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      “MS. WHITE NEVER FAILS TO COME UP WITH SOMETHING DIFFERENT AND WICKED.” -The Romance Studio

      Bethany Mack has it all – a job she enjoys, a best friend who keeps life interesting, and a man she loves deeply. It’s hardly fair for her to complain about Grant, her husband, working too much when he’s doing it to make their life together, a better one. Right?

      So she doesn’t.

      Instead, she starts to explore a surprise exhibitionist streak. Bethany figures it’s a harmless way to relieve her growing restlessness, but how will Grant react when he discovers what she’s been doing?
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      What is it about the tease that’s so hot?

      You know what I’m talking about. That tingle you get between your thighs when someone exciting catches your eye, or when you catch his. The lingering looks, the hair toss, the silent communication. That time when your blood heats up and your body awakens as you feel the magic of “what if?”

      It’s almost… intoxicating.

      I used to flirt a lot. Men used to flirt with me. Then I got married. I haven’t gained weight or let myself go, but somehow, I’ve changed. I know it and they know it. I think it’s because the chase is over. The magic of flirting, the heightened awareness that arcs between two people, the building of anticipation… it’s gone.

      And I don’t know exactly when, or how, it disappeared.

      The sad thing is it also seems to have disappeared between my husband and me.

      Now, don’t get me wrong. I love my husband. Grant is still very attractive in every way, and leaving him has never occurred to me. I’d never cheat on him, either.

      Yet, I can’t deny that a certain restlessness has been building in me for some time.
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      The bed shifted beneath me, and my hand stretched out over the cotton, seeking warm flesh. When I found only empty space, my eyes cracked open and I saw Grant’s muscular back as he perched on the edge of the bed, running his hands through his thick dark hair.

      Inching closer, I reached out and stroked my hand over those delicious muscles, all the way down to the small of his back. The sigh that broke the early morning silence as my fingers ran through the fine dusting of hair at the base of his spine was soft.

      My body warmed, waking up slowly. With a lazy touch, I walked my hand around his waist, heading for that morning hard-on that could be used to really wake me up and start my Monday off right. But as I reached for him, the alarm clock sounded and Grant smacked the snooze button.

      He flopped back onto the bed and wrapped his arms around me. Soft lips touched my forehead in a loving kiss before he said regretfully, “Sorry, babe. I’ve got a big meeting, and I can’t be late.”

      He gently rubbed his stubbled cheek against me before pressing his mouth to mine. His tongue darted out for a quick swipe across my lips and I parted them, eager to take things further, but with a tortured groan and a sharp pat on my backside, Grant stood up and went down the hall to the bathroom. I tried not to think about it, tried not to let my body’s disappointment invade my brain. Instead, when I heard the shower come on, I rolled over and went back to sleep.

      

Fresh from the shower and wrapped in a silk kimono-style robe, I strolled into the bedroom with coffee cup in hand. Ugh! Monday mornings were never my favorite. Mornings in general were hell, but Mondays were the worst. Which is why I liked my job at the boutique so much. As manager, I didn’t need to be in the store until ten and that gave me the extra time to become human before facing the public.

      Only one thing really wakes me with a smile on my face, and that’s morning sex. Nothing starts the day off better than an orgasm, even when I didn’t get-off, just re-connecting with Grant in the most elemental way somehow centered me, and set me right for the day ahead.

      I’d tried to make it happen that morning, but Grant hadn’t been interested enough. It sort of felt that way a lot lately. Like I was a little kid trying to get attention from her favorite teacher, and it was getting harder and harder to achieve.

      Stepping back from the mirror, I studied my reflection. Married almost four years and still looking good. I hadn’t gained any weight, and I certainly didn’t look thirty years old, so that wasn’t why the spark had gone out of our sex life. And by no spark, I don’t mean we don’t have sex. We do, it’s just not… exciting anymore, or often enough.

      When I was single, two weeks without sex wasn’t a big deal. I was used to it. But sleeping next to the sexiest man I knew night after night and not being touched and teased or set on fire the way I knew he could… it was hell. A sneak-up-on-you, long, slow-roasting hell.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a movement. I spun around and saw a man on the roof of my neighbor’s house. Hmm. That's what that nagging pounding was. I’d thought it was just my brain protesting its awakened state.

      I couldn’t see the roofer’s face very well, but even at a distance I could tell he had a killer body. And, as usual, the sight of bulging muscles made my pulse kick up a notch.

      Shoving the image of the roofer’s hard body to the back of my mind, I went to work on my makeup. Ladies weren’t supposed to drool over men who weren’t their husbands.

      Unfortunately, my eyes wouldn’t listen to my brain. I kept glancing in the mirror and checking him out. That was when I noticed he was glancing my way too. Adrenaline eased into my bloodstream and a long-absent awareness settled in. A naughty idea sprouted in my half-awake mind.

      Exaggerating my primping in the mirror, I piled my russet curls on top of my head and let the belt of my robe work itself loose. I stuck pins into my hair randomly so it had the sexy ‘just  tumbled’ look to it and bent deeper over the dresser.

      The next time he glanced my way, if he was paying attention, he’d see the bottom of my butt cheeks peeking out from below the edge of my robe. After applying my mascara, I straightened up and flicked a glance at his reflection. He was still working, but slowly. In the ten seconds I watched him, he glanced my way three times.

      “Yes!” I hissed under my breath. A tingle of pride, of awareness, whipped through my body.

      Then I realized what I was doing and my spirits fell. Flashing a stranger was the sort of thing Ginger, my best friend, would do. She was the “wild one,” not me. That’s not to say I was an angel, but when it comes to wild and crazy things, my tattooed and pierced spirit-sister beat me out by a mile.

      However, when I saw the roofer pause in his work and look my way again, I spun around quickly so my robe flared out and gave him a quick glimpse of my naked body. I couldn’t stop myself. Pulling a casual sundress from the closet, I tossed it on the bed with a flick of my wrist and went back to the dresser.

      A quick glance in the mirror assured me I still had the stranger’s attention, and arousal burned low in my belly. With a shrug of my shoulders, the robe fell to the floor and I stood naked. Trying to look natural, I reached into the dresser drawer and pulled out a pair of panties. With slow, teasing movements, I slid them up my legs and adjusted them on my hips, then snatched my dress from the bed. Once the material had settled loosely over my curves, I gave myself a last critical look in the mirror.

      A flush had bloomed on my cheeks and my blue eyes sparkled. Squelching a tinge of discomfort at my behavior, I peeked over my shoulder and saw that my audience was still enthralled. Energized, I picked up my unneeded coffee and strolled from the room, ready to start the week with my long-lost sense of allure back in full force.
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      “I hate you.”

      “What? Why?” I laughed at the grumpy look on my best friend’s face. Ginger Harrison wasn’t any more of a morning person than I was. In fact, she was even worse. But she didn’t normally greet me when I walked into the store with such a dramatic statement.

      “You’re smiling. That means you got some this morning. And I, single and horny woman that I am, hate you for it.” She turned her back on me and continued to straighten the display of purses and handbags in front of her.

      “No, I didn’t get any this morning. Although I did try.” I toyed briefly with the idea of telling her about giving the roofer a tease, but just shrugged when she raised an eyebrow at me. “Besides, you’re only single because you want to be.”

      I went to the back of the store, dropped off my purse, and poured myself a cup of coffee, before going back out on the floor to chat with Ginger.

      Rosa’s was a small boutique that targeted the businesswomen of Vancouver, as well as the upper class wives of businessmen. The clothes ranged from casual khaki’s and knit t-shirts to fancy party dresses worthy of a New Year’s Eve ball, all made with the same meticulous quality. It was a quiet shop most of the time, but that didn’t bother me because I didn’t feel any real passion for fashion. It was just a job to me.

      I didn’t have a passion for anything else either. Well, except for Grant. Ever since I was a little girl the only thing I’d wanted was to meet a good man, have a family, and live happily ever after. I figure that’s why I’d gone from part time clerk while in college, to full time store manager ten years later. What I did for an income was never as important to me as how I lived my life, and who I lived it with.

      Ginger was just the opposite of me. She had too many passions to count. Which is why she was still a part time clerk. She was always taking night classes in some subject or trying out other jobs. When she got stuck for money, or pissed off at some other boss, she came back to Rosa’s. She knew I’d always hire her back, and I’d work around any other commitments she had.

      I always loved it when Ginger worked on a display. With a good sense of balance and color, she knew how to catch the eye. It wasn’t often she took the time to fuss with displays though. Despite the fact that she wasn’t what most people termed conservative or classy, what with her pierced nose and visible tattoos, she was the best sales girl in the store, and she rarely had the time, or the inclination, to do anything but sell.

      The fact that she was arranging the handbags first thing in the morning, when she’d normally be in the back room, mainlining as much coffee as she could, told me something was on her mind.

      “The display looks good.” I nodded at the way she had organized the accessories. It wasn’t easy to make a rack of handbags look good, but she’d managed to do it.

      “Sometimes being single is the best thing in the world,” she said, ignoring my compliment. “Other times, I hate the lack of a regular sex life. And what do you mean ‘you tried’ to get some this morning?”

      A couple walked into the store, and we both turned to smile at them. I watched as the woman browsed and the man trailed behind her. “C’mon, Ginger. You could have sex anytime you wanted, if you really wanted to. All you have to do is smile at a man and he leaves a trail of drool as he chases after you, and you know it.”

      “Yeah, but I’m not a total slut, jumping from one bed to another indiscriminately, and it’s tough to get it regular without a steady guy in your life.”

      “So get a steady guy.”

      “Unlike you, I haven’t met one worth keeping long term. So until then,” she said, glancing at me, the mischief in her big brown Bambi eyes barely hiding something darker. “I’ll keep my independence, and enjoy the occasional bout of wild monkey sex.”

      I sputtered and tried not to choke on the sip of coffee I’d just taken. “Well, enjoy it while you can, the wild monkey sex doesn’t last long once you find Mr. Right.”

      That was when I noticed the way the man kept looking over his shoulder at me. When our eyes met, I smiled. It was my polite shopkeeper’s smile, and I was surprised when he winked at me in return.

      “Beth!”

      “What?”

      “You’re flirting.” Ginger’s full lips stretched into a grin.

      Heat crawled up my neck and I pushed away from the shelving unit. “I am not.”

      “Yes, you are. And don’t think I didn’t notice the fact that you ignored my question about the lack of sex this morning.” She followed me over to the till where I shuffled some papers and tried to look busy. “But I’ll let it go, for now, in favor of reminding you that it’s okay to flirt. You’re married, not dead!”

      “And you’re single, not dead. So why aren’t you the one flirting?”

      Her shoulders lifted and fell casually while she looked anywhere but at me. An idea hit. I needed to get out, and I got the feeling Ginger really needed to talk, so I reached across the sales desk and clasped her hand. “Why don’t we go for drinks after work? Grant’s probably working late again anyway.”

      “I can’t tonight, I have class. What about Thursday?”

      I should’ve known. “What are you taking now?”

      “Photography.” Her eyes lit up with excitement. “Tonight’s the first class.”

      “I thought you already took photography?”

      She nodded. “I did. But this is black and white photography. Totally different.”

      “Okay.” I shrugged. “Thursday it is. It’ll be fun!”

      A grin split Ginger’s pretty face. “It will! It’s been too long since we went out together”

      She slapped her hand on the counter before heading over to the shopping couple with a light bounce to her step. Ginger started talking to the woman, and the man turned away from them and smiled at me again. It was a small, secretive smile. As if we shared something.

      I’d never seen the guy before, and we didn’t share anything. But the heat in his gaze reminded me of my morning watcher, and I couldn’t stop myself from licking my lips and smiling.
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      I was right. Grant worked late that night.

      It was after nine o’clock and I was ensconced on the sofa, feeding my secret addiction by watching season two of Angel on DVD again, when Grant entered the house.

      “What a day!” He dropped onto the couch next to me.

      “Bad?” I asked.

      “Nah, not bad, just hectic. I know taking this promotion was the right thing to do for us, and our future, and I know I can do the job. It’s just taking more time getting settled in than I expected.” He gave me a tired smile. “I’m beat, babe.”

      Heart swelling with love for him, I cupped his jaw, leaned in and pressed my lips to his. The rasp of his stubble tickled the palm of my hand and I lazily stroked his tongue with mine. Before I could deepen the kiss he pulled back.

      “I need a shower, then I’m crawling into bed. Will you be long?”

      When I shook my head no, he turned and headed up the stairs. I toyed with the idea of joining him in the shower, but he’d seemed distracted and doubt that I’d be welcome niggled at me.

      My chest tightened and I tried to refocus on the show, but couldn’t quite manage. The cynical side of my brain was prompting me to wonder if Grant was having an affair. I mean, our sex life hadn’t exactly been rockin’ lately, and that would seem to be a reasonable assumption. Except, he wouldn’t do that.

      With midnight black hair and piercing green eyes, Grant had the look and the attitude of a bad boy, which he had blatantly been when I’d first met him. He’d made no secret of the fact that he belonged to a private sex club, and had many partners to indulge in wild and kinky games with, but he’d never invited me to the club, and shortly after we started dating, he cancelled his membership. He made it clear that we had a connection that went beyond sex, and like all those rakes and playboys I’d read about in romance novels, when he gave his love, he was fierce and loyal, giving his whole heart.

      And he loved me.

      He wasn’t cheating on me. He was just preoccupied. His recent promotion from ad designer to account executive at one of Vancouver’s top advertising firms had him working almost nonstop. We’d talked about it before he accepted the promotion, and we knew it would be hard. I just don’t think either of us knew how hard.

      The shower turned off with a protesting squeal from the pipes and I tracked his footsteps above me to the bedroom. Before I could think twice, I switched off the TV and dashed up the stairs. When I walked into the bedroom, Grant was stretched out naked on the bed, one arm bent, hand tucked behind his head, eyes closed.

      “Yum,” I whispered as I climbed onto the bed and slowly straddled his body. “Look what I found sleeping in my bed.”

      He didn’t move, but for a small twitch of his lips. Leaning forward, I tasted that half smile briefly before nibbling my way over to his ear. I nuzzled the soft spot behind his ear and spoke softly. “Such delicious flavor you have.”

      His chest brushed against mine as it shook with silent laughter, but he remained still beneath me. Pulse racing I  sat up and quickly pulled off the baggy Tshirt I’d donned when I got home from work earlier, leaving me in nothing but my cotton bikini panties.

      Grant didn’t let me have control in the bedroom very often, so I was quick to run with it, wiggling down his body so the tips of my nipples scrapped along his torso. After nudging his legs apart a bit I lay down, my body snug on top of his, his stiffening cock nestled nicely between my breasts as I scraped my nails across one male nipple and my teeth across the other.

      His fingers weaved into my hair, cupping the back of my head. He didn’t try to direct me, or take control, he just let me enjoy myself. I ran my fingers through the crisp curls that covered his muscles, loving the way my fingertips tingled as they followed the trail to his belly button. I slid a bit lower, rimming the hole with the tip of my tongue as his cock bobbed, looking for the warm home of my breasts that had disappeared.

      Warmth flowed through me at the feel of my husband’s body beneath me, the ripple of his muscles under my fingertips as I skimmed over his torso. It was a rare treat for him to let me have all the control so I made sure to enjoy every second of it, drawing it out as one hand dipped down to travel up the inside of his thigh and my mouth skimmed over his hip bone. His lower belly tightened, and his breathing grew ragged as I let my hot breath tease over his hardness.
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