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About the story:

In the second part of Bestselling Author Charity Parkerson’s “Favorite Things” series, Jane and Robert are back, and as always with them, it is all about the sex. After keeping their relationship alive via Skype, Robert has decided to change the rules. However, Jane has a surprise of her own in store for him.


His Favorite Everything

It had been exactly one year and twelve days since Jane met Robert in the parking lot of the Arden Fair Mall while she was on vacation. She had mistakenly believed  she was coming to the aid of woman who was getting mugged. Little did she know Lieutenant Robert Hall was in the middle of trying to apprehend the woman for shoplifting when Jane had thrown herself into the middle of their ongoing fight. While she managed, in the end, to let the woman escape while getting her ass handed to her in the process, she had also met the man of her dreams. 

They had not been apart a day since then, even if was only in the virtual world, since they lived over a thousand miles apart. That is, until seven days ago when Robert stopped calling. They had never gone that long before, since he never missed a scheduled eight a.m. appointment with her, and her soul was shattered. She had known in her heart it was only a matter of time before he would stop calling her. She knew he would give up on them because, honestly, how long could he go without ever physically touching her? She called Dallas home, while he lived in California. It seemed impossible when she looked at things with a practical eye. However, she had not prepared herself for the heartbreak she would feel over losing him. It was every bit as real as losing a husband. She loved him every bit as much as that. It might seem stupid or crazy to some of the people she knew, but to her, he was everything. Most nights, she would keep him on Skype even when they were not speaking to each other, simply so they could be together. She worked from home and he would do something as mundane as cooking dinner, but they were together. Now he was gone. She wandered aimlessly around her house, running her fingers along the objects throughout each room. She told herself she was making physical contact with the real world to remind herself Robert was not real. He was on the opposite side of the country and she was still here. It was proof she was a fool and he was a fantasy she must now give up. Her fingertips skimmed the phone and she wondered if she should call. She could get drunk first and then claim it was the vodka calling, but she would still know the truth, and she was stronger than that. 
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