
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TANGLED MESS

    

    
      First edition. April 5, 2016.

      Copyright © 2016 K.L. Middleton and Cassie Alexandra.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1498902755

    

    
    
      Written by K.L. Middleton and Cassie Alexandra.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by K.L. Middleton

	    

      
	    
          
	      Billionaire at Sea

          
        
          
	          Billionaire at Sea (Book 2)

          
        
          
	          Billionaire at Sea Book 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Carissa Jones Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Searching for Faith

          
        
          
	          Looking for Lainey

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Daughters of Darkness

          
        
          
	          Deviant - Jezebel's Journey Book Two

          
        
          
	          Jezebel (Daughter's of Darkness): Jezebel's Journey Book 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Diamond Lake Romance

          
        
          
	          The Burn

          
        
          
	          The Chase

          
        
          
	          The Prize

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Summit Lake Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Forget Me Not

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tangled

          
        
          
	          Tangled Beauty

          
        
          
	          Tangled Mess

          
        
          
	          Tangled Fury

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Biker

          
        
          
	          Resisting The Biker

          
        
          
	          Surviving The Biker

          
        
          
	          Fearing the Biker

          
        
          
	          Taming The Biker

          
        
          
	          Christmas With The Biker

          
        
          
	          Destroying the Biker

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Venom

          
        
          
	          Venom

          
        
          
	          Toxic

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Witches of Bayport

          
        
          
	          Enchanted Secrets

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Zombie Games

          
        
          
	          Dead Endz (Book Three)

          
        
          
	          Origins

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Zombie Games Boxed Set

          
        
          
	          Night Roamers (Boxed Set)

          
        
          
	          The Biker Series (Books 1 - 4)

          
        
          
	          One Night

          
        
          
	          Sharp Edges

          
        
          
	          Billionaire at Sea Books 1 & 2

          
        
          
	          Tangled (Boxed Set)

          
        
          
	          Playboy Billionaire Romance Bundle

          
        
          
	          Billionaire at Sea (Clean Version)

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at K.L. Middleton’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
	    
	      Also by Cassie Alexandra

	    

      
	    
          
	      Billionaire at Sea

          
        
          
	          Billionaire at Sea Book 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Daughters of Darkness

          
        
          
	          Jezebel (Daughter's of Darkness): Jezebel's Journey Book 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Diamond Lake Romance

          
        
          
	          The Burn

          
        
          
	          The Chase

          
        
          
	          The Prize

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Gold Vipers - Non-Explicit Version

          
        
          
	          Resisting the Biker - Adriana and Trevor's Story

          
        
          
	          Surviving the Biker - Adriana and Trevor's Story

          
        
          
	          Fearing the Biker - Jessica and Jordan's Story

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Summit Lake Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Forget Me Not

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tangled

          
        
          
	          Tangled Mess

          
        
          
	          Tangled Fury

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Biker

          
        
          
	          Resisting The Biker

          
        
          
	          Resisting the Biker

          
        
          
	          Surviving The Biker

          
        
          
	          Fearing the Biker

          
        
          
	          Breaking The Biker

          
        
          
	          Taming The Biker

          
        
          
	          Loving The Biker

          
        
          
	          Luring the Biker (St. Paul Chapter)

          
        
          
	          Christmas With The Biker

          
        
          
	          Destroying the Biker

          
        
          
	          Taunting the Biker

          
        
          
	          Betraying the Biker

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Серия "Байкер

          
        
          
	          ПРИВЛЕЧЕНИЕ МОТОЦИКЛИСТА

          
        
          
	          Опасный мотоциклистA

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Biker Series (Books 1 - 4)

          
        
          
	          Phoenix Rising (Book 1)

          
        
          
	          Phoenix Rising (Book 2)

          
        
          
	          One Night

          
        
          
	          Sharp Edges

          
        
          
	          Billionaire at Sea Books 1 & 2

          
        
          
	          The Biker Mega Boxed Set

          
        
          
	          The Biker (Books 1 and 2)

          
        
          
	          Wreck Me

          
        
          
	          Resiste al motero

          
        
          
	          Alpha

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Cassie Alexandra’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Copyright ©2017 by K.L. Middleton

This book is purely fiction and any resemblances to names, characters, and places are coincidental. The reproduction of this work is forbidden without written consent from the author. The author acknowledges the trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which has been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of this copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This eBook is licensed for your enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this with others, please purchase additional copies for each individual. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or if it was not purchased for your use only, please return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

––––––––

[image: image]


[image: image]

Subscribe to my newsletter to receive emails about new releases, promotions, and giveaways. I only send 3-4 emails monthly, usually Fridays.

[image: Related image]



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Prologue



[image: image]




Ransom

––––––––
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I TIPPED THE bottle of Patron back and took another swig, watching as the two girls rolled around in my king-sized bed, whimpering and moaning in pleasure as their tongues danced between the other’s thighs. The scene was straight out of a porno – two gorgeous girls, both horny, and begging me to join them. It was a fantasy many guys would give their left nut for. Hell, it used to be mine. These days, however, it was just another Sunday night in my L.A. condo. 

Or was it Monday?

The brunette, some famous lingerie model, raised her head, and gave me a sensuous smile. “Aren’t you going to join us, Ransom?” she purred.

Trying to focus, I waved my hand at the blurred image. “Nah,” I answered in a thick voice. “Gonna sit this one out.” 

She licked her full lips suggestively. “Are you sure? Or are we going to have to keep begging?”

I smiled lazily. “Not really sure of anything, sweetness.”

She giggled, thinking I was flirting with her, and then resumed pleasuring the redhead who was staring at me with hungry, adoring eyes. I rubbed a hand over my face, trying to remember what her name was. 

Ginger? Cinnamon?

It really didn’t matter. To me, Spice-Girl was just another faceless groupie, one who’d caught my eye during my drummer, Vance’s, birthday party, a few hours earlier. She’d been wearing some kind of silver sequined halter-top, her nipples poking through as she’d plopped herself onto my lap, whispering kinky shit into my ear, finally, offering to suck my cock. I obliged, taking her up on the offer in the bathroom, but in the end had to push her away. I couldn’t stay hard, looking down at a girl who stared up at me like I was something I wasn’t.

A god.

I was by no means a “god.” Gods weren’t miserable, nor were they ruled by others.

Hell, I was both.

On the outside, my life was the stuff that dreams were made of. I was a filthy rich, celebrity, with hordes of women, drugs, and alcohol at my disposal. I owned several cars, four homes, a private jet, and a small island in the Caribbean. I was the shit. An All-American-Grammy-Winning-Rock Star.

Right, what a fucking joke...

I was a nothing but a prisoner, owned by the small print in my contracts, and managers who treated me like a child at twenty-five. I wasn’t allowed to write my own music, plan my own tours, or make any more important decisions about my life, let alone my career. Shit, I couldn’t even step outside my front door without being monitored or chastised by one of my P.R. peeps. The only thing I could control was getting wasted, so I indulged as much as possible. As far as I was concerned, the fact that I still had control over what I did to my body was what kept me from drowning in their cesspool of non-negotiable rules. Or, hell, maybe it was pushing me under faster, I didn’t even fucking know anymore. The shitty truth was that even if I wanted to walk away from all of the glory and stardom, my mug was plastered everywhere on magazines, television, billboards, and bathroom stalls. I couldn’t go anywhere without being followed by reporters or star-struck fans. Hell, I needed bodyguards just to go to fucking McDonalds for a shake. Then, there were the crazy, obsessed stalkers who’d sworn an undying love for me, convinced that we were soul-mates. Or the other fanatics who just simply wanted to destroy me. 

Why?

I was Ransom, an icon to some, the epitome of sin and debauchery to others. In reality, I was a puppet with too many strings and no Blue Fairy in sight.
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Tiffany

“TIFF!” HOLLERED SINCLAIR. “Are you almost ready? We’re going to be late!”

My hands trembled as I stared blindly into the mirror, trying not to throw up. In just a matter of two hours I’d gone from giddy, to being terrified beyond belief. I wasn’t foolish enough to believe that it was going to get any better, either. Not in the next couple of hours, at least.  

You can still back out, I thought, tapping my foot on the ground nervously. Save yourself from being humiliated or snickered at. 

She knocked on the door. “Sweetie?”  

I sighed and stood up straight. Oh, hell, I can’t let Sinclair down.  

“I’m ready,” I said, opening the door.

“You look awesome,” she said, taking a step back and nodding.

“Thanks,” I replied, stepping over Felix, who glared up at me with loathing. I narrowed my eyes and scowled back. “You’re cute, but don’t think I’ve forgotten that it’s all a disguise.” 

“I guess he has to ‘go’,” said Sinclair, smiling with amusement down at her cat. 

Felix.

He was the only cat I knew that used a toilet and had little tolerance for others using his bathroom. Sinclair had somehow trained him to use it when he was a kitten, and I’d made the mistake of walking in on him a few months ago. He’d growled at me and then the little turd had peed on my new designer purse, his message clear. Although I’d wanted nothing more than to drop him off of the balcony, I’d held my cool, which was good because the next day, Sinclair had went and replaced the three-hundred dollar purse I’d saved all spring for.

Felix rubbed up against Sinclair and then strutted like royalty into the bathroom.  

I rolled my eyes. 

“I like that outfit,” she said, nodding in approval. “You now look like a mixture between a country singer and a rock star.” 

“You think so?” I asked, biting my lower lip. 

“Hell yes, I think so. You should, too,” she said, adjusting one of my curls. “Take it from me, you already look like a star.” 

I thought I looked more like Cowgirl Barbie, but I kept that to myself. Sinclair had spent hours curling my blonde hair and applying my makeup with detailed precision. With my shaky hands, I would have never been able to pull anything off, if it wasn’t for her. “Well, thanks for all of your help,” I answered. “I just wish I wasn’t so damn nervous.”

“Why? Girl, you look beautiful, sexy, and ready to take on the world.”

I chuckled. “Well, looks are deceiving.”

“Yes, but your voice isn’t. Once you open up that mouth of yours and start singing, they’re going to be blown away.”  

“And what if I’m too nervous to sing?”

She touched my shoulder. “You won’t be. Just calm down, Tiffany. You look great and your voice is amazing.” She tilted her head and nodded. “In fact, you look like the girl-next-door. The judges will love it.”

After combing through my closet several times on this last minute decision, I’d settled on a short denim skirt, a plain white blouse with a blue camisole, and distressed brown cowgirl boots. 

Sinclair straightened the silver locket around my neck. “I’m sure this will give you luck, too.”

I reached up and touched my mother’s locket. She’d given it to me in the hospital three years ago, right before she’d died from a rare type of breast cancer. Inside of it was a picture of my beautiful, golden-haired parents on their wedding day. Unfortunately, five years after that photo, my father had been killed by a drunk driver. From what my mother had explained, he’d been jogging early one Saturday morning around my third birthday, when someone had hit him, leaving my mother a devastated widow at the age of twenty-eight.  Fortunately for me, my mother had pulled through a short stint of depression, determined to make sure I grew up in an atmosphere filled with laughter and love. 

And she had. 

She’d raised me all on her own, while going to college and working on the weekends at a nearby convenience store. Eventually, she’d graduated and started teaching History to high school students, which she’d adored. Then, after I graduated from senior high and started beauty school, she was diagnosed with cancer, and I lost her shortly afterwards. But, she never complained. Not even through all of the chemo treatments. In fact, as far as I could remember, she’d always cherished life, making me the center of hers. I only wished she was here now to help calm my nerves, like she had so many times in the past.  

“Are you really that nervous?” asked Sinclair, grabbing a brush from her purse. She ran it through her long, auburn hair and I stared at her, wishing I was as self-confident as she was. Looking like a super-model and having a rich boyfriend, obviously, didn’t hurt.

“Very. I’ll probably make a complete fool out of myself and get thrown out.”

She chuckled. “You’re going to knock them dead, Tiff. They’re going to look into those big, blue eyes, hear that beautiful voice of yours, and be completely blown away. I only wish I could watch it happen.”

I snorted. “Right.” 

She turned to me, grabbed my shoulders, and shook me playfully. “Stop thinking that way. You have to go in there, and believe that you and you alone, will be the next ‘American Icon’. I have total faith in you.”

American Icon, a realty-show-slash-singing-competition that traveled around the U.S. in search of its next big star. The winner would be given a record contract and two-million dollars upfront. It had already launched the careers of six lucky people, who were now so rich and successful, they’d become household names. 

I smiled sheepishly. “I wish I had your confidence.”

“Just stop thinking like that. In fact, I know this is a stupid cliché, but if you’re really that freaked out, just try to imagine the judges in their underwear. Seriously.”

I laughed. “Right, with my luck the judges will be hot and I’ll be drooling.”

“Okay, even better. Pretend that they are your lovers as you’re singing and then you can seduce those votes right out of them.”

I opened up a bottle of water and shook my head. “Easy for you to say. I still can’t believe I let you talk me into this.”

“When you’re rich and famous, you’re going to thank the hell out of me. Now, let’s go before we keep Jesse waiting and he throws a hissy fit.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Jesse’s driving?”

“He insisted that he drive when he heard the news. He’s hoping to meet Taylor Blake.”

Taylor Blake, the host for American Icon, was hot. He also had the reputation for being a total scoundrel when it came to women. Rumor had it that he went through more women than hair gel. 

“Does Jesse know what he’s getting himself into?” I asked, thinking back to the long lines of contestants they always showed on television. 

“Yeah, he said so. He also said that it was better than watching paint dry. Literally. I guess Daniel is painting Jesse’s new house, and he needed an excuse to escape. You know Jesse, he hates any kind of physical labor. He’s afraid of getting dirt under his nails.” 

“I’m sure. So, how are those two lovebirds doing?”  

“Fine, I guess,” said Sinclair. “Although, Jesse has been complaining about Daniel’s suggestion that they go on an Alaskan cruise.”

“Why would he complain about that?”

“He said something about it being a floating retirement home, and didn’t want any old coots checking him out.”

“Seriously? He said that?”

She nodded. “Jesse is sweet, but he’s also very vain.”

“Well, he’s certainly good-looking, so I can kind of understand it.”

“I know, but I’m sure it isn’t easy to live with, at least not for Daniel. Anyway, you ready to go?” she asked, grabbing her keys from the coffee table.  

No...

I swallowed the lump of fear in the back of my throat. “I suppose.” 

She grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the door. “Relax. This is going to be fun.”

I stopped abruptly. “Wait.”

Her green eyes narrowed. “What?”

“I... I just don’t think I can really do this,” I squeaked.

“Yes, you can.”

I shook my head vehemently. “No, seriously, I think I’m going to throw up if I try and go through with this.”

She stared at me in alarm. “Don’t you dare, you’ll ruin your makeup.”

I backed away from her. “I... I can’t do this, Sinclair. I’m sorry for wasting your time this morning.”

She raised her finger. “You can do this, and do you know why?”

I opened my mouth to protest but she went on. 

“Because God gave you that voice for a reason. As far as I’m concerned, it was a gift, one that was meant to be shared with the world. Now, you’re going to march in front of those judges with your head held high. Then you’re going to open up your mouth and make their jaws drop. I swear to you, this is your destiny, your moment to shine, I can just feel it. Now, buck-up, honey, because I’m not letting you miss this chance. It might not ever come again.”

I blushed. “You really believe that?”

“Of course I do and I don’t know what else I can really say to make you believe it, too.”

“You don’t have to say anything else,” I replied, clutching my purse tighter. “Let’s just go and do this before I change my mind again.”

“Good. Um, by the way,” she smiled sheepishly. “I heard that Ransom is one of the judges, and I want you to try to get his autograph.”

My throat went dry. “Ransom?”

“Yes. I told my friend I’d somehow get it for her daughter. She’s totally in love with that guy.”

“Ransom?” I said, still not quite believing it.

She nodded. “Yeah, isn’t that great? He’s one of the original Icon winners. Plus, he’s from California. One of our own homeboys.”

“No. It’s not that great,” I said, setting my purse down.

“Why?”

“Because,” I replied. “I was really good friends with his sister, and let’s just say that he’s a total jerk. I’ll never win if Ransom is one of the judges.”

Her jaw dropped. “You actually know Ransom?”

“Unfortunately,” I said, remembering the way he used to tease and call me “Tiffy Taffy” or just plain “Taffy” for short. He also used to chase us around with water guns, and terrorize us at night during sleepovers. 

“Wow,” she said, shaking her head in disbelief. “You lucky girl.”

I snorted. “Believe me, there was no luck involved. Anyway, I’m sure there must be some kind of rule against knowing one of the judges.”

“When was the last time you saw him?”

I shrugged. “I guess I was about fourteen.”

“Fourteen?” She waved her hand. “Oh hell, he probably won’t even remember you.”

“He’ll remember, believe me,” I said, thinking back to the last time we’d been together. I’d made a fool out of myself, and the thought of facing him was making me more ill than the contest itself.

“You weren’t friends, though, right?”

“Right.”

“So, who cares if you knew him. You weren’t friends, and nobody needs to know that you were friends with his sister. Besides, he has met so many people being famous, he might not recognize you.”

“Let’s hope not.”

“Wow. I still can’t believe you knew Ransom,” said Sinclair, smirking. “What are the odds of that?”

“What about Ransom?” asked Jesse, walking through the door. “And what’s taking you girls so long? I have the top down, and this heat is fucking up my hair.”

Sinclair walked over to him and began fussing with his drooping hair. “We were just leaving,” she said. “Did you know that Tiffany knew Ransom growing up?”

His eyes widened. “You’re kidding? You knew Ransom?”

I shrugged. “A little.”

He took off his sunglasses and cleaned them with the edge of his shirt. “I’d love to get my hands on that hunk. He is so freaken yummy. I met him at one of my parents’ parties, and let me just say this – he’s even more gorgeous in person.”

“We used to call him ‘Handsome Ransom’, growing up,” I said and then smiled. “He didn’t care for it too much.”

“Seriously? It’s a compliment,” said Sinclair.

“Well, it embarrassed him back then,” I said. “He was pretty modest about his looks back in those days.”

“He obviously grew out of that. The guy is a legend now,” replied Sinclair.

“In more ways than one,” said Jesse.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

He smirked. “Let’s just say he’s pretty rowdy these days. Don’t you read the papers?”

Sinclair pushed her hair behind her ears. “You mean those gossip tabloids?”

“They’re not all gossip,” said Jesse. “I believe the stories about Ransom. I mean, there are just too many of them to all be false.”

“Honestly, it wouldn’t surprise me,” I said. “He was trouble growing up, and I’m sure with all of his money and fame, there’s nothing to stop Ransom from being an all-out hell raiser.”

We walked out of the apartment and Sinclair locked the door. 

“I know one thing,” said Jesse with a wicked grin. “That deep, sexy voice of his raises more than just a little hell for me; too bad he’s straight.”

He was definitely straight. In fact, I’d never forget the look in his eyes right before I’d kissed him.

It had been at his graduation party. His sister Remy and I had snuck some beer and gotten pretty tipsy. She’d left at some point, to pass out in her bedroom, while I’d played cards with some of Ransom’s hot friends in the den. When he’d wandered in and noticed what was happening, he’d pulled me away from the table, down through the hallway to the guest bedroom, and proceeded to chew me out. I could still remember the fire in his eyes that night. 

“What in the hell were you thinking?” he’d barked, angrier than I’d ever seen him.   

I’d raised my chin. “I was just playing cards. What’s the big deal?”

“It wasn’t just cards. Obviously, you’ve been drinking.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I’d lied. 

His slate-grey eyes had burned into mine. “Stay away from those guys, Taffy. They don’t care how old you are and I don’t want you getting hurt.”

Not understanding exactly what he was getting at, I’d placed my hands on my hips and looked at him defiantly. “That’s exactly the point,” I said. “They don’t treat me like a child. Not like you do.”

He rolled his eyes. “You are still a child. You’re what... fifteen, sixteen?”

I didn’t tell him I was fourteen. “I’m not a child and... I have a boyfriend who... kisses me. In fact, I’ve done a lot of things.”

A look of surprise and then amusement had spread across his face. “Oh, is that so?” 

He had me backed up into a corner and was so close that I’d never noticed how perfectly sculpted his jawline was or how full his lips were. “Yes, so you see, I’m not a little girl anymore.”

He’d stared at my mouth, making my tummy fluttery and warm. “You may not look like it, but you are, Taffy.”

My heart had pounded madly in my chest as I’d imagined what it would feel like if our lips touched. I’d kissed a couple of boys already, but none of them had been as handsome, or as experienced as Ransom. Still pretty tipsy, I’d decided to be daring, like the girls in my teen romance books. Standing on my tiptoes, I’d slid my hands around his neck, and crushed my lips against his.

Groaning, he’d kissed me back for a couple of seconds, until our tongues touched. Then he’d stiffened up, pushing me away. “Whoa, what in the hell are you doing, Taffy?”

Horrified and humiliated that he’d rejected me, I’d taken off before the tears had fallen. We hadn’t seen each other since. 
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Chapter Two
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Ransom

––––––––
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THE LOUD POUNDING on my bedroom door almost matched the horrible one wreaking havoc in my head.

“Ransom!” hollered my agent, Sonia Jenkins, from the other side of the door. “Get your ass out of bed and get dressed! Now!”

“Hold on,” I muttered, trying to ignore the all-too familiar nausea and heartburn. I sat up and reached for the bottle of ibuprofen and Rolaids on my nightstand. The unexpected rustle of silk sheets startled me.

“Hey, Ransom,” smiled a strange brunette, stretching out next to me. 

Normally I kicked them out before I passed out. This one had apparently slipped through the cracks. I cleared my throat. “Oh, hey... listen, Susie. You’ve got to get dressed and leave.”

Her face darkened. “It’s Sara.”

I grinned. “Sorry, Sara. Come on, you’ve really got to hustle. You don’t want to be in here when Sonia rips me a new asshole.” My head was beginning to clear, and I was now just remembering how I’d fucked up big-time this morning. I was supposed to be on the set of American Icon an hour ago.

The girl stood up, stark naked, and I felt my cock twitch. She bent down and picked up a lacy purple thong. “At least something got fucked,” she mumbled, under her breath.

Apparently, I’d been too drunk to perform. Too bad it bothered her more than me. “Sorry, Cindy,” I said. “Maybe next time I won’t have such a whisky dick.”

“It’s Sara,” she said, this time with a bright smile. “So, you’re really going to call me?”

“Of course,” I lied.

She snapped the front of her bra. “Good, because my friends had warned me about you; I didn’t want to believe it, though. I mean, you were a complete gentleman last night.”

I had to admit, I was always a nice guy when I was shitfaced. Booze seemed to take the edge off, most of the time. I wondered what her definition of a complete gentleman was, though. I’d obviously talked her into sex.

I stood up and tossed her the pink camisole next to my feet. “Thanks.” 

She caught it and grimaced. “This isn’t mine,” she said, dropping it quickly. 

“Oh, sorry,” I replied, pulling up my jeans.

Usually the help took care of forgotten articles of clothing, but Brandy, the new maid, had more than likely been the owner of the pink camisole. I vaguely remember her lips around my cock and my hands on her tits, before I’d taken off for the club last night. 

“Ransom!” yelled Sonia. “Dammit, we don’t have time. Get your shit together!”

I zipped up my jeans, walked over to the bedroom door, and opened it. “Sorry, Sonia, I totally forgot.”

She glared at me. “Same excuse. What part of ‘getting your career back in order’ do you not understand? Nobody is going to want anything to do with you if you keep pulling this shit.”

I ran a hand through my dark brown hair. “Do I have enough time to shower?”

She wrinkled her nose. “No. But you’d better. You smell like a mixture of tequila and a used tampon wrapped in fish guts.”

Just then Sara, wearing a tight black dress and sexy red stilettos, sashayed over to us, and then pressed her lips to mine. “I think he smells awesome,” she said with a wink. “Bye, sexy.”

“Later, doll,” I answered, watching her hips sway as she exited. One thing was for certain, even roaring drunk, I still ended up with the sexy ones. I wondered if I’d be so lucky without the fame.
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