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“Thank you for tuning into KLAX News,” I smiled at the camera.

The light turned off, and we were off the air.

“Another good one in the books Abby,” the producer smiled.

“Thanks,” I waved as they took off all the recording instruments from me.

I walked away from the table and headed for my dressing room.

I have been a new anchor for KLAX for just over four years now. I had started as a roving reporter, paying my dues by following news around the city, and now I was in the studio.

I loved it. I had my own dressing room and didn’t have to try to get dressed and look good on the run, or stay in hotels on my own dime, just to get the next headline. Now everything was within walking distance of the main studio.

“Hey honey,” my husband Oli came into my dressing room.

“You’re not supposed to be in here!” I yelped at him as he surprised me.

“I couldn’t stay away from the hottest woman in the news industry,” Oli smiled.

I had been voted Seattle’s hottest female reported for the first time since being on television. I knew I only got it because FRLK’s female reporter had gotten pregnant and left the business to be a mother.

“Oh, stop it,” I smacked Oli’s arm.

“I will not!” Oli was all hands as he was trying to get his way with me. “I am married to the hottest woman in Seattle.”

“In the news industry, not the city!” I pushed him away. “Now stop it!” I pointed at him.

“What’s got into you?” Oli stared at me.

“Nothing,” I straightened my hair. “I have a meeting in fifteen minutes, and I don’t want to get all messed up.”

“Right,” Oli sighed as he plummeted backward into a chair. “Got to be all perfect!”

“Yes!” I hissed at him. “You know how many women out there nearly took this job before they decided on me? I mess up one time and they will be blood in the water.”

“Well, when you get home then,” Oli stood up.

I made a face as he looked at me.

“No! Abby! No!” Oli shouted.

“The fire downtown,” I grimaced. “It’s all hands-on deck to cover it, since it did happen ten minutes before the senator was supposed to....”

“You’re staying late again!” Oli shook his head. “This is the fifth time in a row!”

“It’s voting season, and if we don’t...”

“I don’t care, it’s always something with you now, I miss the old Abby,” Oli slumped back in the chair, crossing his arms and pouting like a little child.

“The old Abby, really,” I scoffed at him.

I wasn’t in the mood for one of his childish tantrums.

“Well, we had fun, made out everywhere, remember when we had sex in the back of the van?”

“You mean you had sex; I was just the willing participant?” I turned to face him. “Sex means both people enjoy it and get something out of it, remember?”

“Ouch!” Oli shook his head.

“Truth hurts,” I shrugged as I applied lip gloss to my lips. “Okay, now out!” I shooed him out of my dressing room.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ 
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The night got away from me, and before I knew it, I heard the floor machine making its rounds.

“I better get going,” I rubbed my eyes and turned off all the screens.

I made my way to the elevator, waving to the cleaning staff as I went.

I was in the underground parking lot and heading for my car when I saw Oli’s car still parked next to mine.

“What is he still doing here?” I asked as I approached it.

As I got closer, I could see that it was moving. “No fucking way!” I stopped and stood with my hands on my hips, watching my husband fucking a plastic blow-up doll.

“Oli Stevens!” I yelled.

Oli tried to hide the doll; it was a cheap one at that, not even a good doll.

“Are you out of your dammed mind!” I watched my husband as he tried to pretend he hadn’t been humping a plastic blow-up doll.

“I was waiting for you to come out and to surprise you,” Oli tried to stay, his blue eyes met mine as he tried to cover himself up.

“I will meet you at home!” I turned on my heels and got in my car.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Oli arrived shortly after me, and his words were ignored as he tried to convince me that he had done nothing wrong.

“There are camera’s down there!” I yelled at him. “What if one of them caught you fucking a plastic doll!”
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