





[image: The Ex Effect by Jo Watson]












Jo Watson is the bestselling author of the Destination Love series, Love to Hate You which has sold over 140,000 copies, Love You, Love You Not, You, Me, Forever, Truly, Madly, Like Me and Just The Way I Am. She’s a two-time Watty Award winner with over 50 million reads on Wattpad and 85,000 followers. Jo is an Adidas addict and a Depeche Mode devotee. She lives in South Africa with her family.


For more information, visit her website www.jowatsonwrites.co.uk, follow her on X @JoWatsonWrites and Instagram @JoWatsonWrites and find her on Facebook at /jowatsonwrites.










By Jo Watson



Standalone


Love To Hate You


Love You, Love You Not


What Happens On Vacation


Love At First Flight


The Ex Effect


Starting Over Trilogy


You, Me, Forever


Truly, Madly, Like Me


Just The Way I Am


Destination Love Series


Burning Moon


Almost A Bride


Finding You


After the Rain


The Great Ex-Scape









THE EX EFFECT


[image: ]


JO WATSON


[image: ]









Copyright © Jo Watson 2025


The right of Jo Watson to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


First published in 2025 by Headline Eternal


An imprint of Headline Publishing Group Limited


Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.


All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library


eISBN: 9781035400508 


HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP LIMITED


An Hachette UK Company


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


www.headlineeternal.com


www.headline.co.uk


www.hachette.co.uk










Praise for Jo Watson’s charming rom-coms!



‘A complete joy: funny, charming, heartwarming and insightful’


PAIGE TOON


‘This sizzling, steamy enemies to lovers romance will keep you hooked throughout – and have you laughing out loud, too!’


BETH REEKLES


‘A total joy to read. Witty, romantic and laced with *chef’s kiss* sexual tension, it’s the perfect slice of summer escapism’


CATHERINE WALSH


‘Sizzling, sexy and great fun – the perfect holiday read’


SOPHIE COUSENS


‘Delicious rom-com and a genre I personally call autistic-uplit meet in a perfect match. I LOVED this book’


GAIL SCHIMMEL


‘Sparkling and sincere, Love at First Flight perfectly encapsulates what romance readers love most about the genre: that everyone deserves the joy and beauty of falling in love. What a gem!’


THERESE BEHARRIE
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Ash


Can you be sexually cursed?


And I don’t mean that in a cute “magical hex” kind of way. The old “Oh shame, she has such bad luck” kind of way. I mean in the most serious way possible. In the “Oh fuck, her eyes are rolling back in her head—she’s projectile vomiting green stuff” kind of way. Because that’s me. Seriously, sexually cursed. If there was an exorcist for the kind of curse that I’ve been living under, I would call them. But I don’t think the Catholic Church has a branch that deals with sexual curses. In fact, it would be easier if I was possessed by Satan himself, then I could call someone who would arrive with a rosary and holy water, and chant incantations at me.


I’ve even thought of going to a sangoma, a traditional healer who would throw the bones and give me a concoction of herbs and ground-up dried chicken foot in an attempt to break this evil curse. I haven’t yet, but after last night’s Datr date, I think that powdered animal hoof and dried tree bark would be preferable to what I’d had to endure and was currently enduring.


“And you injured yourself how?” the physiotherapist asked in a thoughtful manner as he laid his fingers round my neck.


“Yoga,” I said, wincing as he attempted to push my neck forward.


“You really shouldn’t push yourself too hard,” he said, taking my chin between his hands and moving my head from side to side. “One really needs to listen to one’s body.”


“I’ll remember that for next time,” I mumbled sarcastically, because I knew there would absolutely not be a next time. Last night was the first time, the last time and the only time all rolled into one. Datr date Brad—35, Adventurer, Dreamer, Explorer—was not going to be exploring another centimeter of my body if I had anything to say about it. Last night he’d been such an eager beaver explorer that he’d dropped me on my head while trying to dangle me over a chair so he could take me from behind, evidently. But, as the stupid adventurer had removed his foot from the chair to undo his zipper, the entire chair fell over. I’d fallen flat on my head, hence the need to be at my physio’s office at the crack of dawn before a very busy workday, for which I was now definitely running late and which would have severe knock-on consequences for hours to follow.


“It’s very tight,” the physio said, pulling my neck as far back as he could so I was now looking at the celling.


“Mmm,” I managed, and then tasted something sour in the back of my throat. Because the last time someone had used the word “tight” in relation to me, I’d almost vomited. Call me a prude, but when someone, a man—Simon, 32, looking for someone to keep up with my witty banter—had whispered in my ear while watching the Barbie movie, that he hoped I would be wet and tight for him, I’d put the popcorn down at my feet and walked out. Not before turning to him and telling him I did not think his style of witty banter was for me, or any other women on the planet, for that matter.


“I think you’re going to have to come in again this week so I can continue manipulating it.”


“Sure,” I said, now looking at the left wall of his office where a large medical diagram of the human musculature hung. I zoned in on the thing dangling between the legs of the male medical drawing. Yup! That, right there, was the problem. It could all be blamed on that, that appendage. That was the cause of it all. The cause of my neck injury, the cause of the terrible yeast infection that took weeks to get over, the cause of one of my broken crowns—and do you have any idea how much a dentist charges to fix one of those things? I almost considered taking out a second mortgage on my apartment—one trip to the emergency room, for him, not me, when Charles, 40, young at heart, had a mini heart attack while humping me. Doing chest compression while waiting for an ambulance to come is a serious mood killer. Not that the mood had been that good to begin with, him banging away on top of me had not actually been that enjoyable. So call me a bad person, but when he’d fallen backwards off the bed and started grabbing at his chest in what looked like pure panicked agony, a part of me was actually relieved.


That appendage over there, which nestled so perfectly between the abductor muscles, had also been the cause of another emergency-room visit, for me, not him. Who knew one could be allergic to tingling and warming condoms? And who knew your labia majora could grow to such a majora size? That appendage had been the cause of many, many, many fake orgasms over the years, copious amounts of pretend moans and a lot of pornographic lip biting. I’ve discovered that biting your lip seems to drive them wild, making them reach orgasm far quicker, thank God! That appendage had done nothing but cause heartbreak—so much heartbreak—and pain over the years, and none more so than a very unlucky number thirteen years ago . . .


THIRTEEN YEARS AGO


“I can’t believe you guys are finally going to do it tonight,” my best friend Sarah said, sitting on the closed toilet while I sat in the bath and shaved my legs to within an inch of their life. I wanted everything to be perfect, and having one hair left on my leg was not in line with the vision of perfection I had for myself.


“It’s going to be amazing,” I said, taking the razor to my big toe as well.


“You guys have waited so long,” Sarah added, fiddling with my various bottles of nail polish, trying the different shades on.


“I know. We just wanted it to be special. We didn’t want to rush into it, even though it’s been really hard not to at times.”


“It’s going to be so worth it,” Sarah replied. “I wish Brad and I had waited a while.”


“Why?” I asked as I focused carefully on my knee now.


“I think we rushed it. I mean I liked him when we had sex, but I wasn’t in love. Not like you and Logan.”


I felt a hot swell in my belly. “I am so completely in love with him. And that’s why everything needs to be perfect tonight!”


“Speaking of, this is the perfect nail polish—it’ll match the lingerie you bought.”


She held up the soft pink polish that did indeed match the corset-style bra, matching G-string panties and a suspender belt and stockings I’d bought for tonight.


I slid down further into the warm, lavender-scented bath water. Tonight was going to be perfect. Magical. Logan and I had been dating for two years and tonight, the night of our farewell ball, the end of our school careers, we were finally going to have sex. This was it—the perfect time we had been waiting for. We were going into a new phase of our lives: adulthood, university, the next chapter. And I wanted to start that next chapter of my life the right way, with him. All of him. I was so glad we’d waited, because this was going to be a moment that we would remember forever, because we intended on spending forever together. And this was the start of that.
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“Like this?” Logan asked.


“I mean, sort of . . . maybe . . . I don’t know.”


“This?”


“Nooo, not like that.”


“Let me try again.”


“Maybe try a different angle . . .  ?”


“I could go a little left?”


“Yes, left. Good idea. Left.”


“Like this?”


“Mmmm, maybe that’s a little too far left? . . . NO, too far right now!”


“Okay, I think I almost have it.”


“Nope, still wrong direction—maybe a little bit up . . .”


“Up, okay, up.”


“A little too far up, definitely down a little.”


“Down.”


“Yup, keep going down . . .”


“Okay.”


“And push a little more.”


“Pushing.”


“. . . TOO FAR DOWN! TOO FAR DOWN! STOP PUSHING!”


“I’m just going to the uh . . .” I jumped off the bed, not bothering to finish that sentence, and ran for the bathroom leaving Logan sitting on the bed. As soon as I was inside, I looked around. I climbed into the shower and closed the door, hoping that would muffle the sounds of the talking I was about to do as I dialed Sara’s number.


She answered on the first ring. “Hey, how’s it going?”


“Oh my God, it’s a disaster.”


“Have you guys had sex yet?”


I put my hand over the phone receiver and lowered my voice even more. “We tried. It didn’t work.”


“Why are you whispering? Wait, where are you? Is he there?”


“I’m in the shower in the bathroom. He’s in the bedroom.” I raised my voice slightly so she could hear.


“What do you mean it didn’t work?”


“It just . . .” I held my head. “Didn’t go where it was supposed to go.”


“Okay, what does that mean?”


I took a deep breath. “It means that it didn’t go in the right place, okay?”


“What place did it go?”


“The other place.”


“OH MY GOD.”


I pulled the phone away from my ear at the loud sound. “Shhhh, don’t shout.”


“Okay, I won’t.” Sarah was whispering again. “But let me get this straight. Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“Yes, it was terrible. I thought sex was meant to be good! Especially when you’re so in love, but it’s been a disaster since it started.”


“Tell me exactly what happened.”


“Okay, so you know we’ve done almost everything, right?”


“Except you haven’t gone down on each other, and, like, actual sex.”


“Right, so he tried to go down on me, and it, God this is so embarrassing, it didn’t . . . He’d didn’t . . . He licked the wrong place, okay!”


“NO, not that place???”


“NO! God no, but he was nowhere near where he should have been. I kept trying to move him there, but that just made him more confused or something, because then he started to blow on me.”


“Blow? As in, with air?”


“Yes!”


“This makes no sense. You’ve got to be joking, right?”


“I’m not. And it still gets worse, because when he went back to licking, I could feel him licking out the A, B, C. I could even hear him whispering the letters out loud. He went all the way to Q when I faked an orgasm just to get him to stop!”


“Oh God, Ash, this is . . . This is . . .” It was clear she didn’t have the words. I didn’t blame her either. Neither did I.


“And I wanted it to be amazing!”


“The first time is never amazing.”


“Your first time wasn’t like this!”


“No.”


Suddenly I heard a knock on the door and quickly cut the call off.


“You okay in there?” Logan asked through the door.


“Fine! Fine!”


“I thought I heard you speaking to someone?”


I panicked and threw myself out of the shower and looked around. “Uh, no. I was watching something on . . . Just, I’m coming. Soon.”


“You sure you’re okay?” he asked again, sounding worried.


“Fine. Give me five,” I shouted back, and waited until I heard him leave.


I went back to my phone, this time messaging Sarah.


Ash: He heard me talking. Let’s message. What if we’re just not sexually compatible?


Sarah: But you’ve been sexually compatible so far.


Ash: But what if we’re not sexually compatible at actual sex.


Sarah: Is that a thing?


Ash: What if we’re no good at sex?


Sarah: Okay, don’t panic. This is your first attempt. Just take a deep breath.


Ash: I’m trying.


Ash: Crap, and now my phone battery is also low. I’m going to have to go soon. What should I do?


Sarah: You guys have waited so long you’re probably both just freaking out.


Sarah: Try again. But be more chilled. Take the pressure off. Have a glass of champagne or something. It’s probably just nerves.


Ash: You’re right—it’s probably nerves.


Sarah: Totally!


Ash: Okay! I’ll try again.


Ash: I just wanted tonight to be perfect.


Sarah: I’m sure it’ll be perfect when it happens.


Ash: You think?


Sarah: I know.


Ash: You’re right. I mean it’s impossible to love someone so much and hate having sex with them, right? When you’re in love, sex is meant to be amazing. It’s not meant to be this terrible, right?


Sarah: Exactly!


Sarah: Go make it happen!


Ash: Okay. I will.


Sarah: It’ll be amazing.


Ash: I know it will.


1 HOUR LATER


Ash: Can you come and fetch me please?


Sarah: Did you guys have sex?


Ash: Well, he got it inside the right place this time.


Sarah: That’s great.


Ash: But only for five seconds . . .


Sarah: Oh, that happens. They finish really fast the first time.


Ash: That’s not what happened.


Sarah: ?


Ash: I don’t think Logan should drink champagne again. Ever.


Sarah: Did he pass out?


Ash: Yes . . . but not before vomiting all over my naked body . . .


Little did I know that would be the last time I saw him. And little did I know how badly it would cause my heart to shatter into a million microscopic pieces that took me years to retrieve and painstakingly put back together until it was whole again—well, almost whole.


Because sometimes I feel like there’s still a tiny part that I’m yet to retrieve, a part that is still missing. I guess that’s what happens when you lose the love of your life.










CHAPTER 2
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Ash


“He did what?” Sarah asked while I waited at the red traffic light that I’d been caught behind for more than ten minutes. Going to the physiotherapist before work had now made me late, and being late in my line of work meant the entire day would probably fall down like a set of dominoes. I’d be playing catch-up until well past 5 p.m.


“He dropped me on my head,” I said, cranking up the AC. The heat was stifling today. Cape Town was in the grip of a heatwave—in fact, the whole of Southern Africa was.


“Okay . . .” She sounded thoughtful. “I’m trying to picture this, but you’re going to have to give me more details.”


“I was bent over the chair, he had his leg up on it, which I guess was acting as a counterweight. I’m not a physicist, but I think that’s how it works. The laws of motion, or whatever it’s called. Then he took his fucking leg off the chair to take his dick out of his pants, and bam!”


“Christ!”


“I know.”


“On your head?”


“On my head,” I repeated.


Sarah was silent for a while, and I took the opportunity to honk my horn at the woman in front of me who clearly didn’t understand the phrase “early morning rush” but instead was leisurely filming herself in the traffic. She was probably a wannabee influencer. There were so many around here that whenever you were out in public you were constantly dodging being in the background of someone’s shot.


“I don’t know what to say,” Sarah finally said, breaking the silence.


“Me neither.”


“The laws of motion are clearly against you. If you’re not being dropped on your head, you’re breaking your finger by being crushed under the gravitational pull of a hotel bed to the floor.”


“That thing was rickety from the start, and it wasn’t even vigorous sex! We hadn’t even technically started having sex.”


“He was a little larger than your usual dates,” Sarah offered.


“I guess that’s what you get from trying to have sex with a bodybuilder from the gym. I’ve had to cancel my membership.”


“Obviously,” Sarah replied.


“I’ve even been forced to change my grocery store, since it’s right next to the gym and he shops there. I’ve had to relearn the entire layout of a new store. Do you know how traumatic it is when you can’t find the cheese and you’re having a cheese emergency?”


“Sorry, Ash. I could try and say something comforting if you want me to?”


“You don’t have to say anything,” I replied, finally making it through the demonic red light. Because she didn’t. We’d had this exact conversation, or a variation thereof, so many times it was boring and quite frankly totally shitty. In fact, my sex life was the only shitty thing in my otherwise amazing life. Everything else in my life was great!


I had a job I absolutely loved and I was really good at it: I was the director of cinematography at one of the best production companies in South Africa, working with arguably the most talented director. I had a big circle of friends who had become like family to me, which I desperately needed after my family fell apart following my sister’s death twenty-three years ago.


Twenty-three years . . . It sounds like a long time. Sounds like everyone should have gotten over it by now, but it’s impossible to get over what was such a shocking, unexpected tragedy. I know I’m still not over it. It’s shaped me in so many ways.


I was financially stable. I owned my own top-floor apartment with an incredible view over Camps Bay in Cape Town, voted most beautiful city in the world. I’d just bought myself a new car, a zooty little red Mini Cooper Sport convertible, which I’d wanted ever since I’d seen an old photo of my mom from the sixties standing next to her Mini. She’d looked so happy in that photo, and I wanted to remember her like that, before it had all gone so wrong. I’d just adopted a rescue kitten, Petal, who I loved more than I ever thought was possible to love an animal. I had awesome neighbors with whom I’d become friends. I was attractive, healthy and had heard myself described as someone with a sparkling personality to boot. There was only one thing that was not going right for me, that had never gone right.


It had been just over thirteen years since the sex curse had been placed on me, and since then, despite a lot of effort and trying, I was yet to break it. I’ve slept with a variety of people too, in an attempt to put an end to it. Initially, I’d thought the curse might be confined to a specific type of person, so I’d ventured out of my comfort zone a few times. From creative artists with twirly moustaches, to beefy bodybuilders, my local barista, to an anesthetist named Sibu who looked like a younger Denzel Washington and had been so, so sexy and the chemistry had been so, so off the hook that I was sure he was going to be the one to finally break it. But when he’d cried during sex and then apologized to me and said he still wasn’t over his divorce, I realized the curse was still firmly in place. Perhaps even more so.


There had been a gorgeous Greek man named Stavros who’d tried to eat an olive out of my belly button as foreplay, an American who’d wanted me to call him Daddy, which I’d refused to do, and of course the many, many Datr fails. It sounds as if I have a sky-high body count, but that’s not actually true. My conversion rate from dating to sex was actually incredibly low. As with my latest chair crasher, Barbie movie man, and the bodybuilder, none of those dates had actually turned into sex. In fact, my sex curse was so bad that even before we’d attempted sex it was already horrific. My sex curse is so strong that the only orgasms I’ve ever had have been at the hands of a toy named Roger.


“I’m almost at work,” I said, turning left towards my office.


“I have to start drafting a long and very boring contract myself. I’m tempted to order up a margarita just to make it a little bit more exciting.”


“I could do with a margarita.” I put my indicator on for the parking lot.


“Shall we round up the gang and do dinner on Friday night?” she asked.


“Please. But you do the rounding—I’m going to have so much work to catch up on.”


“Perfect.”


“Okay, bye,” I said, finally pulling into the office parking lot.


“Byyyeeee,” Sarah replied, hanging up as I pulled up to the security boom and scanned my finger.


“Hi, Ed,” I said, waving over at the building security guard. The poor guy looked boiling in this heat and I made a note to bring him down a cold Coke at lunchtime.


“Hi, Leigh,” he replied, fanning himself. Leigh was my work name. When I’d had to register with the Cinematographers Association of South Africa, there was already an Ashley Smith, so I’d gone with Leigh. It was rather strange at first having different people call me by different names, but I was used to it now.










CHAPTER 3
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Max


I climbed off my bed and pulled on my pants. It was midnight and Jenny, Jolie . . . Jane? Christ, I don’t know, was still sprawled out naked on the bed, snoring. I’d tried to wake her up several times and suggested as politely as possible that it was time to go home—I never let women sleep over—but she was too spent to go anywhere. I’d even offered to call her an Uber so she didn’t have to drive home, a hint I was sure she was going to get, but she’d just rolled over and started snoring in a different position this time.


I walked over to the other end of the room where my T-shirt was lying on the floor and pulled it on. I was struggling to fall asleep next to Julie—Jessica, Jemma? It wasn’t about her—I struggled to fall asleep next to women full stop. I found the act of sleeping with someone way too intimate. And I didn’t mean “intimacy” as in the naked gymnastics we’d just been doing for the last two hours. Sex, fucking, wasn’t intimate. But being unconscious next to someone in a bed, totally exposed and vulnerable, that to me was the ultimate act of intimacy. And I hadn’t done that with a woman for so many years now that it might as well be never.


I padded quietly to my study at the end of the passage on my side of the house. The other side of the house was reserved for my mother and the nursing staff who took care of her. She’d been diagnosed with dementia almost a year ago, which had caused me to move back home to South Africa from Greece, where I’d been living and running my own successful location agency for twelve years. It was late, I needed sleep, and I contemplated crashing on the couch in my office, but there was something on my mind—well, someone to be more specific.


I sat at my desk, opened my laptop, and started trying to type a professional, yet slightly witty and flirty email to the cinematographer, Leigh, that I’d been chatting to for the last three weeks. Her production company was searching for various locations to shoot a very large, high-profile international commercial and they’d employed my agency to provide locations, as well as scout for locations and then organize bookings and management. Our regular correspondence had become something I looked forward to, the highlight of my day actually—God, what did that say about my days, that emails to someone I didn’t even know had become the best part of them? But she made me laugh and emailing her was fun.


And I hated to admit it, but I spent far too long writing and rewriting my emails to her because I was conscious of how I sounded and how I wanted to sound. And I wanted to sound cool, yet casual. Not too casual that I was unprofessional. Smart-casual. Wait, that’s a dress code. Point was that, for some reason, I seemed to care a lot about how this stranger perceived me. And I didn’t even know what she looked like. I’d gone onto the company’s website and clicked on the staff profiles, hoping for a photo of her. But all the staff pics were cartoony avatars. I’d googled her name too, obviously, and found two photos featuring her from industry-award ceremonies. In one of the photos, she was standing behind her director Sebastian and all you could see of her was her arm holding the trophy. She had the most beautiful floral tattoo on her arm, bright, yellow sunflowers. And in the other photo she had her back to the camera. I’d then tried to find her social-media pages, but after an exhaustive search, came up empty handed. It was strange for someone not to have any social media in this day and age, but the truth was I didn’t have any either. Some of us have a good reason to stay offline, like I do. Maybe she had one too? This just piqued my curiosity about her even more.


But despite not knowing what she looked like, despite never hearing her voice or knowing anything personal about her, I liked her. She was so easy to communicate with, and not just professionally. Over the last week or so, our emails had become more and more personal, friendly even. There was just something about her—it was hard to describe or pinpoint. I smiled to myself. Perhaps it also had something to do with the fact that she seemed to like cheese as much as I did. Massive bonus. I think liking cheese says a lot about the caliber of a person.


My love affair with cheese had started after school when I’d gone off to backpack around Europe. I’d soon learned that it was almost compulsory to eat cheese there, especially in France and Italy. And my love of cheese was only further cemented when I decided to settle in Greece and call it home. I looked at the photo on my desk of my old home at sunset right on the Ionian Sea. I’d fallen in love with that spot from the second I’d laid eyes on it.


Staying overseas for so long and only returning home twelve years later had never been the intention. Going traveling had been a knee-jerk reaction to a situation that I’d desperately needed to distance myself from. I’d needed to think, clear my head, figure some stuff out. But I’d landed up putting so much distance between myself and home that returning to South Africa at the beginning of the year had felt like returning to a foreign country. Truthfully, it had not been easy coming back. I’d left friends and familiarity behind to find a mother who barely knew who I was, and a place that no longer felt anything like home.


Maybe that’s why I was enjoying emailing Leigh so much. She was a reprieve from all that, a momentary escape. The feeling I got when talking to her reminded me somewhat of another feeling I’d once had, many, many years ago, for someone else.


I quickly shook my head. I was not going to think about that now.


So I started typing up a first-draft email to send to her in the morning. I was sure that by the time I did actually send it to her, it would probably be on draft ten.










CHAPTER 4
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Ash


Dear Leigh,


Hope you’re having a good day so far. Personally, I’m really looking forward to the weekend, weather report also says that the temperature should drop by a few degrees, so that’s a bonus. I took your advice and have actually invested in a handheld fan, which I’m carrying around with me everywhere.


I have enclosed the links to two more possible shoot locations. They are not on my books personally, but I have already contacted both of them and started a discussion. Both are open to the idea of film-shoot rental. One is a camp in Botswana, surrounded by the Makgadikgadi Pans National Park. I think you’ll like it and I think it works perfectly for the brief. It’s a luxury tented camp reminiscent of a traditional East African safari camp. The second one is on the beaches of Lake Malawi. Again, I think it’s just what you’re looking for. It has that rustic feel your director was talking about, without looking like—how did he put it so eloquently?—“a fucking dump.”


I chuckled to myself. Our director, Sebastian, was not known for mincing his words. In fact, he’d offended most of the people we’d ever worked with, and our producer did less producing work than she should, and more smoothing over and relationship repair. Sebastian was one of those eccentric and very often misunderstood geniuses, but I’d always worked really well with him. It was my job to take his vision and translate that using camera angles, lenses, and lighting to create the mood and feel of the film. In fact, our working relationship was so good that we, and everyone else, referred to us as work husband and wife.


Let me know if you and your director like any of these locations. If they’re not suitable, please let me know so I can get on to others. I have already booked Wellington’s Bar, the Chobe houseboat and the second villa we looked at in Matobo Hills. We do need to hurry with the others, though.


So, I took more of your great advice the other night and tried the Manchego cheese. I paired it with the Spanish green olives and caramelized onions like you suggested. My guests went wild for it. In fact, I think it was the highlight of the dinner party. I would like to think my sparkling personality and generous hosting ability might also have contributed to the praise lavished upon me, but I think it was the cheese that stole the show. I’ve been outdone by a chunk of Manchego!


I’m showing an overseas production company around a villa in Camps Bay on Saturday night, and I want to schmooze them—would love some more suggestions for a cheesy charcuterie board. I’m thinking French champagne and charcuterie. What do you think?


Looking forward to chatting soon and to hearing your next cheese suggestion,


Maximillian Adam


CEO


The Film Place


5 Longstreet Lofts


Cape Town


———


Dear Maximillian,


I feel you—the weekend could not come sooner for me. But only a few degrees?! I need the temp to drop by at least ten degrees. A friend of mine has taken to putting her clothes in the fridge in the morning before she changes. I’m thinking of trying that—the fan is not cutting it anymore.


I’ll have a look at these locations and show them to Sebastian. A tented safari camp is exactly what he’d put into his treatment, so I’m glad you’ve finally found one. If he likes it, hopefully budget allows.


I’m so glad the Manchego was a hit. Don’t feel too bad about not being the highlight of the evening. With a cheese like that, everything pales in comparison, so don’t take it personally. In terms of your charcuterie board, I have a lot of suggestions, but it also depends on how much you want to schmooze the respective clients?


Regards,


Leigh Smith


Director of cinematography, DP


Moving Pixel Films


Kalk Bay


Cape Town


P.S. Are you not concerned that you’re taking suggestions from a total stranger? You seem to be putting a great deal of faith in this stranger’s suggestions?


———


Dear Leigh,


Clothes in the fridge . . . genius. I’m going to try it.


I want to schmooze them so hard they will pay me $12,000 a day for a feature-film shoot!


P.S. Once two people have discussed their mutual love of cheese so extensively, they can no longer be considered strangers.


———


Dear Maximillian,


Well, in that case, there are only three cheeses you will need. Pule—it is made from the milk of a Balkan donkey. It has a tangy, slightly sour taste and pairs really well with something sweet like fresh dates and figs. Another great choice is Comte, a French cheese that goes particularly well with champagne, and lastly, and still a firm favorite, a good quality baked Brie topped with toasted walnuts and fresh caramelized pear served with freshly baked French baguette. If you served me that, I would spend $12,000 a day for a location. In fact, I’d probably do anything to the person who served me that.


Regards,


Leigh Smith


Director of cinematography, DP


Moving Pixel Films


Kalk Bay


Cape Town


———


Dear Leigh,


I’ll keep that in mind for the future! [image: ]


Winky face? Winky face? Was that, was he . . . flirting with me? I took a long, slow sip of my Coke as I stared at the screen. We’d been chatting for almost a month already, but I’d noticed that in the last two weeks Maximillian and I had started talking more about non-shoot-related things. The emails had become much more casual and friendly, and I’d certainly noticed that when I was refreshing my emails I always looked for one from him. Perhaps more eagerly than I should.


I shook my head. Nope! Not happening. The last thing I needed right now was to be email flirting with some location-agency guy. Flirting always ended badly for me. Besides, I needed to get through this shoot, which was proving to be a nightmare, not to mention work on about a million treatments in the next week. Today alone I had two studio-lighting tests and a gear check, followed by a very long meeting with very difficult clients. God, I did need that margarita. I picked up my phone and dropped Sarah a quick message.


Ash: Hope you’re herding for Friday night? I’m in serious need of that drink. And sushi. Can we also have sushi please?


Sarah: Anything else your highness would like to request? What about foot massages while you eat the sushi?


Ash: That actually sounds great!


Sarah: K, see you tomorrow.










CHAPTER 5
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Ash


I couldn’t get home soon enough that night if I tried. It was 7 p.m. when I’d finally finished work. I arrived back at my apartment building and, instead of going to my place, knocked on my neighbor’s door. Anushka opened for me.


“Long day?” she asked, and I nodded.


“Come in. Ayaan is about to dish up dinner, if you want some. Nothing fancy.”


“Oooh, would love some,” I said quickly, knowing that “nothing fancy” actually meant “really fancy,” since they were both such foodies. I walked in and Petal came running up to me meowing, rubbing up against my legs. I bent down and picked her up.


“Baby girl, how was your day?” I asked rhetorically as I gave her some head kisses.


I was so grateful that Anushka and Ayaan loved Petal as much as I did and allowed her in their home. Well, they didn’t have a choice in the matter, really. Very early on, Petal had figured out how to move from my balcony to theirs and back again. I’d found Petal on the side of the road and had brought her home. I’d taken her to the vet and told myself I would hand her over to the SPCA when she was well enough. With my lifestyle, out all day, often away on shoots, it would be cruel to keep a cat. But when I mentioned I was handing Petal over to the SPCA, Ayaan and Anushka were having none of it. Petal had already wormed her way into their hearts, and that’s how she had become a kind of sharing cat between neighbors. They had her during the day and during my shoots, and I got to cuddle with her at night. Everyone won. Especially Petal, who got more love from more people than any animal I know.


I sat down at their dining-room table and Petal jumped onto my lap to cuddle.


“How was your guys’ day?” I asked. Anushka and Ayaan both worked from home running a growing online jewelry company. They had met in college where they’d both studied jewelry design.


“Cool! We have to show you what this client wants us to make as an engagement ring.” Anushka jumped up and raced into their home workshop, emerging moments later with a printed drawing. I took it from her and then turned it this way and that until I figured out what I was looking at.


“Wait, is that Darth Vader?”


“Made of black diamonds.”


“A black diamond Darth Vader,” I mused.


“They love Star Wars. Apparently, they met at a Star Wars convention.” Ayaan walked up to the table and began laying bowls out.


“That’s really cute,” I said, feeling a little twinge of jealousy. I’d grown up being the biggest romantic. I’d had these huge romantic plans and notions for my future and since the age of ten knew exactly what I wanted my wedding to look like. Sometimes, I think that my younger self’s expectations had been set way too high. Teenage me had been naïve, way too idealistic when it came to matters of the heart, not to mention matters of that organ somewhat south of the heart. But, despite all the bad sex and bad dates, I still wanted that. I wanted someone to get down on one knee and present me with a black diamond Darth Vader ring because they were so in love with me and knew me so, so well that they knew that giving me a Darth Vader ring would be an absolute dream come true and that I would look down at that ring every single day and know how loved and special I was. Well, I wanted my version of a Darth Vader ring anyway, which in my case would probably be a block of yellow diamond cheese.


“Do you get yellow diamonds?” I heard myself asking out loud as I imagined this block of shiny cheese on my finger.


“You do, but they are very, very rare,” Ayaan said.


“Huh,” I said thoughtfully, imagining how awful a cheese ring would look, but simultaneously feeling that the sentiment would be so incredibly sweet. I sighed and popped a piece of salmon into my mouth.


“Mmmm, this is amazing,” I moaned.


“I added ponzu sauce in today,” Ayaan said.


“Oh my God, ponzu sauce for the win,” I said, and then passed Petal a little bit of salmon.


“And you? What’s new this week?” Anushka asked.


“Same-same, really. A lot happening at work and I had the most awful date last night, so nothing new.”


“Have you ever thought of going on a dating detox?” Anushka asked. “A friend of mine who’s also been having the worst time dating, going from one crappy relationship that lasted five minutes to another one, decided to actively not date for an entire year. No dating, no flirting, no sex, nothing. She went totally cold turkey.”


“And?” I asked, somewhat intrigued by the suggestion.


“Well, I guess it worked, because she’s now happily engaged.”


“Really?” I leaned over the table.


“Yeah, she said it was really good for her. She needed to break the destructive cycle she was in. She did a lot of work on herself too, read self-help books, went to a therapist, took herself out on dates and took up hobbies, like pottery.” Anushka pointed at a large and strange-looking vase behind her. “I didn’t say she was good at pottery,” she quickly said when she caught me smiling. “And she also did a lot of yoga to quell her sexual frustration so at the end of the year she also looked amazing. And supple. Seriously, she can put her leg behind her head.” Anushka raised her brows up and down at me, in case I didn’t know what she was getting at.


“Huh.” I mused on this notion for a while. Maybe it wasn’t a bad idea. Maybe a detox was just what I needed to reset everything. I’d never really tried one, not properly anyway. I’d sworn many times over the years that I was giving up on dating and men, but that had never really stuck. I’d never consciously tried to be single for a while. I was always actively dating or looking for a date—trying to break the damn curse—even if I was just sitting on my couch swiping left and right.


“I’ll definitely think about that,” I said thoughtfully, wondering if my pottery would look better than hers and what kind of dates I could take myself on. The yoga I wouldn’t need—I had Roger for that.










CHAPTER 6
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Ash


Friday night was finally here and I couldn’t wait to see my friends. Sarah had chosen the restaurant, a new Afro-sushi bar that apparently, according to Yelp, served some of the best sushi in town and really good cocktails. I hadn’t been sure what was going to be “Afro” about the sushi, but after a quick Google search, I soon discovered.


“Geisha: Japanese sushi with an African twist.” The menu featured things like springbok carpaccio, to replace some of the fish, chakalaka dipping sauce and biltong sushi. Personally, I thought the normal old-school Japanese sushi was perfect just the way it was, but I wasn’t against the idea of trying something new, especially if that something new came with cool cocktails and my friends.


The Uber driver turned into Long Street where the restaurant was located. Long Street was packed with clubs, restaurants, and bars located inside old historic Victorian-style buildings with wrought-iron balconies. It gave the place a bit of a New Orleans feel, as if you were walking through the French quarter. The road was a fusion of old and new too, though, with some modern office buildings having sprung up here and there. The inhabitants of these workspaces usually ran cool companies. I knew some advertising agencies and film companies here, and also a few galleries.


“Waaaiit,” I said out loud as I read the sign hanging from the building when the driver stopped.


“Is something the matter?” he asked.


“No, not at all.” Something about this place was very familiar, but I knew I hadn’t been here before. I climbed out and looked up at the building above the restaurant.


Longstreet Lofts . . . why the hell was that so familiar? I walked over to the placards on the wall and started reading them, and finally it clicked. This was where Maximillian Adam worked. There it was—first floor: The Film Place. I had a desire to suddenly take a photo of it and email it to him, but didn’t. That would be stupid! And weird, right?


“Ash!” I heard my name being shouted from the big table on the pavement. I waved and walked over. They all stood up and our hugging session began. We were big huggers. We’d been friends since university, where most of us had studied something to do with film, the only exception being Sarah, who’d studied law, but she’d been with me since high school and quickly became friends with my film-school friends once I’d dumped accounting. I’d accidentally walked into a film lecture while looking for an advisor’s office and been so captivated that I’d decided right there and then that this was what I wanted to do.


I flopped down in the chair next to Melusi, one of the best production designers around. I worked with him as much as I could, and this upcoming job was no exception—he’d already been booked for it.


“So, how’s everyone?” I asked, but they were all smiling at me. “Oh, I see. Sarah’s already told you about my latest sexcapade?” I shot her a look.


“I thought I would save you the trouble of having to repeat yourself.” She raised a blue cocktail to her lips and sipped out of the tiniest straw I’d ever seen.


“The physiotherapist says I have a mildly strained tendon.” At that, the entire table burst out laughing and then all proceeded to apologize profusely for the laughter.


“I’m glad my sex life is so amusing to you all.” I reached for Yolandi’s drink as she was opposite me, pulled it across the table and sipped it.


“Hey,” she protested with a smile.


“I need it more than you do,” I said, sucking it down. Yolandi, Yo for short, worked as a sound mixer at one of the biggest and best post-production facilities we always used. She also played guitar in a band. They had a slightly underground cult following, thanks to their eclectic mix of Tibetan singing bowls, EDM and jazzy guitar riffs. The fact that Yo even worked was something we were all in awe of, because she was actually in possession of an eye-wateringly huge trust fund she’d inherited from her grandfather, who’d been some billionaire mining magnate. She also lived in a really humble, but nice, house. Not the kind of house someone with hundreds of millions tucked away in a trust fund might buy. She always gave the best, most extravagant birthday and Christmas presents, though. Last year, she’d bought me this insanely expensive drone, and she often sneakily paid our bill.


“Mmm, what is this?” I finished her cocktail and passed back the empty glass.


“It’s called ‘Santa’s Little Helper.’ ”


“ ‘Gin infused with a ginger, orange and star-anise syrup.’ ” Frank rolled his eyes as he said it. We were always poking fun at these ridiculous names that places were constantly coming up with in a bid to be more original than the next.


“Work injury?” I looked down at the fresh-looking plasters on Frank’s hand.


“I was attacked by a tripod followed by a set of tracks and then a camera stand,” he said, wiggling his fingers at me. Frank worked as a grip, mainly for international feature films that were shot in South Africa. In fact, he was currently lined up for a movie that—rumor had it—Zendaya was set to star in. He’d promised he would smuggle all of us onto set if she did sign on for the film.


“Where’s Charlie?” I asked.


“Late,” everyone echoed in unison. Charlie was always late. She probably had the most stressful job out of all of us. As a talent manager, she managed actors and voice-over artists, so she basically managed a bunch of people with rather large egos who regularly threw dramatic tantrums that she was forced to fix.


“Where’s hubby tonight?” I asked Sarah.


“Editing—he said he’d be here soon.”


We’d all been so excited when Russ and Sarah had gotten together. I mean, what’s better than two of your closest friends falling in love and getting married? We’d all agreed that their wedding had been one of the happiest days of our collective lives. And we were now all eagerly awaiting a marriage between Melusi and Marcel, the French fashion designer he’d been long-distance relationshipping for several years. Although we have all made it quite clear that for any blessings of ours to be given, Marcel would have to agree to move here, because we needed Melusi far too much, and France was very far away. They were apparently still talking about where to live, a conversation they’d been having for probably two years now. Yo was the only other one of us in a serious relationship; she’d been in her polyamorous throuple for a couple of years already. Yo was just as generous with her heart as she was with her wallet, and much like money, had more than enough love to go around.


“So I have an announcement to make,” I said, and everyone turned and looked at me. “I’m thinking of going on a dating detox.” The entire table burst out laughing again and I glared at them.


“No, seriously, it would be good for me to give up men for a while. To break this bad cycle I’m in. I could date myself instead and take up hobbies like knitting and start swimming and cold dipping and listen to motivational podcasts and—”


The table’s laughter escalated, and I stopped talking and folded my arms, feeling suddenly angry, although I wasn’t totally sure why. My friends sensed this shift in mood and stopped laughing.


“What’s wrong?” Sarah was the first to ask. I looked at her and shrugged and then felt a lump in my throat very suddenly and unexpectedly. I tried to swallow it away.


“Oh my God.” Yo reached across the table and put a hand on mine. “What’s up? Tell us.”


“I don’t think I can do it anymore, guys. All the crappy dates, even crappier sex, or almost sex. Maybe I’m just one of those people who’s not cut out for romance. Maybe I’m one of those people who’s meant to be alone. Not everyone finds their soul mate and gets to have an amazing love story.”


“NO! Stop it,” the entire table shouted at once.


“The right guy is out there—you just haven’t met him yet,” Melusi said.


I raised my brows at him. “I’ve met and tried to date half of Cape Town. If the right guy was here, I’m sure I would have found him by now.”


“Maybe he’s not in Cape Town yet,” Sarah offered.


“Exactly,” Melusi and Frank piped up together.


“Maybe he’s from abroad,” Melusi elaborated.


“Guys, I’m nearly thirty-two, my last serious relationship was over thirteen years ago, and we all know how that ended. I’ve gone on more dates than I can count, and not one guy has made it past the sixth date, except one, but then he cried during sex, which is a real confidence booster, I might add. I think I need a break from all that.”


Everyone at the table went silent and looked at me sympathetically.


“As long as it’s not permanent. I don’t want you closing yourself off to anything. Your luck is going to change—I’m sure of it. Hang in there a bit longer,” Sarah said.


“I’m not sure how much hanging I can carry on doing—the last hanging sprained my tendon.” I rubbed my neck as I said it. “And the previous hanging also ended in disaster, if you remember . . . the infamous sex-swing incident?”


“Oh God,” Melusi gasped. “That was bad.”


“It’s all bad,” I said, pulling a drink from him this time. “It’s all very, very bad and that’s the problem.” I sucked on Melusi’s drink, grimaced, and shook my head as a loud, familiar voice put a halt to the conversation. We all turned to watch Charlie weave her way through the tables, talking loudly on her phone as she went.


“No, I told you. She is not shooting it unless you fly her hair stylist and make-up artist down too.” She looked at us all and mouthed the word “sorry” as she flung her bag down on the floor and pulled out a chair with one of her red-heeled shoes—she was a multitasker.


“Yes, I know the production has its own hair stylist and make-up artist, but she will only work with her own team. We told you that right at the beginning of the contract negotiation . . .” She shook her head at us all and rolled her eyes dramatically. “Well, it’s not my fault if you didn’t clear it with your producer and you don’t have the budget for it. She is not shooting unless she has her own people there.” Charlie did what I had and grabbed the closest drink she could and started sipping on it. “I don’t know, cut down on coffee, or snacks, lose one of the extras, or fuck knows what else. . .” She grimaced at the taste of the cocktail and mouthed a very clear “disgusting” at us. “I am well aware the shoot is on Monday. I drafted and read the contract, if you’ll remember, unlike some other people who didn’t read the section in which I laid out very clearly what my artist’s requests and non-negotiables were.” She tapped her fingers on the table, clearly irritated. We were always so in awe of how hardcore Charlie was, but she needed to be, in her line of work. “Well, then, you go back to your client and tell them the only actress that they wanted in their washing-powder commercial will no longer be in their commercial.” That seemed to be the phrase that got the person on the phone to change their tune. “Yes, I think that’s a very good idea. Producers are magic like that—they always seem to find more money in the budget when they have to.” And just like that she hung up.


“For fuck’s sake, it’s a bloody washing-powder commercial. For washing your clothes. With powder. You would think we’re shooting an Oscar contender here. How’s everyone? I need a drink.” Charlie waved her hand in the air and summoned the waitress while we all listened to her work stories and consoled her, telling her she was the best talent agent any of us knew.


“What have I missed?” she asked.


“I’m thinking of going on a dating detox,” I said quickly.


Charlie eyed me while nodding her head, she had this habit of nodding while she thought. I loved it.


“This guy from work has decided to be single for a while and now he’s doing transcendental meditation and running all these marathons—so good for him.”


“God, that sounds fucking awful,” Frank groaned.


“He seems happy,” Charlie shot back.


“Anyone who’s running a marathon and doing transcendental meditation as a substitute for not having sex is not happy,” Frank fired back and soon he and Charlie were having one of their very frequent debates. They had always done this with each other, like some kind of sibling bickering, but they always made up in the end.


I sat back and watched them all. God, I loved my friends. If it wasn’t for them, I don’t think I would have made it this far. They’d become my family over the years, which I was grateful for, since I was seriously lacking in the family department.


“I’m going for a quick stress vape round back,” Charlie announced, and stood up. Whenever she was stressed, she vaped, which was basically all the time. “And don’t you all look at me like that. I said I’ll give it up, just not now!” She raced off, not waiting to hear more of our objections.


“Maximillian Adam.”


I swung round at the sound of the familiar name. It was being spoken from a table in the corner, where two of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen were sitting. My curiosity was definitely piqued. I leaned back in my chair to listen and then gave my friends the “I’m eavesdropping” gesture we’d come up with years ago. They all nodded and lowered the volume of their conversations with each other. Frank, who was sitting next to me, was the only one who leaned along with me.


“Who we listening to?” he whispered.


“Gorgeous probably models in the corner.”


He nodded and adjusted his chair, casually creeping closer to them.


“Apparently he made Star come ten times!”


Frank and I clocked each other with wide eyes and I had to stifle a gasp. We both leaned back even more.


“Seriously?” the hot one with the amazing breasts said.


“She even said she squirted. She’s never squirted. Can you believe that?”


Frank turned and mouthed “Oh my God” to me.


“You know he also went out on a date with Bianca, right?” one of them said.


“Oh my God, what did Bianca say?”


“You can’t tell anyone this—she told me in confidence.”


“Of course I won’t.”


Frank and I rolled our eyes at each other knowingly. “Bianca said he made her pass out. Literally. She fell over and lost consciousness from all the orgasms, and then she had to beg him to stop!”


“Fuuuck!” the other one said.


“She said it was the best sex she’s ever had in her entire life, and we all know how much Bianca gets around. If anyone knows what good sex is, it’s her.” The girls at the table laughed cattily.


“I heard a rumor he was a tantric sex practitioner, or something like that.”


“Like Sting?” the one with the amazing breasts asked. “Doesn’t Sting do tantra? I think I read an article about that somewhere. It doesn’t surprise me, though. Star said he lasted hours, literal hours. She had a limp the next day on the catwalk.”


“Holy crap!”


“And he’s so hot. Have you seen him?”


“No, hang on. Let me Google him.” She started digging in her bag.


Frank pulled out his phone and looked at me. “Who we Googling?” he whispered.


“Maximillian Adam,” I whispered back.


“You won’t find him online,” the other model said. “The guy’s a ghost. He doesn’t even have social media. Apparently, he lives in an off-grid house in Noordhoek. He even owns llamas or something ridiculous like that.”


“No wonder he’s so good at sex. I would be too if I didn’t have the internet.” They both laughed and that seemed to signal the end of the conversation.


Frank and I looked at each other. “Who were they talking about?”


“He’s this guy I’m working with. He owns a location agency.”


“Why don’t I know his name? I thought I knew everyone in the industry.”


“He’s been living abroad for the last twelve years or so. Came out here at the beginning of the year and started his company. He has the best locations.”


“Apparently he has the best dick in town too.”


I laughed. “Well, the best dick in town actually works in this building.” I pointed up.


“Oh my God, you won’t believe the story I just heard out back while smoking with the kitchen staff,” Charlie said, lowering herself into the chair, smelling of something vaguely watermelon-y. We all leaned in.


“Apparently, the other night, all the staff heard this hectic screaming. So the manager called the cops, because they thought someone was getting attacked, right?” She laughed. “When the police arrived, turns out it was this girl in the office above the restaurant. She was screaming her head off while having sex with the guy whose office it is.”


Frank and I both lurched forward and spoke at the same time. “Maximillian Adam?”


Charlie looked at us oddly. “Yes, how did you know?”


“Are you going to tell them, or should I?” Frank asked.


“You do it. You’re better at telling these kinds of stories than I am,” I said, and Frank launched into it.










CHAPTER 7
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Ash


I got home that night and started my bedtime routine, only to find our group WhatsApp chat had gone wild. I started reading through the messages and almost choked on my toothpaste when I did. I typed back quickly.


Ash: NO! I am not having sex with this Maximillian Adam.


Yo: But maybe Maximillian Adam is finally the guy to break the curse and give you orgasms.


Charlie: Screaming-so-loudly-they-called-the-cops orgasms!


Sarah: Ten orgasms!


Yo: Lose-consciousness orgasms.


Melusi: Not to mention the squirting ones.


Ash: OMG! Stop saying orgasm.


Yo: We’re not joking.


Ash: I know you’re not! And, believe me, I’m deeply disturbed.


Melusi: We’ve all taken a vote, and we all agree that you need to have sex with this guy.


Russ: Even I think you should have sex with him.


Ash: Guys! I am not having sex with him.


Melusi: Marcel agrees!


Ash: Of course you’ve told Marcel already!


Melusi: I think it’s a sign from the universe or something like that.


Ash: What is?


Melusi: Think about it. What are the chances of hearing two stories about him while sitting at a restaurant under his office?


Yo: Not to mention he’s from abroad. Like we were saying earlier!


Ash: Nope! I’m turning my phone off now. I have an early morning meeting and I need to sleep off Santa’s Little Helper. Love you all, but NO. I am not having sex with this mysterious man who may or may not own llamas!


Yo: I think it’s hot he owns llamas.


Ash: We don’t even know if he owns llamas.


Charlie: They make excellent watchdogs, like geese.


Sarah: Don’t they spit at you?


Frank: That’s right! They do. They fucking spit.


Melusi: Hahah!


Russ: Lol


Charlie: Beware! The guard dog—it spits.


I laughed, despite myself. But I was glad the conversation had moved on from squirting to spitting. I rubbed Petal’s head and she purred next to me.


Sarah: But seriously, have sex with him.


Ash: Guys, those stories are ridiculous. Rumors! Do you really believe them? It’s not possible to come ten times and no one screams that loudly during sex unless they are in a porno.
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