
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Roman’s Rules

Roman’s Adventures, Book Two

By 

Amber Anthony


Copyright © 2019 by Amber Anthony

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. 

Please respect the creation of this work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

All rights reserved. For more information, write: writeamberanthony@gmail.com. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher, Amber Anthony, except for the use of quotations in a book review. 

Cover Credits

Cover Artist: Kelly Ann Martin, kam.design

DepositPhotos: heyengel, zhuzhu, romancephotos

Editor/Publisher Credits

Professional Editor Services

Published by Amber Anthony

Printed in the United States of America

052620



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication
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This adventure is for those who relish passion in later years. To mature lovers finding loving tenderness. To friendship caught on fire. To feelings that are deep-burning and unquenchable. To lovers who wish they found each other earlier, so they could love each other longer.

To families coming together. We are rooted together, but each of us grows toward our source of light. May we celebrate each other’s light.

Happily ever after is not a fairy tale, it’s a goal.
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This book is a product of friendship. Sincere thanks to Kathy and David for welcoming me into your city and your lovely home. You shared Aloha, Ha, the Breath of Life, and Pau Hana. I had to leave so I can go back. Mahalo, my friends.

While Nancy and I were polishing this book, we received the news that one of our earliest mentors was in the ICU with a grave prognosis. Being half a continent away and knowing that our being there wouldn’t change the forecast we hunkered down and sharpened our pencils. WWDD was our motto. Thank you for being there for us.

We are the product of many mentors. When you have the opportunity to be a mentor, please consider the flame you will kindle in another person.

-Rusty




Kirk Roman’s Rules


	Never Date a Client.

	Never Date a Co-Worker.

	Every career decision is a personal decision.

	If it feels hinky, it probably is.

	We’re suspicious by nature. It keeps us alive.

	Be intentional 24/7 to overcome uncertainty and complacency.



Jax Roman’s Rules


	Appearance matters, and when I look the part, I act the part.

	I am what I eat. Cook well, eat well, live well.

	The ‘buddy system’ keeps us alive.

	Sleep deprivation degrades performance, get proper rest.

	There's a fine line between arrogance and confidence.

	There'’ a fine line between stupidity and bravery.

	Confidence is king, be decisive. 

	Don’t make snap decisions.

	Avoid uncertainty or hesitancy.

	I cannot rely on technology.

	I always have something more to give.

	No one is perfect. I seek to know my flaws and improve on them.
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Prologue
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Thursday, August 13th

Mackinac Island, Michigan

They held hands and ran toward the ferry dock laughing out loud. The couple escaped the friendly assaults of birdseed thrown by their pursuing wedding guests. 

The ferry riders applauded as the handsome man in the dark suit caught up his bride in the linen dress and swooped her over the gap as the ferry chugged at the pier

“Permission to come aboard, sir?” The groom playfully juggled his bride in his arms and saluted.

“Permission granted. We were waiting for you; you didn’t have to run.” The captain grinned and returned the salute.

The groom dropped his giggling bride’s feet to the deck and swept her into a dramatic embrace. “We have a honeymoon to commence, anchors aweigh.”

The captain nodded to the deckhands. “Double time, boys, let’s get this craft launched.”

The bride and groom took the two seats on the starboard rail surrounded by a few full-time islanders.

“Doctor Adams,” a small girl ran up and caught the bride’s elbow. She grinned shyly at the groom and pointed a wet finger to him. “Is that your husband?”

Kameo knelt to her four-year-old patient. “Yes, Jaxson is my husband as of today.”

“You won’t be Doctor Adams anymore?”

Kameo looked up at Jax and winked. “No, not anymore...”

****
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ON THE SECOND LEG OF their honeymoon travels, they prepared to leave Detroit. “More wine?” The flight attendant stood ready to pour.

“After all it took to get here, sure. Then I’ll fall asleep.”

“Lightweight,” Jax teased and offered his glass for a refill. “Yes, please.” As the attendant poured, Jax asked, “are we still expecting on-time arrival in Las Vegas?”

“Yes, sir.” The man smiled and headed down the aisle to the other first-class travelers.

Kameo studied her new husband, suspiciously. “What have you cooked up, Jax Roman?”

He was the face of feigned innocence. “What? Do you know what it took to wrangle a private plane from Pellston to Detroit in forty-eight hours? I’m just making sure our travel is progressing as expected.”

“That’s the third time you’ve asked airline staff if we’ll be on time. Either you think you’re on a mission or you’re planning something.”

“I’ve beat stronger interrogations than this...” He laughed and buckled his seatbelt.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Thursday, August 13th

Lē‘ahi Beach Park, Honolulu Hawaii

Kirk Roman strolled along the beach at sunrise. When he saw the remains of someone’s midnight picnic, he pulled the garbage bag out of his pocket. Wearing rubber gloves and swearing, he cleaned up the mess. We live in paradise, and we can’t pick up our trash. Peace still painted this tiny public park at six in the morning. A retro desk-style ring tone shattered his harmony with nature.

“Roman.” Kirk’s voice was velvet-edged and as strong as his gym-chiseled physique.

“Romeo! Glad I caught you up!”

Kirk shook his head at hearing his SEAL nickname from his old friend. A wry smile crossed his face as he returned the favor to General Hank Kingston. “Teflon! How’d you get my cell number?” Kirk ran a hand over his sandpaper morning scruff.

“I had to promise dinner to your guard dog at the gym.”

Kirk’s lips curled upward quizzically. “Which one?”

“Ms. Perry. She said something about being high maintenance, and if I wanted your cell number, I had to tell her a story about you. Romeo, why haven’t you staked your claim on that one? I visit, take her out, and all she talks about is you and that sweat factory you call a fitness center.”

Kirk’s indigo eyes sparkled Isn’t Teflon a little old to still be playing soldier? If the situation hadn’t pulled me out of the military, would I still be playing SEAL? He watched a porpoise breach the water as he walked toward the shoreline, grateful right where he was. “Enough flapping your gums about Jordan.” His lips curled in a possessive smile. “What’s up, you heading in to take her out again? I haven’t seen you in a year, and you take her out to dinner.”

“Romeo, you’re not getting any prettier, and I won’t be in your neighborhood till January.”

“So, this is just a social call?”

“No, I’m calling about your boy, Jax.” Every muscle in Kirk’s body tightened. “I was in the mess hall, and I turned around and flew back in time thirty years. There you were, kitted out in your gear, that thousand-yard stare in your eye, keeping your men together...”

“So, Jax is in Afghanistan?” Kirk’s tension turned to eager anticipation.

“No, had to send him home... the Vice President’s press corps got a little too enthusiastic, and someone took a bunch of pictures. Screwed up his covert op.”

“Can’t say I’m disappointed to hear he’s out of the line of fire.”

“Don’t worry about your boy, Kirk. I get the feeling he’s just as capable of taking care of himself as you were.”

“That’s good to hear.” A cloud floated across the sun, and Kirk felt chilled.

“Besides, he’s resigned his commission. Didn’t you know? He should be out by now...”

Kirk drew a deep breath. “No, we still haven’t spoken...” The touches of good humor around his mouth and eyes fell away.

“Wait! Wait! You haven’t spoken since we talked about it last year?” Kirk could hear his friend’s disappointment over thousands of miles. “I thought I’d convinced you to talk to the boy the last time I was on the island.”

“I wanted to; I just don’t know what to say...” Kirk admitted.

“Hell, man, you say, Jax, you’re my son, I love you, and I want us to get to know each other again. He’s become a fine man, Romeo. You’re missing out.”

“It’s not so easy...”

“When did you need it easy? I’ve never thought of you as a coward, Kirk, don’t make me re-evaluate.”

The crimson of embarrassment and anger bloomed in Kirk’s cheeks. “Are you forgetting what happened the last time I reached out to him? How he told me and all the prison authorities he wanted no communication from me? My sister said he refused to hear my name in his presence.”

“That was tough, Kirk, I’ll give you that. That was a tough thing to hear from your own kid. But hell, he was what, fifteen, sixteen years old? He didn’t know all the facts. His mother just died; his whole life was turned inside out. That was twenty years ago.”

“What am I supposed to do, Hank? Insist he sees me if he doesn’t want to? I’ve been hoping he’d come to me.”

“When you’re in the grave? Be the father here, Kirk. Reach out to your son.”

Kirk paused for several seconds and then reluctantly asked, “Can you get me his recent contact numbers?”

****
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Thursday, August 13th

Las Vegas, Nevada

KAMEO LAUNCHED HERSELF through the one-bedroom suite. “Oh, my God, if the ride in the Rolls Royce wasn’t enough, the bath is the size of a hot tub, and we have our own steam shower for six!”

Jax buried a grin at her childlike enthusiasm. “We have this two-story suite for three nights. I didn’t want jet lag to get in our way. I could cancel the time in Oahu if you like it better here.”

Kameo froze. “What?” She seductively ambled over to him and draped her arms on his shoulders. “I’ve got you; you’ve got me. We deserve the best of both worlds.”

Jax playfully puckered his lips for a reward. “Kiss me at once, and we’ll decide later.” His dark eyes held passionate promise.

Kameo danced with the fluffy black bathrobe in the dressing area. “I just want to live in this fuzzy thing...”

Secretively, Jax opened the closet door to see the butler had already unpacked. Two zippered bags from Saks hung behind a bridal white column silhouette evening gown and an equally dramatic ivory cocktail dress. Jax imagined how exquisite his wife would look tonight wearing the classic combination of a demure front with a revealing back. I wish every crystal on this gown were a diamond. I want her to have only the best. She put her life and career on the line to break me out of prison.

Kameo ran to join him. “What are you digging into?”

He slammed the closet door and stood guard. “I don’t remember you being this nosy before we were married.”

She stopped and tapped her finger on her chin. “If my memory serves me correctly, all we had time for in the past was escaping the cops and Phoenix’s crew.” She gave him a wicked smile, “And a bit of the horizontal mambo.”

“If you hadn’t had the insight to know that I was innocent, we wouldn’t be here today. I’d be dead, and you’d still be a prison psychiatrist.” Jax’s long strides ate up the space between them. “Right now, it’s not about our journey; it’s about our destination. Let’s journey into that bathtub.”

****
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BESIDE THE TUB, KAMEO fanned her fingers under the running faucet, dropped their fluffy black robes, and looked around for Jax.

Jax strode into the marble palace of a bathroom in his boxer briefs and socks. “Hey, you. Did’ja miss me?”

“You... you undressed. Why? That was my job?”

“I sent my suit out to be cleaned. This is what you get.” He stood; muscular arms spread wide. Their embrace was juvenile in its exuberance. They ended laughing at arm’s length with their fingers interlaced between them. Toddlers would have begun to spin in circles until they were dizzy, yet Jax and Kameo were already dizzy.

Jax started, “Mrs. Roman, we have to get some things accomplished. We need to...”

Kameo was feverish. “Mr. Roman, we need to consummate this marriage. I think our trains are on parallel tracks. Yours is moving faster than mine, but not much faster.”

Jax smoothly moved in, hugging her close, inhaling the remnants of the flowers she wore in her thick hair at today’s ceremony. She shivered as he pulled the large clips out, and her wealth of hair tumbled around her shoulders. Time stood still as a silent Jax held Kameo close. His lips pressed an intense kiss to her forehead.

“Are you okay, Jax?”

He felt her tremble in his silence. He was aware Kameo was a physician and a psychiatrist to boot. She knew his file front to back before they ever shared the intimacy of a bed. This was her first marriage, but it wasn’t Jax’s.

Jax purposely lost count of the year Heidi died. They met their junior year of college, they fell in love at Mach speed, and the wedding was two weeks after his graduation. She was Midwest society, and his pedigree was ‘iffy’.

Jax and Heidi returned from their weekend honeymoon in the Florida Keys. Jax shipped out, and Heidi dove back into her studies. While Jax fought in post-invasion Iraq, Heidi maintained her Dean’s List grade point average. 

What if I hadn’t gone to Iraq? If I had applied for something stateside, would we have noticed the headaches or paid attention to her nausea? She was alone when the aneurysm hit. She died alone. My wife died alone.

The University of Florida mailed her Doctor of Pharmacy/Master of Public Health diploma to their apartment. It was something Jax couldn’t keep. He packed boxes of her mementos, carefully folding the dress she wore when they eloped and mailed them to her relatively unknown parents in New Albany, Ohio. In the same length of time it took for Heidi to pass this earth, Jax applied for SEAL training.

If adversity introduces a man to himself, it also introduced Kameo to Jax. This afternoon, in the arms of his wife, Kameo Alana Roman, Jaxson finally knew who he was.

“Jax, baby?” Kameo’s dark eyes sparkled when she spoke his name. “A penny for your thoughts?”

Jax shook out of his flashback and dropped to perch on the edge of the infinity spa tub. Jax pulled her close. “I’m processing being here, married, and unemployed...”

Kameo took his face in both her hands and her brows rose in sweet admiration. “You are married, but remember you provided me with a comfortable safety net. If you want to make tables out of hatch covers on a beach, you can.”

Jax’s lopsided grin grew wider, and with a definitive nod, his grasp on her softened. “What a virginal white package you are...”

“It’s all for you, baby. Do you want to unwrap me?” 

Jax ran a slow tongue over his top lip and bit his bottom lip. He steadied himself on the tub ledge. “Uh-huh.” He crooked his finger at her. “Come closer, Mrs. Roman. I have work to do.” He studied the dress. “Do instructions come with this?”

Kameo giggled evilly. “In case of sexual emergency, pull the cord.” Her eyes traveled to the belt of her linen wrap dress and then Jax. “Are you the man who rigged explosives to rescue me? You can’t figure out a dress?”

“I don’t want to ruin it. But if you don’t mind...” He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her closer. She felt his burning attraction. His teeth caught the ribbon at her waist, and he yanked it back.

“Aren’t you oral?”

“You’re about to find out...” He unwrapped her in a spin, her mahogany hair in a lively swirl. It settled over her luscious lace-covered curves.

“Do you like my wedding outfit?” Her fingertips ran down the ivory lace corset and garter belt.

“Baby, all that lace and those hooks.” He caught her between both hands and grinned, palms sliding down the satin slopes of her waist and hips. “Should I leave on these garters? I think I will...” His hand cupped her silk covered mound, and he buried his nose against her.

“Oh, Jax...” She arched into him and sighed.

“Here I am a newly married man, thinking our sex life was going to be the same great sex we’ve always had and bingo, you raise the ante with this.” He shook his head, dark hair falling over his forehead. “I had all sorts of ideas, and all I want to do is throw you on the bed and rip that corset off.”

Kameo knelt between his knees. “Perhaps your wife needs to teach you about patience.” 

“I see where this is going...” His lusty chuckle echoed in the marble room as he stood to let her remove his boxers.

Kameo stepped back and posed her finger on her chin, nodding at his wicked smile. “Lunch on the plane was filling but not satisfying.” 

I want to stop time and imprint this for eternity. She mused. He’s positively edible with his mussed hair and a five o’clock shadow. Who could resist his washboard abs? 

They caressed, her sighs harmonizing with his deep primal rumble. Jax whispered, “What kind of satisfaction did you have in mind? Anything in my skillset?”

“Jax, the other night you were... ahh... amazing. There are no words to describe what you did to me. I was so exhausted I couldn’t return the favor. Right now, this is your time.” His dark eyebrows arched mischievously. 

****
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THEIR EYES WERE INCHES apart, the better for Jax to see the copper flecks in her ebony depths and the expressive brows framing the windows to her soul. “I’ve dreamt of this moment, and you feel even better than I remembered.” He began the loving task of unlacing her corset. Her silky panties dropped to the floor with the mountain of lace and ribbons.

Now she stood wearing only the sheer garter belt and glistening stockings. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and straddled his lap. Flesh met flesh. Jax felt Kameo shudder as she balanced there. 

He moved to meet her halfway, sitting straighter enhancing connection. Her wealth of hair danced over him, like caressing fingers. She raised her dark locks and twisted them into a knot behind her ear. 

“Kiss me, Jax.” She presented her ivory neck. Her body flushed as they shared glistening perspiration between them. His kiss caught her, and she giggled. “Jax, take me on a ride.” 

He was defenseless against her raw charm and sensuality. “I thought you’d never ask.” Together they claimed their heaven and slid helplessly into the bubbling tub.
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Chapter 2
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Friday, August 14th

Honolulu, Hawaii

Kirk and his staff flipped on the lights of Silver SEAL Fitness at O’dark thirty, as usual, to prepare for their seven AM opening. Kirk and his right arm, Jordan Perry, were used to moving by rote at this hour. Somehow, the new instructors seemed to straggle in between 06:35 and 06:55. 

He and Jordan, the old-timers, were the first to arrive and the last to leave. Kirk knew why he was the dependable one. He was the owner. He learned discipline at his father’s knee. It was honed into him during his naval career and driven home while he was a guest of the state.

Why Jordan was his north star for the past seventeen years, he couldn’t say. God knew he didn’t pay her enough. Not that she complained about the money.

“How can anyone look this good at this hour? You’re not wearing a lick of makeup.”

Jordan posed and fluttered her eyelashes. “It’s my ‘I don’t care’ routine. If I frighten someone, I don’t care.”

Her salt and pepper hair bounces and shines in her ponytail. Who said women over 45 shouldn’t have long hair? Her hair is gorgeous.

“I use the same routine, but how come you’re prettier than me? My old friends take you out to dinner.”

Jordan turned on her heel. “Is Kingy coming to the island?”

Kirk dropped the clipboard and straightened his shoulders. “Kingy?”

“You know, Kirk, he knows how to show a girl a good time. He lost Doris about the same time I lost Frank. You can always get a date and join us.”

“All you’ll hear is war stories if you date Fly Boys and SEALs; you’d be in the middle of our shop talk.”

“Speaking of shop talk...” The fifty-something transplant from North Dakota gazed at Kirk over her half-glasses, and her grey eyes sparkled. “I want you to start some new classes.” She beamed. “I want to get a pre-natal class started; it’s the right time.”

“What do you mean the right time? Do you have something to tell me?” Kirk’s brows knit as he gestured to her midsection.

“If you’re pointing at me, that would be a surprise. However, it’s coming into fall, and we’ve received many requests on the website.”

David, the weight training instructor, dragged in looking hungover, drinking a two-liter bottle of water. He smiled hugely at Jordan and nodded to Kirk. 

How come I don’t get the smile, I’m the boss. Kirk turned back to Jordan and smirked. “Glad I’m not a party animal, but back to those requests. Really?”

Jordan leaned on her elbow at the counter. “Apparently, ladies can’t get into Kahuna’s classes.”

Kirk made a sardonic face. “Big Kahuna Fitness has pre-natal classes?” He shook his head. “What’s the liability on that? What if in the middle of class on the count of three, there’s suddenly an extra student?”

Jordan shook her head. “You were a Navy SEAL, and you think babies just pop out?” She screwed up her nose. “The worst thing we could have is an unexpected leak. It can’t be any worse than the seniors’ class.”

“It’s worse; it’s a lot worse. More volume, it’s far more slippery. I can’t believe I am having a discussion like this before my coffee.”

“I guess Kahuna gets the next generation of exercise fans...”

Kirk waved a finger. “Don’t go all Kahuna on me.

Jordan shrugged. “The next thing you’ll say is we can’t have baby massage classes.”

“Does Kahuna have that?”

With a shrug of one shoulder, Jordan grinned. “Don’t know, want me to call him?”

“Babies cry, they poop and pee and that shit leaks.”

“Literally.”

“I’ll compromise. Put up a questionnaire about prenatal exercise classes while I talk to my insurance man. I do know it’s more fun making babies than cleaning up after them.”

****
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Friday, August 14th

Las Vegas, Nevada

THE NAP WAS AN EXCELLENT idea. Jax stood before the bathroom mirror, tying his white silk necktie over a new and freshly pressed dark blue shirt. The lady’s maid who took his suit to be cleaned and pressed was now in the other room assisting Kameo into her evening finery. 

He gave himself a jaunty smile in the mirror. She really seemed to like her new dress. Jax checked his collar and cuffs and went downstairs to view the Las Vegas Strip from his living room window. He poured himself three fingers of tequila and ran the lime around the glass’s rim. In the dimly lit room, his reflection stared back at him. His usually clipped military ‘do’ sprouted small curls at his collar. Life is changing.

As he waited for his wife, my wife, Jax pondered the irony that the Reposado Tequila he drank was aged in the red clay soil and chiller climate of Mexico’s Jalisco Highlands. It was a picturesque area far, far away from Isabel Huerta’s Lobos Cartel. The tequila was certainly one of the more pleasant products of Mexico. It was a shame Isabel and her ilk besmirched Mexico’s character with her ruthless criminal faction. Jax had reason to know the extent of her ruthlessness. She replaced her lieutenants with alarming frequency. A call to have dinner with the thirty-eight-year-old widow was a crapshoot. A man could end the evening on a slab or kneeling, pledging fealty.

The last man standing, Pollo Phoenix, believed himself to be the victor when he engineered a Senator’s death and framed Jax for the murder. Isabel Huerta snatched legal victory from Jax’s DEA task force when everyone ended up dead in her yacht’s explosion. The explosion heralded the end of the Lobos Cartel, and Jax and Kameo felt they were safe to honeymoon.

He listened to the laughter of the lady’s maid upstairs. “Oh, no, Mrs. Roman, you wear the flowers behind your left ear now. It shows you have a husband.” Jax snuck to a corner of downstairs where he could watch the women. The maid carefully clipped the cascade of white and yellow plumeria behind Kameo’s left ear.

“My dear, you are as lovely as any movie star I have ever dressed.” Kameo caught the woman’s hand in hers and smiled sweetly. “Our whole staff sends you their best wishes for a very satisfying life.”

Once the lady’s maid was gone, Jax stood pensively awaiting Kameo’s arrival. His breath caught at the sight of her in the glittering long-sleeved dress. They embraced in the glow emanating from the Vegas Strip’s throbbing lights. Her lips pressed a light kiss on his jaw. In silence, they watched the colorful discord of light along the strip. Standing behind her, Jax ran a glancing finger down her spine. “I’m glad this dress has no back.” That same finger drew aside her long hair, and he kissed her.

“Oh Jax, you keep that up, and we’ll be eating cheese crackers and the fruit basket.”

“Well, that would blow my plans for tonight.”

“I knew you had a secret...”

“As a matter of fact, I do. In all the time we’ve been together, I never got to show you off. Tonight that changes.”

****
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THE PRIVATE ELEVATOR opened, and Jax escorted Kameo on and nodded to the lift operator. “Private dining, please.”

When the doors swooshed open, the maître d’ bowed formally. “Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Roman. It would be my honor to escort you to your dining room. My name is Paul, should you need anything, please ask for me.”

Jax nodded. “Good evening, Paul.” Jax smiled at Kameo, and they fell into step behind the man. They passed through an elegant, dimly lit lounge with the soft titter of laughter and the rhythm of cocktail shakers. They walked by many patrons enjoying beautifully prepared meals delivered by elegantly dressed servers. Tonight, as his divine wife walked beside him, the room hushed. 

I’m going to have to get used to people admiring my wife. I did want to show her off.

The maître d’ opened the double doors, and people craned their necks to see this gorgeous couple’s destination. Jax allowed Paul to escort Kameo to the table. As Jax drew the double doors closed, his gaze fell on one especially hungry set of eyes, and Jax shook his head and winked at the older gent before closing the doors.

Deep amethyst draperies flanked the tall windows and accentuated the high ceiling. Gilt chandeliers hung with sparkling crystals shooting shards of light about the room. Through the window, they watched the fountains dance. 

Kameo folded her hands over her mouth. “Jax, all of this is for us? Look at all the glasses and silverware. Are we going to eat that much?”

“Well, at least a nibble of everything. It’s a tasting menu with all the wines.” He gestured to sparkling crystal glasses in different shapes and sizes. “But, save some room for dessert, cause it’s a humdinger.”

“Well, now you’ve got me intrigued.” She looked around and sighed. “Do they validate parking?”

“We don’t even have a car, but the Rolls is outside.”

Kameo sat as the server pulled out the chair. “You’re right; we don’t have a car. I married you and don’t even know what you drive.” Did Paul just roll his eyes?

****
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THEIR CONVERSATION was low and clever as they shared the sixteen-courses of an unparalleled dining experience. Servers moved intuitively around the honeymooners, anticipating every desire by Jax and Kameo’s responses to the chef’s artfully presented creations.

They cleared the table for the ‘humdinger of desserts’. Kameo left plenty of room for the coconut mousse with lemon cream and pineapple lime compote. Jax anticipated the hazelnut milk chocolate crémeux and praliné ice cream. Paul moved a divider screen to reveal a digital grand piano.

Giggling, again, Kameo shook her head. “No karaoke, please.”

Jax wiped his grin away. “No, baby. No karaoke. Someone a lot more talented than me is going to grace us with his brilliant voice.” Jax got up from his seat and went to the door. Kameo peeked around to see to whom he was speaking, but her view was blocked.

Jax escorted two elegantly attired men into the room. They proceeded to the piano, and Jax returned to Kameo’s side.

“Buona sera, signor e signora Roman. My name is Carlo Luciano, and with your kind permission, I would like to offer congratulations and best wishes on your new life together.”

Kameo turned wide eyes to Jax. “The Carlo Luciano?”

“Carlo’s son and I served together in Iraq.” He turned to the famous opera singer and nodded. “Thank you, my friend, for honoring us with your talent.”

Kameo listened enraptured as the tenor launched his signature piece. Jax pulled her closer and kissed her ear as they were serenaded. He watched as a tiny happy tear threatened to fall. He caught her hand and kissed her palm. “It’s true, baby, we were born to shine, together.”

She daintily wiped the demi tear away and nodded. “Every time I closed my eyes, I made a wish, and I believed we’d be together again. And here we are.”
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Chapter 3
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Saturday, August 15th

Las Vegas, Nevada

Desmond Franklin usually enjoyed his job. Stack glasses, connect beer kegs, and stash bottled beer in the coolers. Desmond was tired of dealing with whining bartenders. They pocketed the cash tips on the sly and bitched about sharing the charged tips. Whiners. What day is it? I need a day off. 

Desmond was one of the handsome young men the bulk of tourists overlooked. He was uncommonly striking in a clean, mother approved manner. He kept fit to make his job more manageable. He swore off drugs and alcohol because his mind demanded it. He didn’t flirt with the clientele; he didn’t initiate conversations with his co-workers. Desmond saw things; he knew things; he felt things about people. 

His broad shoulders tensed at the thought of being on the bar floor. He volunteered to leave and bring back a case of pint glasses. With Desmond’s level of ‘awareness,’ this night was biting into his sanity 

“Des, Mr. DeBlasio wants to see you...” Delores pressed the button on the Vitamix, and the end of the sentence was drowned by ice crushed at high RPMs. 

****

[image: ]


DESMOND SLIPPED INTO his boss’s office. The room was decorated like a luxury auto. Lots of platinum leather and mood lighting. Soft music played from, where? 

Not tonight, I need my job. Not tonight, please. 

Mr. DeBlasio nodded at his arrival, as usual, he didn’t make eye contact. “That thing you do, the act you pull when you’re bored. You could do that in front of people, right?” The dark-haired man rotated his chair and smoothed back his greying pompadour as he bit his smoking Churchill. “You a magician? You do mind-reading?”

Desmond chewed the inside of his lip. “A mentalist act, you mean?”

“Fact is, the drunk bastard, the amazing asshole couldn’t see into his future to know he’d be passed out in his dressing room. He was supposed to do the eleven o’clock show. It’s ten-thirty, and we have a full house.” Silence, no response from Des. DeBlasio puffed smoke signals in frustration. “I need you to throw on a tuxedo jacket and pull twenty minutes out your ass. Play up to the bald guy with the blonde in the front row, then we’ll bring in the dancing girls, and you can go back to tapping kegs.”
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