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Dedication

This book is dedicated to all women out there who can identify with Kinsey. Don’t ever settle, and if you do, don’t ever feel like you have!

 




Prologue


My name is Kinsey and I’m pretty sure that you’re not going to like me. In fact, I’d bet the rent on it, except that well . . . I don’t pay rent, you see. Someone else does that for me.

His name is Stanton Chadwick II.

Does that name ring a bell?

If you’re from the States or Europe it might, provided you shop for men’s couture.  Chadwick's is one of the most exclusive global carriers of men’s fine clothing. Their stores are stand-alone brick and mortar museums in cities such as New York, Chicago, Los Angeles, Seattle, Boston, Dallas, Atlanta, New Orleans and Miami. Or if you prefer European shopping, then I would suggest London, Paris, Stockholm, Munich, Rome, Madrid or Zurich. 

 

Stanton is the oldest of two sons, his father, Stanton Chadwick the first is now retired and living the good life in one of his many homesteads located in Europe with his wife and his billions. That makes Stanton II now the President and CEO of Chadwick Holdings Inc.

With me so far?

Good.

Now, let’s get to the part where you’re going to judge me. And you very well might have legitimate reasons to do so.

Stanton is forty-four years old, filthy rich, handsome and totally . . . married. He has three children, lives in the affluent Chestnut Hill section of Boston, and has an exquisite wife from another prominent New England family. 

They attend every social event of the season, Christmas being an especially busy time of the year for those. Their children attend the very best private schools, where they receive academic accolades every semester. For all intents and purposes, the Chadwick family is picture perfect.

With one exception—one dark, dirty little secret that is hidden from the public eye.

Me.

Kinsey Elizabeth Roberts, age thirty-one, former model and present mistress, lover, whore—whatever you wish to label me to Stanton Chadwick II.

So, there it is for you to digest with the usual female emotions ranging from disgust to ambivalence, depending upon your own personal life experiences or internal judgments with this sort of thing.

Maybe you’ve even been in my shoes. (Hope they’re Gucci or Prada because that’s what Stanton keeps me in these days.) Or maybe you’ve been the poor, unsuspecting wife, in which case you probably don’t want to read any further. In your opinion, I’m nothing short of a home wrecking, artist of seduction, and trashy tramp, right?

Wrong.

That’s not how it happened, trust me, and also believe me when I say that it has very little to do with you. I mean, that’s exactly what he’s going to say to you if you ever discover me. ‘It has nothing to do with you, or how I feel about you.’

And guess what?

That is the truth. Women don’t see it that way, of course. They presume it is a reflection in some way of their failure to please him at home, in bed, or perhaps their physical and/or sexual attractiveness has diminished over the years.

All totally false. 

The truth is that men cheat because they can. So, hate me if you must, but just remember, if it’s not me, it will be someone else. And that someone else may not be as introspective, benevolent and altruistic as me.

Oh, I’m not trying to paint myself as some adult girl scout here; not at all. But the truth is that I don’t want to wreck Stanton’s marriage; I don’t want to replace Emily (his wife). I am perfectly happy and content with his attention and generosity—for the most part that is. 

At least I was until recently.

I’ve been feeling trapped and restless lately. I’ve developed a curiosity of how life might be without the bonds that Stanton has placed on me. Someone I haven’t met has planted seeds of doubt in my mind, or maybe they’ve always been there waiting for me to acknowledge them.

Let’s face it; holidays are a bummer for a lot of reasons. But each year for the past three, Stanton sends me on a trip for most of December and through the first week of January. He allows me to choose where I want to go. I think it eases his conscience a bit knowing that I’m not holed up and alone in my apartment.

Yes, I said conscience. Don’t believe that old saying, “A dick has no conscience,” because it’s just not true.

Let me back up for a second. Stanton and I met a little over three years ago while I was doing a photo shoot for GQ magazine. The ad showed me dressed in a tight little black dress, wearing fuck-me pumps, and pulling a gorgeous male model behind me by the necktie he was wearing. Of course, his business suit was one of Chadwick’s finest. Stanton personally oversees all of the marketing and advertising copy. He’s OCD about it actually. 

So when he invited me out for a drink after the shoot, I gladly accepted. Drinks then turned into dinner, and eventually . . . breakfast. I can honestly say I did not know that he was married at that time. I learned shortly afterward when he expressed a desire to see me again, even providing me with his private cell number and instructions to leave a message because he never answers it.

I guess maybe I was a bit floored at the time, but of course I tried my best not to show it. I keep my past hidden from everyone, because, it’s quite uninspired.

I don’t come from wealth or privilege. I never knew my father, though my mother assured me that I had one out there . . . somewhere. She couldn’t quite remember his name though, but apparently, he was special to her, because he was the only one of her regulars that she allowed to disregard the condom code. She said that he paid her fifty bucks more to ride her bareback.

Once I was well underway, she had to give up her career as a pro. She never held that against me, in fact, all things considered, my mother did the best that she could having a child at nineteen— circumstances being what they were back then.

So, anyway, having been raised by the daughter of a Baptist minister turned whore, and moving sometimes three or four times a year to different trailer parks, kind of made me grow up fast—and wiser for it. . . I think.

I knew that it wouldn’t take much to have a better life than Mom, and she always told me that my beauty would see to that; I made sure that it did.

My mother passed away shortly after I turned nineteen. The coroner ruled her death as an accidental overdose, but I knew better. It was suicide, pure and simple. She’d always told me that she was holding a little something back for me, and that when the time was right, I’d get it.

Turned out it was a fifty-thousand-dollar life insurance policy. Inside the locked metal box that contained the policy along with the rest of her important papers, was a registration form for a modeling/acting school located in Philadelphia, just a little over an hour from where we lived at the time.

I knew what she had done. She didn’t want me working behind the cosmetics counter at the mall for minimum wage anymore; she wanted me to have better than that. Better than what she had. No matter how I’d come to be, my mother loved me more than she’d ever loved herself.

I smooth my chestnut brown hair in back, and then check my make-up one last time in the lighted vanity mirror and nod. Every hair is in place; my eyebrows tweezed into perfectly shaped arches, make-up flawless.

Stanton is out front of my apartment by now, waiting impatiently to take me to the airport.

I have decided to go to Belize this holiday season. It is one of the tropical places I haven’t visited on any of my ‘holiday vacations’ as Stanton refers to them.

I’ve packed quite a bit more in my three suitcases this year. I hope that Stanton won’t complain too much when the doorman of my apartment building loads them into the trunk of his Mercedes. It’s not as if he has to load them, but still, he will be the one to unload them once we reach the airport.

I slide into the passenger side, leaning over and dutifully kissing him on the lips. 

“How long are you staying?” he asks, with a rare smile crossing his lips. “You have a credit card at your disposal you know?”

I smile over at him just as I am expected to do.

“I only packed the bare necessities, love,” I respond. “I’ll be gone for nearly a month you know, and I don’t like to take advantage of your generosity. You do too much for me, Stanton. I don’t deserve all that you lavish upon me.”
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