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About the author


LOVE AGAINST THE ODDS

ONE EXCLUSIVE CLUB.  
THREE UNFORGETTABLE STORIES OF FINDING LOVE AGAINST THE ODDS.


Book 1 - Liberation


A High-Spice Contemporary romance featuring FM and MFM relationships

Two strangers. One chance meeting. A connection that changes everything.


Book 2 - Duplication


A High-Spice Contemporary Romance With a Parallel Universe Twist

Two worlds. One impossible love. And a clock that’s already ticking.


Book 3 - Determination


A High-Spice Contemporary Romance

Two people. Two very different lives. One voice that changes everything.


Note To Readers

This is a steamy romance with sexual scenes that make this story inappropriate for anyone under the age of 18. This book contains scenes that may briefly—not in any graphic detail—depict, mention, or discuss child sexual abuse.








Chapter 1

Audrey

For hours now, I have been staring at a pair of feet. A very large pair of male feet. I came to abase myself before my lord king Peremon and to start my penance as the Oracle told me to do. “My lord, I have come to serve you,” I said as I prostrated myself at his feet. So far, he has not acknowledged me at all. I have not dared raise my eyes beyond those large male feet. On the positive side, they are remarkably attractive feet, if one were to judge such things.


Ipause and try to imagine describing the perfect pair of male feet. I google “beautiful male feet”. Before I know it, I’ve gone down a rabbit hole of foot fetish sites. This was not what I imagined I would be doing when I started writing fantasy fiction novels, but such is the life of a writer. Well, a part-time writer. By day, I’m a registered nurse. By night, I’m “Emily Steel”, author.

I fell into writing by accident. I’d noticed that a lot of the books I enjoyed were self-published by indie authors, and one day, did a web search on independent publishing. One thing led to another, and within weeks, I’d written my first book. Once I started, I couldn’t stop. When I’m in the middle of writing a story, I get so immersed in the plot and the characters that it practically takes over my whole life. So far, I’ve written and published two novels in my spare time. Now, I’m busy working on my third. I’ve not set the writing world on fire, but I’m building up a following of readers who like the kind of books I write.

I’m currently working on a loose retelling of the Labors of Hercules in a fantasy setting—loose being the operative word, as my Hercules is actually a “she”. Dilla, the main character, is not particularly heroic either. She’s quiet and timid—perhaps a bit like me. I’m hoping my readers will appreciate a character who has the courage to overcome their fears and step out of their comfort zone. In my story, Dilla gets her man, King Peremon, as I’m a sucker for romance and happy endings. I freely admit that I live vicariously through the books I read and write. My real life is not half as exciting. I work hard, go home, then read and write in my leisure time. That’s about it. To say I don’t go out much is an understatement.

While I was researching for this book, I discovered Schlock, an online community that gave me access to lots of fantasy fiction fans reviewing the latest books and discussing specific tropes they like. It was through Schlock that I got the idea to write a foot massage scene. Apparently, it’s quite a fetish among some people. Speaking of which, I better continue writing about Dilla’s first encounter with King Peremon and his beautiful big feet. I type:

Short, manicured nails, straight toes, golden skin with a light dusting of dark hair at the ankles. The feet lay still in a relaxed pose, crossed at the ankles. As I watch, I notice his right foot begin to wriggle. Then the foot is raised slightly and pointed at me. I stare in fascinated confusion until I hear a booming voice. “Well, what are you waiting for? Rub my feet!”

I lose myself happily in my writing, while Dilla gives King Peremon a foot massage.


Chapter 2

Jacob


It’s been yet another hectic day. Being CEO of the company I started with my cousin means there’s never a spare or dull moment. I love it. The rush of adrenaline when I’m about to close a deal. The excitement of recognising fresh opportunities, injecting creative input and bringing them to the market. I even like the challenges and mishaps—of which there have been many. Nothing beats putting your energy into solving a problem and the satisfaction when it’s resolved.

What started as a small, two-person operation in my family’s basement, has grown into one of the largest digital media producers in America. Now, we’re expanding. I’ve brokered a deal with a company called Audica to produce our audiobook catalog in various languages and distribute them to a wider international market. For the past two months, I’ve lived and breathed this deal, and thirty minutes ago, we finally crossed the finish line.

I’m in the mood to celebrate. Not the cracking of the champagne type of celebration. No, what I need right now is a good fuck. I pick up the phone and call Alicia. It’s 7:00 pm, so she should be home. Two rings and she picks up.

“I’m coming over.”

Alicia doesn’t miss a beat. “You closed the deal?”

“You bet your ass I did. Speaking of that ass. I want it spread and ready for me. I’ll be there in twenty.”

Alicia snickers. “Better make that ten. It’s been a good long while since I had that gorgeous cock and I’m needy.”

I smirk. “Your wish is my command,” and end the call. Seconds later, I’m heading out of the office.

★ ★ ★


I come awake slowly and stretch. Beside me, Alicia is slumbering quietly, her hair spread in a wild mess all over the pillow. I smile. Last night was wild. I fucked her against the wall the minute I walked through the door. Then I ate her pussy, and fucked her long and hard in bed… and in the shower. Mmm, I needed that.

I get up and gather my scattered clothes to get dressed. I don’t usually spend the night here. There’s not even a spare set of clothes or toothbrush, even though Alicia and I have been dating for six months. I like my own space far too much and I sleep better when it’s just me. However, I was too wiped last night to get back home. Now, I feel that itch to be back in my own space. I brush a gentle kiss along Alicia’s cheek and murmur, “I’m heading out.”

Alicia stirs and mumbles in a sleepy voice, “Stay awhile. I’ll make you coffee.”

“No sweetie, I’m good. You catch up on your sleep.” I kiss her one more time, then head out.

As I drive home, I wind down the window to catch the early morning breeze. It rained overnight, and the air is redolent of sweet, damp earth. Life is good. Business is booming. I have a beautiful, intelligent and fucking sexy girlfriend. What more could a guy want?

And like clockwork, my mom’s voice sounds loud and clear in my head. “Hijo, making money is good. But what good is money if you don’t have a family?”

It’s no big secret that my mom—and let’s be honest my dad too—are craving grandchildren. I wish my younger sisters would oblige so the weight of expectation would stop falling on me. But my sisters are career driven just like me. No child on any of our horizons.

I take a minute to imagine settling down and having children with Alicia. I can’t quite picture it. For better or worse, my vision of a long-term relationship is colored by mom and dad’s marriage. They may bicker, but they have each other’s back. When times are hard—and there have been many hard times—they’re always there for each other. I haven’t yet met anyone in Tinseltown who could be that person for me.

I blow at a wayward strand of hair impatiently. Maybe I’m setting the bar too high. After all, what my parents have is rare, and aspiring to it could very well condemn me to eternal bachelorhood. Realistically, I could do a lot worse than Alicia. As I park in my garage, I make a mental note to put more effort into my relationship with her from now on.

An hour later, I’m showered and changed, and walking through the front lobby of Sintor Media. Sin, as in my surname Sinclair and Tor, from my cousin Gabriel’s surname Torres. I’m greeted with cheers and high fives from my colleagues, still high from yesterday’s deal. I bask in the glory for a moment or two, then I get down to work.

Mid-afternoon, I decide to drop in on the weekly meeting with the production team. The production side of things is mainly Gabriel’s area of purview, but I still like to keep on top of what talent we have and what projects are in the works. We’ve recently signed a new author, Cora Dawson, who has written a trilogy of sci-fi romance books that are gaining traction in the eBook market. We believe the stories are so good that they can break through the sci-fi genre and reach a wider audience. And by a wider audience, I’m talking bestseller lists and movie rights.

As I join the meeting and get a seat around the conference room table, it’s little surprise that Cora Dawson’s Sitarra trilogy is the topic of conversation. We’re in the process of producing the audiobooks for all three stories. Gabriel and his team have spent the last few weeks doing the casting and listening to dozens of auditions. We’ve found our male lead and most of the side characters, but are still casting around for the right voice to do the female lead. So far, with little success.

Gabriel looks around the table and asks if anybody has suggestions. Alex, a recent hire in acquisitions, hesitantly says, “I’ve been listening to The Labors of Dilla, a story by this new author, Emily Steel, who also narrates her own books. She’s got an interesting voice. Husky and sweet all at once. Maybe we should give her a listen?”

Gabriel smiles at him encouragingly. “Let’s hear it.”

Alex brings up the audiobook on his tablet and starts to play a short clip. We all listen to Emily Steel narrate a scene where the main character, Dilla, is giving a foot massage to a King Peremon. Alex is right. Emily Steel has a husky timbre to her voice, with a sweet lilt. I’m captivated. Everyone else is too.

When the clip is over, Gabriel looks to me, and I nod. My cousin and I are on the same wavelength. He often knows what I’m thinking and vice versa. Right now, our senses are telling us that this voice is unique and memorable. It could be a good fit for our project.

Gabriel smiles approvingly at Alex. “Good work! Let’s make contact with this Emily Steel and invite her to send in an audition. Can you also email us the link to the book? I’d like to listen to more of it.”

“Sure,” responds Alex, “I’ll send it right now.”

The meeting goes on for another forty minutes, then I’m heading back to my office. I still have a mountain of paperwork to get through. I work through it until early evening, then decide to call it a day. Just as I head out the door, I get a call from my mom.

“¿Mi amor, cómo estás?”

“Hey mama, estoy bien. Actually, I’ve been meaning to call and tell you the good news. We finally closed on that deal I was telling you about.”


“¡Qué padre! This is very good news! I’m so proud of you, mijo.”


“Thanks, mom. And how are you and dad?”


“We’re good. We’re good. Mijo, I was calling to see if you can come to dinner on Wednesday. Your aunty Sonia is here, and she’d like to see you.”


I check my calendar. “Sorry, mom, I’m attending an event with Alicia that night. How about we make it Thursday?”

“Hmm, we can do that. And how is Alicia?” mom enquires, her tone going tepid. My mom has only met Alicia once. She won’t say anything, but it doesn’t take a genius to figure out that she doesn’t see her as daughter-in-law material.

“She’s great, mom. Listen, I’m heading out now. I’ll see you Thursday, ok? Love you.”

“Love you too.”

I hang up and frown as I take a last look at my calendar. On Wednesday, I’m attending the opening of an art exhibition by an up-and-coming performance artist. I’m not much of an art collector, but these events are good opportunities to schmooze. Alicia got us the invites as she’s a PR executive—in fact that’s how we met. She helps our business with its image and with networking.

Schmoozing is really not my favorite part of the job. It doesn’t come naturally to me, though I’m such a pro now that few people would know how hard I’ve had to work at it. I’ve perfected the firm and confident handshake. I can turn on the charm, smile and do the small talk. I can drop mentions of my business or current projects at the opportune moments. I also make sure I look the part. After all, I live in LA, the capital of see and be seen where like it or not, appearances matter. So, I keep in shape, and make sure I’m groomed to look smart and successful.

No, I don’t enjoy the schmoozing part of my job, but I suck it up and do it. No job is perfect, right? And Sunday, I can recharge. That’s my day, where I can be totally alone. I’ve been spending most of my recent Sundays slowly renovating the house I bought last year. It’s been very therapeutic.

With a tired sigh, I head out of the office and take the elevator down to the garage. Before starting the car, I pull out Alex’s email with the link to the story by Emily Steel. I download it on to my phone and start listening on the drive home. That gorgeous husky voice washes over me like a soothing tonic, and I feel the stresses of the day begin to ebb away.


Chapter 3

Audrey


"You look like death warmed over.” My friend Lisa sits across from me in the hospital cafeteria. She’s an occupational therapist and works at the same hospital as I do. We try to meet up for lunch whenever our schedules allow.

I smile weakly. “And good day to you too.”

“So, did you get it all done?”

Lisa knows I’ve just spent the entire weekend recording the audio for my latest book, The Labors of Dilla, and editing the audio files. This is my third audiobook recording so far. A year ago, I looked into turning my novels into audiobooks and realized the only way I could afford to do it was if I narrated them myself. I got some help from Lisa’s younger brother, who happens to be an audio technician. He helped me buy the equipment I needed at an affordable price and showed me how to record and edit my work.

The first novel took me some time to record, while I learned the ropes, but I’m getting the hang of it now. I worked until late last night finalizing the edits and uploading the audio file to my seller accounts. I’ve had positive reviews so far for my latest novel, and I’m hoping for a decent number of sales from the audio version. But after the buzz of achievement, I’m now incredibly weary and just trying to get through my day without collapsing in exhaustion.

“All done,” I reply. “It took me until three in the morning, so I’m a zombie right now.”

“Well done you! When you get a chance, send me the file so I can listen to it.”

“Will do,” I say.

“So,” Lisa says, “Ben and I are going out for pizza this Saturday night. Remember I told you about Ben’s old high school friend, Jack, who’s recently moved here? He’ll be there and I thought it would be nice if you could join us and make it into a foursome.”

“Lisa!” I groan. “We’ve done this before with Ross, remember? Didn’t work out.”

A few years ago, Lisa set me up with Ross, a mechanic who works in the same garage as her boyfriend, Ben. The guy was sexy, all muscles and tattoos, and he knew how to turn on the charm. He easily seduced inexperienced me—I’d only had one short-lived relationship up till then—but he turned out not to be long-term material. Three weeks into our liaison, Ross decided he was ready to move on to his next conquest, and informed me of this in his signature dude kind of way.

“Hey Audrey,” he’d rumbled one morning as I came down from my orgasm. “We’ve had fun, and you’re a great girl. But you know, it’s time for the Ross Love Machine to move on. So, gotta go babe.”


The Ross Love Machine. I kid you not, that’s what he said. After that, I decided book boyfriends were a much safer bet.

Lisa ignores my protests. “No, hear me out. It would be good for you to go out and celebrate finishing your book. Don’t think of it as a date. I’m not setting you up or anything, though between you and me, Jack is a catch. You could do a lot worse. But as I said, it’s not a date. Just four friends going out for a meal and having a fun night out.”

I yawn and sigh again. “Let me think about it, ok? I’m not making any promises.”

Lisa smiles and lets it go. She won’t push. She never does, and I appreciate that about her. Who knows? She might be right. I do need to go out and celebrate. Who better to do it with than my good friend? But first, I need to get through the rest of the week. I have several long shifts ahead of me.

★ ★ ★


Friday evening, I get back home at 7:00 pm, exhausted. I have the next two days off, thankfully. I take my coat and shoes off in the hallway, then slip my feet into a comfortable pair of slippers I wear at home. In the kitchen, I examine the contents of my fridge. Nothing much except for some limp salad leaves and a bit of broccolini. Ramen noodles for dinner it is, with the broccolini and the salad. I tiredly make up my dinner, then place it on a tray and eat in front of the TV.

I contemplate going out tomorrow with Lisa. Should I go? It would be nice to eat out for a change, and I do need to celebrate completing my book. Still, I hesitate. The thought of sitting for an entire meal with a stranger and having to make conversation is intimidating. So out of my comfort zone. Even if it’s not a date officially, it sort of is.

I give myself a pep talk. Audrey, think of Dilla, overcoming her fears to perform the ten feats for King Peremon. If she can do it, so can you. It’s not like you have to fight some raging beast or face off with a terrifying demon. All you have to do is have a meal out with your friends. Surely even you can do that. A quote comes to my mind from a speech I studied years ago in a persuasive writing class.

“The future doesn’t belong to the fainthearted; it belongs to the brave.”


Time to be brave, Audrey. Before I change my mind, I send off a quick text to Lisa.


Me: Count me in for tomorrow.


Lisa: Great. Meet you at Buddy’s. 8 pm.


Me: I’ll be there.

I finish my dinner, shower and change into my PJs. Once I’m in bed, I open my laptop to check the latest sales data for my books. It’s looking good. More money I can put into my savings. I also notice an email from a person named Alex Morales at Sintor Media. Interesting. I open it and read.

Hello Emily,

I’m Alex Morales and I work as an acquisitions and author relations assistant at Sintor Media, one of the largest independent producers of audiobooks. We are currently in the process of producing the audiobooks for the Sitarra trilogy by Cora Dawson. After listening to the audio version of your novel, The Labors of Dilla, I feel your narration would be a good fit for the part of Velana and would like to invite you to audition. I attach the text for the audition and would be grateful if you could send back your recording at the latest by August 15th. If you have any queries, please do not hesitate to contact me to discuss this further.

With kind regards,

Alex

The Sitarra trilogy. I’ve read the books, and I’m a massive fan. Cora Dawson has been a huge influence on my own writing. What a great opportunity this could be! Am I up to this kind of job? It’s one thing to narrate my own books, but to work as a voice actor on a professional production is quite another. Be brave, Audrey, wasn’t that what I was telling myself only minutes ago? If I don’t do the audition, I’ll kick myself. I skim through the text I need to narrate and practise it a few times. I can do this. First thing tomorrow, I’ll record the audition.

★ ★ ★


Saturday evening, I’m getting ready to go out. I check my meager wardrobe. Not much there to choose from. In the end I settle for my one pair of skinny jeans and the smartest looking top I have. It’s pale gray, long and baggy as I like, but also styled with waterfall layers to give it a bit of body. For make-up, I powder my face and put on a little blush. No mascara. I tend to rub my eyes, and I hate getting mascara smudges. I leave my short hair falling naturally around my shoulders, with just one hair clip to keep things in place. One last look in the mirror, and I’m ready to go.

I hesitantly walk into Buddy’s twenty minutes later and look around for Lisa. At first, I don’t see her in the crowded room, and my heart sinks. Then I catch sight of her distinctive hair. The left half of Lisa’s hair is black, and the right half is dyed a bright shade of reddish pink, sort of like a ying and yang hairdo. It’s certainly unusual, but it suits her.

I make my way towards the table. Sitting with Lisa is her boyfriend Ben and another guy—presumably Jack. Ben gives me a smile and a wave.

“You made it!” beams Lisa, greeting me with a hug. As I settle into my seat, she makes quick work of the introductions. “Jack, meet Audrey. Audrey, this is Jack.”

Jack gives a shy smile and a “Hi.” I respond in kind. As we order our pizzas, I surreptitiously examine him. He seems to be around my age, with a pleasant face. Not handsome but also not bad looking either. He’s not hugely talkative, so most of the conversation falls to Lisa and Ben. Lisa tells Jack that I’ve just completed my third novel and recorded it as an audiobook. I hang my head and look down at my hands in mortification. Really, does she have to put the spotlight on me? Then Ben speaks up, surprising me.

“It’s really good! Lisa was playing it in the house and I kinda listened while I was resting on the couch. Before I knew it, I was hooked.” He grins, pointing a finger at me. “That foot massage scene was epic!”

“A foot massage scene?” Jack looks confused. “What kind of book is it?”

I gather my courage to answer. “It’s a fantasy retelling of the ancient Greek myth, the Labors of Hercules. Except in my story, Hercules is a she, not a he.”

Jack quirks his lips. “I see. And one of her labors is to give a foot massage?”

“Not quite,” I say, “Dilla—that’s my main character—well she’s committed a big mistake and has to atone for her sins. She has to serve King Peremon by completing ten dangerous feats for him, like slaying a monster, even though she’s timid and not at all heroic. Well, at the beginning of the story, she goes to King Peremon and prostrates herself at his feet, but all he does is ignore her and keep her waiting for hours on the floor. Then finally, he wriggles his feet at her and orders her to give them a massage.”

I cast a look at Ben and continue, “You know, I spent ages researching for that scene and ended up checking out some pretty kinky foot fetish sites. I have well and truly been schooled.”

“Oh yeah? Well, consider that a worthwhile investment of your time because that foot massage was hot!”

“I’ve been hoping it gave you some inspiration.” Lisa flutters her eyelashes at Ben and looks at him hopefully, swinging a foot in his direction.

“Funny you should say that, Lees, I was hoping it had inspired you into taking care of your man’s big feet.”

She blows him a kiss. “That could be arranged.”

We all laugh and then Jack addresses me. “That sounds so cool, Audrey. What’s the title of the book? Let me look it up now on my Kindle App.”

I give him the details and in less than a minute, he’s downloaded the book onto his phone. I remember about the audition for Cora Dawson’s book and tell Lisa all about the email I received last night. She whoops in excitement. She is a massive Cora Dawson fan.

“Oh my God! This is big! Tell me you’re going to audition. You have got to do this!”

“Relax,” I smile. “I already recorded the audition and sent it off this morning.”

“Go girl!” Lisa high fives me.

“Probably nothing will come of it.”

“I disagree,” cries my friend. “If they’ve gone to the trouble to contact you, then they are very interested.”

“We shall see.”

Just then, our pizzas arrive. We start eating, and the conversation moves to other topics. As the evening progresses, Jack loses some of his initial reserve, and I learn a bit more about him. He’s a freelance website and graphic designer. He loves reading comic books and is an avid cyclist in his spare time. He’s easy company, and I feel myself relax and start to enjoy the evening.

Before I know it, dinner is over. Lisa and Ben want to go to a local bar for drinks. That’s just too much noise and too many people for me, so I decline the invite to join them and decide to head home. As I make my farewells, Jack looks my way and says, “It was great meeting you, Audrey. I hope to see you again sometime.”

I smile, “Likewise.”

Then I’m walking home with a spring in my step. An audition and possibly a date. Things are looking up.


Chapter 4

Audrey

Twelve years ago


"So, what are we watching?” I ask mom as we pile together on the couch for our weekly movie night. Mom’s tastes are eclectic. One week we could be watching a tense thriller or adventure, the next a comedy or a horror, nothing too horrific though, as I’m only fourteen. We’ve watched movies from all the ages—just last week in fact, it was a black and white comedy featuring two famous actors called Laurel and Hardy. We shared many laughs at their ridiculous antics trying to deliver a piano.

Mom arranges the blankets around our feet, so they’re well tucked in, keeping the chill of the winter evening at bay. “It’s a classic movie called Sabrina, starring Audrey Hepburn,” she says.

“The Audrey you named me after?”

“The very one. This is my favorite of her movies.”

“Cool.”

We watch together, snug in the warmth of the blanket, my head resting on mom’s shoulder. In the movie, Sabrina is the daughter of a chauffeur working for the wealthy Larrabee family. She fancies herself in love with their rich playboy son David, but in the end though, she falls for his stern older brother Linus instead. I sigh as the movie closes on a scene with Linus finding Sabrina on the ship she is taking to Paris.

“One day, I want to travel on a ship to Paris, just like Sabrina,” I tell mom.

“One day, you will, if that is your wish. It’s up to you to make it happen.” Mom ruffles my hair fondly. “You know, you have a look of Sabrina, with your short curls and cute elfin face. Only of course, you’re more beautiful.”

“Mom!” 

“Don’t mom me, it’s true.”

I guess that’s a mom’s job, telling you things like that so you grow in confidence. I know the truth though; I’ve seen my face in the mirror. I hug her. “Thanks mom, I really enjoyed that movie.”
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