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  PROLOGUE




  Fucking a married man who traveled to Las Vegas on business was supposed to be fun, hot, and uncomplicated.




  “Looking for these?”




  Gucci Marlowe glanced up.




  Nick Burke was twirling her Cosabella thong around his index finger, flashing a dimpled smile that made her want to forget the dead body she was leaving him for. Not fun.




  “Keep them. As a souvenir.” She scooted on her skin-tight jeans, stepped into a pair of snake-embossed ankle boots, and slipped a vintage Poison rock tee over her head.




  He made quite a show out of bringing her panties to his nostrils and inhaling them like an addictive drug. Not hot.




  Gucci vaulted into the bathroom to swipe on some lip gloss and to style her dark, shoulder-length mane away from the up-all-night-having-sex look.




  Suddenly, her gaze fell upon a loose photograph propped up against the mirror. Nicks kids—two boys, both under ten. Very complicated.




  She wondered if they would grow up to do the same thing one day—cheat on their wives. The same way that their father was cheating on their mother, the same way that Gucci’s father

  had cheated on hers. Gripping the marble countertop, she zeroed in on her own reflection. Come on, Marlowe. Get your act together.




  One night during her regular game of craps at Caesars Palace, Nick had casually made an approach. He flirted. She flirted back. The action moved to the bar at Pure and an hour after that,

  upstairs to his room. Months later, they were still meeting at his hotel whenever work brought him to her city, which seemed to be every four to six weeks.




  “You don’t play fair,” Nick called out.




  Gucci finished a quick Listerine rinse before answering. “How’s that?”




  “You insist that I turn my phone off, but yours stays on.”




  She reappeared to grab her Kooba bag and give him a withering look. “That’s because I work homicide. Besides, the day I have to sit around like a little mouse while you lie to your

  wife is the last day you’ll ever see me naked.”




  He let out a sigh and gave her an irresistible smile. With sleepy eyes and his own sexy case of bed head, Nick possessed the no-worries bearing of a naughty frat boy the morning after a keg

  party. “Can’t we at least have breakfast? I feel so used.”




  “There’s a murder victim at the Wynn. I don’t have time for coffee and scrambled eggs.” She started for the door.




  “What am I supposed to do about this?” He pointed to the impressive hard-on that was tenting the top sheet draped over his lean body, which was deliciously dark with the perennial

  tan of an outdoor sportsman.




  Feeling a potent mixture of temptation and self-loathing, Gucci’s eyes skated from Nick’s face to his crotch and back again. “Not my pig, not my farm.”




  She walked out with the solemn determination to stop answering his dirty texts and late night calls. He was a husband. He was a father. And Gucci Sofia Marlowe was better than this.




  Leaving Nick’s den of sin at the Bellagio, she drove north to the Wynn, a five-star casino hotel bursting with pricey luxuries unattainable to mid-level salary mortals such as herself.




  A thick uniformed patrol officer stood guard at the entrance to suite 3641 and wordlessly handed Gucci a clipboard that held the crime scene log. She scribbled her initials and badge number onto

  the third line. The first name on the sheet belonged to Doug Lanvin, the coroner; the second name was Jagger Smith, her partner. Gucci ducked under the barricade tape.




  Jagger was right there to whisper conspiratorially, “Play nice, detective. Lanvin’s going through a nasty divorce.”




  “Yeah, well, until the asshole stops getting married, hell always be going through one,” Gucci replied in an equally hushed tone.




  Jagger had been her partner for just over a year, and their bond was already sealed in the crucible of annoying department bullshit. She was an attractive woman with a swimsuit model’s

  body. He was a gay black man so good looking that Blair Underwood could be his ugly brother. Together they covered almost every boneheaded ism and intolerance. But they were a stronger team for

  it.




  A torrent of familiar sensations hit Gucci all at once—a loud, eerie silence, an acrid odor of corroded copper and cheap quick-sale hamburger, and a faint whiff of gunpowder.




  She surveyed the carnage on the bed. The victim was a white 20-something male—six-foot-four, incredibly handsome, chiseled-bodied, and naked.




  “Live fast, die young, and leave a beautiful corpse,” Gucci murmured.




  “Hey, that’s from a Lil Wayne song,” Jagger remarked.




  Gucci looked at him sharply. “What are you, twelve? James Dean said that.”




  Doug Lanvin spoke up. “Actually, Dean lifted it from an old Bogart movie called Knock on Any Door.”




  Gucci cut him an annoyed glance.




  He shrugged. “I read it on Wikipedia.” Doug stepped toward the body and pointed to the victim’s forehead. “See this stellate pattern? Muzzle was held against the skin.

  Single shot. No exit wound. Our Vic’s got a thick skull. And the firearm was small. I’m guessing nine millimeter.”




  Jagger moved in for a closer inspection. “This is Cameron Lawford.”




  “Never heard of him,” Doug said dismissively.




  “Cam Lawford?” Jagger tried.




  Now Doug’s face was blank and annoyed. “Still haven’t heard of him.”




  “He was a football star at Penn State,” Jagger explained. “Lasted half a season with the Dolphins before a career-ending injury.”




  Doug gestured to the semen stains on the sheets. “He went out with a bang. In more ways than one. With a cock that size, who wouldn’t?”




  “Interesting observation,” Jagger teased.




  “I’m just saying.” An instant splotch of red stained the coroner’s cheeks.




  Gucci ignored the boys as she carefully surveyed the scene. The duvet was slung onto the floor. The sheets were twisted into a passionate mess. A half-burned lime basil and mandarin Jo Malone

  candle sat on the nightstand, along with an iPod stereo paused on Diana Krall’s “Peel Me a Grape,” an empty bottle of Ferrari-Carano Chardonnay, and next to that, a single wine

  glass.




  “Time of death?” she asked.




  “Sometime between seven and eight last night,” Doug replied. “Housekeeper found him this morning.”




  Gucci checked the bathroom and closet, discovering an elaborate male toiletries kit and an expensive set of street clothes—black Armani slacks, a finely laundered Thomas Pink shirt,

  spotless Prada shoes.




  “He was a gigolo,” she announced matter-of-factly.




  Jagger raised an eyebrow.




  Doug pointed to the dead body. “Well, if he ended up like this, I guess she didn’t come.”




  Gucci was staring at the Andy Warhol Flowers print that adorned the salmon-colored wall. “No cell phone?”




  Doug shook his head.




  She reached into her bag and fished out a pair of latex gloves. “This is a seduction scene. He’d keep the cell out of sight and on silent.” She stepped back into the bathroom

  and carefully retrieved an iPhone from the side pocket of a toiletries case.




  Jagger suited up with latex gloves as well. He splayed out his hand.




  Gucci turned over the device. “You’re faster with these things.”




  He worked the touch screen with expert, nimble fingers. “Most recent call was outgoing to a Jennifer Payne. Last night at seven-twenty-two. Checking out the calendar now . . . four

  appointments in the last few days—Jennifer, Billie, Mrs. S, and Kristin for the weekend . . . I’m in the contact links now . . . mobile numbers, email addresses, lists of their favorite

  things . . . Jennifer likes to be dominated . . . Billie is into erotic massage . . . Mrs. S has a car fetish . . . Kristin enjoys role playing.”




  Gucci took in a deep breath. “He was a smart man whore. At the end of the day, it’s all about customer service.” She stepped back into the main part of the suite, quietly

  ruminating over the details.




  “Jesus,” Jagger remarked, following her.




  “He was a client, too?” Doug cracked. “This guy really was good in bed.”




  Jagger continued working the iPhone obsessively. “When I say Billie and Kristin, I mean Billie Shelton and Kristin Fox.”




  “Speak of the devil,” Gucci said, gazing out the floor-to-ceiling window to see a mega-sized billboard advertising Billie Shelton’s wildly successful Rebirth show at the

  London Hotel.




  “Who’s Kristin Fox?” Doug wondered.




  “She’s a bestselling novelist,” Jagger offered. “That HBO show Come to Bed is based on her book.”




  “The one about all the suburbanites fucking each other?” Doug asked.




  Jagger nodded.




  Gucci stepped closer to the bed and stared at Cam Lawford. His eyes were open, seemingly looking through her and on into infinity. She didn’t turn away. A powerful feeling seized her gut.

  It was the kind of instinct that never let her down.




  “I know that look,” Jagger said.




  Gucci continued staring into the victim’s shocked and dead eyes.




  “This was an intimate murder,” she said quietly. “There was no struggle. He was at his most vulnerable. And he never saw it coming. I think a woman killed him.”




  “Maybe an obsessed client?” Jagger ventured.




  Gucci glanced at her partner. “Or maybe one with something to lose. Two of his most recent dates were high profile—an entertainer, a successful writer. What’s the story on the

  others?”




  Jagger was already there. “Nothing on the Mrs. S. For Jennifer, the name and number match a marriage and family therapist’s office on Paseo del Prado.”




  Gucci raised an eyebrow. “Obviously, she was his client. Maybe he was hers, too.”




  Doug snorted derisively. “Guys like him don’t see shrinks. They don’t need to.”




  Jagger traded a meaningful look with Gucci. “Not necessarily. He crashes and burns one season into the NFL and ends up screwing for money on the Strip. I’d need therapy.” He

  went back to the business of iPhone forensics. “Hey, check this—turns out Cam Lawford had a book deal in the works. It’s called Stud Diaries. No lie.”




  Doug cackled. “Now I’ve heard it all.”




  Gucci sighed and glanced at the victim once more. “I miss the old days when hookers just had a lamp post.” One beat. “Anything on the security tapes?”




  “The manager’s working on that,” Jagger said. “He’s not happy.”




  She rolled her eyes. “Well, I’ll raise his unhappiness with a dead guy in the prime of his life. Guess who wins?”




  “So where do you want to start?” Jagger asked.




  “Where else? With the women who paid him,” Gucci said.




  





  Six Weeks Earlier




  





  Part One




  FANTASY




  Las Vegas is the only place I know where money really talks—it says,




  “Goodbye.”




  FRANK SINATRA




  





  CHAPTER ONE




  Even Cam Lawford’s nipples were exquisite. This was the first thought that came to Kristin Fox when her eyes fluttered open. She let out a soft, satisfied moan.

  “How long have I been asleep?”




  “About twenty minutes,” he whispered. “But you earned it. That was quite a workout.” His fingertips skated down her naked torso.




  Kristin stretched languidly, feeling a delicious soreness that would linger for days. It was still amazing that her tiny body could accommodate him. She was only four-foot-eleven. She weighed 98

  pounds. And Cam was the most well-endowed man she had ever been with. To say his prized asset was practically the size of a wine bottle would only be a mild exaggeration.




  “Our times up.” Gently, he extricated himself from her embrace and swung around, planting both feet on the floor. The man was a stickler for keeping a schedule. Two hours was two

  hours. Not a minute more, not a minute less.




  She watched him dress back into the cop uniform, complete with handcuffs, Taser X3, and fake badge. His body was a marvel—the perfect V-shape, the sculpted muscles, the taut, tanned,

  naturally smooth skin. If there was a single physical flaw, Kristin could not find it.




  Cam discreetly pocketed the red envelope on the desk. “As always, it was a pleasure, Mrs. Fox.” He started for the door. “Think about a new scenario for next time. I could get

  my hands on a soldiers uniform or a firefighter’s suit.”




  She stared after him, half shocked, half appalled, all the way titillated.




  Cam gave her a hot and final look. “Call me.” And then he walked out.




  In the silence that followed, the $1,000 it had just cost her to feel this good seemed like a bargain. She was positively glowing—inside and out. But then she was struck by a sharp pang of

  loneliness, private shame, and a wave of guilt. And once again Kristin wondered, What in God’s name am I doing?




  She was slumming at the Flamingo, one of the oldest hotels on the Strip. The rooms were inexpensive. Ugly tourists lined up elbow-to-elbow at the casino’s slot machines. Hookers staked out

  the elevators. Even the property’s newly remodeled Go suites were quintessential Vegas tacky. The white vinyl upholstered ceiling-high headboards, posh carpeting, and sleekly modern

  décor touches gave off sci-fi vibrations in the vein of the Jane Fonda camp classic Barbarella.




  Still, the paradox gave Kristin a frisson of smug satisfaction. Her husband, Hart Fox, was a top executive at the London Hotel, the Strip’s sprawling new mega-property competing for a

  share of a tightening hotel, gambling, and entertainment market.




  And here she was at the Flamingo, dropping cash for a room booked under her maiden name, making time with a stud-for-hire. It was the kind of tacky, scandalous, and selfish behavior that

  powerful, accomplished, and high profile men typically indulged in. She allowed herself a moment of secret celebration. This one was for the fed up wives of America.




  Every husband had secrets. Every wife had them, too. In fact, writing about such matters had made Kristin rich and almost famous. Like a scene from one of her popular novel plots, Hart believed

  that her appointment for private Pilates instruction was actually private Pilates instruction. The subterfuge always provided a quiet, if temporary, thrill, especially in light of the fact that her

  husband could be such a mean son of a bitch.




  This is purple prose romance crap for sexually frustrated housewives.




  Years later, she could still hear Hart’s dismissive voice inside her head. He had never supported her writing ambitions. His complaint was that she wasted valuable hours that could be

  better spent on their two children and other household concerns.




  But Kristin had refused to give up. She began to work surreptitiously, stealing fragments of time during Lily’s gymnastics classes or Ollie’s soccer games, slipping out to early

  morning yoga classes that were a front for 60-minute writing and coffee binges at Starbucks. And she took advantage of every possible moment in between.




  On some level, Hart’s lack of support was an important factor in her success. The combination of resentment and determination to prove him wrong became unstoppable fuel. It changed her

  writing dramatically. Kristin stopped echoing the styles of other authors and found her own unique voice. She crafted wicked observational tales about what she saw around her—asshole

  husbands, unfulfilled wives, slutty neighbors, incompetent parents, and messed up children.




  The result was Come to Bed, a raunchy expose on the rise in spouse swapping among upscale suburban dwellers. After years of self doubts, unpublishable drafts, and industry rejections,

  everything happened at a dizzying pace.




  The first agent she queried signed her immediately. Within days, the novel garnered such intense interest that it went to auction and sold for $500,000. HBO snapped up television rights and put

  the project on a fast track development schedule. Just months after the hardcover edition reached the upper echelon of every bestseller list, the premium pay cable channel was airing a series based

  on her novel. Critics dismissed it as “Sex in the Suburbs.” But the ratings were huge.




  Kristin Fox had officially become a minor cultural phenomenon. Just like Jackie Collins once blew the lid off Hollywood social morays for a voyeuristic public, Kristin did very much the same,

  only her excavation was the moral rot that existed inside well-heeled suburbia.




  But the controversy surrounding Come to Bed was mild compared to the incendiary reaction that greeted her second novel, The Guy Next Door, which chronicled the secret gay society

  of conservative Southern married men attending a mega-church called Pine River. Though right-wing crusaders attacked her with a vengeance, the outrage only spurred sales and attracted more

  readers.




  No matter her success, Hart still dismissed Kristin’s career as an indulgent hobby. He only saw the way that it stood in the path of her responsibilities to him, their children, and

  home.




  Leave the selfish bastard.




  This was a thought that rolled around in Kristin’s mind almost every day. She had the reasons to say goodbye. She had the money to finance her exit. But she just could not bring herself to

  put a plan into motion.




  More than anything, it was Ollie and Lily that gave her pause. The children adored their father. And while failing her in so many ways, Hart had been reasonably good to them. Plus, a gut thing

  told her that Ollie would insist upon living with Hart in the event of a divorce, a move that she felt sure would risk derailing her already struggling 12-year-old son.




  Beyond her concern for the children, though, Kristin had to admit that the idea of starting over alone was paralyzing. So much of her life had been spent loving Hart, then enduring him,

  ultimately resenting him. But was this destined to be the rest of her life, too? If Hart knew how she had spent her morning, the things she had done to Cam Lawford, the things she had begged him to

  do to her . . .




  Her BlackBerry chimed with a text alert.




  OLLIE FOX




  Bring me some lunch. Subway sounds good.




  She stared at the message. Ollie was growing up to issue rude demands just like his father.




  KRISTIN FOX




  Sorry, have an appt. Eat at school.




  OLLIE FOX




  This sucks!




  KRISTIN FOX




  Children have survived worse.




  The communication halted. Ollie would probably sulk over her refusal to cater to this instant whim. And he would likely complain to Hart, who in turn would attack Kristin with something like,

  “The boy has to eat. What were you doing that was more important?”




  She would be so tempted to answer, “I had just finished fucking a twenty-four-year-old. It was an inconvenient time.”




  Kristin dressed quickly, covered her long blonde hair with a Pucci scarf, donned face-swallowing Oliver Peoples sunglasses, and slipped out of the Flamingo, into the parking garage, and away

  from the Strip.




  Traffic crawled along Las Vegas Boulevard. She suffered through it, alternately touching up her lipstick and checking emails as Kings of Leon’s “Sex on Fire” blared at

  deafening volume in her moonbeam-colored Bentley Continental GT.




  Kristin had chosen this particular make and model because she had announced to Hart that she was buying a car and paying cash for it with her first royalty earnings for Come to Bed. When

  she drove the vehicle home, the look on his face—total shock mixed with constipation—had been worth the outrageous sticker price.




  Finally, the gridlock gave way. Kristin reached Nevada 589 and picked up speed. Ten minutes later, she was pulling into a Pueblo Revival-styled office court and rushing inside a second floor

  suite.




  A bell on the door announced her arrival into an unstaffed waiting room. She sat down long enough to anxiously thumb through several pages of Architectural Digest before Jennifer Payne

  opened an adjoining office door and invited her inside with a warm smile.




  Nancy—a fluffy, Alpine white, immaculately groomed Bichon Frise—greeted her affectionately.




  Kristin assumed her place on the chocolate brown leather sofa. The initial moments of every therapy session were always fraught with awkwardness. Out of sheer politeness, she sometimes felt

  compelled to engage in banal small talk, even though her preference was to get right down to it. 50 minutes could go by in a flash.




  “How are you?” Jennifer said, and unlike most people who asked the question, she really wanted to know.




  And that’s when Kristin started to cry.




  





  CHAPTER TWO




  The irony never escaped Jennifer Payne. At 35, she was a marriage and family therapist who specialized in relationship issues. Clients—most of them women—came to

  her seeking coping tools for emotional rescue. And yet her own union—going seven years weak to a man she could barely tolerate these days—was pushing her to the brink of

  frustration.




  But like failed novelists could teach novice writers and like unsuccessful thespians could mentor student actors, Jennifer knew that she still had something worthwhile to offer her clients.




  Kristin Fox fascinated her. The woman was an ever-changing kaleidoscope of love and hate, liberation and imprisonment, confidence and insecurity.




  “Over the years, I’ve seen a number of clients in conventional marriages who seek out affairs,” Jennifer said quietly. “One of the similarities is that they more often

  than not choose men who are not good lovers. At least not better than their husbands. They sacrifice sexual satisfaction to be appreciated again, to not be taken for granted. I’m curious. How

  does Cam make you feel?”




  Kristin reflected for a moment. “He makes me feel entitled . . . monstrously entitled.”




  Jennifer was intrigued. “Go on.”




  “I get to the hotel first and wait. The anticipation of hearing that knock on the door is so exciting. And I love it when he takes his money. I feel like I’m in control.” She

  opened her mouth to say more, then seemed to think better of it.




  Jennifer always allowed for silence. Therapy was not talk radio. Filling every second with sound did not necessarily move a session forward.




  “He’s in awe of the fact that I’m a bestselling author. He doesn’t want me to be some bored little housewife. I read to him, mostly new pages that I’ve written.

  It’s the most intimate I’ve ever been with a man . . . it’s more intimate than the sex.”




  “Explain to me the sense of entitlement,” Jennifer said.




  “For those two hours, he’s mine. I own him. He works hard to please me. He feeds my feminine ego, my writer’s ego, too. And he’s this young, hot, hard-bodied . . .

  toy.” Kristin gestured for Nancy to join her on the couch.




  Jennifer watched as she indulged the dog with gentle caresses. Nancy was a partner of sorts in the private practice. Her presence comforted clients and seemed to encourage them to share more of

  themselves.




  “Why should men like Tiger Woods have all the fun? I think more married women should cheat. I believe we should act on our horniness just like men do. Does that make me a terrible

  person?”




  “Of course not. It’s . . . complex,” Jennifer said, employing one of her favorite terms. The word was nonjudgmental, and it bought the necessary time and space to explore more

  deeply. “Perhaps this is an assertion of power. You have the economic independence to choose a man for precisely the purpose you desire. But this is also being driven by the lack of

  satisfaction in your marriage.”




  “It always comes back to him, doesn’t it?”




  “On a certain level, yes,” Jennifer confirmed. “You’re having an erotic adventure. All the rebellion, secrecy, and naughtiness make it fun. In a sense, you’re

  getting everything that you want. You’re using the money from the career that Hart has always disparaged to go out there and be unfaithful. You’re making a fool of him. Meanwhile, Cam

  is a flesh and blood fantasy. He offers sexual pleasure. He appreciates your talent and accomplishments. I understand how satisfying that must be. But it’s not exactly real. How long can it

  last? And what will you do when it ends?”




  Kristin just sat there for several extended, preoccupied seconds.




  Jennifer noticed the time. She generally liked to conclude each session by reflecting on the work done, but sometimes the clock simply ran out. “We’re going to have to stop here for

  today.”




  

    Six clients a day was Jennifer’s limit. She preferred less than that, particularly when dealing with a DC—therapist vernacular for difficult customer.


  




  There was one on her current caseload—Billie Shelton, the rock star turned tabloid tragedy turned Vegas act. One session could leave Jennifer spent and feeling useless. Her sense was that

  Billie was keeping secrets—perhaps dangerous secrets—and that made the process of emotional discovery almost impossible.




  Jennifer noticed an envelope between the sofa cushions. She typically requested that clients bring in photographs of the family members, lovers, and friends whom they discussed in therapy.




  People were often different than the way Jennifer envisioned them or the way clients described them. She flicked through Kristin’s snapshots. Hart Fox was sexier and more handsome than she

  imagined. In her mind, he was bald, stocky, and rigid with intensity, the kind of man whose emotional expressions were limited to anger and lust. The subject in the photo was far more captivating.

  His tall athletic frame, dark hair, and brooding intensity brought to mind actor Jon Hamm’s Don Draper persona from Mad Men.




  Ollie had been painted as a mirror image of his father in look and attitude. There was a certain resemblance to Hart, but Jennifer saw a sullen, overweight boy struggling with a low

  self-concept. Only Lily, the nine-year-old, lived up to the sweet, angelic girl that Kristin promoted.




  The next snapshot gripped her attention and raised her temperature. There had been no exaggeration or off-base descriptors in Kristin’s assessment of Cam Lawford. He was a gorgeous man

  with an underwear model’s body and a brazenly sexy attitude. Kristin had captured an image of him in bed, with the top sheet barely up to his waist. The hooded look in his piercing blue eyes

  seemed to convey a carnal campaign promise: I’m the best time you will ever have in bed.




  Jennifer could not stop staring at the photograph. Generally, the sight of nude or semi-nude men did not turn her on. But something about Cam Lawford’s pin-up looks and guy’s guy

  brawn had her body pinpricking with arousal.




  Shamefully, she shoved the pictures back inside the envelope and sat down at the desk to establish her equilibrium, opening her MacBook Pro to scan emails and surf The Daily Beast. But

  she found herself Googling CAM LAWFORD.




  Dozens of hits materialized—sports items from his Penn State career, stories chronicling his brief appearance with the Miami Dolphins . . . and a single entry for his own Web address.




  Jennifer’s thumb hovered over the click-bar that would activate the link. Just as her finger made contact and brought the site on-screen, she experienced a stab of regret . . . yet she did

  not turn back.




  It was basic. Some photographs, a list of services that included massage, fitness training, and personal entertainment, a contact number and email address, and a very large, very bold WOMEN ONLY

  disclaimer.




  She was astonished that her curiosity had allowed her to go this far. But Kristin had been so explicit about her encounters with Cam. She talked endlessly about his stamina, his vigorous way

  with intercourse, his insatiable passion, and his impressive endowment.




  Jennifer closed her eyes. The months had stretched on to almost a year. That’s how much time had passed since Patrick had made love to her. She craved the warmth of a man’s touch. In

  fact, her body ached for it. But even acknowledging this natural desire brought on a crushing guilt as she considered her husband.




  Patrick was in a career slump and suffering from a depression that seemed impossible to overcome. He managed it with Lexapro. The drug stabilized his moods, but the side effects—decreased

  libido and delayed ejaculation—frustrated him to the point where he had lost all interest in sex. And he refused to talk about the problem or even consider trying a different medication.




  As a couple, they were in a dangerous place—utterly disconnected, sharing nothing but space. Only their amazing and beautiful daughter, five-year-old Mia Sara, brought them joy. The rest

  of their world was an endless cycle of lifeless nights watching Patrick fall asleep on the sofa in front of Fox News. Jennifer’s soul was slowly dying. She could almost feel it wasting

  away.




  When she lifted the receiver and heard the dial tone, her stomach lurched. The obvious next step was to punch in the number. She hesitated, then reluctantly jabbed in the digits.




  To even fantasize about contacting Cam Lawford was wrong. Not to mention unethical, imprudent, professionally reckless, and an affront to the sacred vows of her marriage. But the anxiety gave

  her a rush. The sensation of risk and danger and abandon was so intoxicating. She was that desperate for something exotic and erotic.




  He picked up on the third ring. “This is Cam.”




  Her first instinct was to simply hang up. Instead, she just remained on the line.




  “Hello?”




  Jennifer took in a deep breath and promised herself that she was only calling him for a massage. That was a legitimate therapeutic concern. And the private lie gave her the courage to speak out

  loud. “I heard about you from a friend . . .”




  





  CHAPTER THREE




  “It’s physical . . . Only logical . . . You must try to ignore that it means more than that . . .”




  Billie Shelton belted out the Tina Turner classic “What’s Love Got to Do with It” torch style, accompanied only by piano. She rolled around on the custom-designed leopard-print

  Baby Grand in a red gown daring a slit that went all the way to the moon. Her goal: To give it to them so hot that Michelle Pfeiffer’s “Makin’ Whoopee” number from The

  Fabulous Baker Boys would seem about as sexy as a colonoscopy.




  She finished off with a note that stretched on and on. Any Broadway bitch would’ve conked out 30 seconds ago. Her voice was more evocative than ever—raspy, haunting, vulnerable. And

  it should be. Every lyric was directed at March Donaldson, the right wing’s motor-mouthed media stud and the man whose presence in her life had left a little shard of glass that pierced her

  heart whenever he came to mind.




  But no dreamboat asshole was enough to ruin her incredible instrument. The same goes for the lost years of drugs and alcohol and the nightmare that had come close to killing her. Billie Shelton

  was a goddamn survivor.




  Her favorite dancer was right there to whisk her off the piano and onto the stage floor for the next number—a moody, slow-building, intricately choreographed cover of Adele’s

  “Chasing Pavements.” She hit her mark to perfection, moving like a seasoned showgirl.




  “Girl, you are fierce!”




  Billie beamed proudly at David Dean, answering him with a high-flying kick.




  He howled with laughter. David was the youngest in the troupe—a baby at 21 and a Vegas newbie by way of Utah, fresh from being cut off by his Mormon parents for coming out. He did

  everything he could to make it on his own—dancing in her show, teaching kick-boxing classes, and doing product modeling gigs at conventions. A real hard-scrabble Sin City dreamer.




  The sound check was over. Curtain would go up at 7:30. With an hour to kill, Billie made a quick retreat to her small backstage dressing room, tossing off the dress and towering heels in favor

  of a luxurious cashmere robe and her favorite pair of Uggs.




  Lindsay Lee, the perpetually crabby wardrobe assistant, stormed in to reclaim custody of the expensive Marc Bouwer dress. “Oh, look, it’s piled on the floor like old gym clothes.

  Ann-Margret never pulled this kind of shit. Now there was a lady who cared!”




  Lindsay was on the other side of 60, rough looking but clearly a beauty in her youth. Years of hard drinking and smoking had aged her considerably. An unlit cigarette dangled from her fleshy

  lips.




  “You know, if you light that thing, I might take a drag or two,” Billie hinted.




  “No way. I’m trying to quit. But it helps to have something in my mouth.”




  Billie smirked. “I’m not going to say a word. It’s just too easy.” This was their routine—complaints and insults delivered with an undercurrent of affection.




  Lindsay groaned her irritation, snatched the gown, and walked out.




  Billie was alone for maybe 45 seconds.




  And then Carly McPhee came in to deliver a stainless steel travel mug of green tea with honey and lemon. “Randall expects you back at the penthouse for dinner no later than

  nine-thirty.”




  Billie accepted the tea and nodded wordlessly, seized by a miserable feeling as all sense of control evaporated. She sipped slowly, allowing the caffeine-free concoction to coat her throat.

  “How does the house look tonight?”




  “Six-hundred-eighty-seven at last count. It should tick up to seven hundred by show time.”




  Billie’s Rebirth spectacular played six nights a week at the Palladium Showroom in the London Hotel, which had finished construction just before other developments began to

  freeze.




  It was precarious timing to open an extended run show. Las Vegas tourism had dropped by double digits. With decades of phenomenal growth stopped cold, the city was gripped by ominous financial

  fears.




  But Rebirth was garnering rave reviews and passionate word of mouth. The London’s aggressive promotional efforts continued to stand out in a hyper-competitive entertainment market.

  Hart Fox had promised Billie a kick-ass campaign, and for once, a corporate asshole had actually delivered on his big talk. Apparently, hell had frozen over, and pigs were flying.




  Tragic. Utter waste of talent. Lost cause.




  Those had been the public declarations about Billie Shelton from industry executives, music critics, and famous peers. Yet here she was, proving all the doubters wrong. The validation should be

  sending tingles throughout her body. But Billie felt absolutely nothing.




  “Vegas magazine is interested in doing a feature,” Carly announced crisply. “But they won’t commit to the cover, so Randall wants to wait.”




  Billie shrugged, brooking no argument as Carly continued on in clipped tones about a recording session for a charity Christmas CD by Vegas stars and an upcoming interview alongside Randall for

  his segment on Metamorphosis, the popular cable series about plastic surgery.




  Shut up, bitch.




  Billie wanted to scream out the words but instead seethed silently, betraying nothing. She hated Carly. Randall’s uniquely devoted personal assistant had become her unofficial handler,

  scheduler, and privacy invader. It was at once suffocating and demoralizing.




  The few hours Billie could claim to herself were her sessions with Jennifer Payne, her massage therapy appointments, and occasional outings with Kristin Fox. But just maintaining those freedoms

  remained a constant struggle as Randall’s penchant for control grew worse.




  Carly stood there in her regulation St. John suit, pouty lips pumped full of a branded hyaluronic acid called Captique, pert California Natural breast implants jutting out like two scud missiles

  ready for launch. The walking iceberg smoothed a well-manicured hand through her over-processed blonde hair as she inspected her BlackBerry. “The recording session conflicts with your next

  massage.”




  As disappointment crashed hard and fast, Billie made an effort to appear unfazed. “I’ll reschedule.”




  “No need. I’ve already booked an in-room massage for later that afternoon,” Carly said. “Natasha comes highly recommended by the London Spa.” There was a brief

  pause. “And Randall prefers this arrangement.”




  Billie’s internal panic was total. She couldn’t lose her access to Cam Lawford. The idea was unthinkable. “Carly, please, I’m more than capable of scheduling my own

  massages.”




  “It’s already done.”




  “I need . . . I . . . would like to retain the same therapist.”




  Carly gave her a suspicious look.




  “I finally found someone who can work on my back without causing me unbearable pain. I need these treatments to keep up with the show night after night. I’m sure whoever you

  found is great, but I can’t start over with someone who doesn’t know my body and risk going through all of that agony again.”




  Carly appeared unmoved.




  “You should see the X-rays of my back,” Billie went on, managing to keep the desperation out of her voice. “It’s a miracle I can even stand up straight. I was thrown down

  a flight of stairs and kicked to hell and back. I found a massage therapist who can gently navigate around the damage. Don’t take that away from me.” She gave a final, imploring

  look.




  With a slight huff, Carly fussed with her BlackBerry. “Fine. I’ll try to explain to Randall.”




  “Thank you.”




  Once Carly left, Billie breathed a quiet sigh of relief. Drinking deep on the tea, she approached the dressing table and lowered herself onto the cushioned seat that faced the mirror.




  Her nerves were fraying at the edges. The teeth grinding started up again. Her legs began to shake. She glanced at the reflection and suddenly found herself engaged in an intense staring

  contest.




  Billie Fucking Shelton.




  That woman no longer existed. Once upon a time, she’d been a hell-raising ball-buster, the indie music scene’s It Girl of the moment. Her provocative debut, Dick Magnet, was

  still considered a minor classic, though the praise always came with a disclaimer about potential career promise ruined by clichéd rock star excesses.




  The cynical pricks were right. Billie had run the gauntlet faster than most. Hit record. Sold-out tour. Alcoholism. Sophomore slump. Drug addictions. Scorched-earth love affairs. Trashed

  friendships. Public meltdowns. Bankruptcy. Arrest. Emergency room death watch. All the essential elements for Memoir of a Train Wreck were there. She just needed a book deal and a

  ghostwriter who gave good cautionary tale.




  Gazing at the stranger in the mirror, Billie tried to reconcile the fact that she was indeed that person from those days. But nothing quite connected, especially when it came down to the

  reflected image. Her physical identity had been completely altered, the old world and indulgent freedoms she once knew abruptly cut off.




  Wincing at the memories, she touched her re-sculpted face with tentative fingertips, wracked by a terrible foreboding. Someday soon, Randall Glass would kill her. Of this Billie was certain.




  When your husband woke you up in the middle of the night, shoved a gun into your mouth, and swore that any reason might be good enough to pull the trigger, a wife could do only one thing.




  Take the sick bastard at his word.




  
 





  STUD DIARIES




  

    Confessions from the Man Who’s Satisfying Your Wife


  




  

    By Cam Lawford


  




  

    Things I Can Tell Just By Looking At Her


  




  Women will pay for sex. I’m not talking about old, ugly, or fat chicks. The ones keeping me in business are beautiful, successful, and at their sexual peak.




  Sometimes they want to be kissed and held and told how attractive they are. Sometimes they want to play out a fantasy that’s been living inside their head for years. And sometimes they

  just want the freedom to unleash their inner bad girl.




  People are always curious about how I got into this kind of work. I used to play tight end for a pro team. One Sunday night I caught a pass up the middle, got taken down, fell the wrong way, and

  ripped my ACL. My future in the game was over before it really started. I’ve had blow jobs that lasted longer than my NFL career. But I got my Divisional ring. Sometimes I still wear it. Big

  piece of jewelry. You can’t miss it. And women love the idea of being with a guy who played pro ball.




  After I got discharged from the team, one of my old fraternity brothers invited me to hang out in Vegas. We called him Tabasco back in college, and the redneck, Mississippi-born party animal

  hadn’t changed a bit. He still woke up every morning, worked out like crazy, played poker most of the day, and blew coke up his nose all night.




  Tabasco was five-foot-ten with easily forgettable good looks, the start of a receding hairline, a less-than-average-sized cock, and a booming male escort business. I figured if this dickhead

  could generate a regular customer base of generous females, then I’d have women beating down my door.




  One night he was too loaded to keep an appointment, so I filled in. The client was blonde, early 40s, fighting a wide ass and a midsection thick with stubborn post-baby weight, but still

  gorgeous. She spent the first half hour complaining about her husband. He rarely showed her any affection. The guy would come home after a three-day business trip and give her nothing more than a

  dry kiss on the cheek and a platonic sideways hug. She was starving for it. That night I made her come so hard she nearly scratched the skin off my back.




  Then she told her friends about me. It’s a given that a lot of girl talk is bullshit. They lie to each other all the time. But when a woman praises a man for being a champ in bed, other

  women pay close attention. And in this industry, word of mouth is everything.




  





  CHAPTER FOUR




  A nude woman was screaming for her life as a menacing man in full coal mining gear chased her with a pickaxe. Once close enough, he sliced the weapon through her head with a

  murderous rage.




  Kristin stood frozen with disbelief, shocked by the bloody, gory scene in front of her.




  Ollie was kicked back in a plush, quilted black leather recliner, transfixed by the carnage as his orange-stained fingers dug into a three-quarters down bag of cheese puffs.




  “What are you watching?” Kristin demanded.




  “My Bloody Valentine.” He mumbled the answer, never taking his eyes off the 100-inch HD flat screen.




  Kristin seized the remote and fumbled to find the right buttons. The volume shot up to a near deafening level, then went silent as the screen turned solid blue.




  Ollie lurched forward. “Mom!”




  “You know better than—”




  “Dad said I could!”




  “I don’t care what your father said. You’re not watching that kind of garbage in this house.”




  Ollie rose up in hostile protest. “Oh, but it’s fine for you to write garbage in this house!”




  Kristin glared at him, experiencing a flash of dislike for her own son. The moment shamed her. “Go shower and get ready for bed.”




  “I’ll just finish watching it when Dad gets—”




  “Ollie,” Kristin cut in, her voice a low hiss. “I’ve had enough of your nasty attitude. What I say is not open to debate or reconsideration by your father.”

  Spotting his iPhone on the arm of the recliner, she snatched it. “And until I feel like you fully understand that . . . no cell phone privileges.”




  Ollie attempted an indifferent shrug, even as his nostrils flared. “I don’t care.” His eyes narrowed into slits, and he stared down Kristin for several long, hateful seconds

  before miserably trudging out of the state-of-the-art media room, muttering curses under his breath.




  Kristin sank down onto one of the recliners and stared blankly at the blue screen. Ollie was only twelve. What would he be saying to her at sixteen?




  Woof! Woof! Woof!




  Sinatra, their Harlequin Great Dane, was barking excitedly, a special rhythm and timbre that he reserved for Hart’s arrival.




  It was just after ten o’clock.




  Kristin’s stomach knotted, anxiety settling in her chest as she ventured down to greet her husband.




  Hart was standing in front of the open refrigerator door. “Did you cook dinner?” He gave her an irritated, blood-shot-eyed glance.




  She shook her head. “Lily’s spending the night with a friend, and Ollie wanted Taco Bell.”




  “That explains why he’s getting so fat.”




  There was an open bottle of Mollydooker’s Carnival of Love Shiraz on the kitchen island. Kristin poured herself another glass. Obviously, she would need it.




  Hart continued scowling into the refrigerator. “I come home, and there’s not a goddamn thing to eat.”




  “It’s after ten, Hart. And you didn’t even call.”




  He slammed the stainless steel door hard enough to rattle its contents.




  Calmly, Kristin sipped her wine. “Sinatra needs to go for a walk.”




  “So take him. I’ve been dealing with shit all day. I shouldn’t have to come home and pick up his shit, too.” He leaned against the counter, ran a hand through his thick

  hair, and let out a deep, stressed, world-weary sigh.




  Knowing that the London had opened in the weakest tourism climate to hit the market in decades, Kristin felt herself thaw toward him. “There’s some rotisserie chicken salad. I could

  make you a sandwich.”




  “Don’t bother.” Hart rubbed his eyes. “I’ll just have a drink.”




  “What happened today?” She asked this, honestly wanting to know, but secretly resentful that he never considered how her day might have gone.




  “More of the same. Everything’s down—occupancy, the casino, the restaurants. Billie’s show is the only good news. She sells out every night. But we have to cut rates

  again. The Paris and Caesars are booking rooms for seventy bucks. Trump is advertising at less than a hundred and giving out spa credits. It’s a bloodbath.”




  “Why don’t you take a shower,” Kristin suggested. “I’ll walk Sinatra, and when I get back, I’ll fix something for both of us.”




  His lips curled into a cruel smirk. “Is this your half-assed attempt at playing the supportive wife?”




  Kristin looked at him sharply. “I’m just being pleasant, Hart. You should try it sometime. You might find that it requires less energy.”




  “Pleasant for me would be a decent meal and a blow job, preferably at the same time.”




  “You’re disgusting.” Desperate to get out of the house, she put down her wine glass, grabbed the leash and a few plastic supermarket bags, and searched the first floor for

  Sinatra, finding him sprawled out on a sofa in the formal living room.




  The laziest dog in the world did not budge.




  “Sinatra. I know you have to poop.”




  Reluctantly, he lumbered toward her, his feelings hurt, his enormous head hanging low in embarrassment. He was also the most hypersensitive dog in the world.




  Hart appeared and attempted to intercede. “I’ll take him.”




  Kristin gripped tightly on the leash. “No, I need some air.”




  Hart started to walk away.




  “We have a problem with Ollie,” Kristin announced.




  He turned around. “Besides the crap diet you enable, what is it?”




  Kristin sighed with frustration, half inclined to abandon the conversation altogether. But she decided to force the issue. It was too important. No matter how much their own relationship had

  deteriorated, there had to be some solidarity where the children were concerned.




  “He’s disrespectful. He fights me on everything. His angle is always to go to you in order to get his way. Tonight I walked in the media room, and he was watching a naked girl get

  hacked to death in some sick R-rated movie. He tried to tell me that you said it was okay.”




  Hart’s expression was pure annoyance. “It’s just a movie, Kristin. What’s the big deal? Guys Ollie’s age want to see tits and gore. It’s normal.”




  She stared at him incredulously. “You can’t actually believe that.”




  “I promise you he won’t grow up to be a serial killer.”




  Kristin looked away for a moment. He could be such a patronizing son of a bitch. Sometimes she truly hated him. “A movie like that isn’t appropriate for a twelve-year-old. But you

  would say otherwise just to disagree with me. Next to golf, that seems to be your favorite sport.”




  “You’re making too much out of a stupid movie,” Hart snapped. “Maybe Ollie wouldn’t be so goddamn fat if you worried half as much about what he ate.”




  Kristin felt the flush of anger start at her neck and rise up to her cheeks. “Oh, so his weight is my fault? It has nothing to do with the fact that he doesn’t exercise or

  play any sports?”




  “He plays soccer.”




  “Ollie hasn’t played soccer in over a year. But how would you know? You never attended a single game, which is probably why he lost interest and quit.”




  Hart’s face registered real, unexpected hurt. He was speechless.




  Kristin felt a certain satisfaction for having earned a moment at her husband’s expense. Those occasions were rare. She tugged at Sinatra, dragging him through the front door and into the

  Nevada night.




  The Great Dane trotted obediently beside her, walking proudly, sniffing at the air, enjoying the cool desert mountain breeze.




  They lived in a six-bedroom/eight-bath 7,000 square-foot home in Red Rock Country Club, a guard-gated community nestled at the base of Red Rock Canyon and lavishly situated around two Arnold

  Palmer-designed golf courses.




  “I don’t envy you!”




  One of their neighbors, Elaine Dayan, was across the street with Sonny and Cher, two adorable Coton de Tulears. She stopped to point at the enormous pile of shit Sinatra was producing.




  Kristin carefully arranged her plastic bags to prepare for the gross but necessary clean up chore. “Believe it or not, this isn’t the worst part of my day!”




  Elaine laughed airily. “I don’t know how you manage! It’s like horse dung! Where’s Hart? He should be out here doing this!”




  “I don’t mind,” Kristin remarked. “It’s a gorgeous night.”




  “Are you working on a new book?”




  “Yes, I’m close to finishing. It should be out next year.”




  “Well, I was just wondering,” Elaine said. “I see you come and go during the week, and you’re always so dressed up. You don’t seem to be spending a lot of time at

  home in your office.”




  It was the kind of seemingly innocent observation that, if over-heard by Hart, might trigger a storm of invasive questions.




  “Oh, I’m active at Ollie and Lily’s schools and with a few charities as well,” Kristin said, hoping to satisfy Elaine’s curiosity and neutralize the subject at the

  same time. “Sometimes it helps my creative flow to write away from the house, too.”




  Elaine returned a supportive nod. “Well, I can’t wait to read the next one! Good night!” Cooing baby talk to Sonny and Cher, she ventured back toward her big, empty house.

  Elaine was a recent widow, lonely, and enjoyed meandering conversation over tea.




  Kristin made a mental note to invite her over soon. It had been too long between visits, and she should—and could—make the time for the dear woman.




  Hart was just exiting the shower when Kristin entered the master bedroom. He toweled off quickly, parading around naked as he flossed and brushed his teeth. Just one year away from 50, he stayed

  in impressive physical shape through regular weight lifting sessions, running, and golf.




  She ignored him as she removed her makeup and slathered La Mer Crème onto her face and neck.




  The turgid rap beat of Eminem’s “Not Afraid” cut into the tense silence.




  Kristin scooped Ollie’s iPhone from her front pocket and powered down the device.




  “That sounds like Ollie’s ringtone,” Hart said.




  “It is. I took away his phone.”




  He snickered. “That should improve his attitude.”




  She glared at him through the mirror.




  Hart responded by pressing his body against her and bringing his mouth down to the nape of her neck. “I’ll talk to Ollie tomorrow,” he whispered thickly.




  She felt his arousal and stepped away. “I have some work to finish.”




  “What’s your fucking problem?”




  Kristin turned on him hotly. “You come home after ten. You don’t bother to call to say you’re going to be late. Every word out of your mouth is either an insult or an argument.

  And then you actually think I would want to have sex with you. The better question is what’s your fucking problem?”




  She left him standing there with a strong erection and no place to put it. In most instances, Kristin passively accepted Hart’s lustful embraces, so refusing him tonight was

  empowering.




  Retreating to her writing office, she flicked on the Bose stereo to muffle the sound of her phone call to Cam Lawford. As Rihanna’s “Russian Roulette” played in the background,

  she whispered into the receiver, “It’s Kristin. I want to see you again. Try to get your hands on that soldiers uniform . . .”




  





  CHAPTER FIVE




  “You next.” The stern woman wearing a white nurse’s robe spoke in a thick Hungarian accent.




  Jennifer hesitated.




  “You next!”




  Flustered, Jennifer stood up quickly and followed her into a small treatment room.




  “Strip. Get on table. Legs up.” She barked the orders like a drill sergeant.




  Jennifer nervously slipped off her shoes, slacks, and underwear, her mind buzzing with a verbatim memory from Kristin’s vagina monologue.




  When it comes to grooming in Las Vegas, I don’t trust anyone but the Gestapo Sisters. Cam says I have the most beautiful pussy he’s ever seen.




  The woman was staring at Jennifer’s crotch and making no attempt to edit her disapproval. “Your bush too long. Need trim before wax.” She reached for an electric hair-clipping

  device and flicked it on.




  Hot with embarrassment, Jennifer closed her eyes as the necessary preliminary work commenced.




  Kiss’s Salon on East Tropicana was nothing exceptional on the aesthetic front, but the establishment—operated by twin sisters Julianna and Magdolna—appeared clean enough.




  We learn from the strippers.




  Another bit of wisdom Jennifer had picked up from Kristin—and other clients who were wives of high-ranking casino executives. There were no class barriers in Las Vegas when it came to

  personal upkeep. If a socialite on the planning committee for the Black and White Ball found herself sitting next to a pole dancer from Treasures at Salon Rojo, then she knew that she was getting

  her hair colored at the right place.




  “You want Brazilian, yes?”




  Jennifer nodded. There were other options—the bikini wax, the g-string wax, the Hollywood wax. She had no idea what each entailed. All she knew was that Kristin had talked at length about

  Cam’s preference for the Brazilian, which removed all hair except for a landing strip at the front.




  Suddenly, Jennifer could feel the sensation of the warm wax being applied. It was strangely soothing. Her anxiety began to subside, even as the pressure of the cloth strip signaled the

  inevitable next step.




  RIP.




  “Oh, God!” Jennifer cried. The pain arrived with a ferocious intensity. She knew that the hair was gone. But it felt like the skin might have gone with it. Beads of sweat dotted her

  forehead.




  “Be quiet. I’m working.”




  RIP.




  The agony shot up a notch. Tears formed in Jennifer’s eyes. She held her breath for the next one.




  Kristin had spent the better part of a session discussing the perfect Brazilian wax and its positive impact on her sexual confidence. But she never mentioned the pain.




  “Why you crying? I don’t understand.”




  “It’s excruciating,” Jennifer whispered, her voice quivering.




  “You have to stop.”




  “You no leave like this. Just one side finished. I have reputation




  RIP.




  Jennifer clenched both fists as the pain shot through, sharp and




  “Turn over.”




  She just lay there, frozen.




  “Worst pain top of vulva. That done. Turn over.”




  She did precisely as she was told, suffering silently through the rest of the procedure, hoping the results would be worth it.




  Cam Lawford was the most desirable man Jennifer had ever seen, and it seemed unlikely that she could ever be desirable enough for someone like him, even if she were paying.




  Finally, the torture ended. The woman tossed some baby powder onto the inflamed area. “Get dressed. Come back four weeks. Next time not so bad.”




  Later that night, while relaxing in a warm tub perfumed with Chanel No. 5 Velvet Milk Bath, Jennifer could not stop touching herself. It was so soft, so smooth, so gorgeous. The little rush of

  more blood flowing down there was undeniable. For the first time in a long time, she felt sexy. And not just sexy . . . but very, very sexy.




  She heard Patrick making his way toward the master bathroom.




  “Are you still in there?” His tone registered annoyance.




  Boldly, Jennifer stood up. She was naked, dripping wet . . . waiting.




  Look at me, Patrick. Show me some sign that we’re more than ambivalent roommates. Give me a reason not to go through with my plan.




  He gave Jennifer a cursory glance as he stepped into the water closet and released a seemingly endless stream of urine, no doubt brought on by the consumption of beer that accompanied his

  ritualistic evening viewing of The O’Reilly Factor, and Hannity.




  When he stepped out, he gave her a strange look. “Do you need a towel or something?”




  Hastily, Jennifer covered her body with a bath sheet. “I got a Brazilian wax today. Not that it matters to you.”




  Patrick stared back at her with dull, black eyes.




  “I can’t even remember the last time we made love. Does that bother you at all?” Jennifer knew this was the wrong approach. It was an attack, an interrogation. Questioning a

  man about his lack of interest in sex would only push him away. But hurt and frustration overrode her more sensible instincts.
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