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      “Carolinn, I really, really need you to take this table for me.” My friend and coworker, Anslee, begged me as she pushed through the swinging door into the kitchen where I was trying to enjoy a quick bite to eat before I jumped back out on the floor again to finish up my double. “I would take it, but I already have six tables, and it’s a large group that just came in.” She told me.

      I sighed and stood up with my to-go plate of chicken tenders and fries, turning to dump it into the trash, knowing I would never get to finish them now. It would be well past midnight before I managed to get out of here tonight.

      Anslee was a good waitress when she didn’t have to take on too much. But the moment things became even the tiniest bit stressful? She caved. Anslee was horrible at working under pressure.

      One day, I would make enough money as an author to not have to work all of these shifts anymore. Until that day, I guess I was stuck picking up the slack when all I wanted was to enjoy a damn meal.

      “Have any drink orders been taken?” I asked Anslee as I fixed my hair, pulling it back up into a stylish, yet messy bun, a couple of strands falling out to frame my face.

      I made my money off of tips, which meant I needed to look as pretty as possible – make-up always on point, a smile on my face. Especially since this time of night, most of our customers were drunk men. Drunk men liked pretty faces, and the prettier you were and the more you smiled, the more they tipped.

      “No, sorry. I can’t handle that table – at all. I’m at my wits end.” Anslee told me.

      I nodded and quickly moved out from the kitchen, moving to the servers’ area so I could scope out the room, take in how many customers there were. The restaurant was getting packed already, and it wasn’t even well into the night yet.

      Tonight was going to be a long one, that was for sure.

      “Table 26.” Anslee told me.

      I nodded and strode over to the table, a wide, beaming smile on my face. “Hi! My name is Carolinn, and I’ll be your server tonight.” I introduced myself. The men were all in military uniforms, most likely coming home on leave since it was nearing Christmas soon. A lot of military personnel tended to stop in here during a break in their flights if they had a layover, so it wasn’t uncommon to see them.

      Though, it tore at my heart.

      My mind flashed to my boyfriend who was currently overseas, serving for our country, and a longing so strong hit me in my gut that it almost knocked the wind out of me.

      I blocked out the thought before I could start crying. I hadn’t heard from him in months, and to say that I was worried sick about him was an understatement. I really fucking missed him.

      “What can I start you off with to drink?” I asked them.

      I gasped in shock when warm hands slid around my waist, a hard, muscular body pressing against my back. Familiar, soft lips pressed to my temple. I squeezed my eyes shut as tears welled up, my throat closing up with tears as that familiar, pine scented cologne wrapped around me. “Merry Christmas, baby.” He whispered in my ear.

      I sobbed as I turned around in Colton’s arms, jumping up to wrap myself around him. He quickly lifted me up the rest of the way, and I wrapped my arms and legs around him as hot, fat tears rolled down my cheeks, ruining my make-up. “You’re here.” I cried as I leaned back to look at him, running my eyes over his handsome face. I ran my fingers over his features, another sob falling from my lips.

      He was really fucking here, holding me.

      He only softened his smile, his eyes tender as he ran them over my own face.

      “I’m here, baby.” He told me. I sobbed. “I’m home – for good.” He assured me.

      I cupped his face in my hands and leaned forward, slanting my lips across his, so fucking happy that he was here, that he was back home with me. I had missed him so fucking much.

      He released a soft growl as whistles and cheers sounded throughout the restaurant. I didn’t even care about the attention like I normally would have.

      Colton was here. He was with me again. God, he was finally home for good. After months of not hearing from him, of not knowing how he was doing, what was going on with him, he was finally here – holding me like I had been silently craving him to do for months.

      “You’re done here for the night.” Cole told me as he began to carry me out of the restaurant, peppering kisses all over my face. “You’re done here every night. I’m home now, baby. I can take care of you.”

      I only cried harder, so fucking thankful that I finally had my man back home with me.
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      Cole held me on his lap in the recliner in my apartment, using his feet to gently rock us back and forth. “You’re really home for good?” I asked him, my voice breaking, still unable to fully believe it.

      He brushed his lips over my forehead, and I closed my eyes, drawing comfort from the tender kiss. “For good, baby.” He assured me. I slowly opened my eyes, locking them back on his perfect, handsome fact. “My contract is up. I didn’t sign another one. It was time for me to come home, to be with you for good, baby girl.” I sobbed, tears beginning to fall from my eyes again. He reached up and brushed them away, his hands sure and strong as he cradled my face. “I promised you that once I served my contract, I would come home to you, and I would build a life with you.”

      “We were so young then.” I reminded him, my voice sounding strangled. “Barely out of high school -.”

      “I meant every word.” Cole softly interrupted me. My bottom lip trembled at his sweet words. “I love you, Linn. I’ve always only ever loved you, and I know you’ll always be the one I love for the rest of my life.”

      I ran my eyes over his face, taking in his dark, chocolate brown eyes and his wavy dirty blonde hair. It had grown out a bit while he was overseas, and there was a lot of scruff on his jaw where he was beginning to let a light beard grow out.

      God, he was so perfect.

      And he came home – for me – finally.

      I leaned forward to kiss him again, and this time, he met me halfway, his lips meeting mine in a hot, demanding kiss, his lips savagely taking mine. I moaned softly, so desperate to be with him again.

      “Later.” He growled as he gently pulled back from me, nipping my bottom lip before he pulled back from me completely. “There’s some things I need to do first before I make love to you like I’ve been dying to do since I left.” He told me as he reached up to run the pad of his thumb over my soft bottom lip, his eyes darkening as he did so.

      “Like?” I asked him as I ran my fingers over the stubble on his jaw. He groaned softly and wrapped his fingers around my wrist before he turned his head to press a kiss to my palm.

      He flashed me a secretive smile, making me pout at him. He knew how much I hated secrets. I was never a fan of the unknown, even if it was supposed to be something fun for me. “That’s for me to know, and for you to eventually find out.” He told me. I huffed, and he grinned in response, his smile making my heart trip a beat in my chest just like it did when we’d first met. “But for right now, I need it to be a secret.” He gently squeezed my thighs. “And now, it’s time for both of us to go to bed.” He told me. I frowned slightly, not wanting to go to sleep yet, terrified that I would wake up and he really wouldn’t be here – that this would all be just a dream.

      “No, babe.” He soothed, easily picking up on my fear. Colton had always known me so damn well, even when we first getting to know each other. He was always so damn good at picking up on my moods. “Linn, baby, I will still be here when you wake up in the morning, laying right beside you in bed as I stare at your stunning face while I wait for you to wake up.” He promised.

      I blushed at his sweet, tender words. He grinned. “There’s my favorite girl.” He whispered. He abruptly stood up, making me squeak in shock as he began to carry me down the hallway towards my bedroom. His hands squeezed my ass. “But fuck, baby, I’m going to be playing with this ass tonight.” He warned me. “Swear, it’s gotten bigger.”

      My blush deepened. “I ate a lot while you were away.” I told him, shame washing over me. Cole was so perfect – so well built, strong, and nothing but hard, toned muscle, and he had me as a girlfriend who couldn’t even be bothered to eat a salad at least every once in a while.

      “Don’t.” He growled. He squeezed my ass again, making me squeak in shock. “You know how much I love your curves.” He reminded me as he gently laid me out on the bed. “But this ass? It’s probably one of my favorite parts about you.” He added with a wink.

      I blushed again, and his grin widened. I covered my face with my hands. “I need pajamas.” I told him, trying to get him to stop talking about how much he loved my butt.

      “No; you don’t.” He told me. “We may not be having sex tonight, Linn, but I fully intend on feeling your naked body next to mine tonight.” He told me. I peeked up at him through my fingers to find him removing his shirt, his muscles flexing with every move he made. I sucked in a sharp breath, unable to help myself as I ogled him.

      He really looked like he was sculpted by a god – all hard, toned, beautiful muscle.

      As soon as he shed his clothes, he moved over to me, his hands running over my body in a sensual caress as he slowly stripped me out of my own clothes, taking his time as he relished in the feel of my body beneath his hands.

      “God, you’re so perfect.” He growled. He leaned over me and pressed a soft, slow kiss to my lips that had me moaning, reaching up to tug him further against me.
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