wasn’t the man I’d fallen for at all. Was this who Cody really was? If this was what he was normally like, then no amount of chemistry was going to fix that. I certainly didn’t want to be married to him if this was what it was like to be together. 

At the very least it would make it easier to break up with him. Until tonight I actually was imagining staying with him. I’d fantasized about this lust we had growing into something more. I’d even imagined giving up my television show to see what could come of this romance. But this date changed it all. There was chemistry for only a very short few moments, the rest of the date had been a total disaster. 

The whole evening he seemed preoccupied with his thoughts and perhaps had something important on his mind. If he wasn’t going to share it with me, I had to move forward with things based on what I knew for sure. And at that moment all I knew was that I couldn’t stay married to Cody while I was filming Single in La La Land. 

By the time I crawled into bed I was sure of what had to happen. There was no need to spend a whole week of this torturous getting to know each other stuff. The next day I’d call Cody and we would discuss the best way to dissolve our marriage. 

As I closed my eyes to fall asleep, I was calm and clear about the path I needed to take. Cody and I were going to get an annulment before anyone found out about us. 





Chapter 12

 

Cody 

 

She was going to hate me. The only thing I could think of the whole night was just how much Alexis would despise me once I told her about the marriage clause of my father’s estate. 

Any which way I tried to bring up the subject it just sounded too horrible to say. It was going to hurt her and the last thing in the world I wanted to do was hurt Alexis. The more I tried to tell her throughout our date, the more I convinced myself that I shouldn’t. 

Alexis was an amazing woman and I liked her. I had to figure out a way to make this work out for the both of us. I had to have my father’s money in order to move forward with my business project and I couldn’t get that money if Alexis and I separated. 

The guilt over not telling her about my father’s estate was weighing heavily on me. I spent much of that evening tossing and turning before finally getting up and going for a run on the beach. 

It was much more relaxing living by the beach in the morning hours than I’d imagined it would be. Not very many people were up and moving that early, or if they were, they had already hurried off to the city for their jobs. Noah had left well before the sun rose in an effort to beat the traffic into town. He said working early helped him save time both on his way into work and the commute home. 

Only the local coffee shop was open and a small juice stand, everything else was still closed up for the night. Most of their business probably came from the tourists and others who came to the beach later in the day. 

I ran farther than I intended to, a little caught up in my thoughts and a little caught up in the calming nature of running on the beach. When it was time to turn around and head back to Noah’s house I was concerned that I didn’t know just how far I’d run, or exactly where his house was. 

I took to walking my way back to Noah’s house, instead of running. It allowed me more time for self-reflection as well as a chance to take in all the local restaurants and stores along the way. 

While I was engrossed in looking at a window display, I happened to see a news story pop up out of the corner of my eye. The local coffee shop had a television hanging just inside their window and something drew me to it. As I turned my focus I saw the show flash the words ‘Not Single in La La Land,” across the screen. 

I couldn’t hear was the newscaster was saying, but just saw a flash of a couple on the screen. Then another couple, followed by a picture of Alexis and me dancing in the Salsa club. How on earth had they found us in that club? And why were they taking pictures of Alexis and me? 

Quickly I went into the coffee shop in the hope of hearing the story but just managed to catch the closing remarks. 

“Just another example of reality television and the lies behind the scenes,” the tabloid newscaster said before moving onto the next story of the day. 

There was no way this was good for Alexis, but a small part of me was a little happy that the story had come out. At least it was a story about Alexis and a few of the other girls and not totally about the two of us. And at least it wasn’t the full story about the two of us. 

For the rest of my walk, I prepared myself to comfort Alexis as she dealt with losing her show. I was going to be there for her. I was ready to help her through it and I’d help her find something even better. This was meant to be. We were meant to be and it would probably make our lives a lot easier. At the very least it was going to make my life easier because I wouldn’t have to worry about taking the show away from her, instead, they were going to fire her and all would be fine. 

I made breakfast and took some notes of the things I was going to say to Alexis when we talked. I was going to tell her how much I was behind her and ready to support her. I was going to tell her there were other amazing jobs on the horizon and we just had to work together. This was going to be a great moment for us. 

As I flipped the television on I tried to find the whole story so I could watch it and know everything that had been said. I finally found it and took a few more notes. It wasn’t a horrible story. It was the truth, Alexis and a couple of the other girls did seem to have steady boyfriends or at least men in their lives that they cared for. So it wouldn’t just be Alexis losing the gig, the other girls would likely get fired too. Maybe Alexis wouldn’t feel so bad since other people were losing the job too? 

Work started to creep its way into my schedule as the morning went on and soon I found myself on conference call after conference call. We were moving forward with choosing our site for the first hotel. Of course, I couldn’t actually make the land purchase until the funds from my father’s estate were transferred, but that was purely semantics at this point. 

Alexis and I would stay together. I would be her supportive husband as she worked through the loss of this job and we found her an even better one. Then somewhere down the line when things calmed down, that’s when I’d tell her about my father’s estate. 

By late afternoon I’d totally lost track of time and hadn’t called or texted Alexis at all. She must not have seen the story yet, because she hadn’t reached out to me either. I was just about to text her when she called. 

“Hey,” I answered, trying to play it off. 

“Cody, there’s a tabloid story about us.”

“Really?” 

“Yeah, they followed us last night. I don’t know what to do; I’m going to lose this show.”

The worry in her voice made me genuinely hurt for her. Even if this was going to end up being a good thing for me, it still sucked that something she wanted so badly wasn’t working out. Her voice cracked as she started to say something else but then slipped into a sobbing cry that pulled at my heart terribly. At that moment I felt like a monster for wishing this onto her. What sort of husband was I that I actually hoped my wife’s dreams were crushed? 

“I’m sorry,” I said softly, although I wasn’t sure she had even heard me through her tears. 

“This was going to be my big break. I was planning on doing the show for a little bit and I just know it would have helped me to land other jobs. I know it made our relationship difficult and I hated that, but this has been my dream for so long. I don’t want to lose it.” 

“Is there anything you can do?” 

“I don’t know.”

We sat in silence, both pondering the situation. 

“At least they didn’t find out we were married,” I said in an effort to boost her mood a little. 

“I know. That would have been the worst. We should go get an annulment though. Don’t you think?” 

No. No, I don’t.   

Somehow I had to fix this without us actually getting an annulment. It would ruin everything for me. My hands shook and I started to pace around the living room while I tried to think of a possible solution. 

Nothing. I couldn’t think of a single solution. My brain was in a fog. Fear took over and at first, I thought it was just about the money from my father’s estate. The more I thought about it the more I felt the fear of losing Alexis. She was an amazing girl. It didn’t matter that we hardly knew each other, I wanted her in my life. I wasn’t about to just give her up like that. No way. No way was I going to give her up over this television show. 

“I don’t know if that’s the best option. With the paparazzi following you, they would certainly find out about that. We should probably just lay low,” I said. 

“I never thought about it that way.”

“Yeah, we don’t want to give things away right now. Do you want to come over here and talk about it? The view is amazing. I’m at my friend Noah’s house on the beach.”

“You have a friend who owns a house on the beach? Of course, you do,” she laughed. 

“You remember Noah, from college. He and I used to pick on you and Missy. He’s got dark brown hair, always wears a button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up, even in college.”

“Oh, yeah! I do remember him. He must be doing well for himself.”

“He works over at Warner Brother’s Films. I’m not exactly sure what he does but I think it has to do with the financing of films or something like that.”

“I’d love to come visit but I really should go down to the studio and try and work this thing out. Would you come with me? Maybe we could go down there and tell them we are just friends or something. I don’t know. I have to do something.” 

Her voice cracked again with emotion and my heart sank. I couldn’t exactly tell her no. She was asking me to help her. She was practically begging for my help. Maybe this would buy me the time I needed to solidify our relationship. Or maybe this would give her what she needed to get the annulment completed when the paparazzi stopped following her. 

“I don’t know. We probably shouldn’t just go in there and lie to them. What does your contract say about dating?”

“I’m not sure. I think we are allowed to go on dates but not to have a steady boyfriend during the taping.”

“And what does it say about before the taping begins?” I asked, genuinely wondering what all was in her contract. 

“Well, I’m not sure it says anything about before the taping,” she was silent for a minute but I could hear her moving around a lot. “I’ve got the contract here somewhere. Can you come pick me up and take me to the studio, please? I’ll bring the contract for you to look at.”

“Yeah, I’ll come over. Give me an hour though, it takes a long time in this traffic.” 

“Just text me, I’ll be ready. Thank you so much, Cody. This is truly so important to me and I won’t forget you helping me out of this mess.” 

“Of course, what are husbands for?” I joked. The phone went coldly silent. “Um, I’ll be there as soon as I can. See you soon.” 

I hurried into the shower and put on some clean jeans and a t-shirt before rushing over to Alexis. She needed me, and I was going to be there for her. 

I didn’t think about the money or my new business at all. The only thing I could think of was how disappointed Alexis was going to be if they fired her from the show. At this point, the show just thought we were dating. All I had to do was convince them that we weren’t serious and barely knew each other. That shouldn’t be all that hard considering we only just ran into each other a few days earlier in Vegas. 

A new sense of calm came over me while I pulled into her parking lot. We just wouldn’t tell anyone we were married. I’d pretend to just be an old friend who had caught up with her the other night and then we could deal with the rest of it later. I couldn’t be the person who made her lose her dream. What sort of rotten husband would that make me? 

After texting her that I was in the parking lot, I saw Alexis run down the stairs barely able to contain her excitement. She looked absolutely stunning in a pair of old jeans and a plain white t-shirt. Her hair was pulled up in a ponytail and she had put on just a touch of lip gloss and mascara. Alexis was naturally beautiful, there really was no need for her to add makeup at all. My heart sped up just having her near me. 

“I don’t think anything in this contract says what we have to do before the show starts. I read it over a couple of times. But you read it too. Does that mean they won’t fire me?” 

She was talking a million words a minute and I barely had time to respond before she thrust the contract into my hand. She was really excited and I knew I wasn’t getting out of that parking lot without reading through that contract first. 

“I’m not sure, let me see,” I said and started to read. 

“They can’t tell me what to do before I even start taping right? I know I shouldn’t have gotten married. But they don’t know that, I could still be out dating. I’m a cute girl. We go on dates.” 

“You are a cute girl,” I said with a wink. 

“Okay, enough of that. Get to reading.” 

“I’m trying, but someone is distracting me.” 

“Sorry. 

As I went back to reading the document I was pretty sure it didn’t have any clause in there for what the girls could do before the show started, but from the looks of it, there was a something that could give her some trouble. 

“There’s a morality clause. They could fire you for that.”

“What? Why?”

“Those are basically blanket clauses that the company can just decide you don’t fit their brand and fire you. If I had to guess, they would probably do it under that clause, if they were going to fire you at all. It’s also entirely possible they could spin this whole story into positive publicity for their show.” 

“Really?” She squished her face up as she tried to figure out what I was trying to say. 

Alexis was absolutely adorable. The vibe between the two of us was much lighter than it had been on our date. I’d been so wrapped up in trying to decide if I was going to tell her about my father’s estate, half the time I wasn’t even listening when she was talking. The date was weird and I was totally to blame. 

It was much better hanging out with her now. We were both concentrating on the task at hand and didn’t have to analyze or overthink what was going on. 

“Sure, any company worth their weight would already be turning this story into a positive. They are going to have a show with the hottest girls in town. Men are chasing after you girls already. It will be a must-see show,” I said regretting every word that came out. 

I was talking her into being on a show where she dated other men. This was not a good idea, at least not for my business. The problem was, I wasn’t going to break her heart and this show was clearly important to her. 

“Well, let’s get to the studio,” Alexis said excitedly. “We will tell them you and I were just on a normal date. We are old friends and there’s nothing more to it. Then we will secretly get the annulment and I can be on the show. This is going to work, I just know it,” she added as I pulled out of the parking lot. 

I still hoped I’d be able to keep our marriage secret and keep my father’s estate money, but it wasn’t looking good for me at all. I tried to think of possibilities of how I could stay married to Alexis and she could still be on the show. Unfortunately, there was just no way. As soon as Richard found out that Alexis was on a singles reality show, there was no way I was going to convince him that our marriage was legitimate. 

Reluctantly, I accepted the inevitable that was about to happen. It had been a fluke that Alexis and I had gotten married at all. Up until that night in Vegas, I hadn’t even considered marrying someone. 

Plus, I hadn’t even been given the estate money yet. If there was ever a time for this whole thing to fall through, it was now, before I actually purchased the land. Before I actually started building the hotel. I didn’t like it one bit, but I had to accept the fact that I wasn’t going to get the estate money. 

What I wasn’t willing to accept just yet, was giving up on Alexis. Sure, we could get the marriage annulled so she could do her show. But maybe I’d stay out in Los Angeles and date her on her show? Perhaps we could give this whole thing a real try and do it the right way? 





Chapter 13

 

Alexis 

Cody had me super excited for my meeting with the show executives. We could spin this into something really cool and positive for the show. This was my goal as we waited to get in and talk with the producers. 

The whole team was in the middle of an emergency meeting. I was surprised that Cody and I were the only people who had shown up to talk with the executives. Maybe the other girls had talked to them on the phone, but I wanted to be there in person. Seeing my face and hearing my passion for this project would help get my point across. And having Cody there to confirm our relationship was just a friendship was really good too. 

“Take some deep breathes,” Cody said as we waited in the lobby. 

“I’m trying to calm down, but man, this is stressful.”

“You are amazing. They want you on the show because you are amazing. They aren’t going to get rid of you that easily. Just keep your cool and offer to do what they need you to do.” 

“Okay, I’ll try,” I said. 

The secretary was watching us so closely that it made me uncomfortable. I even found myself pushing a few inches away from Cody, just to make sure we weren’t putting out a vibe of being a serious relationship.

Working with Cody on this plan to talk with the executives did make me feel more comfortable. We worked pretty darn well together. There wasn’t any awkwardness between the two of us as we drove over here and for the first time since Vegas, he seemed like himself again. But let’s be honest, I don’t know who Cody really was and which version of him was the true version. I was basing all my information on how I felt with him in Vegas versus how I felt on our date. 

“Do you want to practice what you’re going to say to them?” Cody asked as he put his hand on mine. 

I instantly pulled my hand away. I didn’t want that secretary looking at the two of us holding hands. As far as anyone in this place was concerned we were just friends who had gone on a date, nothing more than that. 

“You’re a good friend, Cody, I appreciate your support,” I said loud enough for the secretary to hear. 

Cody looked at me oddly because my proclamation had been a little out of character for me, but he quickly got my point and moved an inch away from me. 

“Of course, that’s what friends are for,” he replied. 

“Seriously, I’m glad we ran into each other and I hope we can stay connected when all of this is over,” I added. “Do you think you’ll stay out here in California? Or are you going to return to Chicago?” 

“I’m not sure yet.”

“Maybe if you decide to stay we could go workout on the beach or something. I hear the beach runs burn the most calories.”

“Yeah, they are pretty intense.” 

 “Alexis, they will be ready for you in five minutes,” the secretary said as she read off her computer. 

“Thank you.” 

Cody was distracted by some text messages that were popping up on his phone. He barely even looked up when the secretary talked. 

He was frantically texting back and forth with someone before he finally stood up and started to walk into away from the area. There was a long hallway next to the secretary and he was just about there when he turned back toward me. 

“I’ve got to make a call. Come grab me when you need me to come in and talk,” he said and didn’t wait for me to reply. 

“Okay,” I said although he was long out of sight and I didn’t think he heard me at all. 

His face was full of worry when he was texting, so much that I couldn’t help but wonder who it was that he had been talking to. The girl in me couldn’t help thinking that he had some other secret relationship that he was trying to maintain, but the logical side of me thought it was probably some sort of work emergency. He had up and left everything in Chicago; it was highly likely that there would still be things that had to be taken care of. 

“You can go in now,” the secretary said and motioned toward the door in the corner. 

My heart raced and I felt light headed as I stood up and started to move in that direction. This one meeting could make or break my entire acting career. 

“Good morning Miss Livingston. Thank you for coming down this morning,” Ralph, one of the producers said and motioned for me to come sit down with them at the conference table. 

“Thank you for seeing me. I saw the news stories and just wanted to come down and straighten things out.” 

“Great, we are glad you did,” Sondra, another producer said. 

“My friend, Cody came with me. He just had to take a phone call, he will be right in. We have been friends since college.”

“The man you were dancing with at the club?” Troy, the third producer asked. 

“Yes.”

“You understand how this could affect your ability to stay on the show, right?” Sondra asked. 

“Actually, I’m not sure and that was why I came down here. We were just on a normal date. One like I assume I might go on with the show. Nothing more than that.” 

“The tabloids are trying to make this whole show looked staged. Can you see how it might be bad for us to have cast members on the show that are already in serious dating relationships?” 

“I understand that they are trying to spin the story that way. But really, you wanted me on the show because I have a rich dating life. I think this shows that I do have that and when people start watching the show maybe I could even go on a date with Cody that would help build a lot of buzz.” 

The three producers just looked at each other and smiled for a moment. I could tell they had thought about this plan already and the smiles on their faces instantly helped me feel more at ease about the whole situation. 

“Where is this Cody? Can we talk to him?” Sondra asked. 

“He should be back by now,” I said. 

“Send Cody in,” Sondra said into an intercom that I assumed was connected to the secretary’s desk. 

“So how long have you and Cody been dating?” Troy asked. 

“That was our first date,” I said nervously. 

It was sort of a lie, but sort of not. We hadn’t really been on a date besides the one we were on in Las Vegas. That one ended in us married though, so I didn’t really want to bring up that date. 

“Oh, from the photos it looked like you were much closer than that,” Sondra said as Cody walked in with the secretary. 

Instead of leaving the room she stayed and sat down in the corner. I didn’t think much of it at the time though. 

“Hi everyone, I’m Cody Gleason,” Cody said as he walked straight up to each of the producers and shook their hands. 

Cody had a suave calmness about him that radiated through the room the second he walked in. He wasn’t nervous about anything, in fact, he looked even more comfortable in that room than he had looked out in the waiting area with me. He really had a way with people. I could see right away why his business projects had done so well. Cody made everyone feel at ease and instantly won over the producers. 

“It’s nice to meet you, Cody. Can you tell us more about your relationship with Alexis?” Ralph asked. 

“Sure. I met Alexis when I was in college. She’s a friend of my younger sister. We ran into each other about a week ago in Vegas and I asked her to dinner when I came to Los Angeles.” 

I was so relieved he hadn’t said anything more than that. So far things were going well. I could hardly breathe I was so worried though. This was huge; he had to help make everything okay again. I was feeling pretty optimistic because the way the producers were looking at him and smiling had me thinking that they were really going to love having him on the show. 

“You two looked really comfortable together,” Sondra added. 

“Actually it had been a pretty bad date,” I chimed in. “It was awkward and weird up until we got to the club and were dancing.

“I don’t think it was all that awkward,” Cody said with a playful look of surprise on his face. 

“Oh, it was. You were totally weird.” 

“That’s because I was dazzled by your beauty,” he replied. 

“So would you consider going on a date on with the show cameras?” Troy asked Cody. 

“I’m not sure. I have a new hotel chain I’m getting ready to start building. Life is pretty busy for me right now. I’ll think about it though.” 

“Will you two continue dating during the show?” Sondra asked. 

“We haven’t thought that far ahead,” I laughed. “We didn’t even talk about a second date yet.” 

“I thought about a second date,” Cody said with his high level of charm. “Actually, I think this could be considered our second date. It’s like I’m meeting your parents already.” 

All three of the producers laughed at his joke. I, of course, laughed too. He was in his element in front of this group of people. He owned that room and I was so happy he had come with me to talk to them. 

“I think we could talk about the details of it, but we would really love to have at least one date between the two of you on the show. Like Alexis said, it would draw in more viewers since they have already seen pictures of the two of you.” 

“So I’m not being fired?” I asked nervously. 

“No, Alexis. We weren’t going to fire you anyway. We always get some sort of stories like this throughout the taping. Just be honest with us and keep this line of communication open. I think this is going to be a very fruitful relationship,” Ralph added. 

“Thank you so much,” I said and got up to shake all of their hands. 

I noticed the secretary came over and leaned in to talk with Sondra after I’d grabbed my purse and was waiting for them to say goodbye. She looked really serious and my stomach dropped at the expression on Sondra’s face while they talked and then looked my way. 

“Wait,” Sondra said to stop me and Cody from leaving. “Cody, who were you talking with on the phone out there?” 

“Um, just a family friend.” 

“You told them that you and Alexis were in love and my secretary believes she even heard you say that the two of you are married.” 

Sondra looked at me and then back toward Cody. I couldn’t breathe, or think, or move. My fingers tingled and the sensation took over throughout my entire body. Panic washed over me and I looked toward Cody to save me from what was happening. 

“Ma’am?” he said without actually answering her. 

“So are you two in love?” she asked Cody. 

“Well, I wouldn’t exactly say that,” he replied without nearly as much confidence as he had shown earlier in the meeting with the executives. 

“She says on the phone call you were very sure of your love for Alexis. How is there such a difference in what you are saying now? Even as you two talked I could see you have genuine feelings for one another. Alexis, would you like to add something?” 

“I’m sorry,” I said and tears rolled down my face. “I’m sorry.” 

“We actually haven’t been in touch with each other for long. We did just meet up while we were in Los Vegas, but while we were out on the town we ended up getting married,” Cody said, confessing all our secrets right there in front of everyone. 

“You two are married?” Ralph asked.

His face said it all. I was about to get fired from the show, I had no doubt in my mind at all. It was probably really unprofessional to be sobbing in front of a group of producers but I just couldn’t stop myself. 

“We talked about getting an annulment or a divorce,” Cody said helpfully. “We went on that date to discuss it.” 

“Okay, well I’ve heard enough. Alexis, we are not going to be able to work with you. I’ll have the legal team send you over the updated paperwork. Your contract is void if you’re married. We don’t have any divorced people on the show and I don’t think an annulment is in the spirit of what we are trying to do here either,” Troy said definitively. 

“I understand,” I managed to say through my tears. “Thank you for the opportunity.” 

“Please keep us in mind if anything comes up in the future,” Cody said and then went and shook everyone’s hand again before holding the door for me. 

I could barely walk straight as we made our way out of the office and to his car. Tears filled my eyes and the little bit of mascara I had on was smeared all over my face. It was a mess, I was a mess, this whole thing was a total an utter disaster. 

“I’m sorry,” Cody said and hugged me next to his car. 

Maybe I should have been angry with him, but at that moment I really needed a hug and appreciated him being there for me. We had both agreed to get married. I had just as much of a role in it as he did and it was my lie I was keeping from the producers too. He clearly hadn’t known that the secretary was listening to his call.  

“I just wanted that so badly,” I said and held onto him. “I have waited for a break for so many years and I was so positive that this was going to be it.” 

“There’s something big around the corner for you Alexis, I just know it.” 

“I don’t know it.”

“You will. Let’s just try and get your mind off of it. Maybe we should go do something? Would you like to go spend the day doing fun stuff? I’m sure that will help you keep your mind off of what is going on.”

“I guess,” I said before climbing into the car and trying to fix the disaster that was my face. 

Cody didn’t understand what it was like to struggle as hard as I had. His life just seemed so easy for him. Just like how that room of people melted when he came in there, he was good with people and jobs and business; I wasn’t. I’d struggled to keep my current job and worked hard to build my acting resume. The reality show was the closest thing to a real acting job that I’d been able to manage in years. I had put all my hopes on that job turning my career around and now it was gone. 

I was emotionally exhausted and found myself nodding off to sleep as Cody drove. It didn’t even matter where he was taking us. All I wanted to do was forget that the entire day had even happened. I just wanted to wake up the next day and realize it had all been a nightmare and I still had my job. 

“Alexis, we are here,” Cody said. 

“Where’s here?” I grumbled without opening my eyes. 

“Disneyland,” he said loudly and so cheerfully that I sat up and looked around. 

We really were at Disneyland. I could tell by the parking lot with character signs on the lamp posts to remind the park goers of where they had left their cars. 

“I haven’t been here in years. Thank you,” I said. 

I gave him a hug and held onto Cody for at least a minute. I was trying not to cry, but the second he started rubbing my back during our embrace, the tears rolled down my face. It felt like my dream was gone, like everything I’d worked so hard for had just slipped through my fingers. 

“Okay, you cry as much as you want. When you’re ready, we are going to have a fun day. It isn’t called the happiest place on earth for no reason. I think it is physically impossible to be sad once you enter the park.” 

“I hope so,” I muttered as snot dripped from my nose. 

“Here,” Cody handed me a napkin. 

I didn’t even turn away as I blew my nose right there in front of him. I didn’t have the mental energy to try and be a lady in that moment. I was devastated. 

“Thank you,” I said.

We held hands and walked toward the amusement park. It felt good to have Cody there with me. He offered a sense of reassurance that I needed at that moment. He bought our tickets and as we walked into the main gate the music hit my soul and I couldn’t help but smile. 

There were families running up to get their picture taken in front of the train. Kids screaming with excitement and sometimes even crying because they were so excited to be there. The joy was palpable and made it nearly impossible for me not to feel a little bit better at that moment. 

“Now that’s the smile I was looking forward to seeing.” Cody pulled me in close and gave me a quick peck on the cheek. 

“Would you like me to take your picture?” a young worker asked. 

“Oh no…” I started to say.

“Yes, that would be great,” Cody jumped in and added. “We need to remember this day forever, Alexis. This is the first day of the rest of your life.” 

The peck on the cheek hadn’t been awkward at all like the one he’d given me on our date. I stood there in his arms and smiled at the camera, I did feel, for a brief moment, that this might be the start of the rest of my life. The feeling didn’t last long, and as soon as the young woman gave us our ticket and walked away, I was crying again. 

The tears didn’t stop throughout the day. I cried when I saw a cute kid run up to Mickey Mouse. I cried when we rode one of the rides and I was scared. But I had a really great time in between my bouts of tears. 

Cody held my hand all day long. His skin against mine was a comfort that I needed so badly. As we waiting in line to get some snack food I realized that there wasn’t anyone else that I would have wanted to have with me that day. None of my girlfriends could have comforted me as much or made me feel as safe as I felt with Cody. 

“Pretzel or Churro?” Cody asked. 

“Why is both not an option?” 

“Oh it is,” he squeezed my hand again and then turned to order. “We would like two pretzels, two Churro’s and two large sodas.” 

We found a small table under a tree and watched the families walk past us while we ate in silence for a little while. My heart was so full at that moment. Seeing how excited the children were and how happy everyone was, I finally felt a sense of calm come back to me. 

“Don’t let me forget to go pick up our picture,” Cody said pulling out the ticket we had been given at the beginning of the day. 

“I can’t promise anything. I’m not sure we need to pick that picture up. I’m certainly not going to be sad if we forget about it.”

“Yes, you will. You’re beautiful, Alexis and the way you’re dealing with this disappointment is beautiful too.” 

“Thank you for being here with me today,” I reached out and grabbed his hand. “I don’t know what I would have done without you.” 

Cody grimaced at my words. He pulled his hand back and for a second I thought I might have done something really wrong. He had been so affectionate all day. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, and I notice he looked as if he was going to tear up too. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“This is all my fault. I should have taken my call outside. I’m really sorry about that. I didn’t mean to ruin this for you.” 

“One thing I’m certain about is that you wouldn’t purposely ruin my dream. I’m not sure how I know that, but I really trust you, Cody.” 

He turned away from me. Perhaps the emotions of the day were getting to him too? He was silent, so quiet that my gut turned with uncertainty. 

“Should we eat and walk?” he finally said. “I hear there is a big parade coming up. That will surely make you smile. All those little ones getting so excited to see their favorite characters. Hell, I’m excited too.” 

Cody jumped up and held his hand out for me. I grabbed it as if I was his princess and we walked off toward the main drive where the parade would be happening. We found a comfortable spot to sit and he squeezed me close and put his arm around me. Perhaps I would have to spend some more time with him after all. 





Chapter 14

 

Cody 

 

I’d tried to talk as quietly as possible when Richard called me. I went far down the hall and just hadn’t realized that the secretary could hear me. Richard was asking so many questions and making me nervous and I worried that he would hold back the estate money. I should have been paying better attention. I should have been more diligent in protecting Alexis and her secret. But now, I was just going to take her mind off of it and have some fun.

“Should we ride the big coaster again?” I asked pointing up at the mountain ride. 

“I don’t think my stomach will keep this food in if we do that drop again.” 

“Let’s go try it,” I pulled her with me toward the line. “We will be in this line for an hour anyway, I’m sure you’ll be fine.” 

I wrapped my arms around Alexis and held onto her as we waited in the line. Her hair was pulled up into a ponytail and her neck was exposed and close to me. Dozens of times I wanted to lean down and just start kissing on her. Dozens of times I stopped myself from doing it. The last thing Alexis needed was me groping her while she was dealing with such an emotional day. 

“Thank you again for today,” she said and leaned back to let her head rest on my chest. “I really did need this.”

“Anytime. I’m happy to take you to every amusement park in the state if you’d let me.” 

“Wow, that sounds like a true commitment,” she laughed. 

“How many are in the state?” I questioned playfully. “Maybe I overshot that one.” 

We both laughed and went back to cuddling as the line moved forward. Alexis had her back to me and would pull away slightly when we walked but then settle back into me when we had to stop and wait again. I hadn’t planned for this, but I was grateful for the time with her in that line. The connection between the two of us was growing again. Sometimes Alexis even turned toward me and wrapped her arms around me with her head on my chest when we stopped in the line. She looked up at me with the sweetest green eyes and then looked away. This was the feeling we had when we were in Las Vegas. The feeling as if nothing else mattered except being there in each other’s arms. We’d lost it at first in Los Angeles, but now I knew we could find it again. 

“You look more relaxed now. How are you feeling about everything?” I asked while we held hands and walked back to the car at the end of our long day. 

Alexis smiled and squeezed my hand, but she didn’t say anything. It was dark and I couldn’t see what was going on until we got to the next street light and I saw the tears pouring down her face again. I felt horrible. I’d taken her to the park to help her feel better and she’d ended up crying again anyway. 

“It was a good day,” she said finally. 

“I’m so sorry. Is there anything else I can do?” 

“I don’t know.”

When we got back to my car I opened the door for her. She was about to get in before she launched her arms around me and kissed me. It was so unexpected that I stumbled and almost fell from the sheer force of her movement. 

Her lips pressed hard against mine and I couldn’t help getting excited by the moment. I wrapped my arms tight around her and turned us around, so we were near the hood of the car. I sat there and pulled her toward me while our bodies pressed hard against each other. For a moment I thought she might want to have sex right there in the parking lot. 

 “Do you want to come back to the beach house with me?” I asked when we finally came up for air for a moment. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

Her eyes glowed with desire as she sucked in her bottom lip. I raged with excitement for her. It was going to be a really long hour drive back to the beach house if I couldn’t figure out a way to calm myself down a little. 

“Okay, let’s get going then,” I said and pushed Alexis away slightly, so we could get into the car. 

She didn’t move though. Alexis was still pressed up against my body and with that look in her eyes I couldn’t help but pull her back in for another kiss. This time I was in charge though, I let my lips gently touch hers. I pulled them away and looked at her and then kissed her again. This woman was utterly amazing, and I couldn’t have been happier to have her with me there. 

It was nearly twenty minutes later before we managed to stop making out and got going on the drive back to Noah’s house. I sent him a quick text as a heads up that we were coming, but he never answered back. 

Alexis held my hand in her lap the whole drive home, and she ended up falling asleep. The day had been enormously emotional for her, so I let her rest on the drive. I was prepared to carry her into my bed and let her sleep the rest of the night too if that was what she needed. 

I’d changed from the man I was just a few short weeks earlier. Love had changed me. I cared about what was best for Alexis and I wanted her to know that I had her best interests at heart. She was an important part of my life and not just because of my father’s estate money; she was important to me because I was falling in love with her. 

I still wasn’t sure of the way to Noah’s house and had to turn the GPS on, which woke Alexis up as we got closer to the beach. The constant directions to turn or prepare to turn were too much for anyone to sleep through. 

“Are we almost there?” she asked groggily and pulled my hand in closer to her as she stretched. 

“Almost.” 

“Okay,” she replied and then closed her eyes again. 

She wasn’t sleeping, just resting as we finished the drive. Every now and again she would adjust her position and move my hand to a different spot in her lap. I found myself mesmerized by her and had to push myself to refocus my concentration on the road. It was dangerous driving with such a beautiful woman next to me. 

“It’s too bad the sun already set. The view is amazing from Noah’s balcony.” 

“We can wake up early and watch it rise,” she offered without opening her eyes. 

I wasn’t about to argue with her. I honestly couldn’t remember a time in my adult history that I was bringing a woman home to bed with me and wasn’t just thinking about sex. But here I was, genuinely thinking of how amazing it would feel to have her in my arms all night. It was an odd feeling for me to want that sort of connection with someone, but I liked it. 

“Here we are,” I said and pushed the button to open the garage door. 

Inside, Noah had a motorcycle and two other cars that he’d moved to the front of the deep garage. His car wasn’t there and I pulled into the empty spot he had left for me. There was room for at least eight cars in his driveway, which was very useful when he had people over since there wasn’t much street parking. 

“This is a beautiful house,” Alexis said as we walked up the stairs to the main floor. “Does he live here alone?” 

“Yeah, until I came along.” 

“That’s sad.”

“Why?” I wondered. 

“It’s a huge house. I think it would be lonely to be here all by yourself all the time.”

“I guess I never thought about it like that. I enjoy my alone time, usually,” I said and walked Alexis over to the balcony without turning on any of the main lights in the room. “We have to look at the view first. Even at night, I think it’s pretty fantastic.” 

There was enough moonlight to brighten up the beach and we could see the waves rolling onto the shore. As the two of us stood on the edge of the balcony we were quiet and took in the beautiful view. A sense of calm came over me when I was near the ocean. I hadn’t remembered feeling so calm when I’d come to the beach in college, but I certainly felt it while I’d been at Noah’s house. 

“Thank you again for today,” Alexis said as she turned toward me. “I really appreciate you being there.” 

“Like I said, I’m sorry I ruined it for you. I didn’t mean for any of this to happen. I’d never take away your dream like that.” 

“I know.” 

The fact that Alexis wasn’t angry with me over the phone call was reassuring and really showed what a high level of character she had. The problem I was having was I was filled with internal contempt for myself and not telling Alexis the whole truth about my father’s estate. As much as I ruminated on those thoughts, I didn’t want to think about it at that at the moment. I had a beautiful, amazing woman right in front of me and I was going put all of my energy into her. 

“Would you like the grand tour?” I offered and playful gestured toward the house. 

“Oh, yes sir. I’d love a tour,” she replied. 

With the lights on inside the main floor, the home lit up the walkway down below. I wasn’t all that comfortable having everyone who might walk by being able to look into the house, but I didn’t close the blinds. Instead, I locked the door behind us and proceeded to give her a tour of the house. 

“This is the kitchen. I’m not sure Noah actually cooks in here, but there’s plenty of food in the fridge if you’re hungry.”

“I am hungry,” she said but not in a way that sounded like she wanted food. Instead, she smiled mischievously at me and licked her lips. 

Instantly my body hardened with excitement. The anticipating of having her again was almost too much for me to stand. I tried to hold my ground, I tried to finish the tour, but there was no way I couldn’t give in to her sexual desire to have me. 

“Oh really?

“Yes. Show me the bedroom,” she playfully grabbed my shirt and pulled me down the hallway. “Is this your room?”

“Nope.”

“How about this one?” 

“Nope,” I said smiling as we got closer to the room I was staying in. 

“Then it has to be this one?” Alexis pushed the door open without waiting for me to respond. 

“You’re so sexy,” I muttered without even knowing I’d said it. 

“You really think I’m sexy?” 

“Um, yeah. Is this an actual question? You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met. And not just because you’re beautiful. You’re sexy because of your smile and your heart. You’re just an overall sexy chic.” 

“Okay, I’m already in your bedroom, you don’t have to keep buttering me up.” 

“Mmm, butter, that sounds like a fun addition, let me go get some,” I pretended like I was leaving, and she pulled me back toward her. 

Her pull was so hard that I just kept going and landed on the bed. Alexis quickly jumped on top of me, her legs straddling either side of me. I liked how she took charge of the moment, the sexual energy she had was exhilarating. 

My hands caressed her ass as she moved her hips back and forth against me. I couldn’t wait to get her clothes off her and feel the softness of her skin against mine. It took every bit of self-control I could muster to slow myself down in that moment. 

“Remember, I’m hungry,” she said in that seductress voice of hers. 

“Mmmm, I remember.” 

Her fingers worked on the button of my pants while she moved off my body. I was raging hard with excitement; there was absolutely no denying that. I wanted to be inside her, and I felt my body tingling with pure anticipation. 

“Look who’s excited to see me,” she said playfully as she pulled my erect body out of my pants. 

She looked up at me as she took me in her mouth. The vision of her delicious lips wrapped around my cock was nearly too much for me to handle. I groaned out with the pleasure of it all. 

As much as I wanted to close my eyes and enjoy the sensation of being in her mouth, I also didn’t want to miss the mental pictures I was taking while watching her. She moved deliciously slow up and down my shaft, taking an extra-long moment at the top as her tongue licked around my head. If I could have stayed in that very moment for the rest of my life I was sure I would have died a happy man. 

The longing to taste her found a way to mix with the feeling of pleasure she was giving me. Her mouth stroked me and I felt an urge to explode but didn’t want to give into that sensation just yet. I had to taste her. I had to feel the sweet nectar of her body on my tongue. 

“I can’t wait,” I exclaimed as I grabbed her and flipped her onto the bed. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“I have to taste you, I can’t wait another minute.” 

“Oh, you can’t? Well, then you better get going. I would hate to see what would happen to you if you didn’t get to taste me.” 

The way Alexis was able to sexually banter back and forth with me was absolutely amazing. It was a familiar feeling because we had gotten along like this in Vegas. This level of compatibility was why I felt so bonded to her, so welcomed in her arms, and why I wanted to make things work with us. 

Slowly, I played with her clothes as I took them off her. Each piece of clothing getting me closer and closer to tasting her delicious nectar and my mouth watered with anticipation. Alexis let out sweet moans of pleasure when I started to kiss my way up her legs. Her back arched slightly when I was close to her center as if begging me to take her in my mouth already. 

With more self-control than I knew I had, I denied her for a moment longer. Instead, kissing on her inner thighs tenderly, with longing and desire. Having Alexis in bed with me was such a welcomed distraction from the stress of that day. 

“Okay, okay, enough teasing,” she said a little exasperated by me. 

“Oh, you’re getting bossy,” I pressed her thighs apart and looked down at her delicious body. “Don’t worry, I’m going to give you so many orgasms you’ll pass out.” 

“Go for it, I dare you,” she laughed. 

She wasn’t prepared for the delectable sexual torture I was about to give her. I softly started to lick her, moving from the outer edges in toward her clit and then around again. Each time taking extra care to lick and flick my tongue against her in just the right way, the way that made her stop moaning for a moment while she tried to catch her breath. 

Soon I found myself sucking hard on her clit. Pulling her into my mouth while her hips thrust against me. She was stronger than she looked and as her body started to give in to the orgasm I had to hold onto her hips tightly as not to lose my grip on her. 

“Okay, I give up,” Alexis playfully yelled out. “You win.” 

“Oh, no, that wasn’t the game, he was just the beginning,” I teased and went right back to pleasing her. 

Now that she had orgasmed, it was game on. Her body was primed and ready for more and more of those sweet orgasmic releases and I was just the man to give them to her. Making love to Alexis was more than just me wanting to feel the pleasure of the moment, I wanted her to know how much I cared for her. Not just in the physical sense, but emotionally as well. I was turning into a sappy mess and falling for Alexis in a way I’d never fallen before. 

I managed to tease and play with her well into her fourth orgasm before she grabbed my hair and pulled my head up. She was angry, actual anger filled her face and I couldn’t help but laugh. 

“I can’t take anymore I need you inside me right now.”

I smiled as I grabbed a condom and slid it over my body. With slow anticipation, I slid inside her and gently kissed Alexis at the same time. She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me as I moved inside her. Each slow, meaningful stroke made me feel closer to her than the moment before. 

There was no doubt in my mind that I wanted more time with Alexis. I wanted to see if we could make this thing work. The two of us had something I’d never had with anyone else. 

Our night together at the beach house was undoubtedly amazing. We reconnected, had the best sex yet and fell asleep in each other’s arms as if we’d been lovers and friends forever. 





Chapter 15

 

Alexis

 

Waking up in Cody’s arms at the beach house was the only possible good thing about the previous twenty-four hours of my life. My shot at stardom was gone before it had even really got going. I was back to being a cliché secretary trying to find work in Hollywood. 

Although I was upset over losing the show, I was also distracted by what was going on between Cody and me. He had stepped up his game and was there to support me while I was in emotional turmoil. I didn’t expect that from him but appreciated his effort. 

The sun hadn’t quite filled the sky yet and suddenly I had an urge to run out to the beach and start my day there. I grabbed Cody’s t-shirt, slipped on my pants and hurried out the back door and down to the beach. I’d always dreamed of living at the beach. It wasn’t in my price range, but on that morning I was going to take full advantage of being so close to the water. 

It was already warm out as I collapsed onto the soft sand and took in the start of the day. How lucky I was to live in such a beautiful place and have so many great friends, but I’d never managed to make it to the beach that early in the morning. It was peaceful and calm before all the people arrived. Although I was still feeling hopeless about my career, I did the best I could to see the positives I had going on in my life. 

I was a good actress. Maybe I wasn’t the best but I was willing to continue to grow and learn so that was a positive for me. Perhaps I’d take another acting class or start picking up more commercial work. This wasn’t the end of my acting career. I still loved the profession and I knew deep down that after a little break I would get back out there and keep going with this dream of mine. 

I had a good job. Working at the public relations firm had never been my ideal career; I always complained about it, but it was a good job. They allowed me the time off I needed to pursue my dreams and I got paid well, so I was grateful for the positives that came with my job. Plus, I had great friends at work that were really supportive of me no matter what I was doing with my life. 

I was happy about Cody. There was still a lot to figure out and I wasn’t sure I wanted to stay married to him, but he was a good man and I was glad we were together. Maybe we could spend a little more time figuring out the two of us now that I wasn’t going to be so rushed with the show. We could date like a normal couple and see where this chemistry between the two of us was going. 

Since I was a teenager I always remember feeling like life had a way of working out. Sometimes when I really wanted a boy and he didn’t like me, or I really wanted a job and I didn’t get it I’d remember that things worked out the way they were supposed to. As I took in the warm morning sun I couldn’t help but think that this was the start of something new and exciting that was supposed to be. 

“Can I join you?” Cody asked, sitting down next to me in only his jeans and no shirt. 

“Of course.” 

Cody pushed in close to me and put his arm around me. We didn’t talk as we both sat and watched the ocean rush against the sand. The soothing rhythmic motion of the waves gave me a calm sense of satisfaction and I closed my eyes and leaned into Cody. 

Sitting in silence I welcomed his touch. I was safe there with. Not many men had made me feel completely safe in a relationship, but there I was safe as could be with Cody, my husband. I wasn’t exactly sure what that title entailed but he didn’t seem to fit it just yet. 

When people started to arrive on the beach Cody and I decided to go for a little walk and explore. He was shirtless, I was in utter disarray from our night together, but we still moved into the sidewalk area, so we could walk next to the shops. 

“Do you want to go get dressed?” I asked. 

“Nope, I’m good.” 

“Don’t these shops have that rule about no shirt and no shoes?” 

“Nope, they would never get any business with that rule down here. Most of them don’t care unless you’re sitting in a restaurant.” 

“Alrighty then.” 

Cody reached for my hand and our fingers intertwined into a perfect fit. The touch of his skin against mine excited me. It was a primal feeling that had me smiling while we continued down the walkway. We window shopped since many of the stores weren’t open just yet. He was right that no one seemed to care about his shirt though, we saw several men walking in and out of the coffee shop in just their running shorts. 

“Noah should be home soon,” Cody said when we sat down at a table in front of the coffee shop. “I’d like you to meet him.” 

“What did you say he did? His house is pretty amazing.” 

“He works at the movie studio in finance stuff, but I bet he could get you connected with some sort of work there.” 

“I think I need to slow that dream down a bit.”

“Alexis, no.” 

“Not put it away, just slow it down. It’s just a lot to deal with right now.”

Following your dreams was harder than many people let on. Not only did I have to keep working to pay my bills, but I’d likely go back to doing commercials and extra work, which was exhausting.  

“You look lost in your thoughts,” Cody said as he sat across from me staring at me. 

“Yep, life is sort of brand new again. I think that will be the best way of looking at this. A fresh start at the bottom of another big hill.” 

“Or a mountain?” He laughed. 

“It might be a mountain, you’re right. I’m sure somehow I’ll manage.” 

“How about we take a few days and just have some fun? The two of us could just hang out? When was the last time you had a few days off to relax?”

“Um, there was Las Vegas,” I laughed and gave him a playful wink. 

“I’m fine with heading back there if you want.”

For a brief moment, I considered it. Las Vegas was the sort of place you could escape reality. No need to worry about real-life problems, just jump into the flashy life there and have fun. 

“As much fun as that would be, I think I need to stay in reality right now.” 

“We can have fun in reality too,” he said and winked back at me. 

The way Cody looked at me made my body ache for him. His eyes glossed over with desire and I could practically see his heart pounding faster as he glanced down at his coffee and then back up at me. 

Sexual chemistry was a tricky thing. Sure, Cody was handsome but I’d dated handsome men before and had zero chemistry with them. There’s more of a primal internal drive that is going on when two people have chemistry. Whatever that secret ingredient was, Cody and I definitely had it. Sitting across from him I felt my body pulse with a wet desire to have him inside me. He wasn’t even flirting very hard yet I wanted to jump into his lap and feel his throbbing body inside me. 

“Should we head back?” I asked calmly, not letting on that I had big plans for what we would do with ourselves once we arrived back at his room. 

“Yeah, I’m game,” he replied with a wry smile. 

If I hadn’t known better I would have assumed that he knew exactly what I was thinking. Perhaps I had some sort of sexy look on my face too? 

We sipped our coffee and walked back to Noah’s house. The warm morning breeze whipped in from the ocean and tossed a mix of smells our way. The salty air had a way of relaxing me and I could have stayed out there on the beach all day long. 

Maybe Cody’s idea of relaxing for a few days was a good one. I had some saved vacation days and I wasn’t in the mood for working. Perhaps a few days of rest would be just what I needed to get back into my groove. 

“Hey Noah,” Cody said as we came into the house. Noah was lying on the couch, he looked dazed as if he was high. I was no one to judge, but an executive at Warner Brother’s didn’t seem like the type of guy who should be going out partying mid-week and doing drugs. 

“Hi Guys,” Noah slurred. 

“Dude are you okay? Are you sure you should have been driving in this condition?” 

“What condition?” Noah asked. 

“You’re smashed,” Cody said. 

“No, I’m sober.”

“Then what’s the matter with you?” 

“Oh man, it’s a long story, but I think I’m in love.” 

Cody burst out laughing so hard that I thought this was some sort of joke. Who laughs when their friend says they are in love?  

“I know. I know,” Noah shook his head in disgust. “But this woman, she’s unbelievable. I’ve never met anyone like her before.” 

“I didn’t even know you were dating anyone.” 

“I just met her last night.” 

“Okay, I think you’re drunk. I’m going to make some breakfast and get food in your stomach. Are you sure you’re sick?” 

By this time Noah was practically asleep. His eyes were closed, and he didn’t respond to Cody at all. The two of us just looked at each other and then back at Noah. 

“He’s in love with some girl he met last night?” I asked trying to figure out if I really understood what was going on here. 

“This man has sworn off love for years. He jokes around about the idea that he will never find anyone who can hold his attention. He likes to try and fix everyone else up, but I’ve seen him date women for months and still not say he loved them. Whoever this woman is, she must be pretty damn amazing.” 

“I guess we can’t judge him.” 

“Why not?” Cody laughed. 

“Um, you and I actually got married after one long night together. I think him saying he is in love isn’t that big of a deal compared to what we did.” 

“Oh, yeah, I forgot about that.” 

I could have pretended to be offended by Cody not remembering we were married at that moment, but the truth was I hardly remembered it as well. We hadn’t been dating for months or had a long discussion about the future. Suddenly the two of us were just married. 

“Look at him sleeping, he looks so exhausted. Just let him sleep,” I urged when Cody finished making breakfast and went to wake Noah up. 

“He should probably eat something if he’s drunk.” 

“I think he’s just drunk on love.” 

We both laughed at the big smile plastered across Noah’s sleeping face. Whatever had happened to him that night and whoever this girl was, he certainly looked happy. Noah looked like a man who didn’t have a single care in the world, a man who was happier than he had ever been. Secretly I wished I was the one feeling that level of happiness. 

In the absence of emotional satisfaction that my life was going where I wanted it to go, I was totally willing to settle for the physical satisfaction that I could get with Cody. Making love with him was amazing and certainly took my mind off the other aspects of my life at the moment. I took a couple bites of my breakfast and put my fork down on the table. As I walked down the hallway I expected Cody to ask me where I was going, instead, I heard him running up behind me. 

“You’re not hungry?” I asked. 

“Oh, I’m hungry,” he teased as we shut the bedroom door behind us. 

What fun it was to be away from everything for another day. Playfully, we made love again. He took his time with me and was gentler than he had been the night before. His sweet licks and kisses devoured my stress and left me trembling with exhaustion. I was getting addicted to the orgasms Cody could give me. Every time we were together I exploded harder and longer than I ever thought possible. Certainly, we couldn’t continue on like this. Somehow, sooner or later, the sex would get boring; wouldn’t it? Maybe this is what a life with Cody would be like. Maybe we had such amazing chemistry that we’d have amazing sex for as long as we lived? It was a nice thought. 

The two of us collapsed from exhaustion and ended up sleeping most of the day. It had been the longest twenty-four hours of my life and I was happy to rest and recover as long as I could. I’d already called into my boss and taken the rest of the week off. There was no way I wanted to face everyone at work. I’d been talking about my new show for months. The utter terror of having to explain why I actually didn’t get to do the job was not high on my list of things to do. 

“Are you two up?” Noah said as he knocked on the door around four in the afternoon. 

“Yes,” I replied since Cody was still sleeping. 

“I ordered Chinese food and it will be here soon. Do you guys want to come chill and eat a late lunch?” 

“Yes, we will be right out,” I replied as I pushed Cody to wake up. He tossed and turned a little and then put his mouth around my breast and started teasing me. 

“Sorry I was so out of it this morning. I’d been up all night long,” Noah continued to talk to me through the door. 

I pushed Cody to let go of my nipple but that only drove him to suck me into his mouth harder. The delicious feeling made it nearly impossible for me to concentrate. I could hardly catch my breath as I tried to respond to Noah without sounding like we were in the middle of having sex or something. 

“No problem. We will be right out,” I managed to say just before Cody slid two of his fingers inside of me and started playing with me. 

“Give us a couple minutes,” Cody added while taking a quick break from teasing me. 

He curled his fingers rhythmically inside me begging my body to release so quickly that I couldn’t contain myself. I thrust my hips against him and grabbed the sheets of the bed as my body delighted in his touch. Faster and harder he played my body to perfection. 

“Did I tell you guys about the woman I met?” Noah just wouldn’t leave the door. 

“No, but I can’t wait to hear about her,” Cody said as he repositioned himself between my legs. “How did you meet her?” 

“What are you doing?” I whispered to Cody. “Let him leave. Stop talking to him.” 

“No this is more fun,” he laughed. “Shhhh, don’t make a sound or he’ll know what’s going on.” 

Cody wrapped his mouth around my clit as he forced me to give in to him. I reached for a pillow to cover my whimpering moans as I listened to Noah try and tell the story about how he met this girl. 

“I was at the bookstore. She was sitting on one of the chairs in the corner and had all her luggage with her. Something was obviously wrong. I walked past her and then watched her. I wasn’t going to go talk to her because she was beautiful. Not like a normal girl beautiful, more like a supermodel. Then finally I got the nerve to go…” 

I couldn’t hear Noah anymore over my own panting and moaning in the pillow. Cody wasn’t releasing me. He continued to play with me. He continued to bring me to more and more releases. I wasn’t sure if Cody was listening to Noah’s story at all, but I was totally ignoring him as I listened to the sweet desires of my body. 

“That sounds crazy,” Cody said so calmly that it surprised me. “We will be right out.” 

“Ok, I’ll grab a bottle of wine for us from downstairs.” 

I let the pillow off of my face as Cody finally pulled out of me. I had drenched his sheets. I was soaked in sweat and passion. There was no way I was going to be walking out to the kitchen anytime soon. 

“That was a terrible thing to do,” I laughed and playfully punched Cody in the arm. 

He slid his fingers into his mouth and tasted my juices as he smiled down at me. He looked so smug as he stood up and put his shirt on. Cody was proud of the orgasmic destruction he had leveled against me. 

“Hmmm, it didn’t seem terrible. I’ll get the shower started for you, but you’re going to have to walk yourself in there,” he winked and playfully touched my legs that were still shaking. 

“Oh, I’ll get you back, mister. Trust me on this one. I’ll get you back.” 

“I can’t wait.” 

Cody leaned down and gave me a soft kiss before going to the bathroom to start the shower. When he came back out, he kissed me again and then stood by the bed watching my naked body wiggle with the aftershock of what he had done to me. 

“What?” I laughed. “Why are you staring at me?” 

“Because you are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met, and I love you,” he shrugged his shoulders and slipped out of the room before I could even respond. 

The emotion of the moment caught me off guard. I felt a tear running down my cheek and I wiped it away before I could let another one come down. He just said he loved me. He didn’t say it like he wanted or needed me to say it back to him. Cody told me he loved me purely because he wanted to. 

It took me nearly a half of an hour to manage the strength to finish my shower. I pulled on a t-shirt and shorts from Cody’s dresser and made my way out to the kitchen to enjoy the dinner with the guys. If Noah knew why it had taken me so long to come out of the bedroom he certainly didn’t let on when I reached the table. 

“Noah, this is Alexis. Alexis, this is Noah.” 

“I think I remember you,” Noah said with a suspicious look at he shoved a piece of sweet and sour chicken into his mouth. 

“I should hope so,” Cody added. “She was the most beautiful girl in the entire college.” 

“Wow. You are sucking up big time today,” I winked and sat next to Cody. 

We all caught up a little and reminisced about college and how horrible it was. Cody and Noah did most of the talking while I sipped on my water and tried to get some nourishment into my system as quickly as possible. It seemed like I hadn’t eaten a real meal in days. In fact, as I tried to remember the last two days, I wasn’t sure I had actually eaten a whole meal at all. 

“So you’re an actress?” Noah asked just as I’d shoved an extraordinary amount of noodles into my mouth. 

“Yes,” I mumbled and covered my mouth while I tried to finish chewing. 

“I have a list of agents that Warner Brother’s works with all the time. That might be a good place to start. I can email it to you if you’d like. Cody told me about losing your reality gig, but I suspect you’ll find lots of work if you can get in with one of these agents.” 

“I probably already know most of them. They don’t like working with people who just do background work and commercials.” 

“Then stop doing background work and commercials,” Noah replied so matter-of-factly that it caught me off guard. 

“What do you mean?” 

“If that’s not the kind of work you want to do then stop doing it. There are tons of students who need actors for their films. Take one of those for free and build your acting reel so you have some long-form samples. Then I’ll put in a good word with an agent from the list and we’ll get you into films.” 

I literally stopped chewing midway through what he was saying. Noah’s way of looking at this whole thing was so simple and yet I hadn’t considered it at all. No, I didn’t like being an extra in movies! No, I didn’t like doing commercials! I wanted to act. 

“Okay, I’ll do that,” I managed to mutter, still in total shock at how this one conversation had changed the way I looked at my acting. Not only could I grow my skills, but I would be helping someone else who was following their passion for movies as well. It was a win/win situation and if Noah could help me get my acting reel into the hands of one of the good agents in town, I might just get a role in a movie. 

“A good actor will stand out. I’m not guaranteeing you a job, but if you’re good, you’ll start getting work. There are too many bad actors out there, everyone is begging to hire people who can show they have put in the time and effort to really learn the craft.” 

“Thanks, Noah. This is amazing. I’m going to check out the call sheets at the film schools right away. I was really concentrating on getting paid work, but I can see how doing student films is more important since that’s the sort of acting jobs I really want. You don’t even know how much this has helped me. Thanks again.” 

“No problem.”

“Now tell us more about the love of your life,” Cody added. 

“I’d love to, but I actually need to run into the office. I called in sick, but I have a few things I have to get done before tomorrow. I’ll fill you two in later. Oh and Cody, maybe you should finish that thing we were talking about?” 

“Okay,” he replied. 

Noah grabbed his things and left the house and Cody looked at me with a serious expression. It was similar to how he had been looking at me when we were at the restaurant when he first arrived in L.A. 

“What?” 

“There’s just something I wanted to straighten out with you. It’s no big deal.” 

“Okay,” I waited to see what this was. He looked so serious. He looked like the weight of the world was on his shoulders. 

The silence was heavy between us. Cody wanted to say something, I saw him thinking about it, his eyes looking up as he tried to put his words together. My heart sank, this had to be something really serious if he was taking this long to figure out how to say it. 

“I meant what I said earlier,” Cody started. “I love you. I know it seems crazy because we haven’t really dated, and we still have to get to know each other. I just want to tell you I meant it. I don’t want you thinking that I blurted that out without knowing what I was saying.” 

“Oh, okay, thank you,” I smiled and hugged him. “I have feelings for you too. I know this has been a crazy time. Thank you so much for being there for me after I lost that job. I don’t know what I would have done without you.” 

“Um, there was…” he started to say something and then stopped himself. “You’re welcome. I’m glad it’s over and I’m glad that Noah was able to help give you some ideas for going forward.” 

The awkwardness continued between us. It didn’t seem like Cody had actually said what he wanted to say to me. He looked away from me instead of making eye contact, but as we hugged and gave each other a kiss, it was clear that Cody wasn’t going to tell me whatever he had first intended on saying. 

Something was going on. I’d felt it when we were out to dinner before and I felt it in that moment. Cody was clearly there for me. He had dropped his whole week to come out to Los Angeles and try to figure this thing out. But his reticence to tell me what he needed to say was putting me ill at ease. 





Chapter 16

 

Cody

 

I couldn’t tell her. How could I say I love her in one sentence and then admit to lying to her in the next? So I said, “I’m free for the next three days and then I need to head back out to Chicago to settle a few things. I’ll only be gone for a couple days though.” 

“Sounds good.” 

“Would you like to move in with me when I return?” I asked, trying to get as much distance away from the conversation we had just finished. 

“Oh, well… um…” 

“No, hurry. I’m not saying it needs to happen right away. But I’m going to move out here. I’m going to buy a house and I’d love for you to come with me and help in that process. Of course, I’d also love to have you move with me.” 

“It would be weird if we didn’t,” she giggled. “What sort of married couple has separate houses?” 

I felt relieved that she was willing to go for it. Alexis and I had to be living together when Richard came to check on us. We had some time. Richard was busy with another huge estate issue for a different client. He hadn’t even returned my last call. It could be months before he decided to actually come check on Alexis and me. For the time being, I was going to stay slow and steady with our relationship and grow our trust with each other. 

If I could manage to explain my father’s estate money at some time during the house shopping process that would be ideal. But it was hard to imagine I could word things in such a way that Alexis wouldn’t think I had betrayed her. 

I was a little surprised at how well Alexis was handling everything. She was a strong woman. Not many people could take such a hit to their career and still smile and see the possibility that it was a good thing. This was a positive attribute of hers that I already loved very much.

Love. I’d said I loved her. I meant it, but probably not at the level that most women would think. I was looking at her and I let the words slip out of my mouth. Not by accident though. I certainly had a great deal of affection for Alexis. The stress of lying to her about my father’s estate was probably playing a role in my willingness to profess my love. I just wanted her to be happy. I could only hope that I was going to be the person that would make her happy in the long run. 

Alexis and I spent the next few days in a blissful happiness that felt as close to a honeymoon as I could have imagined. We stayed at the beach house and we both left our cell phones in the bedroom while we explored the area every day. 

We had a beach day of swimming and tanning. It was amazingly relaxing to sit on the beach without our phones and enjoy the peacefulness. We jumped in the water and swam for nearly an hour without a care in the world. There was no need to continually check our things on the beach or worry that someone was going to steal our valuables because we didn’t bring anything with us. 

As the beach day wrapped up I managed to start the grill on Noah’s deck and cooked up some burgers for the two of us. Noah had practically disappeared; he only sent one text to tell me not to worry about him and he was helping a friend. I imagined this friend was the woman he had fallen madly in love with, but I wasn’t sure. 

Our days at Noah’s house felt like the simpler life that I longed to have. I could tell that Alexis was enjoying our time as well. It was as if we had left the reality of the world and were living in the middle of our own secret fun. 

On one of our days, we went into town and shopped around the local stores. We held hands and took turned deciding which shops we were going to go in. It felt like we had been dating for years, which was unusual for me considering I didn’t normally date women for long periods of time. Life with Alexis was comfortable, relaxing, and familiar. I wanted more of it and by the time the day came that I had to leave for Chicago, I couldn’t help but invite her to come with me. 

“It’s not going to be a very busy trip for me, just a few things to figure out with my condo and visit with a lawyer friend. You are welcome to come.” 

“Actually, my agent got me a gig acting in a student film already. He texted me late last night. I have an audition, but it’s practically a given he says. After all, I’m working for free,” she laughed. 

“That’s great! How long will you be filming?” 

“Two days. It’s a short film,” she shrugged her shoulders so adorably that I couldn’t help grabbing her and pulling her in close to me for a kiss. 

“They are lucky to have you. I bet your agent didn’t like doing the work without a commission.” 

“Yeah, he already told me he wouldn’t help me with other free gigs. I can’t blame him. Everyone needs to make a living.” 

“Understandable. So I’ll only be gone for a few days…” I couldn’t think of anything else to say as I dropped Alexis off before heading out of town. 

“Text me,” she said light-heartedly.

We hugged and kissed, and she made her way up to her apartment. I sat in the parking lot with a weighted pit in my stomach. I should have said something to her about Richard. I could have given a little information on who he was or what he did for our family. I should have made some sort of effort but, paralyzed with fear, I didn’t say a damn thing about Richard or my father’s estate. As I pulled out of the parking lot I had an urge to turn the car around, to run up to her door and tell her everything. Yet, I didn’t. I kept driving to the airport. 

The longer didn’t tell her the full story the more it was building up inside of me. I ruminated on how I could get out of this thing without ruining what Alexis and I had. I thought over and over about what I might say piece by piece that could be the truth yet not make me out as the bad guy. There weren’t many options. 

The flight back to Chicago was uneventful. I was physically exhausted from spending three days with Alexis, emotionally exhausted as well. The three-hour nap on the plane was much needed and when I landed I was slightly invigorated for the day ahead of me. I’d decided to keep renting my condo and was signing some new documents for a firm that would handle all of that while I was gone. There were some logistics that had to be worked out and I still had some things to clear out of the condo and put into storage but none of that needed to be done right away. Instead, I grabbed drinks with Todd and Henry.

“You look like shit,” Todd said before I’d even reached the table. 

“Yeah, don’t come any closer if you’re sick. I don’t need that shit,” Henry protested. 

“I’m not sick, guys. I’m just sleep deprived.”

“Oh, Cody’s been getting busy with his new lady all week. Not enough time to sleep,” Henry joked. 

I just laughed instead of justifying his crude comment with a response, but he wasn’t wrong. Hanging out with Henry and Todd was always just what I needed when life was overwhelming. It was especially nice on this night because the two of them weren’t bickering and arguing the whole time. 

“What’s up with you two? I don’t think I’ve ever spent this much time with you two not arguing?” I joked halfway through our evening. 

“You’re gone so we have hung out a little. He’s not so bad,” Todd laughed as if he was the one who was okay with Henry instead of Henry being the one okay with him. 

“Todd just hates going home. I’m the only person who can help him get away from his wife.” 

“Oh, things not going well?” I asked more worried than I’d ever been about Todd’s marriage. 

I suddenly realized exactly why married people hung out with one another and single friends drifted apart. I was genuinely worried about Todd and his wife. In that flash of a moment I had a gut feeling of what it would be like if Alexis and I weren’t getting along and I’d want one of my friends to worry. It’s not like when I was single I wouldn’t have felt bad for the guy. But now there was a whole new perspective to the problems he might be going through and the emotional turmoil that went with them. 

“Sometimes the stress of life makes it hard on us. Nothing major though,” Todd replied. 

There was much more to this story and I felt like a terrible friend for not delving into it. Our friendship had never balanced on this line of emotional support before. Todd and I talked about relationships, but perhaps I hadn’t really listened and had done most of the talking. 

“Anything we can do?” 

“Yeah, this right here. Time with you guys is helping.” 

“Then I’m happy to oblige,” I laughed. 

We drank too much and laughed too hard that night. It was exactly what I needed to distract me. I didn’t use the guys as a sounding board for my problems with Alexis or my upcoming conversation with Richard. I just wanted a night free from everything. One night where I could relax and have fun, even though I spent most of the evening redirecting my thoughts from Alexis and the potential of losing her. 

My condo was rented for two more days so I stayed at a nearby hotel. I’d left Richard several voicemails about being in town but none of them had been returned. It would be a relief to manage to get in and out of town without a visit. Every day, every week of extra time would only help me solidify things with Alexis. 

I slept in as long as possible the next day. My body was getting too old for those late night drink fests. Or perhaps the stress I had put on myself the last few days was catching up to me. After ordering room service I called Alexis to check in with her. 

“Hey, this is Alexis, leave a message after the beep,” her voicemail spouted. 

“Hi, just checking in. I think you said you’d be filming today. Wanted to wish you good luck. Call or text if you get the chance.” 

I barely managed to stay awake until the food came and then I quickly finished it off before collapsing again from exhaustion. For good measure, I left the ringer on for my phone just in case Richard or Alexis called me back. 

Being alone with nothing to do wasn’t at all my normal life. Usually, when I had time to myself I was powering through my business plans or pushing to make arrangements for the next big deal. But this whole thing with Alexis was really throwing me for a loop. Even my dreams seemed a little off as I slept through the day. 

I woke up late enough that it was already dark outside and right away I realized that Alexis had not returned my call. Richard hadn’t called me back either. They were the only two people I wanted to talk to, so I didn’t bother staying up for long. 

My company wasn’t going anywhere until I had things settled with Richard, so I needed to at least get him to release the money. Hopefully, he was too busy with his other work to worry much about me and Alexis. 

There is something so peaceful about sleeping in a hotel. The plush bed, the soft clean sheets, and this hotel was no different. After a long night of sleep, I woke up more refreshed than ever and made plans to show up at Richard’s office to check in with him. The balance of pushing him to release the money and not pushing too hard was going to be a delicate one. 

When I arrived at Richard’s office there was a group of people waiting in the lobby. His office consisted of dozens of lawyers though, so it wasn’t too unusual that a lot of people were there. The unusual part was that they all seemed to be dressed in funeral attire. 

“I’d like to see Richard please,” I said to the secretary at the front desk. 

“So would everyone else,” she laughed and pointed at the family. “It’s going to be awhile. They are having an emergency.” 

“An estate emergency?” I snickered as if there was such a thing. Surely if the person had already passed away, what could be so urgent that it couldn’t wait? I had no idea. 

“Can you just let him know I stopped by?” 

“Yes, I’ll message him. Are you going to stay, or would you like to try back later this afternoon?” she asked me. 

“I can come back. No big deal.” 

“Ok, I’ll let him know.” 

I had barely made it back to my car when Richard called me. I took in a deep breath and tried to calm my nerves before answering the call. He couldn’t sense the fear that was surrounding this conversation. I had to play it cool. 

“Hey, Richard. How are you?” I said with a fake smile plastered on my face for good measure. 

“Good, I’m good. How are you?” 

“I’m good. Sorry for barging in on you. It looks like you’re pretty busy. You can call me tomorrow to catch up if it’s easier.” 

“Actually, when are you heading back to California? Maybe I’ll just come along with you.”

“What?” 

“This case is out of control. I need to get away. There’s nothing I can do for them right now and the family is making it impossible to get anything else done here. How about I come back to California with you and finish the interview with you and your wife?” 

I swallowed hard and tried to stay calm. This was bad. This was terrible. No, he couldn’t come back to California with me. I didn’t have a place for Alexis and me to stay, and I hadn’t even talked to her about the whole situation yet. Richard would smell the deceit the second Alexis and I were in front of him. No, no, no, he couldn’t come. 

“Oh, I guess if you need an escape. But Alexis is filming a movie role. I’m not sure how much she will be around.” 

“We can just take a tour of where you two are living and I’ll visit with her when she has time. Are you leaving today or staying for a few more days?” 

Neither of those options sounded like a good idea. I couldn’t just bring Richard back with me. Alexis and I needed to plan ahead, we had to talk about this whole thing. I couldn’t just show up with Richard and expect that she was going to be able to answer his questions the way they had to be answered. 

“Um, I’m heading back tomorrow,” I said. “I’m clearing out the condo and then going back to Alexis.” 

“Perfect, I’ll finish up some things today and then fly with you tomorrow. Send me your flight information and I’ll book the same flight. We can catch up on the flight out there.” 

I couldn’t talk. I could barely even think as my mind spun with hideous possibilities of how this was all going to go down. There was a disaster brewing and I could feel my new hotel chain slipping away. Somehow I’d have to figure out what to do. Somehow I had to save this whole thing and keep Alexis in my life, I just had no idea how I was going to do that. 

“Okay, I’ll send it over,” I reluctantly replied. “I’ll let you get back to work. Talk more later.” 

I hung up on him. My stomach was turning and shortly after putting the phone back in my pocket, I vomited all over the parking lot. 





Chapter 17

 

Alexis

 

Filming the student movie was far and beyond one of the best experiences of my life. Everyone involved in the process was there for free. We were all just doing what we loved, and that energy was nearly unstoppable as we plowed through the script and got the whole thing done much faster than I’d imagined we could. 

Of course, filming a 20-minute movie was much different than filming a full-length feature, but it still allowed me more actual talking time than any other project I’d done. I killed the part too! 

My confidence was sky high when Missy called to check in with me. We hadn’t caught up much at all since before Vegas, so when she invited me to come down to San Diego and hang out with her for a little bit, I said yes. 

“Really? You’ll come down?” she asked in shock at my agreement. 

“Yeah, I’ve got a few days off from work. I’d love to catch up.” 

“Great, I’ll see you later.” 

I hadn’t exactly talked things through with Cody about telling his sister, but I figured it was better to tell her in person than it would be for her to find out over the phone. Everything was better received when the other person could see your facial expressions while you were telling them. 

The drive down to San Diego was more relaxing than I’d ever remembered it being. I let my music blare as I sang along and was absorbed in the relaxation of driving. So much was going on in my life and I couldn’t wait to tell Missy about it all. She had been such a huge support for me over the years and this was exactly what I needed. Girl time without any other distractions didn’t happen often for the two of us. 

Arriving at Missy’s house was pretty epic. She jetted out the front door and straight to my car. I barely had enough time to open my door before she lunged at me with a hug. The two of us embraced and rocked back and forth like we hadn’t seen each other in a decade. Although it felt that long, we really had only been apart a few months. 

“Girl, you are radiating! Glowing. What is going on with you?” Missy asked as she stared at me like I was some sort of mythical creature. 

“I’ve got so much to tell you. I’m not even sure where to start.”

“Let’s get you some coffee and we can start with why your skin is glowing and you can tell me about this man you’ve been having sex with.” 

“What?” I asked a little surprised at her frankness. 

“No woman is glowing this much if she isn’t having sex. So plan on spilling the beans about it. I won’t take no for an answer.” 

“Then I won’t be telling you no,” I laughed at her insistence. 

Missy and I normally didn’t have any secrets. It was unusual that I hadn’t already filled her in on all the details of my life. She was one of my closest friends and I’d just secretly married her brother; this was going to be a tough conversation to have. 

Missy brought me into her large new home and I was instantly impressed. I didn’t think her husband had this kind of money and Missy certainly wasn’t bringing in millions from her job. But the house was in an upper-class neighborhood and decorated with top-notch furniture and artwork. It was as if she’d won the lottery or something. 

“Wow girl, you’re right. I should have come down to see you sooner,” I said walking behind her toward the kitchen. 

“I told you. It’s a pretty nice place.”

“Hell, it’s like a mini-mansion. Scot must be doing really well in his business.” 

“So tell me about you. Who is the guy? What’s going on? I feel like it’s been ages since we’ve seen each other.” 

I didn’t even know where to start. It had only been a little while since our Vegas conversation, but everything in my life was different. I was different. I couldn’t even describe just how different I was after the last few days with Cody. 

“Let me tell you, these have been the craziest days of my life. I don’t even know where to start,” I said as I pulled my phone out of my pocket and set it on the table. 

As I set the phone down I realized that I didn’t have any notifications on there. It seemed odd to me that there wouldn’t be at least one notification, so I opened the phone and took a look. Apparently, I’d had the phone still on Airplane mode from when we were filming my part in the movie. When I turned the cellular service back on a ton of notifications flooded through the phone. Several text messages and calls from Cody were what I was worried the most about. I’d been so wrapped up in my own life that I hadn’t even checked in with him; he was probably worried sick. 

“What’s up?” Missy asked after seeing me fiddling with my phone. 

“Sorry, I just need to call someone back real quick. I accidentally had my phone off.” 

“Sure, you can go into the library if you’d like.”

“Thanks,” I said and followed the kitchen to a pair of double doors that Missy had pointed at. 

When I opened the doors I just stood in awe at the size of her library. A normal home didn’t have a library, but even a large home wouldn’t have one this size. Missy loved books and all I could think of was that she had shopped around for just the right home to accommodate her desire to have a huge library. That couldn’t have been cheap in a big city like San Diego.

I shut the doors behind me and dialed Cody’s number. The call went straight to voicemail. It didn’t even ring through which made me think that his phone was off, or he was flying. I couldn’t remember how long he said he was staying in Chicago. 

After sending off a text message to let him know I was hanging out with Missy and the movie had gone well, I put my phone away to spend time with Missy again. There was no use in worrying about him. From the text messages he sent, everything seemed to be going rather well. 

It was a relief to have checked in with Cody and I was able to return to the table and relax a little with Missy. She was smiling from ear to ear as she pushed a coffee in my direction and was clearly waiting for me to fill her in on my life. 

“So spill the details,” she demanded while sipping on her coffee. 

“What do you mean?” I asked coyly. 

“Oh don’t even try that with me. Something is going on with you. I can see it…” Missy paused as I brought my cup of coffee up to my lips. 

That’s when I realized that I was wearing the wedding ring Cody had purchased for me. Missy’s eyes were glued to my ring as I set the coffee cup down. 

“There is something I need to tell you,” I said and laughed nervously. 

“Wow, that ring is beautiful. You’re engaged? I didn’t even know you were seeing anyone seriously. Where have I been? Fill me in. I can’t believe I wasn’t paying attention. Did you tell me about a guy? I don’t remember you telling me,” Missy grabbed my hand and pulled it up close so she could look at the ring. 

“Actually,” I started to say and then paused. “I’m married.” 

“What? Who? When did this happen? I need all the details this very second.”

“When I was in Vegas.”

“You got married when you were in Las Vegas? Who did you marry? I’m so confused.” 

This was the part I was dreading. I took a deep breath and held my hands together tightly as I tried not to freak out. I had to stay calm if I wanted Missy to have any chance of staying calm. 

“You know how I told you that Cody and I ran into one another?” I started to say but I didn’t have to keep talking. Missy’s face flashed with realization. 

“You two got married? Wow, that’s so crazy! Why didn’t you tell me though?” 

“You’re excited?” 

I didn’t expect her to be so excited about this news. I also wasn’t expecting her to be calm about her brother and I just running off and getting married. In fact, I was a little freaked out about how calm she was about it all. 

“I am excited for the two of you. This is the perfect plan.”

“Oh, I didn’t think you’d be excited. I’m actually really relieved. I was so worried about telling you.” 

“I get it. I just can’t believe you agreed to it. But I couldn’t have asked for anyone better for Cody to marry. And I’m really happy he changed his mind about getting married for the estate money. He is so stubborn sometimes. I thought he had decided not to do it. This is a big surprise.” 

Confusion flushed my cheeks. Missy seemed to be talking about something that I had no idea about. But whatever she was saying, I didn’t like it.

“What do you mean you can’t believe I agreed to it? It was all a big surprise to both of us. We ran into each other in Vegas and then spent a wild night out on the town together. Somehow we ended up in the chapel getting married.” 

“Yeah, well since you two know each other from college, I don’t think it will be considered fraud for the estate deal. And you two might even last longer than five years. I have always had a feeling that Cody and you would get along if you ever dated.” 

“Missy, I’m really confused. What are you talking about? What estate deal?” 

“The inheritance that Cody gets now that he got married. I’m sure it is going to really help you both out. It’s much better than he married you instead of some random person. I would have hated it if he was sharing his money with some random girl who didn’t know him or care about him. Plus, look at you, you are glowing.”

I could hardly breathe as I tried to comprehend what Missy was saying. Had Cody needed to get married for his inheritance? He didn’t tell me that? In fact, he hadn’t told me a single thing about the estate deal or the inheritance. 

“We actually are getting along very well,” I said with a fake smile as I tried to get more information out of Missy about what was going on. “So you’re happy about this?” 

“Yes,” she got up and gave me a hug. “I couldn’t be happier. You are by far one of my favorite people. I’d be happy if the two of you stayed married long after the contract was up.” 

“We didn’t sign a contract.” 

“Oh, yeah. Of course, I trust you and I’m sure Cody does too. There’s no need for something like that with friends. Did you guys settle on an amount that would go to you for your time in the marriage?” 

“No, I think we are going to see how it goes. I really do like him and I think he likes me,” I said still trying to make sense of it all. 

“Oh my God, this is fantastic. I really am so excited. I know he didn’t want to get married because he didn’t want to be with someone who was using him. So this situation is so beyond amazing. And you two have actual feelings for each other? That’s even better.” 

Using him? Of course, I wasn’t using him. It seemed more like Cody was using me. If he had to get married in order to get his inheritance, then he definitely should have told me. The more Missy and I talked the more I realized that Cody had gone well beyond just leaving a few little details out. I lost my television show because of this marriage; I’d lost the future I was planning. It didn’t matter what was going on with him and the inheritance, he knew more than he was letting on when my life was crumbling around me. 

Then I had a horrible thought. What if Cody had let the secretary hear him on the phone? What if he had purposely sabotaged my reality show just so I wouldn’t divorce him, and he wouldn’t lose his inheritance? 

It made me sick to my stomach to even think about it. I didn’t know Cody as a person who would so blatantly manipulate someone, but the evidence was piling up and I wasn’t sure of anything anymore. The only thing I knew for a fact was that there was a huge amount of deceit going on and I was angry. 

“I actually didn’t know many of the details about the estate stuff,” I said trying not to let on that Cody had lied to me. “Can you fill me in a little?” 

“Sure, of course,” she said as she rubbed my hands. “I’m so excited for all of this. We are friends and sisters now. How could this be any more perfect?” 

It would have been more perfect if I hadn’t been used and manipulated for a pile of cash. I could barely keep from sobbing as I thought about how the feelings I was having toward Cody over the last week. He told me he loved me. Was that all part of his game? 

As Missy explained the estate deal and her father’s inheritance, I tried to listen and not show emotion. Cody clearly needed this money for his hotel project and the more Missy talked, the more I realized the extent of the situation. I didn’t feel any better about being used, but I did understand why he had gotten married to me and wasn’t worried about it afterward. This was a good thing for Cody; he could move forward on his big business deal. 

My hands were shaking so badly that I had to move them under the table to my lap. It was completely possible that this entire love affair with Cody was just made up from his need to get funding for his business. I didn’t want to believe that. It made my heart ache to even think of it, but he had clearly been keeping this a secret from me and that automatically made me assume that he had bad intentions.

How was it possible that I’d felt so totally and utterly in love with this man and he had conned me? I could hardly keep a straight face as Missy and I finished talking. Originally I’d planned on staying the night with her, but I just couldn’t stand the idea of trying to keep myself together much longer. 

Missy showed me around her house and told me that Scott was out at work all day. I could tell she wanted me to stick around. She seemed lonely and a little desperate to spend time with me. 

“How are things with you and Scott?” I asked trying to be a good friend and not just think about myself in that moment. 

“We signed a contract so it’s a little weird.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“For the inheritance. Man, I’m so glad you and Cody got married. Now I have someone to talk to that understands all of this. I mean I care about Scott and I actually thought the two of us were in love at first, but I think he might have just been in it for the money.” 

“You married him, so you could get your inheritance?” I asked a little shocked by this bit of news. 

Missy and Scott seemed totally in love when I’d seen them. I never suspected a thing. But then again, why would I suspect anyone to have an antiquated marriage clause in their will? It was the twenty-first century, why would their father even do such a thing?

“We started off dating for real. I liked him, and he liked me. Somewhere along the way, I decided that it would be better to marry someone I already liked and knew a little. Things were great at first. I think we actually did love each other and maybe we still do. I don’t know, things have just been weird lately.”

“You haven’t been married all that long, Missy. What is weird?” 

“He’s staying out late at work and seems to be finding all sorts of reasons not to hang out. I’m probably just being paranoid.” 

“Maybe, but who knows… money does strange things to people.” 

“I know. I’m not complaining, he’s a good man. I’m sure we will manage the five years without too many problems.” 

My heart sank as we continued to catch up. All the radiance that had been on my face when I arrived certainly was gone by now. I could barely manage to crack a smile or look interested while we talked. My heart was so broken. My mind so confused. The amount of deceit that had gone into my time with Cody was beyond anything I could have considered. 

I filled Missy in on my reality show drama and the new student movie that I’d just finished filming. We talked about Noah and Cody and even spent a little time reminiscing about our college years. Despite finding out that my life had been totally manipulated, it was still really nice to have caught up with Missy. If I had told her the truth about not knowing about the inheritance, I’m sure she would have supported me as well. I just couldn’t muster the strength to deal with it at that point. 

We talked late into the evening and Missy showed me to the guest room. I was so tired I fell asleep before I could even think about leaving. My brain and body were utterly exhausted. It was difficult to even comprehend what was going on in my life. 

 

“I think I’m going to head back home this morning,” I said after a few more hours of catching up with Missy over breakfast. Scott had come home late and then left early that morning. It was just the two of us. “It’s been a long couple of days. Cody is in Chicago finishing up some stuff with his condo and I’d like to get some more sleep before he comes home. 

It wasn’t a lie. I did want to get some sleep. I also had so many emotions flooding my system that I had to get away and deal with them. I hadn’t even stayed awake long enough the night before to actually cry about everything that was going on. 

“Oh no, I thought you were going to stay another night. You’re welcome to sleep all day here if you’d like.” 

“Thank you, another time,” I said and got up to give her a hug. 

If I didn’t start moving I was certain Missy was going to convince me to stay for the whole week. The last thing I wanted to do was start sobbing right there in front of her. I had to talk to Cody first. I had to figure out exactly what was going on. 

“Okay, anytime. I’d love to have you, although I do really like the idea of coming up to Los Angeles to see you too. Let’s set something up for a couple of weeks. I can visit with you and Cody at the same time. I’m really happy for the two of you. This is exciting.” 

“Thanks,” I said holding the hug a little longer than normal. “It was so nice seeing you. I love you.”

“Love you too, girlie.” 

We finished with another hug at my car and then I made my way down her street. I only managed to get about a block before I had to pull over. I was sobbing so hard I couldn’t see. My life was in shambles. I’d married my best friend’s brother, lost my reality show gig, and fallen in love with a man who was just using me to get his inheritance.

I had intended on going back to my apartment but ended up down at the beach. I left all my things in my car and sat near the Santa Monica Pier watching the families and young people blissfully enjoying their morning. How happy they all looked. But then again, I bet none of those couples had been tricked into getting married, so the other person could get an inheritance. 

I found myself wandering around the pier for hours. How was it even possible that I hadn’t seen the signs? Then I started to think about that first lunch in town when Cody looked so distracted. He did look like he wanted to tell me something. Then again the day he was heading back to Chicago. A small piece of me hoped that he was feeling guilty and trying to find a way to tell me what was going on. A small piece of me tried not to be angry at him because I wanted to think he was genuinely sorry for lying to me. But that small piece of me couldn’t fight off the anger that was growing inside of me. 

As the evening wore on I stayed at the pier, trying to find some comfort in the happiness I was witnessing in the families. It wasn’t likely I was going to have that sort of happiness anytime soon. Instead of a happy life, I was wrapped up in the middle of a nightmare. 





Chapter 18

 

Cody 

 

“So you haven’t been able to reach her yet?” Richard asked when we landed in Los Angeles. 

“No, she was filming a movie. I bet she has her phone off,” I tried to explain. 

The truth was that I had no idea what was going on either. Alexis had tried to call me the day before and I’d missed the call. She said she was down visiting Missy and I hoped everything was going alright. But to have her not answering any of my text messages or phone calls really made me worry. 

Things with Richard were getting precarious too. He wanted to meet Alexis right away. That would mean I didn’t have time to explain to her what was going on, I wouldn’t have time to soften the blow at all. I’d have to hope she wasn’t going to say anything that would ruin this for me. 

“Maybe I should drop you off at the hotel?” I suggested. “Alexis has been working hard, so she might be trying to catch up on her sleep.” 

“I’ll swing by with you. I just need to talk to her quickly. Let’s just go to your apartment.” 

“It’s actually Alexis’ apartment. I haven’t found a bigger place for us yet,” I said flatly, the thought of this whole thing crumbling filled my mind. “We can stop by the hotel first. That would probably work best. I don’t want to wake her up.” 

“No, no, I insist. Let’s go to the apartment,” Richard said with a firm tone of voice. 

He was trying to catch me in a lie. I heard it in the way he was using the inflection in his voice. I stayed cool and made eye contact with him while I agreed to take him to Alexis’ apartment. Now instead of hoping that she was there, I really hoped that she wasn’t. My pulse was throbbing in my neck and I could barely see straight as we got into the rental car and made our way to the apartment. 

I tried to play it off. “So, this is embarrassing. I don’t have a key yet. Alexis and I have been together this whole time but we didn’t get around to making one for me.”

“Cody, this isn’t sounding all that legitimate to me. You can’t reach your wife and have no way of getting into the apartment where you two are staying. Is it possible there is something that you want to tell me?” 

“No, we have been spending a lot of time on the beach and in the city. It’s been our honeymoon, you know. We haven’t got around to everything yet.”

Even I knew that this all sounded like a pile of lies. The more I tried not to talk, the more I was actually talking. The key to keeping a lie straight was to not overcomplicate it and that was exactly what I was doing. How on earth had I gotten myself into such a mess? I should have just told Alexis when I had the chance. It was entirely possible that she would have gone along with the plan if I’d told her when we were in Las Vegas. Then again, she still had her television show gig then, so maybe she wouldn’t have. 

We pulled into the parking lot to Alexis’ apartment and I took my time driving around finding a spot to park. Of course, there was only so much time I could waste trying to park before we had to walk up the stairs to her apartment. 

I knocked on the door and then waited, there was no answer. I knocked again all while trying not to look at Richard or talk to him. As much as I was trying to keep myself together, I felt like Richard knew every thought running through my head. 

“Cody, where is she?” 

“Man, I don’t know. I think she must still be filming or something.”

“I’m not staying in town past tomorrow. You’ll need to find your bride and come to the hotel for a meeting. I’m pretty disappointed with how this is going. You aren’t convincing me that this is a legitimate marriage.” 

“I’m sorry. We are still trying to figure things out here. It’s new for both of us. We are doing the best we can.” 

“I’m trying to be as understanding as possible, but if I don’t get to talk with Alexis by the time I leave tomorrow, then I’ll have no other option but to start the fraud process. Once that’s started it is very unlikely that you’ll have access to your money anytime in the next two years.” 

Damn, that didn’t sound like a good option at all. Not only would my whole hotel deal be down the drain, but I was pretty sure what Alexis and I had was going to be ruined once she found out I’d been keeping so much from her. 

“No problem, Richard. I’ll get hold of Alexis and we can meet up tomorrow. I’ll drop you off at the hotel.”

“This is serious, Cody. It’s not like other issues where I’ve been able to help you out. Once suspected fraud has been initiated the case will be out of my hands. An independent investigator will have to come in. I’ll tell you this right now, they don’t like to think that all their work was for nothing. Ninety percent of the time they report the case was indeed fraud. If that happens the remaining money would sit in a trust and court proceedings would be needed to determine the final destination of the funds.” 

“My only job tonight will be to find Alexis and make sure she is available for you tomorrow. It shouldn’t be a bit deal, I’m sure she’s just filming and forgot to turn her phone on, or it ran out of power.” 

“I hope so, for your sake.” 

The ride to his hotel was ominous. All I could think about was how much I had riding on finding Alexis and getting her to meet with Richard. I still had no idea how to handle preparing her for the interview though. If I told her about the estate rules she’d surely be so angry that she wouldn’t do the interview at all. If I didn’t tell her about it, then she might say something that could cause the case to look like fraud. There was a tight balance between what I could and couldn’t control with this interview and it all depended on me actually finding Alexis. 

After dropping Richard off at the hotel I dialed up my sister. From Alexis’ text message it sounded like the two of them had been hanging out the day before, so I thought she might know where Alexis had gone. 

“Hey, sis. I’m looking for Alexis, she said you two were catching up.”

“Yeah, it was so nice visiting with her. I can’t believe you didn’t tell me the two of you had gotten married.” 

“I know, we were trying to find the right time. I’m glad she was able to come down there and talk to you though.” 

“Me too. I’m also glad the two of you didn’t sign a contract. I swear that contract is the one thing that has ruined all the passion between Scott and me.”

“Alexis told you we didn’t sign a contract?” I asked, confused. 

“She seemed more interested in how Scott and I were doing it. I’m sure she was relieved that you didn’t ask her to sign one. Are you two actually in love? I mean that would be amazing. I never thought you two flirted before or anything. Did you even talk about the inheritance much? Alexis didn’t seem to know much about any of it.” 

“You told Alexis?” I asked as I breathed out the last bit of air in my lung. 

“Well, she already knew. I was just explaining some of the specifics about it,” Missy said as if she had no idea that she had just shoveled so much truth onto Alexis that I might not ever be able to dig her out from under it. 

“She didn’t know,” I somberly admitted. 

There was a long pause on the line. So long that I thought Missy had hung up on me, but then I could hear her breathing and I waited. Disappointment in myself was bad enough but having my sister also disappointed in me was terrible. 

“She did look a little off when I was talking about it. Um, so why did you two get married then?” 

“It’s a long story. We met up in Las Vegas and had a great night together. We were drunk and ended up getting married at the Little White Chapel. The next morning the gravity of everything was so much that I didn’t tell her about the estate.” 

“She lost her reality show, Cody.” 

“I know.” 

“So you tricked her into marrying you when you were drunk? All so you could get your inheritance? This doesn’t sound like my brother at all.”

“We were both drunk. I didn’t trick her. She wanted to get married too. I should have told her the truth the next morning though. I should have said it right then and there, but I didn’t.”

Missy was silent again as we both contemplated what was going on. I was a terrible person, that was all there was to it. As many excuses as I had made over the days since our marriage, the main reason I hadn’t told her was all selfish. I was selfish. 

“She left early this morning,” Miss finally added. “She said she was going home, but I suspect she had a lot more going on than I knew about.” 

“Her phone keeps going to voicemail,” I replied. “I think it’s dead.” 

“Or she’s sending you to voicemail because she doesn’t want to talk to you. Cody, this is a terrible thing that you did. You aren’t going to be able to smile and give her a kiss and make her forget about this.” 

“I have to find her. Richard is in town and needs to interview her tomorrow.” 

“Yeah, I don’t know where she is. Maybe call her friends and see if they know. Good luck, Cody. If it was me, I wouldn’t be talking to you for a year. This was pretty damn shady of you.”

“I know,” I replied before hanging up. 

I didn’t just want to find Alexis because Richard needed to talk to her, now I wanted to find her so I could explain my version of what happened. Not like explaining things was going to make it better, but at least I’d have more of a chance than if I didn’t talk to her at all. 

I didn’t know Alexis’ friends well and I didn’t know where she might be hanging out. For all I knew she had been at her apartment and had chosen not to answer the door when she saw it was me. 

With all the composure I could muster, I called and left a voicemail for Alexis. It was my only hope at getting her to call me back. Somehow I had to believe that she had feelings for me like I had for her and that she would be willing to talk to me about it all because I did love her. I wasn’t trying to pull some elaborate scam. Everything was real. 

“Hi, Alexis. I just talked with Missy. I was wrong to keep this from you. I do love you. I want to talk to you as soon as you get this, please. No matter what time of day or night it is.” 

There was nowhere for me to go looking for Alexis. Los Angeles was too big to just go wandering around trying to find someone, so I made my way back to Noah’s house. As I pulled into his driveway I saw her car. My heart leaped with excitement and then tumbled to the ground when I realized she was probably there to yell at me. 

As I walked up to the front door I looked in the window and all the lights were off. I thought maybe Noah had let her in, but if he wasn’t home, she couldn’t have gotten inside. I turned the lights on and made my way to the back porch to look around for her. She was off in the distance, sitting on the beach, watching the waves come in. 

This was it. I made my way down the stairs and walked out to where she was and sat down next to her. Alexis didn’t even look at me, her eyes stayed focused on the ocean. I felt a deep sadness coming from her. No longer was there a happy chemistry and sexual energy between the two of us. Instead, it was just sadness. 

“I’m sorry,” I said and reached for her hand, but she pulled it away as quickly as she possibly could. “Alexis, I tried to tell you so many times. I should have told you right away that morning after.” 

“From where I’m sitting it looks like you got me drunk and convinced me to get married just so you could get your inheritance. That can’t be legal at all.” 

“No. Everything that happened that night was true and real. I was just as surprised about being married as you were. That part I wasn’t lying about. I never intended to get married to anyone unless I was in love. That’s why I’m the only one in my family not married yet and I’m the only one who doesn’t have access to the estate.” 

“Well, good for you. Now you are married and can get all your money.” 

I didn’t blame her for being angry. If I could have taken away every bit of the pain I’d caused her I would have done it right then and there, but I couldn’t. There was nothing I could do. 

As we sat and watched the sunset, I couldn’t help but notice just how much colder it was out on the beach that evening than it had been all the other times Alexis and I had been there. 

“Alexis, I love you. None of my feelings for you was a lie. The whole reason I was struggling to tell you about everything was because I didn’t want to lose you. I was trying to find a way of telling you that wouldn’t make you feel like I was using you because that is not what this was.”

“That’s what it looks like, Cody.”

“I know. I should have said something earlier. I tried so many times and then got scared.”

“I’m only going to ask you this one time and I’ll be able to tell if you’re lying to me,” she paused and waited for me to acknowledge her. “Did you purposely set me up to lose my reality show gig?” 

“No.” 

“Don’t lie to me.” 

“Alexis, I swear, I had no idea there were people taking photos. It was an issue that you had the reality show, but I honestly thought you and I loved each other enough that we could figure it out.”

“Cody, there was nothing to figure out. I couldn’t stay married and be on a show about single people.”

She was crying now. I was the reason for her tears. In that moment I knew that she was more important to me than whatever was going to happen with the estate. 

“I know. I still held out hope. My one and only intention of coming with you to the studio was to lie and say we were friends just like you had asked me. I swear I didn’t mean for that secretary to overhear me.”

“Who were you talking to?” 

“I was talking to Richard, the estate lawyer. He needs to set up a time to interview the two of us.” 

“So you think I’m going to stay married to you after all of this?” 

That was the big question. 

“I would like you to stay married to me. I love you. I want to be your husband. I want to work this all out.” 

“How could we ever have a marriage after this?” 

“I’m willing to do whatever I need to do to win your trust back. I genuinely love you, Alexis. I want to work this out.” 

“When is the interview?” she asked as the tears stopped. 

“Tomorrow.”

“What sort of contract did Missy and Scott sign? How much money is she giving him after the five years?” 

My heart sank at her words. “I’m not sure, but if that is what you want to do we can talk about it.” 

“I don’t want anything to do with you, Cody. I can’t be part of such a lie. If you want me to come to the meeting tomorrow I will, but then you’ll have to figure the rest of it out. I’m not living with you.” 

“Okay,” I replied, not wanting to push her anymore at the moment. “Let’s go inside and we can talk more.” 

She got up and walked off toward the house, not waiting for me at all. It was clear there would be no more talking between the two of us that night. 





Chapter 19

 

Alexis

 

I didn’t want to stay married to a man who could manipulate and lie the way Cody had. Of course, I had feelings for him but that didn’t mean that I was about to give up my peace. If I stayed with Cody I would always be wondering if he was lying to me. Our whole relationship was started on a lie, there was no coming back from something like that. 

“So you’ll do the interview and then what?” Cody asked me the next morning when we sat down for breakfast. 

“I don’t know. We will have to talk about it. If we can work something out with a contract I guess I’ll consider staying married, so you can get your inheritance. It was obviously so important to you that you gave up a real relationship with me.” 

“Alexis, this is real,” he said and tried to hold my hand. 

I wasn’t about to let him use our sexual chemistry against me and I knew how my body reacted when I was touched by him, no I wasn’t going to let him touch me. “I don’t want to hear it, Cody. You have been blatantly lying to me since the moment we got married. You knew this was beneficial for you and you never bothered to tell me the whole story.” 

He didn’t respond. We slept in separate guest rooms, and the next morning the mood was about the same. Cody would try to talk to me and I would shut him down. I couldn’t imagine ever being able to look at him and not see a liar in front of me. 

We finished our breakfast and I went to take a shower while Cody arranged for us to meet his lawyer. I didn’t like any of this, but we were married, and I wasn’t going to tell any lies about it. If by telling the truth I ended up ruining everything for Cody, I didn’t care. 

I took a long shower, longer than I normally would have. I was perfectly happy to stay in the bedroom and avoid him all the way up until the minute we had to leave for the interview. 

Unfortunately, Cody wasn’t on the same page as me and had already knocked on the door twice. The first time I pretended not to hear him. The second time I said I was getting dressed. And the third time I finally opened the door and stood there waiting to see what he wanted from me. 

Yeah, I had a big chip on my shoulder. I didn’t want to be there. I crossed my arms and waited for him to talk. 

“I think we should go over what you’re going to say,” he said. “If you have any questions, I can answer them for you.” 

“You want to make sure I don’t say anything wrong?” I raised my eyebrow and clarified. 

“Something like that,” he said sheepishly.

“Do you want me to lie? Is that what you’re really saying? I’m not going to lie for you, Cody. I’m not going to stoop to that level. If you want me to come then I’m going to tell the truth to any question that is asked of me.” 

“I understand.”

“Do you really, Cody? Because if he asked me if I knew about the estate I will tell him no,” I said as firmly as I could. 

“Alexis, I’m grateful that you are willing to come and do the interview. I am aware of your boundaries and I’d still like us to go and see if we can make this work. I still want to buy a home in town and I still want to stay married to you. I genuinely hope you can see it in your heart to forgive me.”

“Not going to happen,” I said and shut the door in his face. “What time are we leaving? I need to get ready.” 

“We don’t need to leave until two o’clock. Richard said it should only take an hour or so. We can go grab some lunch beforehand if you’d like?” 

“No, breakfast was fine. I’ll come out at one, so we can leave. It’s going to take at least an hour to get there in this traffic,” I added before going to lie down on the bed. “Don’t talk to me until we go. I don’t need your coaching and I don’t need to practice what I’ll be saying. I’m going to be honest. It doesn’t take practice to be honest.”

“But it might be better if we went over some possible questions and how you could answer them without lying. Maybe…”

“No,” I yelled back at him and then heard him walking down the hallway. 

Being mean wasn’t my strong suit. I certainly couldn’t have done it if the door was open and I could see his face. But I was pissed off at Cody. I was more than pissed off, I was hurt. He had destroyed the idea of what I thought our love was. 

There was no way I was leaving my room before it was time to go to the hotel. I lay on the bed for a while and tried to fall asleep. When sleep never came I got up and tried working out a little; I did some jumping jacks, pushups, and squats. I even managed to stare out the window for a good half hour as I watched a young family struggling to get all of their things from their minivan out to the spot they had chosen near the water. 

When it was time to leave I threw on my same clothes that I had been wearing the night before and pulled my hair into a ponytail. I probably looked more like a college kid than a grown woman, but I didn’t really care. 

“Ready?” I asked as I stood at the front door waiting for Cody to finish putting on his shoes. 

“Yes,” he replied. “I’m ready.”

We drove to the hotel in total silence. At least Cody didn’t reach over and try to grab my hand again. 

He left his car with the valet and we walked into the hotel. Cody looked like he’d been there before because he went straight toward the restaurant in the back without even looking around. I just followed behind him. Every now and again Cody slowed down and waited for me, but the second we started to walk again, I moved behind him. 

“Can I hold your hand as we walk in?” he asked just before we got to the door. 

“Fine,” I reluctantly agreed. “But you let go of it the second we get to the table.” 

“Agreed.” 

Cody intertwined his fingers with mine and just as I’d feared, I felt my body tingling in reaction to him. He squeezed my hand playfully as we got closer to his friend who was sitting at a corner table at the far end of the restaurant. 

“Don’t squeeze it,” I said through my fake smile. 

“Thank you for coming and for doing this, Alexis. I really appreciate it.” 

I didn’t reply. At that moment I was using all my energy trying not to feel the sexual chemistry that was radiating from his hand to mine. This was exactly why he wanted to hold my hand; he knew the chemistry was still there. Cody knew that once he touched me I’d remember how amazing our lovemaking was and how much I cherished our time together. No. I wasn’t going to give in to my desire for him. Sexual compatibility did not make two people a good match. 

“Alexis, it’s so nice to finally meet you,” the attorney said as he held out his hand. It gave me a reason to release Cody’s hand and I extended it to the attorney. “I’m Richard, I’m handling the inheritance estate for Cody’s family. I’m sorry we are so rushed with this meeting. I hope everything was alright with your movie.” 

“Um, yes, it went very well,” I said a little confused at why he was asking me about my movie. 

“I was getting a little worried that you didn’t exist when we couldn’t reach you last night,” Richard added.

“Oh, yeah, I’m sorry. I was out at the beach. I never bring my phone out there, it’s too easily stolen.” 

“No worries, no worries. I just have a few questions, and this can all go fairly quickly. So Cody told me that you two got married while you were in Las Vegas. Can you tell me how it all went down?” 

Suddenly I wished I had taken Cody up on his offer to practice answering some questions, or at the very least I should have had Cody tell me what he had already told the lawyer. But it was too late for all of that now. Instead, I was going pure truth on him. 

“I was there with some friends from work. Cody ran into us and the two of us got along fantastically.”

Cody tried to reach under the table and grab my hand, but I quickly swatted him away. I wasn’t about to have his hand on me while I was telling my version of the story. Having Cody touch me would just distract me from the job that I was there to do. 

“Yeah, she was stunning, Richard. I wish I had a picture of just how amazing she looked that night.” 

“Thank you, baby,” I said a little too dramatically. “You’re so sweet.” 

I leaned in and gave him a peck on the cheek while grabbing his hand and squeezing it tight enough that he understood I did not want to be holding his hand. Cody grimaced from the pain but then quickly put a smile back on his face. 

“Of course, sweetheart. I love you.” 

“Love you too,” I repeated without looking at Cody. Instead, I looked back at the attorney, so he could continue his line of questions. 

“So after one night of dancing, you two got married?” 

“Actually no, we met up the second night. There was dancing, but we also spent a lot of time drinking and walking around town. The two of us had a lot to drink that night, but we were having an amazing time.” 

That was all the truth. Everything I remembered about that night was fun and happy. And truthfully, I did believe Cody that he hadn’t intended on the two of us getting married that night any more than I had. We had both been pretty drunk. 

“So you were just walking around, and Cody decided that the two of you should get married? Did he tell you about the estate and the money?” 

“No, not that point. We were flirting and having fun. The marriage was a side effect of the two of us being sexually attracted to each other, having a lot to drink, and the ability to get married so quickly.” 

“Yes, it was rather quick,” Richard added and then waited for me to say something else, but I wasn’t about to add anything else. “So I’m a little confused. Are you the type of person who flies by the seat of her pants and marries some guy you just met?” 

“Well, Cody told you that the two of us knew each other in college,” I said with a fair amount of confidence, although Cody had not specifically told me what he and Richard had talked about. “Cody was one of the cutest guys in school. His sister Missy and I were friends and I had the biggest crush on him.” 

Cody looked over at me as if I’d said something he didn’t know at all. Certainly, he had to know that he was a handsome college kid and I might have been embellishing how much I liked him, but I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I thought he was super cute. I couldn’t look over at Cody or at his expression because I was in the middle of trying to pull this whole thing off. 

“I had a crush on you too,” Cody blurted out. 

“What?” I asked a little shocked at his admission. 

“I didn’t tell anyone. But I often asked my friends to come with me to check on my sister when it was you that I really wanted to see.” 

“No?” I said in total shock. 

Somehow this admission flushed my anger right out of me. I never thought Cody even noticed me and now he was admitting to purposely coming to our room just so he could see me. I had goosebumps. This was real, this feeling I had around Cody was real. 

“I can’t believe you had a crush on me,” Cody added. “You weren’t very nice to me from what I remember.”

“Don’t you know, girls are never nice to the guys they actually like.” 

“Oh, then you must have liked me a lot. I think one time you even asked Missy why her loser brother kept stopping by to visit you guys.” 

“I don’t specifically remember that, but it sounds like me,” I laughed. “Sorry, Richard. Did you have another question for me?” 

“Yes. Do you and Cody have a contract in place for the marriage? It doesn’t necessarily mean this is fraud. I’m just asking if there is one in place.” 

“No, we do not have a contract,” I said in full honesty. Richard didn’t need to know that we were going to put a contract together after he left. Sometimes the less people knew the better. 

“So where did you get the ring?” Richard turned to Cody to ask. 

“Actually, that is a funny story. We went into the forum shops at Caesars Palace but all the shops were closed. A nice woman opened up the shop for me and I still had all the cash I had won earlier at poker. She sold me this fantastic ring.” 

 “Okay,” Richard replied while he continued to write down some more notes. 

Why was it that someone taking notes in front of me had me so damn nervous? Certainly, I didn’t have anything riding on this interview. If I said something wrong it would be Cody’s problem. I’d still be exactly where I was before I met him. 

“Cody and I have had feelings for each other since college,” I said trying to keep the conversation going the way I wanted it to. “We didn’t act on them at that time so when we met in Vegas it was like fireworks.” 

“Have you two consummated your marriage?” Richard asked flatly. 

“Richard!” Cody protested and threw his hands up in the air. “That’s ridiculous. Being married doesn’t have anything to do with…”

“Yes,” I jumped in. “We had sex all night long after we got married. Then we spent three days at his friend Noah’s beach house on our honeymoon. If I’m counting right I think we had sex twenty-two times, no wait… twenty-three,” I winked over at Cody. I wasn’t lying at all about that detail. 

“Wow, okay, a little too much information, but thank you,” Richard said without looking up as he continued to write down notes. 

“So this is the question where it gets a little tricky. Cody didn’t tell you about the estate and that is fine, but you do understand that he only has access to that money because you two were married. It is possible that he only married you because of his inheritance and that this was all a ruse to trap you?” 

As much as I had considered the very same idea, hearing Richard say it out loud was a totally different thing. It made Cody sound like a psychopath and that wasn’t the man I knew at all. 

“I understand how it might look, but if you think Cody is like that then you don’t understand him at all. I haven’t been married to Cody for long, but I already know that he is a kind-hearted man who is willing to give up things that are important to him for someone he loves.” 

“Give me an example.” 

“When I didn’t get an acting gig that I had been hoping for, Cody took the rest of the week off from his work and hotel planning, so he could stay with me and help me feel better.” 

Cody squeezed my hand under the table. This time I didn’t push him away. It was true, I did think that Cody was a good man. He had done a crappy thing by not telling me about all of this, but he wasn’t a terrible guy at all. 

“Okay, that’s it. I think I have everything I need,” Richard said. “I don’t agree with how quickly this whole thing went down, but I don’t think there is fraud here either. Thank you both for meeting with me. I will have to do another check in six months but other than that I will be signing off to release the money to you, Cody.” 

“Thank you so much,” Cody replied and got up to hug Richard. I got up too and gave him a hug as well. I was just glad this whole thing was over, and I hadn’t ruined it for Cody. 

We said all our good-bye’s and then Cody and I made our way back up to the valet. Cody didn’t try to grab my hand on the way out. I might have held his hand if he had tried because I did want to end things on good terms. 

“Thank you,” Cody said as we stood waiting for the valet. “I’ll draw up a contract for you if you’d like. Whatever you want.”

“I can’t talk about this right now.”

“I understand. I can give you time if that is what you need.” 

“Yes, and can you take me home please?” 

“Of course,” Cody said. 

We stood there in silence waiting for the valet to bring his car around. I knew he wanted me to be okay with everything and stay together with him the way we were at first. I would consider staying married for his contract but that was it for the time being. I just couldn’t imagine moving on from the thoughts I was having about him. 





Chapter 20

 

Cody

 

“I’m sorry for not being honest with you,” I said to Alexis as we walked up the stairs to her apartment. “I had a lot of excuses for not telling you but not of them were fair to you. I should have told you and I’m genuinely sorry for not saying something.” 

“Thank you,” she said and gave me a hug. 

We held onto each other for a minute, but I knew she wasn’t about to let me kiss her. Alexis let go of me and turned around to unlock her door. She didn’t smile. She didn’t look back at me. 

“Do you want Noah’s phone number in case you need to contact him directly about your acting stuff? I don’t want you to have to talk to me if you don’t want to.” 

“Oh, yes, that would be really good. Thank you,” she said. 

I really did want Alexis to succeed in her career. Even if she decided not to be with me as more than a contracted spouse, I would always encourage her and hope that she had the best possible life she could. 

She handed me her phone and I put Noah’s number in for her. I hoped he would be able to get her the job she wanted. 

“I’m not sure if he will be around when you try to reach him though. I haven’t heard much from him since he met that girl.” 

“Did you meet her?” 

“Nope, I don’t even know her name. All I know is he’s helping her with something and he’s in love. Anytime I ask him about her he gets this puppy dog love look on his face.” 

“That’s sweet,” she said as she opened her door and walked inside. 

Alexis turned around and stood with the door between us as she waited for me to leave. As much as I knew she wanted me to leave, I was terrified. Once I left, there was a real possibility I might not see her again until we signed a contract for this marriage and that wasn’t what I wanted. I needed our relationship to be real. 

“Okay, well call me when you’d like to talk,” I added as she started closing the door. “Again, I’m so sorry.” 

“Have a good night,” Alexis said and shut the door. 

All in all, the day had gone pretty well. I was going to get access to my father’s estate money and I could start building my new hotel. Somehow, I’d lost my motivation for the project though. Instead, I was focused on figuring out how to save what was going to happen between Alexis and me. 

I texted Noah to see what he was up to and surprisingly he answered and agreed to meet up for some drinks downtown. I hadn’t seen him much at all in the last week and was really interested in hearing about this woman who had captured his heart so quickly. 

After the last few days that I’d been through, I couldn’t wait to relax and drink. The Veranda was where Noah wanted to meet, and it wasn’t at all our usual type of place. This restaurant was much more upper class than the places we usually hung out at while in college. It took me a little off guard as I pulled up. 

Sure enough, when I got inside, Noah was there waiting for me with a stunning redhead on his arm. She wasn’t just beautiful though, this woman looked like she was a supermodel. She was just as tall as Noah, thin, tan, with bold cheekbones that highlighted her smile. This had to be the woman who had captured Noah’s heart so completely. 

“Hi,” I said smiling and looking at Noah, but then quickly turning my attention to the woman and shaking her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.” 

She pulled me in close and kissed each of my cheeks without saying a word. Her mannerisms reminded me of European customs. 

“I’m Katarina,” she said with a very thick accent. 

“Hello. I’m Cody,” I replied and then quickly shot Noah a glance that questioned what the heck was going on here. This girl didn’t sound like she could speak English, or very little. How had he happened to find her and fall in love with her so quickly without them being able to talk to each other? 

“Katarina was just about to go to the hotel. I rented a room downtown for us. We are trying to figure out her status, so she can stay here,” Noah said. 

Oh shit. This beautiful woman was trying to get Noah to marry her so she could stay in the country? I wasn’t exactly sure of the status they were referring to, but I knew the two of us would be talking about her the second she was gone. 

“I love you,” she said to Noah and passionately kissed him. 

By passionately, I’m not talking about a sweet kiss that lasted a little too long. No, Katarina grabbed Noah and pulled him to her. She pulled his shirt into her hands and tugged on it tightly as she opened her mouth and let his tongue inside. This girl wasn’t shy at all. Whether it was some sort of ploy to get Noah to help her or she really liked him, I wasn’t sure, but there was no denying he was wrapped around her sexy little finger. 

“I’m going to walk her across the street really quick,” Noah said with a glint in his eye that told me he wasn’t just walking her across the street and would likely be taking her all the way up to the hotel room. 

“I’ll see you,” I laughed as the two of them started to walk away. 

“Nice to meet you,” Katarina turned to say as they left. 

I’d come all the way downtown just to hang out with Noah and now I was left alone. Not that I cared that I was drinking alone, but if I was, I preferred to be in a bar that had some sports going on the televisions at least. 

Optimistically I ordered a couple of beers for Noah and myself, just in case he did come right back. I sipped on the first one while watching the people around the bar. This place did have a lot of beautiful women. 

“Noah?” I heard a woman say as she started walking toward me. 

She looked familiar, but it took me a minute to figure out where I knew her from. She must have realized that I had a puzzled look on my face though and as she gave me a hug she told me who she was. 

“Jacqueline, I’m Alexis’ friend from Vegas. This is Rose.” I just noticed that she had a friend. 

“Oh yeah, sorry. It’s been a crazy couple of days. How are you two doing?” 

“Us? We are fine. How about you and Alexis? I still can’t believe the two of you got married. Have you had a good couple of weeks together? Tell me all about it.” 

The last thing I wanted to do was ruin the night of these two women. They were all dressed up and looked like they were ready to take on the town. But I also really needed someone to talk to and bounce off my ideas about how to win Alexis back. Who better to help me with this than her friends? 

“Actually, things are sort of a mess right now.” 

“No, you two are so perfect for each other. I saw how the two of you looked at one another. There was so much passion and love between you guys. You have to work this out,” Rose added. 

“I sort of messed up. Actually, I really messed up. I think it’s going to be really difficult for her to trust me and I don’t blame her at all.”

“What did you do?” Noah said as he came up behind me. 

“Well man, I didn’t think you were coming back so soon.” 

“I can play with her later,” he winked. “What happened with Alexis?” 

So I proceed to tell the three of them everything. I told them about the estate, the paparazzi, Alexis losing her reality show, and that fact that I’d been lying to her. Noah knew most of the story already, but the women were hearing it all for the first time. They were not happy with me at all, I could tell by the scowls on their faces. 

“You lied to her?” Jacqueline asked.

“Yes, after we got married in Vegas I should have told her about my father’s will. I wanted to tell her, but I didn’t. I can’t take that back. I tried to tell her a few other times but each time I was terrified that if I told her she would leave.”

“Yeah, that’s what women do when they are with liars,” Rose said and crossed her arms as she looked sternly at me. 

“I understand where you are coming from, but I can’t take it back now.”

“After all of this, Alexis still came and met with Richard for you?” Noah asked. “That says a lot about her feelings for you. There’s no way she would have done that if she didn’t still like you.” 

Jacqueline and Rose started shaking their heads as if Noah was wrong. At that moment I was extremely grateful that I’d run into her friends and could get women’s opinions on what was going on. 

“Nope, she could have just done it because she is nice,” Jacqueline said. “Alexis doesn’t like confrontation any more than you do. She might have just agreed to do the interview because she didn’t want to be the bad guy.”

“We had a moment there though. She admitted that she had a crush on me in college and I admitted the same. The way she looked at me made me think there was still something there.” 

“Maybe you should try some sort of grand gesture? Something to show her just how much you really do care about her?” 

“That is exactly what I was thinking. But I don’t know what to do. She’s asked for some space and I told her I’d give it to her.”

The last thing I wanted to do was ignore her specific request for space. I did like the idea of a grand gesture, but it would have to be a few days or a week down the road. 

“What if I helped set something up?” Noah asked. 

“Yeah? What were you thinking?” 

The rest of the evening Noah, Jacqueline, Rose, and I managed to put together a plan to get Alexis back. It was risky, but we were going to wait two weeks to start it and I hoped that would be enough time for her. 

I had a good feeling about this plan. It was bold. It showed Alexis that I was willing to work with her friends to show her how much I cared and if all went well, this plan was going to start the process of winning her back. I was prepared to do the work I had to do in order for her to trust me again. 

“You will get her back,” Jacqueline said as we wrapped up our planning late that night. “She loves you. I saw it in her eyes. There was no doubt about it. This is a good plan too. You aren’t asking for too much.” 

“Thank you for everything. Maybe if this does work we could have a real wedding somewhere down the road. That’s if Alexis wants to do something like that.” 

“I think she would like that.”

“You’re a shit head,” Rose said as she punched my arm and then gave me a hug. “If you mess this up then you don’t deserve her at all.” 

“Thanks for helping with the plan, Rose. I appreciate it. And thanks for being willing to give me a shot. I really wasn’t sure what to do. You two came along at the perfect moment.” 

“Yeah, yeah, we are the perfect friends,” Rose said and grabbed Jacqueline’s hand as the two women left. 

“I better get going also,” Noah said. “I have someone to attend to when I get back to the hotel room.” Noah was smiling and more confident than I remembered seeing him. He looked as if he was even an inch taller than before. The love of a beautiful woman had the ability to transform a man. 

“Someday very soon you are going to tell me how this whole thing really came about. Be careful though. You know she could be using you.” 

“Oh, she is using me,” he said with a dirty smile. “She’s been using me real good.” 

I couldn’t help but laugh at Noah. At least he was aware of the possibility that this wasn’t real. I wasn’t so sure it mattered to him though because he definitely was wrapped around that woman’s finger. 

“Be safe, man. Text me and keep in touch so I don’t have to worry that she’s murdered you and chopped you up into little pieces.” 

“She’s a good girl, Cody. I know it’s a weird situation, but my gut says she’s a good girl. I’m just trying to help her out the best I can.” 

“Okay, man. Thanks again for the help with my troubles. You were right. I should have told her sooner. So I’ll trust that you are right about this girl you’ve got up in your hotel room too.”

Noah and I hadn’t spent that much time together in recent years, but at that moment I felt like no time had passed at all since college. We were very similar, and both truly trusted each other. I was lucky he had connections to help me with my plan and lucky that I knew he would follow through with what he said he would do. 

Without Noah, this surprise wouldn’t work at all. It was riding on him bringing his piece of it to the table. Then, when Alexis was in front of me, that’s when it would be up to me. 

The idea of laying my heart on the table for her was scary as hell. She might stomp on it. Alexis might tell me that she didn’t love me anymore and didn’t want anything to do with me. But I was going to go for it. I wanted Alexis as my wife. I loved her, and I believed she loved me and the two of us were going to work this thing out. 





Chapter 21

 

Alexis

 

I showered and got ready for work just like I’d done so many times before. This was my life now. My boring, uneventful life that didn’t involve a reality show or any sort of excitement whatsoever. 

“So what did you decide to do about Cody?” Jacqueline asked as she pulled a chair up to my desk. 

“You know I haven’t decided yet. I don’t want to rush things. He lied to me, Jacqueline. It wasn’t a little lie. This was huge. He lied and he may have purposely got me kicked of my dream job.” 

“I understand where you are coming from but the thing I’m worried about is that you actually love this guy. I don’t want you giving up your chance at happiness because you’re afraid to trust him. He seemed like a good guy. Maybe give him a chance?” 

“Maybe.”

Jacqueline had really been amazing since I returned to work. She had plenty of her own work to keep her busy, but she still found time to come check in with me every day. I probably had her a little worried because I was so down lately. I just couldn’t get my mind around everything that had happened. 

Cody loved me. I felt that deep down. But sometimes love wasn’t enough when there were other things getting in the way. I wanted to be with him. The problem was that I wanted to be with the man I knew that wasn’t a liar. That was the man that I’d fallen for and it was so hard for me to get my brain around what he had down to me. 

Cody systematically lied in order to serve his best interest. That was something so deep and dark that I didn’t know what to do with it. The feelings I had toward him and he had toward me might not be enough to get through this sort of thing. 

What if I decided to stay with him and my heart was broken into pieces? I couldn’t handle opening my heart up like that and then having it smashed into tiny bits. No way was I going to put myself through that. 

“Don’t you have that audition today?” Jacqueline asked.

“Yeah, but I don’t think I’m going to go. I feel terrible and look terrible. They aren’t going to hire me anyway. It’s for a major role in a film.”

“Um, you are going. Noah probably had to pull some serious strings to get you this audition. If you don’t show up he is never going to help you again. I know you don’t think you will get it but that doesn’t really matter. Show up, do your audition, and leave. Do the best you can and that’s enough.”

I loved Jacqueline. She knew exactly what to tell me and how to get my butt moving. Plus she was totally right. I had to go to this audition if I ever wanted to get another one at Warner Brothers. Even if they hated me, the purpose of an audition with this level of directors was more about them getting to meet me. 

One of my acting teachers had told me that making connections was just as important as what you did in an audition. He explained that sometimes you just weren’t right for a role, but if the director liked you, if you made friends with people, you’d always be invited back for more auditions and that was the key to landing roles. 

So reluctantly, I agreed to go to the audition. Luckily I had makeup in my desk drawer and I was able to spruce up my look a little bit before heading to the studio. 

My nerves were so on edge that I was actually shaking as I opened the door to the studio. There was a desk clerk there waiting to take my information and he guided me to the waiting area where I was to sit until someone came to get me. 

My legs bounced and my hands trembled as I waited. I certainly wasn’t the picture of confidence as I sat there. There were a few other actors coming and going from some smaller rooms that were off to the side, but I didn’t see anyone coming out of the big room that I had been told my audition was in. 

“Miss Livingston,” a woman called from the doorway. 

She was dressed casually in a t-shirt and jeans but still looked like she knew what she was doing. It was probably the way she had her glasses in her hair and then pulled them down to look at the form in front of her. 

“Hello,” I said as we walked in. 

“Okay, Miss Livingston. Here is your script. There is one person in front of you and then it will be your turn. We will have you reading with a male actor that is already here. This is your part.” 

“Thank you,” I said as she pointed to where she wanted me to sit. 

I quickly read through the script and realized this was a pretty serious movie. The main actress was being given the decision to divorce the man that was there. It seemed rather emotional, but I was good at emotions in situations like this one. It was my nerves, they already had me so close to exploding that crying was an easy emotion for me to pull up. 

They left me sitting out in that area for nearly twenty minutes before finally coming for me. I had read through the script and it seemed so similar to my life that I felt like I was meant to play this part. It was only one scene in the whole movie, but I was ready to show them exactly what I could do. 

“Miss Livingston,” the woman said again and motioned for me to come into the room. 

As I walked in I saw a well-known director and producer sitting at the main table. They had several people on either side of them. Everyone was wearing relaxed clothing and seemed to be in a very good mood. 

“Hello everyone,” I said and waved as I walked in. “Thank you for having me.” 

“We appreciate you coming in to audition,” the man in the middle of the long table said. “Please have a seat. I’m going to have the male actor come in after we talk for a minute.” 

“Okay,” I said and sat down where he had motioned for me to sit. 

“So I watched your student film. It was really impressive. I liked how you were able to show so much emotion on a limited taping schedule. That always comes in handy when we are making movies. Even when we have a long schedule, sometimes scenes need to be shot quickly.” 

“I really enjoyed that project. It was a first for me but something I’m interested in doing more of if I have time.” 

The director continued to ask me some questions about my college acting and commercial work. He genuinely seemed interested in what I had to say which was a surprise because of the caliber of director he was. 

When they were finally ready to bring the male actor in I stood up to greet him. As the back door to the room opened, there wasn’t an actor there at all, instead, it was Cody walking toward me. 

My heart raced, and I looked to the director and then down the line of other executives that were in the room. They clearly knew that Cody and I knew each other. Was this some sort of set up? Was I actually supposed to audition with Cody? I had no idea what was going on. 

“Hi,” Cody said and gave me a hug and a quick peck on the cheek. “Are you ready to do this?” 

“This is a real audition?” I asked, still very confused about what was going on. 

“Yep, a real audition for a real role.”

“I’m going to let the leading man start off with a bit of a monologue if you don’t mind?” The director said. 

I just looked from the director to Cody as I tried to wrap my brain around everything that was going on. Cody wasn’t an actor. Why was he here? 

“Alexis, I love you. I want to stay married to you,” he started to say and then pulled out some papers from his back pocket. “The thing is though, I want you to be with me without worry or question of my motives. So I’ve drawn up these annulment papers.”

“What?” I asked still so confused. 

“Your line,” he said and pointed to my script in front of me. 

“Annulment papers? Why would you do that?” I said reading from the script. 

“Because you mean more to me than any amount of money. If I need to give up the inheritance in order to be with you, then I’m telling you right here and now that I will do it.” 

Somehow as I’d read this script I hadn’t put two and two together and realized that it was the perfect script for my life at that moment. We continued to act out the rest of the scene. In the scene, I had to agree to have the marriage annulled. Cody signed the papers and then I signed them after him. It was an emotional scene because at that moment I realized that I didn’t want an annulment from Cody. I wanted to figure this out. I loved him.

As we wrapped up the scene the executives clapped for us. I bowed as if I’d actually auditioned for a movie although I was pretty sure this whole thing had just been put together by Cody to show me how willing he was to win me back. 

“Thank you for coming, Alexis, we will let you know within the next day or two. The role isn’t as emotional as this one, but you certainly fit the part well.”

“Thank you for having me,” I said and walked toward the door that I had come in from. 

Cody was right behind me and as we made our way to the lobby I grabbed the annulment papers from him. They were real. I looked through them and he had actually gotten annulment papers drawn up and we had just signed them. All that was needed now was for him to go to the courthouse and we would start the process of wiping our marriage off of the map. 

“I didn’t know what else to do to show you that you matter most to me.” 

“No,” I shook my head and started to rip up the papers. “I don’t want this. I don’t know what I want, but I know that I don’t want to forget about what happened between the two of us.”

“What if I took you on a real date tonight? Maybe we could start there?” Cody suggested and then grabbed my hand and pulled it up to his lips and kissed it. His eyes looked deep into mine and there was no way I could refuse him. 

“Sure,” I agreed. “But I need to go home and get ready.” 

“Of course,” he smiled back at me. “How about I come and pick you up in two hours?” 

“Two?” I asked.

“Yes, a little fairy told me that one hour isn’t enough for a woman to properly prepare for a date.” 

I had to laugh at the fact that Cody had enlisted Jacqueline to help him with this whole thing. It was pretty ingenious on his part. There weren’t many people that knew me better than Jacqueline did. 

“Okay. Well, I’ll head home and get changed. Is this a fancy date or a casual date?” I asked. 

“It’s semi-casual. You will fit in with a short dress better than a long,” he said without hesitating at all. “I’ll come pick you up in two hours, so you better get moving.”

“Fine, I’m going,” I rolled my eyes at him as I hurried off to my car. 

I was smiling from ear to ear as I drove back to my apartment and hurried up the stairs. For the last two weeks, I’d tried to think of a way to make things between Cody and me work and nothing came to mind. Trust was such a big thing and I hadn’t been able to come up with any ideas that would make me feel like we could move on together. 

The one thing I hadn’t considered was that Cody would be willing to give up his millions of dollars in order to be with me. Whether he would have really filed those annulment papers or not, I didn’t care. It was impressive that he was so willing to do something that major and I was definitely willing to give him another chance. 

Giving him a chance didn’t mean that I forgave him or that I was agreeing to stay married to him for five years. At this point, I was simply agreeing to date him. It seemed a little weird to be dating someone that you were actually married to, but everything about our relationship was already pretty darn weird so this wouldn’t be all that different. 

After jumping in the shower I pulled out a dress that I hadn’t worn in years. It was a fun and flirty dress that was perfect for a date. I had barely finished my makeup when Cody knocked at my door. Two hours had flown by, but I was ready enough to head out with him. I ran to the door to open it and found Cody holding a large bouquet of yellow roses and a box of chocolate. 

“Now this is a first for me,” I said looking wide-eyed at the gifts. 

“You deserve all the romance in the world. And you look beautiful. I can put these in water if you would like me to?”

“Yes, could you please? I’m just grabbing my shoes and then we can get going.” 

I gave Cody a quick kiss on the cheek and then hurried back to my room to find the shoes that I wanted to wear. I could hear Cody fumbling around in the kitchen as he found something to put the flowers in. I didn’t have a vase so I wasn’t exactly sure what he was putting the flowers into. 

“Wow,” Cody said when I walked down the hallway in my black heels. “You are stunning. I know that a lot of men have probably told you that, but I don’t just mean because of the dress. Truly, Alexis. You are so beautiful.” 

“Thank you,” I replied softly. 

I wanted to tease him a little for all the flirting that he was doing, but I really liked it and didn’t want to make him feel like it was a bad thing at all. If I was ever going to move past what had happened between the two of us then I definitely needed this level of flirting to go on. 

Cody held my hand as we walked down the stairs to his car. He opened it for me and helped me into the seat since I was adjusting a little bit to the heels I was wearing. It wasn’t like I didn’t wear high heels, I just hadn’t worn them in a really long time. Plus, it didn’t matter how much you wore high heels, stairs were always treacherous territory. 

We pulled up to a little restaurant that I wasn’t familiar with at all. It looked like a small Italian place, but I didn’t even see a name on the outside of the building. What sort of restaurant didn’t have a name on the outside? 

 “Mr. and Mrs. Gleason,” Cody said when we got inside the restaurant. 

“Yes, this way please,” the young woman said without looking at a list at all. 

There weren’t many tables in the restaurant at all. In fact, as we walked past several celebrities, I started to wonder if this was some sort of private restaurant that wasn’t open to the public. Everyone that was in there looked familiar to me, even though I couldn’t name them all. 

“That’s Brad Pitt,” I whispered as Cody held my chair for me and pushed it in when I sat down. 

“Yeah, this place is pretty cool.”

“What is this place?” I asked. 

“It’s just a little-known place that requires you to know someone in order to get in the door. Luckily, I happy to know a big wig executive at Warner Brothers,” Cody winked and sat in his chair across from me. 

“I sort of liked when you called me Mrs. Gleason.”

“I really liked calling you Mrs. Gleason. I don’t think I’ve gotten to say it or hear it since the night of our wedding and that is still a big blur.” 

“For me to,” I laughed. “Sometimes I remember things and I’m not sure if they really happened or not. If things between us are going to work maybe we could have a real wedding someday? I would like to remember my wedding.” 

“Definitely. I would love to marry you,” Cody said loud enough that it caught the attention of another celebrity sitting on the other side of us. He said it that loud on purpose and was trying to be funny, which of course I laughed at. It was fun being at this super cool restaurant with Cody. 

“How did you get us in here for real? Noah?” 

“Yeah, he arranged it. Not everyone is a celebrity,” Cody whispered so that the big named celebrities around us didn’t hear us talking about them. 

“Cody, I need to tell you something,” I started to say and then lost my nerve and sat there quietly. 

“Okay, you can tell me anything.” 

I wanted to believe him so very much. I did feel like I could talk to him, but I wasn’t sure he would understand what I really wanted to say. Loving him was so complicated. 

“I’m still not sure about us. I want to be all in with you, but I also need you to know that I’m terrified of having my heart broken. You hurt me really bad. It’s going to take me some time to get through this.”

“Then time is what you shall have,” he said gallantly like he was a prince or something noble like that. 

A waiter came and brought us each a small salad and some wine. The odd thing was that neither of us had ordered anything yet. I looked puzzled as I watched the waiter walk away. 

“They just bring you whatever they want?” I shrugged. 

“This place has a new menu each night. You don’t really get to pick. It’s the same dish for everyone. If you have any special diet issues that can substitute for you. I guess I should have asked you.” 

“No, I’m fine,” I laughed. 

“I know this is going to be a scary path for us, Alexis. I’m here though. I’m all in. I’m ready to do this with you. I’m ready to be completely honest with you at all times. That’s how we are moving forward. Okay?” 

I shook my head yes as I tried my best not to cry. This was the best we could do. Both of us being honest with each other and moving forward from there. Our relationship had a chance now that we had opened these lines of communication up. I felt like we had a real fighting chance now. 

We spent nearly three hours at that restaurant and six courses of the meal. Everything was deliciously curated to work together, and I could hardly manage to stop eating even when I was full. When the dessert came out I tried to only take one bite, but soon I had devoured the whole chocolate mountain of goodness. 

Cody held my chair out for me and grabbed my hand to help steady me as I stood up. This time I held onto his hand. I wanted to have him close to me and not just because I needed him to help me balance. 

As we walked out the front door we were pummeled with paparazzi taking our photo. I had to laugh at the whole thing. We weren’t famous, I didn’t have a show coming up and there was absolutely no reason for them to be taking our picture. We smiled and continued to walk to the car. 

“I thought for sure they would stop taking photos when they realized we weren’t famous,” I laughed as Cody opened my door for me and helped me into the car. 

“In that dress, they probably thought you were a movie star. They were grabbing some pictures just in case.” 

“It was kind of fun. More fun than the last time when the photos were taken in secret.”

“I agree. That was sort of fun.” 





Chapter 22

 

Cody

 

“Would it be alright if I walked you up to your apartment?” 

“I would love it if you walked me up those stairs, they can be deadly with heels like these. I really don’t even like wearing heels,” Alexis laughed. 

Instead of walking beside her, I slipped behind Alexis and held onto her hips as we walked up the stairs. Normally, if this was indeed a first date, she wouldn’t have allowed such a thing. But our situation was different and the closer we got to my doorway the more I knew Alexis was going to be bringing me into her apartment that night. 

She stood in the doorway pretending she wasn’t going to let me in, but I saw how she was looking at me. I felt her body practically begging for me to give her some reason to say yes to me that night. 

It was funny because I felt like this was a real first date. I was nervous about coming into Alexis apartment. Things were much more serious between the two of us than a first date, but I had the butterflies just like I would at the beginning of getting to know her. 

“Thank you for agreeing to go out with me again,” I said and leaned into the doorway to get ready for our goodnight kiss. “Do you think you might consider giving me another date?” 

“Well, I don’t know. I might consider it. There is a way that I think you could convince me a little quicker though.” 

“Yes.” 

Alexis pushed the door open and took a step into her apartment as she waited for me to take her hint. It was fun for me when Alexis was in control. 

In one quick movement, I rushed into the apartment, shut the door behind me, and locked it. Alexis hadn’t expected me to be moving so quickly and she started to giggle just a little bit. Man, she was so adorable when she giggled. 

There was no time to waste though. I’d been missing the hell out of Alexis. I wanted to taste her, touch her, play with every inch of her body. Oh, how I wanted to just tear that beautiful dress from her body. 

“Slow down there, cowboy,” Alexis said as I lifted her up and carried her down the hallway to her room. 

“If I slow down I’ll die. I need you, baby,” I groaned. 

Alexis didn’t seem to mind my hurry as I turned her around and unzipped the back of her dress. She slowly slid it down her body and stood in front of me in her delicate black lace panties. I could have looked at her for weeks on end and never gotten tired of her. Every inch of her body seemed to have been made just for me. Her hips were perfectly round and met with her tight ass. Alexis had thighs with just the right amount of meat on them. Her breasts were perky and delightfully right in size. 

Alexis had the deepest green eyes and the way she looked at me in that moment made it hard for me to think at all. She smiled slightly and sat back on the bed. Using her hands, Alexis moved herself to the middle of the bed and laid back as if she was mine for the taking. 

I ripped my clothes off as quickly as I could and stood erect and happy to be there with her. I noticed her eyes dart down to my body and then back up to my face. 

“I can’t wait to taste you,” I said more to myself than to her. 

“Come here,” Alexis held her arms out and I climbed on top of her and hugged her. The embrace was sexual, but it also was comforting to be there in each other’s arms like that. 

I didn’t move. As much as I wanted to slide inside of her at that moment the tenderness and emotional closeness that the two of us had was much more important to me. I needed that reassurance. 

“This is what I want for the rest of my life.”

“Me too,” Alexis said. 

I couldn’t wait any longer. With that knowing look that only couples can give one another, Alexis motioned for me to get a condom out of the drawer. I did as I was told and slipped it on quickly. 

We made love slowly, softly with as much kissing as we could possibly have. I had her there with me and I was going to cherish every second of it. This woman was mine but would remain mine only as long as I was willing to put the level of work that I needed to put in. I was ready. I’d already almost lost her once; there was no way I was going to let that happen again. 

This night we didn’t make love all night long. Instead, we curled up in each other’s arms and fell asleep nice and early. It was a new stage in our relationship. A state of comfort and no longer needing to prove our sexual prowess in the bedroom. 

When morning arrived we were both awakened by the sound of Alexis’ cell phone going off over and over again. She was getting phone calls and text messages. She had messages coming through on her social media apps and pretty much every way she could receive a message. 

“I guess I should go get that,” Alexis laughed as she climbed out of the bed and went to find her phone. “Um, so my agent has called me a dozen times. I better call him back.” 

“Yes, you better,” I said with a big smile. 

The thing that Alexis didn’t know was that her audition with me was a real audition. It seemed fake because I was there trying to win her back, but the movie studio personnel were looking for someone to star in their new movie. They had specifically told Noah they wanted a fresh face and that was exactly what he presented to them. 

Of course, I didn’t know for sure if they were going to offer Alexis the job and I certainly hadn’t expected to hear about it so soon, but I closed my eyes and quickly said a prayer that she was going to win the role. 

“Hey, It’s Alexis,” she said as she stood at the end of the bed naked with her cell phone. “It was a real audition? Wow um… okay…” Alexis hung up the phone and turned the television on. 

“Did you get it?” I asked. 

“Wait, did you set this up? I don’t want a role like this if you bribed someone or something like that. Tell me the truth,” she demanded. 

I had already promised that I was going to tell Alexis the truth no matter what and I did exactly that. “You did this all on your own,” I said just before the celebrity news station flashed a picture of Alexis and me leaving the restaurant the night before. 

“It looks like things are looking up for former almost-reality star Alexis Livingston. Only a week ago she was let go from the reality show Single in La La Land and today it is announced that she will be the lead in the upcoming Warner Brother’s romantic comedy film. The project is currently untitled, but it is rumored to have some big named actors alongside this delightful newcomer. I can’t wait to see her on the big screen,” the celebrity reporter said. 

“Congratulations,” I shouted but Alexis seemed to be in a bit of a daze as she looked at me and then scrolled through the messages on her phone. 

Her eyes glazed over, and she closed them for an extraordinarily long time. I got up from the bed and wrapped my arms around her as she tried to get hold of what was going on for her. This was it. This was exactly what she had been working for her whole life. Alexis was about to get everything she had ever wished for. 

“I’m going to be the star of the movie?” Alexis asked still not sure of herself or what was going on. 

“You already are a star,” I replied. 





Epilogue

 

Alexis 

 

“Hey baby, can you come down to the set and sit with me today? I have a lot of down time and I’m really dying here,” I said when Cody picked up his phone. 

This was my second big film role in the last year. Cody was so supportive that he often came down to the set to work out of my dressing trailer. It worked great on slow days like the one I was having but even on busy days, it was nice to have him around. 

Cody and I had officially been married four years now. Everything changed for us in those four years. We couldn’t go out in town without security because of me. How crazy was that? Because I was a movie star, my husband and I couldn’t walk down the street without having someone take our photo. 

Cody was finished building his first hotel near Las Vegas and we were actually heading out there for the weekend to attend a wedding. 

“Honey, I can’t come over today. I’m finalizing things for Noah’s wedding. This best man gig is harder than I expected it to be. Especially because his soon-to-be wife doesn’t have a lot of people to help out. You know I would love to come sit with you though. I really would.” 

“Okay, I’ll suffer through it. Have a good day and I’ll see you when I get home.” 

Noah was getting married. I still couldn’t believe it. Actually, I thought he was going to get married much sooner, but the crazy ups and downs of his life the last four years had been tough on him. Now he was happy though and ready to move forward with the new life he had created for himself. 

Weddings were so much fun to attend and I had thought about having another wedding for Cody and me, but in the end, we decided it wasn’t right for us. We both had such busy lives that planning a wedding wouldn’t be much fun at all. Plus, I had some new and exciting news that I couldn’t wait to tell Cody. I’d been saving it for about a week and was about to burst from the pressure of trying to keep so big a secret from the man I loved. I decided that waiting until the wedding was over was the best thing to do. 

My work day was never all that hard. The movie industry had long hours when you were filming and a lot of waiting around to start the filming. As the lead in this film, I had to be on the set nearly all of the time, and yet I spent hours and hours in my trailer waiting for my turn. I couldn’t sleep because I always thought they were going to call me at any moment.

Romantic comedy films were my current niche and I was loving them. It was so much fun to play a happy role or at least a person who eventually turned happy as the movie progressed. 

The weirdest thing about being a celebrity was that strangers felt like they knew me. I wasn’t even that big of a celebrity and yet I still couldn’t go grocery shopping without someone coming up and snapping a photo. Half of the time they just turned their back to me and clicked the picture without even talking to me. It wasn’t a fun part of the process. 

Having Cody with me helped keep people away a little bit. There was something about having a big strong man next to me that just made people rethink coming and bothering me for a photo. It wasn’t like I was really bothered, I knew what they wanted and I wanted to be able to give it to them whenever possible. Only when people were especially rude did I ever bother to react to what was going on. Otherwise, I just made sure we had lots of extra time when going places just to make sure I could stop and visit with a few fans along the way. 

It was super rare that I’d manage to get to any sort of event without having a security guard with me or going in some sort of costume. But I was still so new to the celebrity world that I sort of found it fun when I had to get dressed up to go out. 

After finishing my day of shooting I went back to our house to try and relax before heading to Las Vegas later that night. It might end up being really late by the time we left but that didn’t really matter to me. As long as Cody was going to do the driving then I didn’t have anything to worry about. 

Driving along the coast I couldn’t help but appreciate that this was where I got to live. We had purchased a large home overlooking the ocean but hadn’t gotten around to decorating it yet and putting those personalized touches on things. 

I loved this life that Cody had developed for the two of us. Well, not Cody alone, of course, I’d been part of it all too. We were both living our dreams. We were both going after the lives that we wanted and there wasn’t anything that was going to hold us back. The longer Cody and I knew each other the more we could read each other’s minds. I didn’t even have to tell him to pick up our favorite Chinese food dinner because he grabbed on the way home. 

By the time Cody returned from work I was passed out on the couch and barely able to move. For a day that had been filled with so much running around and not doing much, I was rather tired. 

“Babe, do you want to wait and go in the morning?” Cody asked as he slipped his arms under my legs and started to carry me to bed. 

“Everyone going is going out tonight. Don’t you want to go party?” 

Cody just laughed at me and finished carrying me to the bedroom. Clearly, neither of us were full of energy. I’d been utterly exhausted for the last few weeks and Cody was working himself to the bone with all his wedding duties combined with work. 

“Alexis, don’t feel bad. They are going to party without us and have a great night. We can get some rest and be there for the party that happens tomorrow. I promise it will be just as exciting as the one tonight.” 

I wasn’t about to argue with him. Another night of sleep was just what I needed in order to make it through the next day full of wedding partying. 

That night there was no making love. The two of us fell blissfully to sleep in each other’s arms and slept until we couldn’t sleep any longer. It felt amazing when the sun finally came up and I got out of bed ready to take on the world. I was also really excited for the surprise I had planned for Cody after the wedding was over.

 

“This is much smaller than I expected,” I whispered to Cody as we got out of our vehicle and followed another guest inside. I wasn’t talking about the venue, I was talking about the size of the crowd. 

“Katrina doesn’t have anyone here except for some people from work. It’s rather sad actually. I’ll let Noah fill you in when all of this is over. I’m just saying if you see her and it looks like she’s struggling, go be nice to her. She doesn’t have that many people who care about her at this moment. 

“Katrina doesn’t have any family?” I asked a little confused. 

“She has some, but they are all fuck ups and weren’t able to get here for the wedding,” Cody said. 

“So who is her maid of honor? Why didn’t I hear about this before?” 

“I wasn’t paying much attention to her side of the planning until I realized that she didn’t have anyone else do it. I don’t think she really knows about a lot of the traditions. She’s just excited to be getting married.”

I couldn’t help but think that I should volunteer to be the maid of honor. It was a little late in the game, but I might be able to relieve a little of the pressure and help make Noah’s wife feel loved on this special day. 

“Honey, that is an awesome offer, but the wedding is in two hours. I’m not sure you will be helping at this point and might actually be stressing her out since what she had planned would have to change.” 

“I trust you baby. If you think it would bring more anxiety to her than I’ll keep to myself for the time being.” 

“Good plan. I’ll check around though and see if anyone else might need some help. I’m sure someone could use your bubbly personality.”

“Remind me again how you ended up with all this responsibility?” I laughed as we walked to the conference room where everyone was visiting and having drinks. 

“I’m the only one who can change his schedule on a dime. You, my dear, are way too busy taking over the world.”

He was right about that. I was too busy and as much as I loved Noah and his new bride to be, I couldn’t adjust my schedule to help out at all. My schedule wasn’t actually my schedule at all. I was just a prop in the movie business and the schedule was decided long before I had a say in it. Of course, if there was some sort of emergency, then things would have to be switched around, but I didn’t have the ability to just not show up for filming. Once an actor did that just one time it would get around the whole community and tarnish you for other films. 

“Cody, Alexis, you’re here,” Noah said, already half-way drunk. 

It was his party. He was allowed to get drunk if that was what he wanted to do. Neither I nor Cody could really say anything about it considering how we had gotten married. The story of our marriage had become a bit of an epic tale among our group of friends. 

“Hi Noah, how are you?” I asked as we hugged. 

Noah had really been my guardian angel in the process of building my new acting career. He guided me to the right projects long before I’d left my old agent and found the new one that I loved so very much. 

“I’m doing well. I can’t wait for this all to be over. Not in a bad way of course. I know this day is important to her, but I’ve felt like I was married already for the last four years. To me, this is just a formality and I fell in love with her the day I met her.” 

“I’m going to go say hi. You boys have fun,” I said noticing that his bride to be was standing alone and sipping on some champagne. 

A woman should not be left alone on her wedding day. Not even if she was asking to be. I couldn’t just sit back and watch everyone else having conversations while Noah’s bride just stared off into space alone. 

Just as I was about to reach her another group of women swarmed in to the rescue. They must have been thinking the same thing that I was. I let the group have the bride-to-be for the moment and I found a place to sit down. 

No matter how much I slept I was still exhausted. It was going to be a long few months ahead. The chair I was sitting in was much more comfortable than I had expected and within moments I’d fallen asleep. 

You would think that at a normal gathering, I would have been woken up or at least checked on. But not at Noah’s party. Instead, people kindly walked around me and found other places to sit in the house. Then it hit me. An overwhelming urge to vomit. This wasn’t a normal urge, like when you’ve eaten too many roadside tacos. Nope, this urge came so quickly and took over so fast that I ended up vomiting right on the artist who was standing in front of me trying to talk about his paintings. 

“Sorry,” I mumbled and then hurried off to the bathroom. 

“Alexis. Are you okay?” I heard Cody yelling after me as I rushed past. 

“I’m okay.” I just need to get to a bathroom.

He led me to the nearest and followed me in. “What can I do for you? I’ll do anything you need.” 

“Have you ever read that book called What to Expect When You’re Expecting?” I said, trying to give Cody a bit of a hint. It was no fun to just come straight out and tell him. 

“No,” he said, confused.

“You should read it,” I added. 

Cody was oblivious. 

“Do you want me to get you something to eat?” Cody asked while I hovered over the toilet ready to puke again at any moment. 

At that moment I just wanted to be left alone with my nausea. “No, get me a ginger ale please,” I said. He ran off toward one of the open bars. 

I’d planned on waiting until after the wedding but as I stood there waiting for Cody to come back from with my soda I realized had to tell him now. I wasn’t afraid of telling Cody, in fact, I thought he would handle things fairly well. What I was most worried about was that pictures from the event would leak and everyone who know that my stomach was casually growing larger and larger. It was also really bothering me that somehow I was managing to ruin Noah and Katrina’s wedding and I didn’t want to do that. 

“Thank you so much,” I said to Cody once he came back with my glass of soda. He found me in the chair I’d returned to. “Now I think we need to get you a haircut,” I added. 

“Why? What are you talking about? A haircut?” Cody looked at me totally confused. 

“Yep. We will need to throw our own party really soon and that shaggy hair you have going on is going to have to go bye-bye.” 

“Party? What sort of party are we throwing?” he asked. 

“A gender reveal party. We have about four months to plan it.” 

I sat there waiting for a flash of recognition to come across his face, but Cody didn’t seem to understand anything that I was saying. My big plan to surprise him after the wedding hadn’t worked and now my plan to surprise him before the wedding wasn’t working. 

“Gender reveal party? Noah didn’t tell me anything about it…” 

“Ours,” I said and moved a little closer. “We are having twins.” 

At that moment Cody realized the gravity of what I was saying. He looked a little unsteady as he moved in and kissed me softly. I loved this man so much. 

“Twins? Like there are two babies in your stomach growing right now? No wonder you are so tired,” Cody said as he tried to arrange pillows to make me as comfortable as possible. 

“I love you, Cody,” I said as I watched him struggling to keep his balance. He was about to faint and sat down hard next to me. 

“Babies, two babies? I can’t wait to play with them!” Cody said, quickly pushing himself past his fear stage and excited about everything again. 

“The paparazzi are going to love my growing belly,” I said. “I’m not going to be able to hide it for long.” 

“Alexis, what I want you to know is I’m not going to flip out on you. I’m going to understand where you are coming from when all these hormones start rushing through your body.” 

“Are you really doing okay?” I asked.

 A huge smile spread across his face. “I’m doing great. We’re doing great. I’m going to make you the happiest woman on earth,” Cody said and pulled me right into his lap on the couch. Oh, how I loved being in his arms. “And I’m going to make those children of ours the happiest kids on earth.” 

 

That day the wedding went off without a hitch. Cody and I managed to keep our secret just long enough to make it past the first part of the wedding, but by the time the reception rolled around we were both secretly telling people in the crowd. 

Two babies was so unbelievable. Not only was I making an entirely new human being, but this time I was going to go again and make a second baby as well. My life was perfect. Not as perfect as someone from a movie or something like that, but overall it was a fairy tale big house and as you guys grow up we hope to keep at least one of the used cars for to drive since it’s falling apart and I don’t think I can actually sell it. 

“Cody I am so happy we met again and so excited to start the next stage of my life with you.  Knowing that the two of us made something so special definitely will be on my mind day in and day out as I navigate this crazy world we call life” 

And just like that I started my journey into the next stage of my life. 

This time, I knew he wasn’t lying. 

THE END

 

Dear reader, 
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Chapter 1

 

Xavier

I hated Vegas. I remembered how much I hated Vegas when I stood there in the lobby of the Bellagio listening to the incessant dinging of the money stealing, soul-sucking contraptions simultaneously begging for my attention. This wasn’t my place; Vegas was never my thing. Unfortunately, being a famous fashion designer and a self-made multi-millionaire, Vegas was something I had to swallow at times. High rollers wanted to look their best. This was why my likeness was on a seventy-foot-tall billboard in the center of the Las Vegas strip. I was wearing only a pair of jeans, no shirt. The caption read “Bare it all, Xavier Dean.” It was titillating. I’d just been named one of the sexiest men of the year, and my PR company was taking advantage of it. One of the reasons I agreed to the billboard was I thought I’d never see it, and yet, here I was.

While I was often here on business, this time I wasn’t. My best friend, Damon Rockwell was holding his bachelor party in Vegas of all the god-awful places, so I was drinking a big gulp of Vegas in a fancy, high octane, one hundred proof glass that scorched my throat as it went down. Damon and I grew up on the same street. We learned to skateboard with one another, and his grandmother made the best spaghetti with meatballs and homemade sauce. I can still taste it. My mother was never one for cooking. We were both raised in a moderate middle-class town where we weathered boyhood travails such as crushes on girls who were aloof and disinterested and learned to deal with the occasional bully. We found and defeated enemies attacking us on the X-box and went head to head, one upping each other in sports. We eventually matured, went to college and found different interests, but we remained friends.

He became a lawyer and a staunch businessman and was marrying a stunning trophy wife in a week. The goal of this boys’ weekend with me and a few of his closest friends was to be mostly drunk and debaucherous, and all was going to plan. I, however, could only take so much drunken revelry and ducked out of the last event, which was a strip club where the girls offered special services after the show. I was not interested. After only twenty-four hours, the hedonistic lifestyle was wearing thin. Contrarily, Damon was enjoying himself. I was not. Standing in the casino with nothing to do, I thought about playing for an instant. I didn’t need to play for more money, I had more than enough for my lifetime and then some. 

My clothing brand was one of the most successful menswear brands in the world. I started out with a vision for men’s fashion and built it into a San Francisco-based fashion label which I simply entitled after myself: Xavier Dean Designs. My label nearly ran itself after a decade of success. I worked hard on creating elegant menswear, but I wasn’t so busy I couldn’t go out and have some fun. The trouble was, I wasn’t really having any fun. 

I was sitting at the bar trying to focus on the one thing that had caught my eye amid the dinging and clatter. In fact, it nearly dragged my eyes right out of my face. Bent over the craps table was the most perfectly formed ass I’d ever seen. It was round, firm, and delicious. Connected to that perfect ass was a pair of long shapely legs with a tiny little golden purse dangling at her hip. 

The dress she wore wasn’t as garish or offensive as some around me, too low cut for their shape or too high hemmed for their size but was an exquisite silhouette on a beautiful form. She was draped languidly over the table, nonchalant and almost bored. She wasn’t trying to entice anyone overtly, but thoughts of taking that ass on the table, holding it still and diving my cock right up into her pussy, were pretty all-consuming. The alcohol haze wasn’t doing anything to subdue my libido, so getting my mind off taking her from behind wasn’t going to happen. 

She seemed not to care about what others in the room thought of her. She had rings of golden hair with highlights that shone like strands of gold in the dim light. Her large round eyes made you weep, but her soft full lips were the real draw. I had a hard time taking my eyes off them as they screwed into a sneer when she threw the dice. It must have been habitual, but it was sexy as fuck.
		I’d be hard-pressed to find any man in the room not thinking about having their way with her, bent over the table as she was. I liked to wine and dine a woman into bed. Treating women well was my trademark and yet, I’d always leave behind a note the next morning thanking them for the fun without giving them so much as an email address. Some found me and tried to pursue something more, but most got the picture; I was only interested in one night. I wasn’t exactly a bastard. I had my reasons for not wanting complications to my already hectic life. 

Truthfully, it was much easier for me to commit to a one-night stand than it was to a mature relationship with its inevitable ups and downs, those were not the kinds of ups and downs I was looking for. Sex was fun, sex filled the gaps in my life when they were empty. I could count on one finger the number of truly committed relationships I’d had.

Being in the fashion industry, there was no shortage of exquisite women to take to bed for the night, or sometimes more. One of my biggest issues was variety, there were simply too many to choose from. The other major challenge was a deep buried fear of getting too close. Lauren was, by all standards, one of the most beautiful women on the planet. I’d met her on the catwalk during fashion week. She wore this ridiculous peacock dress, a debut designer’s tour de force, that lit her up like a Cirque du Soleil poster; sexy, intriguing, evocative. It was an image that had you thinking of her long legs being bent over yours, contorting easily to accommodate your “love.”

In reality, she was nothing like the image I, and many others who praised her saw in our minds. She was shy and lovely. She refused me too many times to count, so I settled for friendship. It was my first and only friendship with a woman, and I desperately wanted to fuck her. Friendship with her didn’t mean I wasn’t going to try to let my cock get a chance at her; I tried often. I was good at trying. Being rich, I did way more than wine and dine her. I upped the ante with surprise vacations to Bali, weekend trips to Morocco on my private jet, a brand-new Mercedes, and a puppy. 

I worked hard to earn her trust and eventually her love, which finally brought me to the glorious moment a year later when we spent an entire day in a New York hotel room in bed. We fucked so hard we were both too sore to move the next day, so in essence, it was two glorious days in bed. 

She beckoned the “me” out of me, and I brought walls down for her that were tall and thick, just so I could bare my soul. We were in love, and it was terrifying. Lauren continued to work, and so did I. She was an East Coast girl, and I was a West Coast boy. Not wanting to claim too much of her independence, we managed to negotiate the long-distance thing pretty well. I trusted her, and in turn, she was trustworthy. I even considered marriage until I got the phone call. I can still remember every word, even though it was nearly five years ago. 

“Hello, may I speak to Xavier Dean please?” an officious voice asked.

It was a somber voice, one that sent a shock of dread through your body without even knowing the reason for his call.

“I’m sorry to inform you, sir, that Lauren McClure was on a small commuter jet that crashed just after takeoff this morning. She named you as her next of kin,” the grave voice said.

She was coming to San Francisco as she did every weekend. I’d bought the ticket for her as I’d bought all of her weekend tickets. We used a private jet service because I didn’t want her on commercial flights. It wasn’t my jet, but one commissioned by my company. There was pilot error on takeoff, and all the people aboard the plane died, including Lauren, the most beautiful, kind, and loving woman I’d ever met. I made sure from that day forward that I never dated a “Lauren” again. Instead, I went for sexy, shallow one-night stands. Sex and only sex was going to be my game. If there was even a hint of friendship involved, I ran. So after paying the bartender for my top grade liquid hangover, I walked straight past the bouffant-haired seniors and the Hawaiian shirt-clad day trippers all hanging their hopes on a one-armed bandit and went straight to the ass calling my name.

This woman with the perfect behind had swagger, I could say that much for her. She was probably just a little drunker than I was, leaning herself deeply over the craps table and giggling with another gambler who stood beside her. I don’t believe she was trying to flaunt that perfectly sumptuous body because it was doing a fine job without her. Adding to the attraction was an effervescent, gregarious, nature, gorgeous emerald green eyes, and cascades of golden hair. Around her neck was a curious necklace in the shape of an ankh made into a butterfly. 

As I approached, I noticed she was also the current winner, as she had many bets behind her roll. When I joined the table, she was talking about how Vegas messed with the body’s circadian rhythm and that was why people gambled so desperately. All the men and even the one woman stared at her in varying degrees of disbelief, as she continued to talk about how important our bodies’ natural rhythms are to our mental health. 

Who talks like that at a craps table in Vegas? I fucking loved her. It was hard to see in the dim light, but as I watched, she seemed to have an amber glow; a healthy tan. While Vegas was hot most of the time, her whole demeanor had such a windswept quality to it; I wouldn’t be surprised if she’d spent most of her life on the beach. She was too breezy and grounded to be a city girl and too sophisticated to be from the country, my guess was she was a mix of some kind. Whatever her reason for being here, I was going to make it my mission to find out more. Tonight, she would be my jackpot. 

She was laughing with the gambler on her right, her hair bouncing softly as her shoulders pulsed with a tittering that almost sounded genuine. She turned her head, and her eyes glanced at mine. There was fire. I knew I was a handsome man, one who needed nothing more than my mere presence to stir interest. Perhaps she recognized me; there was that billboard, and I was in a few commercials. My face was on all of our marketing, and so if you knew Xavier Dean Designs, you knew Xavier Dean. 

I was used to being in control and was naturally dominant. She sensed this immediately, but again, being her, she didn’t linger to consider me. Instead, her slender fingers plucked the two dice she wanted for her roll and sensuously let the white cubes tumble in her delicate grasp. 

Her bangles clanked gently as she massaged the dice, considering her roll perhaps or more likely employing an oddly effective means of seduction. While her eyes never strayed to mine, she was there with me, her body heat radiated, and I could smell the faint lavender in her perfume. Everything about her was poetry. While she may have been drunk, it only made her more fluid, more lyrical. She wasn’t slurring and sloppy but soft and sedated. Everyone at the table was mesmerized with her in an ethereal way. I wasn’t. I was a raging bull, my cock hardening with her nearness, her scent driving me mad. 

I wanted to take the palm of my hand, force her over the table, and let the dice tumble out of her beguiling hand. I’d take her fast and hard from behind, breaking her mystifying seduction as she panted and screamed out in ecstasy. I did everything in my power to keep from acting on my fantasy. I placed the maximum bid on the pass line, and this got me some curious looks, but not from her. She tipped a tiny bit farther over the table as her dress rose up her thigh. Her hand then lilted out in front of her sending the dice flying. 

“Seven!” the dealer yelled, and each of us won on her throw.

A smile crossed her lips, and it was then she turned to regard me, her eyes making direct contact with mine. My cock nearly shot through my zipper.

“Seven,” I rasped, confident and seductive as I angled towards her. 

She chucked her chin up toward the table, gesturing for me to place another bet, but never said a word. Again, I put down the maximum as she rolled an eight and side-eyed me with a snide grin as she rolled another eight. A bolt of electricity shot through the table as everyone gathered up their winnings. I took half my chips and left another maximum bid on the line. She placed a modest bid and turned to answer a question the man next to her had asked. He was in his late forties, past his age of attractiveness as evidenced by the pot belly barely concealed by his ill-fitting clothes. His smile was kind, though, and the shooter didn’t seem the kind to be rude. 

“Nice win, little lady,” he oozed. “You think I can buy you a drink? Sure like to say thanks,” he added as justification.

It was all such utter bullshit. He wanted in her pants just as badly as I did. I laughed, not one to be rivaled. “I’ll buy you a Ferrari,” I boasted with a quiet seduction.

I wasn’t sure she heard me until her emerald green eyes stabbed me again. 

“I’ll hold you to it,” she said. Her voice was rich and deep, unexpected.

Although she was carefree, she was an expert at seduction. She could not give a shit about anyone in the room, even me; that’s what made her so remarkable. After we’d all placed our bets, I cast out the dice. While Craps was a game of chance, I put way too much into the throw. Both dice slammed against the walls of the table and tumbled to snake eyes.

“Snakes, craps out!” the dealer yelled.

Everyone at the table lost. I couldn’t care less; the money was nothing. She didn’t seem to care either, but her energy had shifted with lighting fast speed from nonchalant sex siren to bored craps player. She took her winning money and turned away from the table ready to move elsewhere. 

“Are you leaving?” I asked trying to halt her without grabbing her arm.

“I’m thirsty,” she said with a smile.

“Let me buy you a drink, it’s the least I can do for losing your money.” I was gregarious and playful. It was somewhat painful, but I thought matching her style might work. 

“I lost five dollars,” she said. “A drink is never going to be enough to heal the pain.” She executed this sentence with a perfectly straight face.

“Oh, that’s tragic,” I said. “I only lost five thousand, the least you could do is let a poor loser like me buy you a ten-dollar drink.” I flashed a seductive smile, lest she was missing my meaning.

I didn’t want to be her buddy tonight unless it was her fuck buddy. I fully intended on our ten-dollar drink having some very thick strings attached. She must have sensed this as she shied away from me some.

“Thanks, but I think you should save your money.” She was still playing with me, but cautiously.

I could see the attraction in her eyes. There was no mistaking the way they’d misted over and her plump rosy lips parted. I presumed, however, her subconscious was being volleyed between the devil on one shoulder and the angel on the other, with one noting I was the sexiest thing in the room and the other thoroughly convinced I was an enchanting serial killer.

“I have quite a lot of it, I should be fine.” I smiled and extended my hand to her. “I’m Xavier Dean, and you are?” 

I instantly regretted introducing myself in that way. As I played the moment back in my head, there was no way of escaping how juvenile the approach was; like saying, “I have lots of money, and I’m famous” 

Perhaps she hadn’t heard of me. Seeing her eyes brighten and then recover confirmed she did know who I was. 

“Hi,” she sparkled. “I’m Arcadia Jones. I love your boxers; I wear them to bed.” 

Fuck me she was everything! 

“Well, not mine, surely,” I temped with a dark seductive domination. “Not yet at least.” 

“No, not yours,” she returned with a dry seduction. “I have my own.”





Chapter 2

 

Arcadia

Oh, my God. Xavier Dean! The hottest fashion designer in the world. Of course, I knew who he was, I knew it the minute he walked over to the table. He was so much sexier in real life. He had a strongly sculpted face with ice blue eyes and tousled brown hair. I knew he was in his early forties, yet he had a unique and timeless look, reminding me of a romance novel cover. Not a slutty novel, but one where the hero sweeps the heroine off her feet being perfect and dashing.

 I didn’t want to go fangirling on him, and I knew if I let him in, I’d do anything he wanted. By the way, his eyes were staring at me, anything was definitely on the menu. The man was a billboard for sex; literally. There was one just outside the hotel. His ads were hot, his clothes were hotter, and he was number five on the ten most sexy men in America 2018 list. I was so screwed. If I didn’t back away from him at that very moment, I was never going to get out with my maidenhood intact. 

I wasn’t exactly a virgin; I’d had sex a couple of times, unremarkable sex which was feverish and clandestine. My dad was a brute. He’d frightened off more men than I could count. I liked surfer boys usually, but they were no match for my businessman father who had ties to the mob. He was mostly an astute businessman who hung out with gangsters, but it scared people off just the same. I knew some of what he did was shady, that’s why I was reluctant to come on our “dad and daughter” trip to Vegas, where he promptly ditched me after registering us in separate rooms. 

I was bored playing the slot machines, so I tried to get tickets for Cirque Du Soleil, but they were sold out. I was supposed to see it with my dad, but I’d waited for him too long, and there weren’t any tickets left. I ordered a drink they must’ve used to pickle dead bodies and threw all caution to the wind. I was in Vegas, and my dad dumped me as soon as we got here, so I was tempting fate, and it seemed fate was standing before me with smoldering eyes that said, ‘fuck me hard.’

 I really did wear Xavier Dean boxer shorts to bed. I absolutely loved them. He knew how to dress a man, but women also wore his clothes. He was once quoted as saying he loved the way powerful women looked in his jeans. I’d also read he was pretty notorious for having a string of gorgeous lovers; women of all shapes and sizes. From the smoldering blue eyes staring at me waiting for an answer, however, he seemed to have set his sights on me for the evening.

The problem with saying yes to the drink was, I really didn’t have the expertise to be as cool and perfect as I was supposed to be at that moment. I wanted to land this man so badly, and yet one-night stands weren’t something I thought I’d enjoy. I was twenty-nine and reluctant to grow up and own a woman’s liberated sexuality. I sort of wanted the sexual freedom and yet, I mostly wanted the prince on a white horse. Vegas was the kingdom of one-night stands, so I relegated myself to just enjoy the view.

“The bartender here makes a wicked ‘sideways spider.’ Creepy name, but it’s delicious, it’s the least I can do for losing.” He winked at me, then walked over to the bar, not even waiting for my answer.

I raced to catch up with him. “I think I’ve had enough to drink,” I finally found the nerve to say.

He spun around and looked at me as the bartender was pouring a purple beverage into a frosty shaker.

“Just one more won’t kill you,” his deep voice radiated as his hand grazed the side of my body, passing quickly over my breast as his hand found my hips.

The other hand also planted on my hips, and I felt a moment of panic as he lifted me gently onto a high bar stool. Damn if my legs didn’t just fall open at the shock of being hoisted. He took the opportunity to slide between them, and the fine wool of his trousers brushed across my bare thigh. 

“It just might,” I countered letting my hand perch on his chest, softly warning him to stay put.

I was already feeling myself getting wet with him so close, and while I wasn’t one for staring, I had noticed a pretty steely erection had formed elegantly in his beautifully tailored pants. It was a bold move sliding in like he did, but in his defense, the bar was packed. He managed to snag me the only stool and was being butt-rammed from behind by a large and rather loud woman wearing a floral print dress. She was laughing and undulating with another girlfriend. On closer observation, I was pretty sure the accidental grazes of her ass against his were one hundred percent intentional. I almost let down my own hand barrier to give the poor man a reprieve from her onslaught, but I wasn’t really that generous; yet.

He patted the hand on his chest that kept him from sliding into home and offered a dark smirk.

“Here are your drinks, Mrs. Dean,” the bartender said leaning over the bar to hand him two large martini glasses and interrupting whatever Xavier was about to say or do.

As he turned to retrieve the drinks, his trousers brushed across my knee, giving me a feel of his cock beneath the fabric. It was huge and stony. The flower printed butt popped him on his hip while making a wild gesticulation which made our drinks splash. I was happy for the diversion as I was getting really hot and bothered with his cock pressing up on me the way it was. He turned to the woman with an angered glance.

“Excuse me,” he gritted out roughly. 

I didn’t want to get on his bad side; he looked like he could be trouble if tempted. She caught on right away.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” she gushed.

His face softened a little. “It’s alright.”

“Hey, are you … I mean, I know it’s weird, but you look just like Xavier Dean, that designer guy. There’s a big picture of you in the lobby at Cesar’s Palace in a really hot suit and all those women … must be nice.” She was blathering drunk, red-faced, and smitten.

“That isn’t me,” he said with a pained smile before he turned his attention back toward me.

My eyes were wide and playfully reprimanding as he handed me my drink. “You just lied to that poor woman,” I whispered, scolding.

“Sometimes I lie,” he confessed, looking sexy, but also sweet, he was an odd mix of contradictions.

His eyes glanced down at my bare legs as the butt bumper behind him had tamed some. She was talking in a low voice to her friend, but she sounded disgruntled. She must’ve known he was lying, and this made her mad. Regardless, she hadn’t given him much space, so I widened my legs, took the drink from his hand and gave him a consenting smile, which offered a chance for him to move in closer. He took one step in and then I was inches away from his raging cock. I did everything in my power to connect to his eyes and try to forget how much I wanted him inside of me. Lusty, crazy, drunk person that I was, I was ready to throw all my inhibitions to the wind for one night with Xavier Dean. Who cared if I’d be woman number one hundred and whatever, it was just too sexy, the whole thing.

“Taste it, and tell me what you think,” his voice was soft and seductive.

I was so happy he didn’t say, ‘Let’s get out of here and fuck.’ Of course, he wasn’t going to say that. In my fantasy, we were not going to be at this bar long. I was a mess. I took a sip of the drink.

“Mmm, salty …” What? What the hell did I just say? Oh, my God, Arcadia Jones. What the fuck is wrong with you?

Mister seducer caught my innuendo right away. I must’ve seemed like such a whore. 

 “I’ve heard it’s rather sweet actually.” His eyes blazed as he moved in closer, his raging hard-on making direct contact with my dripping wet center. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

“Great.” I flashed him a crazed, childish smile. “I’ll have seven.” I took a healthy swig of the potent liquor, guaranteeing inebriation and perhaps some sense of self-preservation.

“These are pretty loaded; I think seven might land you in the hospital.” He smiled, taking the glass from me as I’d already drained half of it. “You might want to slow down.”

“Right,” is all I could bark out.

“So, Arcadia Jones …” His hands came up to my spread legs and gently caressed them just above the knee. “Tell me about you.”

I took a deep sputtering breath. He immediately noticed my nerves and backed up just a bit. We had gone from “Hello” to grinding up on each other pretty fast, so he took a step away, giving my pussy some breathing room it wasn’t really sure it wanted. He kept his hands where they were, though, and his intense blue eyes stared into my soul. I laughed uncomfortably.

“Me?” Breathe Arcadia. “I’m a surfer chic working on a master’s degree in Marine biology. Ocean conservation is my main thing, but I’m a huge fan of cetaceans as well. Right now, I’m just tagging them. I hope to study their habits in the wild, so we can advance our conservation efforts,” I said in one blathering sentence.

I could see the shift in his expression from the moment I said I was a surfer to my spouting on about whales. I wouldn’t say it was admiration exactly; it looked more like overwhelmed confusion. Whatever his response, I was definitely not what he was expecting.

“Wow,” he breathed as he took a sip of his drink. “Suddenly, I feel like designing shirts and trousers, is slacking on my end.”

“Oh, my God, you’re Xavier Dean … hello?” Now I was sounding like a teenager.

“Hello,” was his breathy reply. “It’s nice to meet you, Arcadia Jones,” he added as he leaned into me again, that same hot, hard cock on my privates once more, reminding me of how much I wanted to abandon myself for him.

He planted a drunken kiss on my lips that tasted like licorice and strong alcohol. His lips were soft and moist, his stubble sharp and rough, the juxtaposition of textures making me even wetter. His tongue snaked into my mouth slowly, tortuously; he was good. He knew how to make a girl nuts. It’d been too long for me to go at this pace; however, I was smart. If he wasn’t gonna rush it, neither was I. I matched his delirious deliberateness with my own and felt him harden with each languid swirl of my tongue. My legs spread just a bit wider to accommodate him. It was a slut move for sure; I was being insane, but it felt so good.

Do you want to know how the story continues? Click here to read the complete book!
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