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Ally

Did he just call me fat? I twirled around in front of the big picture mirror that covered the south wall of the living room. As a young girl, I had always hated this mirror, and after seeing all my imperfections, I hated it even more.

When it comes to love, Ally and Brock are their own worst enemies. Married for five years, they've turned bickering into an Olympic sport—whether it's over the TV, whose turn it is to do the dishes, or who loves whom more.

Beneath the flying insults and slammed doors, there's a connection that neither can ignore, even if they'd rather stub their toe than admit it.

They didn't have the "perfect marriage," but after a ridiculous fight that pushes them to the brink, Ally and Brock face a hard choice: call it quits or fight harder than ever for the chaotic, infuriating, beautiful mess they've built together.

Brock

I loved Ally more than life itself. But it might be too late for us. I believe she's fallen for someone else. I've heard her whisper another man's name in her sleep. I don't know who he is, but when I find out...

Armed with snark, stubborn hearts, and a knack for making up in the most ridiculous ways, they're about to discover that love isn't just worth fighting for—it's worth fighting with.

Happily Ever Argued is a romantic comedy that's laugh-out-loud funny and brimming with heart. It's perfect for anyone who believes the best love stories come with a side of sass.
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This book has a few stories that happened to some of my family members in our grandparents’ haunted house. Their tales always make me chuckle when I hear them told, so why not share them with my readers. 

If you don't laugh out loud, then I hope I at least made you smile. 

Enjoy Ally and Brock's story
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I included a story about the house fire during the Christmas holidays that happened to a family member of mine. 

It took place on Christmas eve, and their amazing community provided a place for them to live and presents for the entire family. 

They also helped the father rebuild his home, and all the supplies and the labor were donated. 
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Chapter One
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Spice Of Life – Ally
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"YOU GO AHEAD AND DO that. See if I care." I heard the inside door slam shut and then waited for the sound of the garage doors to open. If they didn't, Brock would be working out. If they did, God only knew where he would go. He sure didn't tell me anymore. Why would he? I was the nagging wife, correction, the frumpy nagging wife. Yep, I'd put on a few pounds recently.

"Jerk," I whispered loudly, hoping he'd hear me but not really. When had things changed so drastically between us? My eyes were drawn to the plaque Grandma kept above the bedroom door, now my bedroom door. 'If it's worth keeping, fight for it...' 

"That wasn't a question for you, Grandma." We recently moved into my grandparents' old house. It was a boon for us then, but since that happened, I believe Brock regrated it. I didn't know why; it was almost rent-free. We barely paid anything for it. 

The house was built in an older, well-established neighborhood. The homes and the yards were large. This estate was an acre, with massive trees surrounding the property and grass everywhere. The driving mower grandpa left behind came in handy on a yard workday, and it would be pricy to replace if it ever broke. 

Brock hated this house, and I believed one of the reasons was because all our neighbors were older–much older than us. We had no friends nearby. All our friends lived on the other side of the city, and they never wanted to make the trip to see us, so we quit asking. 

My grandparents bought this house twenty years ago, and I'd always felt safe here, more so after Brock and I fought...like now.

Then I heard the garage door close, and I watched from behind the curtains as he backed his truck out of the long driveway and onto the road. "Okay, Grandma, I know you want to say something. Go ahead; I'm listening." I'd do anything if it would save my marriage, and she'd always had such great advice.

I headed toward the kitchen, and as I walked past the kitchen table, a breeze from the window blew open a magazine. It stopped on a picture of a half-naked model. I couldn't help but stop and study it. 

Showoff. "I'll have you know that I used to look good in that stuff too." And who was I kidding? I sat down to read more after the heading caught my eye. Put the flavor back into your romance. 

"Flavor? Hmmm." I scanned the ad and then slowly went through it one more time to catch the good parts. "Flavored underwear?" I checked the list Outlandish offered and felt my face grow warmer as I delved deeper. Indigo Passion Fruit...Lazy Chocolate River. Wet Watermelon. "Oh, my goodness." 

Before I knew it, I had written out a check from my personal checking account for some crazy amount, snipped the order form from the magazine, and scribbled the address on an envelope. I shoved the check inside, quickly sealed it, and put the last of the stamps on the corner. 

Our mailman always came early, and I wanted this to go out before I could change my mind. I stepped outside and slipped the order into the mailbox for pick up. And right on schedule, he stopped his mail truck in front of the house. 

"How are you doing, Marshall?"

"I'm great, except for the dog that lives on the corner. That one is out to get me." He took the envelope from the mailbox and handed me my post for the day. "If it weren't for that Rover, this would be my favorite block. Take care, Mrs. Morgan."

He scurried into his truck and drove to the next house. "Uh, you too." It was too late to change my mind now. The deed was done. 

"Oh, crap." Now to get rid of the evidence before Brock came looking for the mail. I hurried into the kitchen to destroy the proof, and the magazine was gone. I hadn't heard anything from Brock. If he found the pages cut up, would he ask about them? 

"Ally, I–Are you okay?"

I jumped and spun around to face him. "Of course, I am. I can explain; I – I didn't hear you return." 

"Are you sure nothing's wrong? You're awfully flushed." His hand shot out and landed on my cheek. The gesture was totally unexpected and very... sweet.

My breath caught in my throat, and my eyes fluttered shut. 

"Umm, a...are you sure you’re, okay?" Brock sounded genuinely concerned, even tender. 

"What?" If he didn't have the magazine, where was it? I shoved the mail at him, stepped back, and swallowed. "You probably wanted this."

"Al, I... I'm sorry about earlier. Listen,"

Oh, no. Here it comes. 

"We haven't gone on an actual date in ages. Remember when we used to go out on Friday night and dance? You wore something short and sexy, and we spent most of the night in each other's arms."

"We weren't married then." Way to go, idiot.

Hurt filled his eyes, and he quickly spun around. "Never mind." Before I could say anything else, the man I'd vowed to love for better or worse was already out the front door. I did nothing until I heard the car door slam shut.

"Brock, wait." I ran outside to stop him, but he was already gone. 

"Please don't go."

~
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BRAWN OR BEEF – BROCK
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THE MINUTE I LEFT THE house, I regretted it. What was I doing? Ally was my life. I shouldn't keep running away from her whenever our life got complicated. I should be doing everything I could to fix things. Easier said than done.

It was easy until we moved into that damn house. The thing was haunted. I heard unnatural noises in the middle of the night, and if they didn't wake me, the chiming of the ten grandfather clocks lining the walls did. No one should have that many clocks in their living room. It was creepy. 

However, whenever I broached Ally with the idea of selling them or maybe putting them in storage, she had a fit. I swear to God, there is nothing worse than waking up at midnight to the sound of ten clocks sounding outside your bedroom door...unless it was hearing your wife whisper another man's name.

"Don't go there, Brock." We only had one car; she couldn't be cheating on me. Maybe it was an old boyfriend of hers or a family friend. However, if I didn't ask her who this Jamie was, I would go crazy worrying. 

I was a good-looking guy, strong and tough. But I was a wimp when it came to spirits, the occult, or ghosts. This freaking house was alive, and it took me a long time in bed at night, listening to it breathe before I finally fell asleep. 

That was one of the reasons I stuck my exercise equipment in the other half of the garage. I went out there to relieve my stress when I couldn't sleep. The other reason was to find something that Ally and I could do together to reconnect. When we were dating, we used to meet at the gym a couple of times a week and work out together. 

She was much thinner in those days, too skinny if you asked me. I loved Al with a few more pounds on her, but she didn't believe me. She had curves now, real honest to God curves. Thinking about them made it uncomfortable to drive. 

I stopped the truck in the middle of the road, then did a fast U-turn to head back home. I wasn't ready to give up on my marriage. I wanted to know who this Jamie was, and I would demand we get rid of some of those damn clocks. 

After I parked my vehicle in the driveway, I hurried up the front steps. I hated the front porch too. Gnarly bushes grew on either side of the wrought iron gate that closed and locked over the first step. Al told me her grandparents had it installed for extra security, but it didn't do us any good because we didn't have the key. It would unclutter the front of the house if it were gone. 

I opened the front door and saw Ally standing in the kitchen. I needed to apologize, "Ally, I–" She jumped and spun around toward me. 

"I thought you left." She was flushed from her pretty pink toes to the top of her gorgeous blonde hair. 

"I did, but I–Are you okay? You're flushed. Are you coming down with something; do you have a fever?" 

"No, I can explain; I –" 

I gravitated toward her and placed my hand on her cheek. She always smelled so good. I wanted to kiss her when I saw her eyes close. "Are you sure nothing's wrong?" It was hard not to pull her into my arms and ravish her. Where did that come from?

"I'm great." She broke the connection and shoved some envelopes at me. "You must have come back for the mail. If you're expecting something, I can watch for it."

I grabbed the pile from her and tossed it on a chair behind me. It was her I wanted to grab more than anything, but if I did, I wouldn't want to stop. I cleared my throat, "Al, I came back to apologize. Listen,"

Ally rolled her eyes, and I would lose her attention if I didn't say something quick. I blurted out the first thing that came to mind. "We haven't gone on an actual date in ages. 

"Tonight, why don't you put something sexy on, and we can go dancing? Like we used to do."

"In case you haven't noticed, I'm not the same person I once was. I'm not sexy, and we haven't danced in ages. I'll look like an idiot on the dance floor."

"It won't matter. I just want you in my arms, the way it used to be, Al."

"You mean before we were married? It's not going to happen, Brock."

That hurt more than I thought it could. "Never mind." I didn't know where I was going, only that I had to get away from Ally and this stupid house. 

One of the branches covered with the heart-shaped red leaves on the bush I detested caught my arm as I ran down the front porch steps. I heard a rip and felt the sting. 

"You are going next, you fricking bush!" 

It was after one in the afternoon when I pulled into the parking lot of the nearest bar, The Soused Cow. Did I care that there were only two other vehicles in the lot? "Nope. I'm going to get blind, stupid drunk, and If I have to, I'll sleep in my truck." 

The food here was excellent; I remembered they once had the best steaks in town. I did my best to ignore the sounds coming from my belly. The smells coming from the kitchen would not keep me from following through with my drinking plans.

Or that's what I hoped for. The only other customer in the bar returned from the restroom and sat on the stool next to me. 

The barkeep set a juicy, red hunk of meat, baked potato, dripping with butter and topped with sour cream in front of him, and then said, "I'll bring you a roll as soon as they're out of the oven."

"Sounds great, Joe. Bring me another beer, as well."

"You got it." Joe stopped in front of me, next. "What can I get you?"

It had been ages since Ally, and I had gone out to dinner. I should have demanded she go with me earlier, but I was weak and stupid, and now I was hungry. I hadn't had breakfast either. 

"I came here to get drunk, but perhaps I'll eat first."

"Women problems?" Joe asked while setting eating utensils in front of me. 

"Yes, and our house. It's a long story. Bring me what he's having, rare if you please, and I'll tell you everything."
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Chapter Two
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Jamie 
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I HAD EVERY EPISODE of the popular new hit series, Outlander, saved on my DVR. Every flash of the knee, every soft sexy 'Sassenach', and kiss was accessible with a flick of the wrist or a touch of my finger. I could easily get myself all worked up watching the dreamy Scotsman whenever I wanted. But what was the point now? My husband left me alone; he was off doing who knew what. 

"Jamie, if I don't get off this couch, I might never leave this chair." I'd watch one more of my favorite scenes, and then... "Oh my." This was the wedding scene, the one where Jamie and Clare drank whiskey together as they talked about their past. 

Jamie's tongue brushed across the rim of the glass, and immediately, my thoughts went to one of the unique panty flavors I had bought earlier Wicked Hot Whiskey.

I swallowed and then shut the TV off. It would be a long wait for my order to arrive. In the meantime, I had a lot of preparations to make if I was going to save my marriage. If all went as planned, the package would come in the middle of November, and the timing couldn't be better. Our third wedding anniversary was this year. 

The biggest thing would be keeping my plans a secret. Brock had suddenly become quite anal about getting to the mail before I did. He worked close to the house, and lately, he'd come home for lunch. He usually stopped our mailman, Marshall, before he ever reached the front door. 

"Hmmm." But there were other things I could do to keep myself occupied besides sitting in front of the television staring at a hot hunky Scotsman. Jamie was a fantasy man. My husband was the real thing, and I loved him more than–I hated to say it in front of the television, but it was true. "Jamie, we must stop seeing each other so much."

I wouldn't give him up completely, but I'd have to wean my urges to see him daily or be damned in eternal lust forever. You should be lustin' after your husband, ya big dork.

I turned off all the lights except the one near the front door, then hurried toward the bedroom. Our room was on a lower level than the rest of the house. There was a massive dressing room slash bathroom ensuite, and the door to the garage opened off that room. It was very convenient, after a workout in our home gym, to either shower or soak in the large, jetted tub. 

I'd put on some weight recently, and the fact that I hadn't worked out with my husband in a while didn't help. No one was home, and I couldn't think of a better time to start - 'Operation save my marriage' than now. I changed into my workout shorts, clamped my long hair to the top of my head, and entered the garage. 

I grabbed a water bottle from the fridge, then moseyed on over to stare at the treadmill. "Hello, darkness, my old friend. It's been a while since we last interacted. I'm not going to lie; I hated every minute spent with you. However, if you promise you won't throw the past in my face, I'll put my dislike aside.

"But first," I walked over to the stereo and put in a favorite CD. "Let the games begin." I glanced at the clock, "Almost ten. Let's see what I can do in an hour."
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IT WAS ALMOST MIDNIGHT when I looked at the clock again. "Oh, my, almost two hours? Wow. Great job, Al." I was sweating like a fat little pig. I stunk and needed to soak in the tub before Brock came home. 

"Brock? Wait, where on earth are you?" He was never gone this late or for this long. "Either he was furious at me, or..." I started to panic. Maybe he tried calling me, but I didn't hear the phone. "Where is my phone?" 

I left the garage in search of it, and I finally found it on the floor, under the couch. Grandma must be up to her old tricks again. 

"If I missed something important...oh." I had many missed phone calls from Brock. The first one was at ten, with more than one text from him, twelve to be exact. 

He was probably a little upset with me. 

I started reading- 

Brock: Ally, answer the phone.

Answer the phone.

Quit being so childish. We need to talk. 

Call me!!!!!!!!!!!

His messages got weirder as the night went on; the last text was over an hour ago. It confused me.

So, who's this James person????

"What?" Brock still wasn't home. "Uh oh. He must be out drinking." At least he was smart enough not to drink and drive. 

However, that brought up even more questions. Where in the world was Brock, who was he with, and where was he now?

"You've got some explaining to do, Mister." But that would have to wait until tomorrow. I was exhausted. The bath that had sounded so promising before seemed like too much work now. My bed beckoned from the other room. 

I started down the few steps to my bedroom, and as usual, my eyes landed on the plaque over the door. 'If it's worth keeping, fight for it...' 

"Yes, I know, Grandma. I'm on it, like syrup on hotcakes...but in ...the morning." I stripped out of my sweaty clothes and climbed under the cool sheets. 

~
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I’M THE MASTER
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WHILE WAITING FOR MY steak dinner, I struck up a conversation with the dude sitting closest to me. Other than him being divorced, we had a lot in common. But he knew where I was coming from, where Ally was concerned.

"Three years, you say,"

"Yes, and I'm surprising her with a cruise for our anniversary. It's already bought and paid for, and I hope it fixes things between us. What's your story?"

"First of all, you're doing this all wrong. It's not too late to show her who's boss. Let her know you're the master, and do it ASAP, or she'll walk all over you for the rest of your marriage."

"Is that what happened to you?"

Roy shrugged and then ordered us both another beer. "Can't say for sure. I followed my mom's advice and catered to Susan's every wish. Soon enough, those wishes became orders, and before I knew it, I was sleeping in the spare bedroom while Suzy was emptying our savings account.

"Before too long, we stopped having sex, and I started cooking my own meals. It got easier to pick something up elsewhere. That's how I stumbled across this place. The Soused Cow has been my home away from home for the last six months."

"Hmmm. My marriage is nowhere near that bad."

"Not yet, but it could be going that way. I'm just giving you my best advice. You can take it or leave it."

My meal arrived, and Roy told me more about him and his ex-wife as I ate. He spoke of their first date and described how beautiful she looked when he saw her for the first time. As he talked about their dating, I could see how much he still cared for her. It was pathetic. I knew I could never let my and Al's relationship get that bad.

After I finished my food and had some more beers, a handful of Roy's drinking buddies arrived. They joined our conversation, and I found their stories almost as pitiful as Roy's. As the night continued, I concluded that my life would not end on this note. The Soused Cow would not become my second home, not that the steaks aren't great, but...

"What did you say?"

"Call her. Call your wife and put her on speakerphone. We'll tell you what to say. Right, guys?"

"O-okay." I whipped out my phone, pressed Ally's number, and did as he asked. The group of five men huddled around me began counting the rings out loud.

'This is Al, and if you're hearing this message, I'm probably busy. Leave your name and number, and I'll return the call when I can. Tah.' 

"Dude, for someone with the name Al, she sounds hot."

"She is hot, and she's my wife." They continued their suggestive proposals, and I grew more irritated by the second. "Hey, Jackass, you're talking about my wife like she's a piece of meat. Knock it off, or I'll..."

"Call her again."

I called her a few more times, and it went to voicemail every time I did. I grew more pissed by the minute, not only at her but at my situation. I had too much to drink, I was sitting inside a bar with a bunch of losers, and my hot wife wouldn't answer the phone. She was probably on the phone with Jamie. 

Roy ordered another round of beers for everyone, and I started texting Al-why won't you answer the phone...Ally, answer your cell phone...Are you too busy to speak to your husband...Wait, are you talking to James?

I quit caring at around midnight and shoved the phone in my pocket. "Screw you, Ally Morgan!"

[image: Shape

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

I CAN'T OPEN MY EYES. Who glued my eyelids shut? "Al, something's wrong with my eyes."

An incredibly grating male voice answered, "Dude, I don't know who you are, but you can't stay here. I want my couch back."

My eyes flew open in search of the offending noise. "Who are you, and what have you done with my wife?" Then, most of the events from the previous night came flooding back.

Ally would be fuming mad at me by the time I got home.

I sat up and immediately regretted it. "Thanks for letting me crash here. I'm guessing my truck is still at the bar." No nod, only a blank stare. "Do you think you can drive me there to pick it up?"

He huffed, "We took a cab here. I'm in the same boat as you are."

"So, I suppose you want to hitch a ride with me."

"Fairtrade. You used my couch, after all."

"Okay, then. Maybe you can fill in some of the other blanks on the drive for me."
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DURING THE ENTIRE TRIP home, I tried to think of a reasonable explanation to give Ally. There's always the truth. After checking my account balance, I discovered that I had maxed out one of our credit cards and used a good chunk of credit from another. My new pals and I had consumed over seven hundred dollars in beer, shots, and food.

It was a little past noon when I pulled into our driveway. I stopped to prepare myself for Ally's wrath, took a deep breath, and pushed the garage door opener.

"What the..." My sexy wife was in her workout clothes, sweating up a storm, and I had missed it.

She picked up her towel and had already wiped off her face as I turned off the vehicle and opened the door. I expected sarcasm when she spoke, but got nothing of the sort.

Instead, it was the sweet Ally I used to know. "Hey, Babe. Did you have a good night?" She picked up her water and guzzled it as I attempted to swallow the guilt I felt.

"I-I should never have left you yesterday. It was stupid, selfish, and immature, and I–"

"Don't sweat the small stuff. Sometimes a person needs some time alone to realize what's important." She sauntered her curvy self a bit closer to me and grinned. "Did you miss me because I sure missed you?"

Wait until she hears what I did. I laid my hands on her waist and bent over to kiss her. It didn't take long for our caresses to get more urgent. "Ally, you look incredibly hot right now. However, our neighbor, Mr. Paul, will get an eyeful if we stay out here any longer. Can we continue this in the shower?"

Ally grinned, reached for my hand, and pulled me after her into the house.
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Chapter Three 
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Broke, Broked, Or Broken 
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WE HADN'T SPENT AN afternoon making love in a long time. Brock was tender, passionate, adoring, and generous with his attentions. Perhaps I didn't need to buy the flavored panties after all. It didn't matter; they would be the perfect surprise for our anniversary. 

Brock picked up my hand for the umpteenth time. Then he turned onto his side and pushed a strand of hair behind my ear. "Ally, that was incredible."

"It was, wasn't it?" Brock stopped smiling and turned away from me. "About yesterday, it never should have gotten that far. Brock, I don't want anything to get so bad between us that you feel you must leave me. You are important to me, so important. And I –"

Brock's finger stopped over my open mouth. "Al, there's something I need to tell you." He used to call me Al as an endearment, but lately, he only used it when he was angry at me. However, as he started to speak, my stomach churned. Suddenly, an uneasiness slithered its unpleasant way onto the sweat-soaked sheets between us.

I swallowed my pride, and it almost sounded like I was begging when I spoke, "You didn't meet someone else, did you?"

His dark brown eyes opened wide at first, and then a crease appeared over his perfect nose, "Are you kidding me? Ally, I love you. You. I could never find anyone who makes me feel the way you do. However, you might not feel the same about me once you hear what I did."
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AFTER WE FINISHED ARGUING over the details of his little splurge, he grumbled, "I was stupid even to try and explain. I can't fix it now." Brock left the bed and hurried into the bathroom, slamming the door behind him.

"Great. Break that, too, why don't you? Jerk!"

I couldn't wrap my head around it. How does a grown man forget all his commitments and debts and blow seven hundred dollars at a bar? He not only spent all our extra money but also maxed out a credit card and drained most of the credit on the other one. We were officially broke, and he didn't get paid again for another two weeks.
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