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Garden Villa




Their relationship started with no-holds-barred sex that led to an intimate connection. It’s been romantic sunsets and cozy mornings until Dex’s work obligations caused strain on their quality time. Date nights were cancelled, and heartfelt apologies were made, but an unwanted guest comes to the beach resort. Tammy’s past will get tangled with Dex’s professional life. 










  
  

Cancelled Date Night


Tammy





Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 


Summer was over, and Autumn came with weeks of warm weather. The peak travel season ended, but the beach and mild weather would attract visitors for another month. The villa’s wooden shutters were open, and sea salt drifted on the breeze. It was date night, so my fragrance held a hint of sweetness, and I was wearing the red dress Dex always went crazy over. Everything was perfect. 

A light knock startled me. Dex forgot his keys sometimes. I rushed to open the door. Avery was holding a beautiful bouquet from Mitzi’s Floral, “Dex is my top customer. He loves you for sure.” 

I laughed, “I love all the floral arrangements from your shop, but I’m surprised Dex sent flowers tonight.” 

Avery smiled, “A man who never stops showing he cares is nothing to complain about.” 

“I totally agree with you,” I accepted the flowers and signed the receipt. 

“I would love to stay and chat, but I have two more deliveries. We’ll catch up really soon.” Avery left the wooden porch and hurried down the path. 

I checked out the Autumn bouquet. The orange roses, sunflowers, and magnolias were vibrant and beautiful. I planned to thank Dex with a heart-stopping kiss the second he walked through the door. 

My phone chimed. I set the vase on the table to check it. Dex was calling. I tapped the screen, “I can’t wait to thank you for my beautiful flowers.” 

Dex released a frustrated sigh. 

My smile faded, “What’s wrong?” 

“The flowers are an apology because I won’t make it there in time for dinner. We’re in the finishing stages of this project. Date night is important. I’ll make it up to you.” 

I bit my lip, “Dex, you’ve stayed at the residence four nights in a row. Your job is important, but I miss you.” 

Dex released an exhausted sigh, and I felt like the worst girlfriend in the world. 

“Tammy, I know it’s been tough, but this account is important. Murph and I have been busting our asses to get this done. You’re always on my mind, honey, and I want to get back to us. Can you hang in there for a few more days? That’s all I need and then I’ll be all yours.” 

I sighed, “I thought you were already mine.” 

“Don’t pout. You know I love it. It’s been one disappointment after another. Sweetheart, I’ll finish up this project and complete the deal.” 

“It better be six figures because I baked apple pie.” 

Dex released a frustrated groan, “Not my favorite.” 

“Yes, and the ice cream is in the freezer.” 

“Damn it,” he groaned again. “Don’t say you’re wearing the red dress.” 

“Yes and your favorite heels. The black t-strap pumps, but I won’t mention what’s underneath.” 

Dex released a string of curse words. “I’m damn sorry about this.” 

I took a deep breath, “I know. Thanks. I love the flowers, and I’ll let you get back to work.” 

“Tammy, please don’t cry after we end this call. I’ve been a shitty boyfriend, but things will get better.” 

“Don’t say that. Dex, you’re great. I’m spoiled.” 

He chuckled, “Hmm, that’s probably my fault.” 

“It is, and I’m expecting you to make this up to me, so finish the project and close this damn deal.” 

“Tammy, I love you,” his voice was a sexy whisper. “Don’t start without me.” 

I sighed, “I need to relieve this emotional tension.” 

Dex released a low groan. “Wait for me.” 

“I don’t know if I can. I cooked and baked and put extra time into my feminine routine to surprise you. I deserve a little tender love and care if you know what I mean.” 

“Tammy, wait,” Dex said through clenched teeth. “I’ll be there in three hours tops.” 

“Okay. I’ll see you then.” I ended our conversation but couldn’t stop smiling.

Dex didn’t flirt over the phone or text. He liked doing it in person. Dex wanted me within reach when things kicked up a notch.

I checked out my beautiful flowers one more time and then tapped the number for the front desk. Julie answered. “Hi, it’s Tammy. How are things there?”

“I’m waiting for a late check-in. They’re expected around nine o’clock, but everything’s fine.”

“Okay. Please call if you need anything.” 

“I won’t because you’re off the clock,” Julie replied. “Pilar is on-call. Enjoy your evening.” 

I ended the call, flopped onto the sofa, and unbuckled my heels. My phone chimed again. I read the text from Krista and decided to call.

“Why are you calling? It’s date night for you and Dex. So, please tell me which seasonings are missing in this jambalaya. It doesn’t taste like yours, and I want it to.” 

I sighed, “Date night was cancelled again this week. Dex is working late, so I have nothing but time.” 

Krista groaned, “Oh no, hopefully, he’ll secure the contract and then you’ll have him all to yourself.” 

“Oh, listen to you,” I teased her. “Hayden is a good influence on you.” 

Krista laughed, “Hush. We’ll leave for Los Angeles soon, but call if you need to talk, and please, don’t work this weekend. You’re supposed to be off.” 

I sighed, “I live at the resort. It feels kind of weird not working if I don’t have anything else planned.” 

“You need the downtime,” Krista replied. 

“I need quality time with my boyfriend,” I groaned. “Alright, enough of my whining. Tell me what spices you’ve added to the jambalaya.” 

I talked with Krista for a few minutes, but I didn’t want to interrupt her night because mine was ruined. I stood at the screen door. It was the time after dusk, and bold colors swirled across the sky. I felt disappointed, but Dex was doing everything he could to make things work. I decided to skip dinner since my appetite was non-existent. I relaxed on the sofa with wine to wait. 








  
  

Working Late


Dex





Tammy was disappointed because I haven’t been around much, but the commercial contract needed my attention. I pushed aside my personal life and spent three hours and forty minutes working out kinks in our proposal, but I was still thirty minutes from being finished for the night. 

Murphy tapped on my door, “You look the way I feel. Frustrated and tired of spending every waking moment in this place.” 

“It’s been a consistent cycle of meetings, numbers, paid opinions, and the like. I want to kick back at the beach villa. Barbecue, beers, bonfires, and my girlfriend during these warm Autumn nights. That’s my idea of heaven.” 

I slid the file across my desk. Murphy relaxed in a chair and silently read until he noticed the issue. “I doubt the parcel of land near the building site is that small.” 

“It’s not. My guess is they’re trying to pay less.” 

He shook his head, “Alstaira is a billion-dollar company building a multi-million-dollar development. We know this because the model is in my damn office taking up space. There’s no valid reason for the price adjustment.”  

“I agree. I checked it out to make sure it wouldn’t have an impact on our business with them.” 

Murphy closed the file, “Does it?” 

“No, but we have a meeting next week with Vincent Larsen. He’ll be here to finalize the details.” 

Murphy smiled, “That’s the first good news I’ve heard all day. Do you know when he’ll arrive.” 

I grinned, “Why? Will you wear your good suit?” 

“Ha-ha hell. I have impeccable taste.” Murphy replied and straightened his silk tie.

“You do,” I agreed. “Your salary goes to your wardrobe.” 

“I haven’t seen you in anything off the rack.” 

I grinned, “This is not about me. I prefer my favorite worn-out leather boots and whatever’s comfortable, but the company’s dress code stands in the way.” 

“Dex, you still think you’re blue-collar,” Murphy replied. “That’s why your mood has been piss-poor. You miss the construction grind. Return to it.” 

“I’ve worked seventy-three hours in the past six days. I need quality time with my girlfriend.” 

“Are you sure that’s the only issue?” he asked. 

“Tammy is the most important reason. Maybe the next time you’re in a relationship, you’ll understand.” 
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