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“I think we need to come up with a safe word.”

“Blue cheesecake,” Beth mumbled, more to herself.

“That’s two words. That’s how people die. It needs to be one word.”

Beth glanced up from her menu at Scott’s mention of death. “What?”

Scott drew his eyebrows together in a thunderous frown. “You have to pick one.”

Beth’s confusion grew. “I have to pick one, what?”

Scott growled, actually growled, at her question. She knew she hadn’t been paying attention, but in her defense, Scott never stopped talking. He started each day as soon as the alarm clock sounded: he talked through every T.V. program they watched, and on the nights he stayed at her house, he even talked in his sleep. She had learned early on in their relationship if she hoped to hold onto her sanity, she’d have to learn how to tune him out. 

“They have something called ‘blue cheesecake,’” she told him, grasping at straws. The only thing Scott enjoyed more than talking was food. He was effectively distracted. 
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