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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


"Another great book signing Vanessa," my publicist told me as I started to board the plane.

"Thanks Andy," I replied. "I am boarding now, talk to you next week?"

"Yes," Andy responded. "Have a great flight."

I got on the plane and took my seat.

I usually took the red-eye everywhere, as it was easier that way. Not many people recognized me as I sat back in my chair.

I decided to fly coach tonight as I needed ideas for my next book. I looked at the other passengers boarding the plane and putting their luggage away or talking to each other.

This was how I got the inspiration to write by watching ordinary people going about their normal day-to-day activities. 

I could have flown first class and sat with others like me, business people, wealthy individuals, and sometimes I did. However, I wanted my next book to feel more authentic, and that only came from real people.

I wrote love/romance books with a sultry side, not smut, not porn, sultry. Yes, sex was part of my books, but just the soft side, the kisses and feelings that led to sex were what I wrote; there was no actual sex or, as my editor would say, penetration, just foreplay, then I trailed off and left it for the reader's imagination.

Most of my readers were women. I had some men who read my books, but most of them only read them because they wanted to impress someone.

I saw a young couple holding hands in the row beside me. I could see they were in love, probably newlyweds or at the start of a new and happy relationship. They smiled, put their heads together, and stared into each other's eyes.

I took out my notebook and did my usual thing. I asked myself questions that would lead me forward in my book: Where were they going? Who were their parents? Was their love forbidden? These and other questions I wrote down as I looked at them.

Later, I would refine things, but this is how I began every book: with simple questions that led to award-winning romance books.

I had just come from a large book signing with cameras and a large crowd. Some of my books have even been adapted for the big and small screens. The guy sitting next to me didn't know it, but he was sitting next to a world-renowned author.

I never dressed the part or acted the part of a wealthy person. Tonight, I was wearing sweatpants and a sweater with a hoodie pulled over my head and earbuds in my ears.

My luggage was on another plane, already landing back at home, where my caretakers and other house assistants would take care of everything.

I often hid among the regular folk. I found it much easier to hide in plain sight than to announce my arrival and departure.

I didn't mind the attention when signing books or attending conventions, but when it was just me, I wanted to be plain Vanessa Coleridge without the frills and the drama.

I settled back in my seat and drifted off to sleep. The wheels touched down, and I was back home.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  
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"Hey Jefferson," I greeted my assistant outside the airport.

"Vanessa," he responded as he opened the door to the limo.

I sat down and waited for him to berate me for flying coach or not taking a private jet.

"Well?" I stared over at him as he stared at me with that look he usually gave me when I flew coach.

"You know what I am going to say, so why bother," he smirked as he looked at the window.

"Great the silent treatment?" I folded my arms.

I had known Carl Jefferson for most of my life. Before I became a writer, he was my neighbor, and he had always encouraged me to keep writing, even though many people and publishers had turned me down. Carl was the only one in my corner telling me to keep going.

"Okay fine," I submitted to his tantrum. "You were right."
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