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Perfect.

The final element of Calista Saunders’ grand and daring initiative, revenge on her dad’s best friends, was poised for takeoff.

The catsuit she’d ordered from an adult online store, Dick’s Dolls and Dildos—because Dick is the owner and dolls and dildos were what he sold—arrived that morning, setting everything into motion all at once.

Having no idea how to deal with latex but knowing the garment needed to be thoroughly washed before she donned it, Calista spent some time watching a few videos online to learn what to do. It was gently washed in room temperature water with baby shampoo and then hung out to dry. Easy.

It was time.

She stepped out of the bathroom, hair and body wrapped separately in thick fluffy towels after her all-encompassing whole nine yards and then some shower from shaving to scrubbing and everything in between. Her skin sparkled she shone so bright.

“Did I tell you, you’re nuts?”

Her best friend in the whole wide world, back from an expedition in some jungle in South America collecting some unearthly—in Calista’s opinion—specimens, sat crossed-legged on Calista’s bed, eating from a bowl of cherries she’d snagged from the fridge.

“Yes, Tabby. Six times in the half-hour since you arrived. But I’m still not getting it. What do you mean I’m nuts?” Calista shrugged in mock confusion.

But saying she was nuts was putting it mildly. If her friend were measuring the level of her insanity by the size of a nut, then she hated to break it to Tabby, but her level of nuts was probably more the size of a planet. She wasn’t going to admit it, though. Not even to Tabby.

But she couldn’t stop now.

Once she got to speak her mind, which, put succinctly, was, Hi, remember me? And then, Thanks for forgetting me; she planned to walk out the door and never waste another thought on Zachariah Smith, Reece Fischer, and Bradford Evans ever again. Not one single thought.

She was going to move on with her life and no longer obsess about the men who had abandoned her as if she’d suddenly become persona non grata, with a massive X on her forehead for do not look at, talk to, or touch “Are you sure this is a good idea, Cal? They don’t seem like the kind of men who are going to go, Haha, nice one; you got us when you just show up. They seem kind of dangerous. Those suits of theirs may cost tens of thousands of dollars, but they hide nothing. Beneath it all, they seem really quite scary. Sexy but scary. Gorgeous but scary. Insanely rich, but oh so scary.”

“First of all, it’s a brilliant idea, and they deserve their just desserts. No, they deserve no desserts, they deserve only justice. And second, I’m not scared of them. I grew up with them.”

“You did not grow up with them. You grew up with me; we were always together, Cal. Always. Together. And I know for a fact that you only saw them a total of five times because I was with you each time.

“They’re not the typical warm fuzzy best friends of your dad, who you get to call uncle because they give you piggyback rides and come around for barbecues every weekend. They barely even smiled at us,” Tabby said, took a breath, softened her eyes, and carried on.

“This is because your dad’s death day is coming up, isn’t it?” she asked gently.

“No. Yes,” Calista said, biting her lip. There wasn’t anything she could keep from Tabby Martinez. They grew up in houses opposite each other and were joined at the hip before they could walk.

“At this point, I don’t even want to know why they just discarded me like yesterday’s trash—”

“Oh no, babe, you’re not trash. You’re the prettiest fucking gram of antimatter there is, and they could never afford you, even with all their billions.” Trust her scientist friend to compare her to being as expensive as antimatter.

Calista gave Tabby an upside-down smile and made a heart sign with her fingers. Tabby was always the one to talk her out of everything, but no one else besides her parents had her back better than Tabby.

“Ditto,” Tabby said.

She was right about them, though. Zachariah Smith, Reece Fischer, and Bradford Evans had been her dad’s best friends, but they led completely different lives. They were self-made billionaires, while her dad steadfastly chose love, marriage, and a job as an administrator at a textile company. Hank Saunders just wanted to live an ordinary life. His best friends from kindergarten wanted more. They wanted everything.

Her dad gave his family the best life he could. They were comfortable, never wanted for anything—too outlandish, that is. They lived a middle-class existence, drove practical cars, and took yearly vacations to the beach. They were ordinary folk and happy.

She also remembered that no matter how hard his best friends tried to hand him millions of dollars for no reason, her dad refused to take it. He didn’t need it because he was happy with what he had and not a penny more.

Tabby was also right about the number of times she saw them. They’d always been there for the most monumental times of her dad’s life: when they lost their house in a fire when she was five years old; when her mother was diagnosed with cancer when she was thirteen; when her mom died when she was fifteen; when her dad met with an accident when she was eighteen, eleven months and twenty-eight days; and when he died a week after she turned nineteen at his funeral.

That had been the last she’d seen them. Five years ago, and not a single word from them since then. Which was odd, considering she’d been standing right there, with all three of them, in the hospital room with her dad, moments before he passed, but not without making the men he loved like blood brothers promise they would look after his little girl because she had no one now.

What did Zachariah Smith, Reece Fischer, and Bradford Evans do instead?

They put ten million dollars into her bank account and renounced her. 
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How could Calista not be mad at them?

They paid her a ridiculous sum of money then they point blank refused to see her after her dad’s funeral.

Not that she hadn’t tried to see them over the last few years. She had. She called. She visited them at their skyscraper office. She waited for them at their home. She stalked them. And each time, she failed to make contact. They just avoided her like the plague.

It bothered her. For four freaking long years, it bothered her, but this year it seemed to consume her. How could they call themselves her dad’s best friends when they couldn’t honor his last dying wish?

And it wasn’t as if she needed looking after anyway. She was already a grownup. Her dad had left her some money, so she didn’t need theirs. She finished school, got her degree, and landed a job in marketing at a reputable retail company. She didn’t need babysitting, for goodness’ sake.

All she wanted was to meet for lunch once in a while. They could tell her stories about her dad when they were young. They were the only three men who knew her dad better than anyone else alive.

So was she the problem for their grand scale shunning? Did they just not like her enough to show her a couple of minutes of their time? Well, she was having none of that. Not anymore. They were going to face her head on whether they liked it or not. They didn’t like it or they would still be in her life. And now she couldn’t wait for the shock that was bound to register on their stupid handsome faces when they discovered she was KittyHotStuff69.

Oh, yes, they were going to put the S in surprise when they saw her face-to-face. Well, her face to them all tied up, so they wouldn’t be able to evade her. Her revenge plans were foolproof.

KittyHotStuff69 was foolproof.

And they deserved it, she reassured herself again. Did they have any idea how much her dad loved them? He spoke about them nonstop. He was in awe of them. He admired them. And this was how they responded to his friendship in death, by throwing his only child aside like she didn’t matter at all? Nope, she wasn’t going to allow them to get off without some repercussion: her. She was the repercussion of their rather callous actions.

“I’m going to look them dead in the eye when I say adieus, which will be before I let them know I cracked their snub crusade against me because ‘gotcha, I’m KittyHotStuff69,’ and they couldn’t avoid me.”

“You’re not Kitty... Okay, never mind. I get it. But god have mercy. I’m too afraid to ask, but what exactly are you going to do? What grand, insane, diabolical plan did you concoct while I was conveniently knee-deep in sludge getting my ass bitten off by mosquitoes?”

“Okay, so...,” Calista took a deep breath. “My plan is not entirely diabolical. It’s just the right amount of unhinged to get my point across. In fact, I think I deserve to be called a genius for what I devised given my limited resources.”

“Just tell me,” Tabby said, waving her on.

“So you know that club they go to?”

“The secret BDSM one?” Tabby asked, her eyes as wide as plates, shaking her head at the same time.

“Just hear me out. But yes, that one. House of Saber. Anyway, three days ago, I tried one last time to get in.” She decided to try the club instead of their office or their home because entering those spaces was virtually impossible.

“Naturally, I was only allowed onto level one, which is a very classy bar, and I could get a week's worth of food for the price of one drink. I tried begging the security guy to let me go to the upper levels, but I just couldn’t wear him down. While I was sitting at the bar, drinking away my grocery budget, and trying to see if I’d have better luck with the barman in getting onto the next level, this woman slid in next to me. Oh my god, Tabby, she was stunning. No, an actual goddess. Regal. Magnificent. And I’m not exaggerating.

“She was wearing this leather pencil skirt, and a corset, and her shoes? To die for. The barman bowed to her. Bowed to her. And called her Lady Night. Lady Night. He served her a drink and bowed to her again. Then she looked at me—gave me this intense once-over—and asked me why I wanted to go up—was I looking for a job?

“I told myself to think fast, this might be it. So I said, ‘yes,’ and she said, ‘that’s not true.’ Then she told me to come sit with her in one of the booths and tell her my story. Oversharer that I am, that’s what I did. I told her everything—who they were, what they meant to my dad, what they did to me. And guess what?”

“What?” Tabby shouted.

“She knows them. She knows Zachariah, she knows Reece, and she knows Bradford. Can you believe that? She said she’s known them for years, and it doesn’t sound like something they would do, and now she’s invested, and she wants to know why they did that to me. And that’s how I became KittyHotStuff69.”

“Calista Anne Saunders, do you want me to kill you?” Tabby shrieked, bounced off the bed, and started to shake Calista by the shoulders. “How, dammit, how did you become KittyHotStuff69?”
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Calista plastered a smug smile on her face as she explained exactly how she became KittyHotStuff69.

“Lady Night asked if I was doing anything on Friday night, which is tonight, and I said, ‘no.’ She asked if I had a latex catsuit and mask, and I said, ‘no,’ and she said to order some online. Apparently, she sends them presents for their birthdays which is around this time of the year and she’s going to send me, KittyHotStuff69. She is sending them a real present anyway, it’s in that briefcase,” Calista said and pointed to a black bag on her desk.
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