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Thank you so much for joining me on this trip to Climax Creek. I know there are many things competing for your time and attention, and I truly appreciate your support. I invite you to connect with me on social media to chat about what you've read. You can find me on Facebook/Twitter/Pinterest by following the links at the end of the book.

As a token of my appreciation for your time, I'd like to offer you a FREE book. Just follow the link below and claim your copy when you sign up for my mailing list.

Click here for your FREE book

All the Best, 

Kianna

"JUST LET ME CATCH MY breath." Dalton Dunn crouched, bending his body at the waist and letting his open palms rest on his knees. Exhaustion gripped him, his muscles screaming from exertion. Beads of sweat ran down into his eyes, making the burgundy and white striped pavement of Climax High School's track seem to swirl and swim. He snatched his towel from the bench where he'd left it and dried his face. Then he sank down onto the hard metal seat, grateful to be off his feet.

His brother Michael streaked past him, laughing. He came to a stop a few yards away, then walked backwards to where Dalton sat. "Admit it, Dalton. Your ass is getting old."

"Shut up, Mike." Dalton wound the towel and snapped it against his brother's bare chest. Maybe the absence of a shirt was what gave his kid brother an advantage when they went running. He let his head drop back on the top of the bench, knowing he was grasping at straws. He had let himself get a bit out of shape, at least when it came to running. As far as his abs and hips, they got plenty of work from the steady stream of lady friends he "entertained."

Michael dropped down on the bench next to him, and dragged two bottles of water out from the small ice-filled cooler he'd brought. Tossing one in Dalton's direction, he twisted open the cap of the other and took a long swig. "I keep telling you, the only way to get faster at running is to run. You've gotta build up your leg muscles, man."

Dalton opened his bottle and guzzled from it, letting the cool liquid wash down his throat. "Yeah, yeah. You know I don't have as much time on my hands as you do."

That garnered a chuckle from Michael. "I know, too busy chasing skirts. Still, that's no excuse. Ava keeps me plenty busy in the bedroom, but you've got to take some initiative when it comes to fitness."

Finishing the water and crushing the bottle, he turned and tossed it into the recycle bin sitting against the chain link fence behind them. He swiveled his body again, facing the track, and a runner streaked by him. A subtle breeze accompanied the fast moving figure.

Michael whistled. "Yikes. She's burning up the pavement."

And she was. Dalton stared at the woman, letting his eyes begin at her electric orange running shoes and rise up the lithe, feminine lines of her body until he settled on her face. Patrice. She moved around the track effortlessly, like Flo-Jo in top form, and seeing her body in motion was a thing of pure beauty.

Michael cleared his throat. "So, are you gonna keep staring at Patrice, or are we leaving?"

Dalton rolled his eyes. "I'm not staring at her. She's a neighbor, and I'm just waiting so I can speak to her. I wouldn't want to be rude."

"Right, sure. Whatever you say man." Michael didn't bother to hold back the sarcasm, or the ensuing chuckle. "Meet me at the car when you get finished being polite." Still laughing, he gathered up his gym bag and towel. He swung open the gate and left, letting it swing shut behind him.

After Michael left, Dalton shifted his attention back to Patrice, who was by now rounding the bend and coming near his position. He could see the ear buds in her ears, and wondered what she listened to when she ran. Their eyes locked, and she began to slow her pace until she came to a stop in front of him. "Whew!" She leaned forward, resting her hands on the front of her shapely thighs, and blew out a breath. Removing the ear buds, she looked at him. "Hey, D. What's up?"

He offered her a smile. “Hey Pat. Nothing much, just getting a run in." He knew what she would say next before the words even left her lips.

"So, who's on the schedule tonight?" She stood to her full height, which matched his, and stretched her arms above her head. "Is it that girl from A&T, the one studying business? What was it, Lacy, Lauren...?”

He cut her off, shaking his head. "Her name was Leanne, and no. Tonight is Carrie." His relationship with Patrice was what most considered odd, but he thought of her as a counterpart. Just as he was a connoisseur of the delicacies of the opposite sex, Patrice was as well. He didn't think of her as loose. He knew her better than that. She was simply a grown woman who knew what she wanted and enjoyed a full social calendar.

She nodded, twisting her lips into that "thinking" expression. "Alright. I'm going into the city tonight with Marques, myself. Try to stay on her good side- we're out of the orchids for the Apology Special right now." With a wink and a grin, she eased past him toward the gate.

"Bye, Patrice." He watched her stride away, her hips swaying beneath the clingy fabric of her black workout pants.

***
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TAKING A DRINK FROM his glass of ginger ale, Dalton watched his date's body language. Carrie was a beautiful woman, but everything about the way she'd behaved tonight made it obvious she was nervous about something. She'd been drumming her fingers on the marble surface of the bar for the entire hour they'd been sitting there, and she kept glancing around, as if she were waiting for someone.

"Carrie, are you sure you're alright? You seem very on edge."

She answered with an anxiety laced giggle. "Nonsense, Dalton. I'm having a marvelous time."

"If you say so, baby." He set his glass down, unconvinced, but didn’t want to press her. It was their first date, after all. There were several rules he chose to abide by on first dates: he didn't drink alcohol, always met his date in a public place, and didn't pry into her personal life. Those guidelines had served him well, so he intended to stick to them.

He was about to ask her if she'd like an appetizer when he saw her body stiffen. Though they were both perched on bar stools, her back suddenly went board straight, and her eyes grew so big and wide they tripled in size. Her wide-eyed gaze was focused on something, or someone behind him.

Wondering what in the hell she was looking at, he turned around. Seeing the man in a tan suit storming across the room toward them, he closed his eyes and cursed. "Dammit, Carrie. Who is that?"

"My...my...husband." She stammered the words.

With all the incredulity he felt, he shouted, "You're married?"

By then, Mr. Tan Suit pressed past him to grip Carrie's arm. "You're damn right, she's married. And who the hell are you?"

Looking into the man's expectant eyes, he shook his head. What was he supposed to do, introduce himself and shake hands with him? He decided to take the honest road. "I apologize. I didn't know she was married, honestly."

"Humph." Mr. Tan Suit straightened his tie. "In any case, we're leaving. And I'll expect you to keep your distance from my wife, jack."

Dalton shook his head. "Oh, don't worry. Neither of you will ever see me again." He looked to Carrie, whose gaze never rose from the floor.

While Mr. and Mrs. Tan Suit made their exit, Dalton turned back to his ginger ale. With the date being over, and having ended the way it had, he really wanted a whiskey. But to save himself the cab fare and the hassle of returning to retrieve his car, he decided to stick to the light stuff. 

"Ricky, let me get another ginger ale, please." He slid his glass into the waiting hand of the bartender. "Make it a double."

With a chuckle, Ricky obliged him, returning a taller glass filled with crushed ice and the bubbly gold liquid. Knocking back a long draw, Dalton set the glass down and fished into his pocket for his wallet.

Before he could pull out the money to cover his and his former date's drinks, a tall, shapely figure swung up onto the stool Carrie had vacated. The moment she sat down, he recognized her scent. The citrus and floral perfume wafted up his nostrils, and he smiled. 

"Patrice?"

She turned his way, and the look of shock on her face made it obvious she hadn’t noticed him before. "Dalton. What are you doing here?” He replied, “I was on a date."

Her eyes rolled as recalled their earlier conversation. “Oh, yeah, I remember now. So, where is she?" She looked around, as if expecting his date to appear at any moment.

"She and her husband just left." He didn't bother to hide the annoyance in his tone.
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