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ONE

 

 

Showing up at CollCom was allowed. Just being there didn’t break any rules. Being by herself and arriving without announcement… Nope, didn’t matter either. Marriage meant no boundaries. Bet he hadn’t figured that into his equation.

People noticed her. Since him, they always did. Not that her ego wasn’t in check. No, there wasn’t space for hers when her guy’s was so gargantuan. But who cared? She loved him, even when his ego was showing.

Jogging up a couple of shallow stairs, the suits around the boardroom table behind a glass wall adjusted her trajectory. Her goal was in that room. Her guy. Her Casanova.

Her knuckle tap on the transparent door garnered everyone’s attention. Probably. Just a guess. Only one person mattered, he was the only one she saw. At the head of the table, concern crept over him. That was it. All he needed to see to divert his day: her.

He got up to cross the room. As far as she could tell, no words left his lips; his colleagues got no explanation as to why he was suddenly on the move. Though, giving him his due, he didn’t know why she’d randomly shown up, so what would he say? And it’s not like people, especially people in that room, didn’t know of their connection. 

Intent and intense, she was it for him. Being his it, and his goal wasn’t new, yet she appreciated it, him. Every minute.

As he opened the door, his hand rose to make delicate contact with her jaw. “Lola?” Without hesitation, she threw both arms around him, squeezing her body against his. “What happened? What did you break? Should I call Salad?”

“If we have kids…” She pulled back just enough to meet his eye. “We’re getting them chipped.”

“Okay.”

“And I don’t take you for granted. I love you.”

“I know you do,” he said, maintaining his solemnity. “I am the sun which your world revolves around.” From somber, his lips curled slowly. “I have ten minutes. Want to go home and cuddle?”

She tsked. “Because I’m having a vulnerable moment, you want to get laid?”

“Gotta get them while they’re weak.” He checked his watch and leaned back into the boardroom. “She’s hormonal. Missed me desperately. I’ve gotta take her home before she embarrasses herself with all the tears and the begging.”

He’d pay for that quip, she poked him, hard.

“Smitten?” came a voice from around that table.

The middle Collier’s voice. Mm hmm. So Mr. Media-Mogul-Smarty-Pants wanted to play too?

“You know it,” her guy drawled.

Opening her mouth, she inhaled, ready to launch a tirade. Zairn bent suddenly and swept her up into his arms, stalling her rebuttal. Okay, dramatic, but… shit, she liked his style.

Eventually, she sighed and looped her arms around his neck. “Oh, my Casanova.”

“I’ve missed you too, Lo.”

She snuggled closer when he dipped to call the elevator. “Smitten?”

“You know it.”

Sometimes witnessing others’ trauma put life in perspective. Although grateful to be blessed, signs and situations warned her never to forget what was important. Who was important. They didn’t forget, wouldn’t forget. She wouldn’t let them. 

Descending in the elevator, in his arms, with his mouth on hers, perfection beckoned them back to basics. Them. That was what was important. Their relationship. Their love.

Man. Woman. Forever. She wasn’t always the best at conveying how much she valued him. Not that it mattered. Casanova got her. He knew without words, without her saying a thing, what was in her mind, in her heart, better than she did most of the time.

 Rylee and JD’s little one was found safe and well. Not all stories ended that way. Not all stories ended with relief and happiness. And sometimes the battle for a happy ending led people, others, down a darker path.

How would she cope if faced with real danger? Real trauma? If someone hurt her, or stole her guy, her friends, anyone, away from her, would she stay strong?

One day all they’d be left with were memories. So it was their duty, their right, to make as many pleasurable ones as possible.

“Casanova?” she said as he carried her into the waiting car. 

The door closed. 

“Mm?”

Her fingers loosened a couple of his shirt buttons. “You really are good at it.”

“I know,” he said, finding her mouth with his again as she tucked her hand into his shirt.

Her guy. Her forever.


 

 

TWO

 

 

In the middle of the bed, Roxie stretched her back. “No, he’s thrilled,” she said into the phone. 

Not her phone, of course, Zairn’s.

“I can’t wait,” the woman at the other end of the line said. “Is he nervous?”

“No!” Roxie smoothed the sheet she sat cross-legged under. “He honestly can’t wait.”

“It will be the event of the year! The wedding of the decade!”

Zairn came out of their bathroom and crooked a brow at her.

“We think so.”

“Are you eager to tie him down?”

She laughed. “Whoever thought it, huh? Zairn Lomond a one bunny duck. I have to go but thank you for calling.”

She hung up and tossed the phone to the end of the bed.
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