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  Author’s Note


  


  The story never really ended after the trip to Greece.


  Stephen had more to share, so I continued writing.


  Chapter One


   


   


  Staring past a layer of condensation on the passenger side window, I rested my cheek on my fist. The truck trundled over a zigzag of cracked asphalt as sections of the city appeared in ghostly flashes through the fog. We’d been living in it for weeks, typical late-winter to early-spring weather along the British Columbia coastline, and something I really hated to drive in. Ice and snow I could’ve handled, but having some asshole blindside me in heavy fog late at night, was totally another.


  The entire length of my SUV had been scraped clean of paint, and I’d wound up in the hospital with minor bumps and bruises. Carson almost suffered a coronary when I called him at work and asked if he could pick me up at the hospital emergency entrance. One week later, my SUV was still in the garage, and he wouldn’t allow me to drive, especially in nasty weather. Period. Not that I cared, I had preferred that he do the honors, in particular when it came to his truck. My SUV may have been an older model, but at least it was in half-decent shape and drove straight. With the rust, dents and dings, worn interior, and discolored paint, Carson’s poor old Ram looked like it had completed a tour of duty in Afghanistan, on roadside bomb patrols. I wondered if he’d ever purchase a new vehicle.


  In the beginning, when Carson and I had decided to cohabitate, we’d given away Hopper and Sam, the dogs that had originally belonged to Myron and I. With my business, time consuming as it was, and Carson’s schedule, we weren’t able to care for a pair of rambunctious canines. I’d agreed with his sage advice, in theory. Pets were a huge responsibility, and neither of us was willing to compromise, even though I had compromised before. So, when he mentioned how nice it would be to own a pet during the drive to his parent’s house, I immediately switched from pleasant to defensive mode.


  “Hon, you were the one who pushed me to get rid of the dogs in the first place,” I grumbled. “Now you want another one? That doesn’t even make sense.”


  “I did. But this dog would be different, it would be our choice, Stephen.”


  Staring at him briefly, I felt, to some extent, miffed. “Is that why you forced me to get rid of Hopper and Sam? Because they were Myron’s dogs?”


  He refused to answer at first, and his grip tightened on the steering wheel, cinching the worn leather cover. “Okay.”


  “Okay, what?”


  “Okay, yes,” he asserted, exasperation leaking in his voice. “I didn’t want the dogs because they were Myron’s—I didn’t want anything in our lives that had belonged to you and Myron.”


  “What a revelation,” I said dryly, glaring at him for a moment. Sometimes I seriously questioned who the oversensitive one was.


  “When you say it like that you make it sound childish.”


  “Because it is childish, hon. I had a life before we met. What did you think? I’d remained a Vestal Virgin until we married? It’s like you want to erase everything and everyone from my past.”


  “No. Of course not.” He grimaced and clenched his jaw.


  “Then what is it, because I’m really confused here.”


  “You know what it is.” His unyielding gaze remained fixed on the road.


  “I haven’t a clue.”


  “I get jealous, baby!” he retorted, finally glancing in my direction. Then his expression soured and the hazy world beyond the windshield became his focal point once more. “I know it’s stupid. I know I shouldn’t feel that way. But I don’t want anything to distract you from me.”


  If I had received the same answer from any other man three years previously, I might have had a shit-fit—freaked out. I may have even considered it reprehensible behavior—believed it cause for concern. But with my husband, I wasn’t that surprised; it was the one major personality flaw he had. He wasn’t controlling. He’d never acted out in a possessive manner. What could I do? I hated to admit it, but I found it kind of flattering that such a handsome man took that much of an interest in me—that I’d consumed his soul. Very poetic.


  “Whatever, hon.” Flicking a limp hand, I sighed in a nonchalant manner, the city, once again, whizzing past my reflection in the window. “If you didn’t pay attention to me twenty-four-seven I’d feel inadequate and whine. I swear I’ve got OCD.”


  Laughing quietly, more to himself, he slouched against the driver side door, fingers pressed to his temple. “OCD...I don’t think so.”


  Reaching sideways, I put a hand on his knee. “What kind of dog?”


  “I’d prefer a Rottweiler.”


  “That’s a bigger breed. They can be aggressive.”


  “Any dog can be aggressive, it all depends how you treat them. Abuse any animal and they will retaliate.”


  “No different than most humans.”


  “Exactly, baby.” He grinned, rolling the steering wheel to the right.


  While we discussed the pros and cons of becoming dog owners, the neighborhood, an older residential area littered with bungalows built in the mid to late fifties where Mr. and Mrs. Mackenzie lived, gradually took shape in the mist. One floor-and-a-half, below-grade basement, large picture window, and a rise of dense cement steps that were killer in the winter, the Mackenzie home was atypical for Vancouver and the era. Light brown paint, molasses trim, and a dark-stained, oak front door, surrounded by trees and shrubbery, dominated my view as the truck lurched to a stop.


  Carson parked alongside the curb. Closing the door, I adjusted the waist of my slacks as he sauntered around the truck and eventually stood tall beside me. By the pensive expression on his face and knowing how I felt, neither of us was thrilled to be there.


  “Don’t worry,” he soothed, and added, “Everything will be fine.”


  “It wasn’t the last time.”


  I shuddered at the remembrance of the last dinner we’d had and the several before it. We’d argued with his father non-stop throughout the entire meal, which triggered a bad bout of indigestion, and I’d been forced to leave. James Mackenzie was an extremely belligerent individual to deal with, so I didn’t relish the idea of another meal with him.


  “Are you sure he’s your father?” I asked.


  He chuckled. “I’m afraid so.” Putting his hand to my lower back, he whispered in my ear, “I know it’s difficult, baby, but we’re doing this for my mother, Kelly, and Gerald.”


  “I know.” Inhaling deeply, and letting the air out slowly, I repeated, “I know.”


  Lacing his fingers with mine, he held my hand firmly and walked across the lawn, up the high steps, and knocked on the front door. Hovering behind him and clinging to his jacket, I waited, dreading to see who would answer. From inside, the dull thud of footsteps approached. Not heavy. Someone lighter on his or her feet. The deadbolt clicked, and Kelly opened the door. Caught in the cast of my husband’s shadow and an aura of light around his body, I was dragged inside. Kelly closed the door, expulsing a draft from the chilly evening on my pant legs as I moved out of the way.


  “It’s good to see you.” She gave me an affectionate hug then motioned to Carson, holding out her arms. “And you.”


  He gave her a hug, turned and almost tripped over Gina. “Hey, kiddo!”


  “Uncle Carson!” Gina dove at his waist and clamped on, craning her neck to look up at him. “Are you going to take me out for Halloween?”


  “Halloween—we haven’t even celebrated the May long weekend yet. Halloween is a long way off.” Smoothing her bangs away from her big, bright eyes, he cupped her forehead. “You have to have patience. One holiday at a time.”


  “I’m making a schedule for the year.” From her sweater pockets she produced a pink, spiral-bound journal with a matching, fancy glitter pen—both items dollar store-ish. “Mom says you and Uncle Stephen are more than welcome to take me out trick-or-treating.”


  “Did she?” He smirked, glancing at his sister.


  “I figured you’re a cop and since you’re her uncle, you’d keep her safe.” Kelly wore a wide grin and gave Gina a gentle but urging prod into the living room.


  “True.” Removing my jacket, I hung it on a hook by the door.


  He sighed and gave me the evil eye. “Well, I can’t promise anything until the time comes. For now, you can put me down as your chaperone for the evening.”


  “What if you can’t take me?” Gina asked.


  “Then your Uncle Stephen will do it.” Without missing a beat, he said frankly, walking past, “He has no schedule.”


  “Nice,” I muttered, glaring.


  “Would you, Uncle Stephen?”


  Sly jerk! Curling my mouth, eyes narrowed to slits, I almost belted the smartass, but refrained for our niece’s sake. “Of course! I love Halloween!”


  Gina seemed genuinely contented with my cheerful response, trusting that I would do the job if her uncle couldn’t, after which she ditched me to chase after Carson. Long, shimmering brown locks swinging past her waist, she giggled when he picked her up and wandered into the dining room, giving her a kiss.


  Twisting her necklace, Kelly watched them interact for a moment, her expression thoughtful. Then she turned to me as I sat on the bottom stair to remove my shoes. “I’m sorry about that, Stephen. She gets a bit over-zealous when it comes to my brother and you.”


  “I don’t mind.”


  “Thank you. Carson’s been more of a father figure to her than her own dad.” She leaned a shoulder against the pony wall that separated the entrance foyer from the living room. “Anyway, how are you?”


  “To tell you the truth, a little nervous about tonight.”


  “Don’t worry about my dad. Gerald and I can handle him.”


  “What about my big, tough husband?”


  “Nah.” She said jokingly, “He’s just a big baby.”


   


  Dinner began in a satisfactory manner—pleasant, in-depth conversation—a mouthwatering spread fit for a king. Roast beef, Yorkshire pudding, mashed potatoes, gravy and all the trimmings. Dragging the last morsel of my Yorkshire through an estuary of the darkest gravy I’d ever seen, I watched Kathleen set out a homemade peach pie and cheesecake in the center of the table, only to return seconds later with a tub of ice cream—homemade ice cream.


  I stopped chewing for a second, fork held midair, as a smile threatened to reveal my innermost desire. Ever since I’d mentioned cheesecake was the ultimate dessert and a personal favorite, she’d baked one for every family dinner. I’d had pumpkin, apple strudel, plain with a variety of berry toppings, chocolate and mandarin—the mandarins had been dipped in chocolate, and mint—you name it, I devoured it. I could’ve made a fortune off the recipes she’d churned out. And when she tilted the knife, tip down and pierced the dessert, I started to salivate.


  “Stephen, cheesecake or peach pie?” she asked, pie lifter poised for action.


  “Do you really have to ask?” I countered, an impish grin warping my face; I felt almost evil when I answered.


  Kathleen’s complexion flushed to rose-petal pink, and she smiled. “I assumed it would be, but it’s only polite to make sure.”


  “What kind is it?”


  Standing erect, she said with pride, “Peaches and cream—”


  “To go with the pie. Brilliant idea, Kathleen, brilliant.” In anticipation of my slice of heaven, I rubbed my hands eagerly under the table. She set the plate in front of me and I rotated it, so the narrow front edge faced me. Start small, then go big—that’s my motto.


  Adjusting my sleeve, I picked up my fork and sank the prongs in the cake, noting the graham crumb base didn’t crumble. Perfect. I put the piece in my mouth and the moment that rich, creamy peach flavor coated my taste buds, I rolled my eyes. God, it tasted divine—orgasmic divine. I paused. Everyone had been watching me intently, and by that point they were laughing.


  “Sorry,” I mumbled, covering my mouth.


  “It must be good then?” Kathleen smoothed her skirt under her legs as she sat down.


  “I think it’s safe to say it’s better than that, Mom.” Carson stared at me, trying not to crack a smile, and I blushed.


  “Well, have some,” she demanded, motioning to her children.


  Up to that point, everything had gone great. Gerald had a piece of pie. Bethany took a slice of cheesecake, and Kelly dug a spoon into a bowl of ice cream. My husband opted for cake and ice cream.


  “Where’s your ring?” James asked out of the blue, making his presence known. Not a single remark or intelligent contribution to any of the conversations throughout the entire meal other then a polite hello and how are you in the beginning, then bam!


  Eyebrows furrowed in bewilderment, I pointed to myself. “Are you asking me, James?”


  “I am.” He made a stiff, jabbing motion with his dessert fork. “I noticed you aren’t wearing your wedding ring. Is the relationship on the rocks already?”


  “Oh, my God, Dad!” Kelly snapped, regarding him with contempt.


  Clenching his jaw, Carson barked, “Don’t start!”


  “Don’t start? Your supposed husband isn’t wearing his wedding ring.” James rested an arm on the table, jabbing the fork again as he spoke. “Don’t you find that a bit odd, son? You’ve only been together a lousy three years—has the lust worn off that quickly?”


  “James, please,” Kathleen begged, staring at him, near tears, folding a napkin across her lap.


  Placing a firm hold on my husband’s knee under the table, I gave him a gentle squeeze and butted in before the explosion, “If you must know, James, my ring is at the jewelers. I damaged it at work while fixing the espresso machine. And, if you’d like to get technical, since you seem to enjoy technicalities, we’ve been together three-and-a-half years, not three.”


  “You’ve got an answer for everything, don’t you?”


  “Only when I actually know the answer, yes.” If we continued with the discourteous tête-à-tête, I’d lose my temper. And the last thing I wanted was to put any more distance between Carson and his family.


  “Clever.” James scowled and dropped his fork on the table, aversion over-taking his features.


  “Dad!” Gerald leaned toward him, gesturing to Kathleen. “Can’t you see what you’re doing to Mom? She’s ready to bawl her eyes out. We don’t need this kind of upset every time we get together—this is supposed to be a family dinner, not a verbal death match.”


  Holy shit! Talk about awkward. If James could’ve disemboweled me before tossing me out, he would have. Once again, an uncomfortable silence dampened the atmosphere, squelching what little happiness there had been. And I felt sick to my stomach. Carson was breathing heavier than normal, the anger and pain evident in his misty eyes. Gerald expressed nothing, but disappointment. Kelly was plain pissed off. Bethany resonated sadness, and I’d read the devastation inclusive of embarrassment in Kathleen’s solemn gaze. But, James, he looked at me as if I was a perverted trollop that had taken his son away. Thankfully, Gina was watching TV in the living room.


  “Well,” I said quietly, depositing my napkin on the table and rising from my chair. “Thank you for the lovely meal, Kathleen. The cheesecake was excellent, I enjoyed it.”


  She nodded with a weepy smile.


  “You’re leaving?” James asked, pretending as if he didn’t have a clue—snide and condescending—he knew exactly why I was leaving. My blood boiled!


  The discomfiture coated every inch of Carson’s face as he glanced in my direction. He abruptly put his glass down, got up from the table, and motioned to me while talking to everyone else. “Excuse us.”


  I don’t know where the assertiveness came from, but similar to the time I had defended Myron, I suddenly did the same for Carson. “It isn’t a disease you know. I’m not contagious,” I snapped, focusing solely on James and his staunch, reddening complexion. “And your son didn’t wake up one morning and say, “hey I want to be gay!” He was born this way. It’s his sexuality.” Then I really flew off the handle. “Oh—and our marriage is intact and it’s none of your business!”


  Kathleen broke down in tears. Scrunching a napkin to her nose, she snuffled. But, his father sat rigidly, with a calculating glare. Gerald, Kelly, and Bethany didn’t say a word. But Kelly did faintly smile; I sensed she was impressed.


  “Stephen, let’s go.” Carson placed a firm grip on my elbow.


  “Fine.” I lifted it away from his grasp and strode from the dining room. “Sorry, if I ruined your dinner!” In seconds, I had my jacket and shoes on, and flown outside in the direction of the truck. Then I flinched, barely able to breathe. Carson caught me by the waist, his strong arms holding me snugly, and he kissed my nape. “I’m really sorry, hon,” I said.


  “What are you apologizing for?” he whispered, nuzzling my ear with another kiss, and we stumbled across the lawn.


  If his father hadn’t been doing a double take out the living room window, I would’ve dropped my slacks right there.


  “There has to be rules...for instance, not in front of your old man,” I groaned as his teeth grazed my neck and a glorious shiver ran down my spine. Holding his arms, I closed my eyes. My cock had risen like a tower, the arousal numbing my senses and any rational thoughts I had. Screw dinner! Screw the family! And screw the one neighbor watching us from behind the twitchy curtain next door! God, I wanted Carson to fuck me right there on the lawn.


  “Pretty soon I’ll break the rules.” He breathed hot on my cheek giving me an extra strong hug. “How about,” he said slowly, “we go home and I fondle your body for the night?”


  “Sounds perfect.”


  “Good.” Jingling his key ring, he guided me around to the passenger side.


  “If you want, I can drive. Give you a break.”


  “Nope, I’ll drive. Get in, baby.” He waited then closed the door when I clicked in the seatbelt.


  He slammed the driver side, and before starting the truck, he leaned over and kissed me. Afterward he smiled, got comfortable, and cranked the ignition. Gratitude had been in that handsome grin.



  Chapter Two


   


   


  Dinner with the in-laws had wound up a total fail. After we’d made love, I told Carson exactly how I felt—I loved him, but I couldn’t do it anymore, visiting his family masked by the false pretense of happiness. He seemed to accept what I said and agreed that the situation had become a serious problem, one he could no longer ignore. He promised to speak to his parents alone, try to resolve whatever issues he and his father shared. And if that didn’t work, then we’d have to visit his sister and brother separately.


  The next morning, I returned to the old routine. Serving the addicts, paperwork, and putting through supply orders. By nine, the morning rush had come and gone, and the café on Esplanade resumed a serene mood. The girls chattered about boyfriends—the customary gossip—then the latest music videos. Did you see her tits hanging out in that video? OMG, I know, they were bursting across my TV screen! For the most part, I didn’t take any notice of their lurid conversation other than to sigh once in a while. But then our resident Goth chick got my hackles up.


  “I was in Starbucks yesterday and—”


  “Whoa!” I cut Jade off sharp with a rigid hand poised in the air; everyone else froze. “Never mention that name in here.”


  “But why?” she asked, chewing on gum as usual.


  “He thinks fraternizing with the enemy will put a curse on the place,” Abby answered from the background.


  I turned on her quickly. “You know it will. Do you remember 2010?”


  “How could I forget?” She dropped a tray of chewy squares on the counter with a metallic bang, bouncing crumbs everywhere. “That fateful day is forever ingrained in my brain.”


  “Very funny.” I glared, a touch indignant at her flippant attitude.


  “What happened in 2010?” Jade looked at us both, slightly perplexed.


  Monica and Jennifer hovered nearby, wiping down the counters and cappuccino machine with slow, even strokes, so they could continue eavesdropping.


  “There was this store for lease on the waterfront where the heavy foot traffic is. I wanted to open a café.”


  “He lost the location to a Starbucks,” Abby butted in.


  “That asshole stole my location,” I snapped, resentful of my enemy.


  “No, he did not, and you know it. He was willing to pay the extra price per square foot on the lease and you weren’t. You lost out because you’re too cheap, Stephen.”


  “Whatever. It was highway robbery.”


  “It’s a prime location, and prime locations are pricy. You weren’t willing to compromise.” She placed all the squares in the dry bakery case. “Business is business. The lessor wanted more money.”


  “That is too bad.” Jade chewed her gum.


  “Uh huh,” I sniped. “And I can see you’re just oozing with empathy.”


  “Oh, would you go stare at your computer or something, please,” Abby ordered, pointing in the direction of the offices. “We have work to do before the afternoon rush.”


  “What about Tim Hortons?” Jade inquired, her eyes wide with curiosity. “They sell coffee too and they’re a franchise.”


  “That’s different. I don’t sell doughnuts.”


  “Oh…” She acknowledged vaguely with an even more confused twist to her face.


  Carson tapped a knuckle on the front glass, drawing everyone’s attention away.


  Monica slunk around the tables, leaned sideways, and helped hold the entrance door open to the jingle of bells. “Hello, Carson.”


  “Hey, Monica,” he said, slipping past her. “How are you?”


  “Good.”


  “Morning!”


  Jade, Abby, and Jennifer greeted my husband in unison with a cheerful “hello”. Jade automatically lifted a large disposable cup from the towering stack next to the cappuccino machine, and handed it to me.


  “What about you?” He bent over the counter smiling at me. “Where’s my morning kiss?”


  We kissed.


  “Morning,” I replied curtly, pouring a large decaf.


  “That wasn’t a nice kiss.” He examined my frown, expressing genuine concern. “You’re pouting. What’s wrong?”


  I handed him the decaf. “Nothing.”


  “Jade happened to mention the naughty words.” Abby made quotation marks in the air to emphasize the names. “You know…Starbucks and Tim Hortons.”


  “Ahh…” He nodded, as if completely in the loop, before taking a sip of coffee.


  “See!” I threw my hands up and marched for the offices. “My own husband doesn’t even understand!”


  “I get it.” Following me through the swinging door, he tried to sound sympathetic. “Starbucks and Tim Hortons are the competition.”


  “Yeah, they’re the competition.” Yanking the chair away from my desk, I sat down in a huff.


  He shut the office door, rattling the cheap, aluminum blinds. “Something else is bothering you.”


  “I’m okay.”


  “No you’re not.” Sitting across from me, he blew on his coffee and took another sip.


  “It’s nothing—”


  “Start talking.”


  “It’s stupid—”


  “When you’re upset it’s usually serious.”


  Running both hands through my hair at the same time, I sat forward, the chair creaked, and I looked him straight in the eyes. “It’s my forty-ninth birthday soon.”


  “Not for a couple months. So?”


  “So it matters. I’m getting old.”


  “You aren’t getting old.”


  “That’s easy for you to say, you’re still young.”


  Laughing softly, he set his cup on the desk. “Baby, you’re overreacting.”


  “Am I? I don’t think so when every stud in town is ogling my husband up and down—checking out the goods!”


  “Jealous much?”


  “What if I am?” I smacked the desktop with my palm.


  “I can’t believe you’re still going on about that. The guy was barely twenty and he was just trying to get out of a speeding ticket.”


  “He wanted you.”


  “Well, he can’t have me.” Reaching across the desk, he slid his hand over mine. “I married you because I love you. No one is going to change how I feel.”


  “It’s that stupid uniform.” Grimacing, I motioned to his clothes. “It’s a dick magnet.”


  He exploded with hearty laughter then shook his head, seemingly in disbelief of my resentful comment.


  “Go ahead. Laugh. But it’s the truth.” Rolling my eyes, I glanced in the opposite direction and said under my breath, “Ask me, I should know.”


  “What did you say?” He picked up the cup.


  “I said…I should know. Fuck, the first time I saw you in that get-up I pulled a boner the size of a rocket launcher.”


  “Sure you did.” He half-smirked then drank more coffee.


  “I did.” Leaning backward, I clasped both hands behind my head. “You’re gorgeous.”


  After the compliment, the conversation died, more or less. If anything tenuously romantic ever left my lips, Carson always reacted in a flustered manner. Even after years together, he was consistently reticent.


  Blushing, he fiddled with the cup. “Right,” he said in a self-conscious manner.


  I bent toward him as close as the desk would allow. “You are the most gorgeous man I’ve ever laid my eyes on and that includes Myron.”


  “Thanks.”


  The expression on his face just then said it all—adoration collided with devotion.


  “There’s no doubt about it, you are one fine man.” Touching the side of his head, I bent an inch farther so I could reach to kiss him. “I love you.”


  He placed an unsteady hand on mine. “I know, baby.”


  “It’s almost eleven. Shouldn’t you be getting back to work?”


  “Yeah.” Rising from the chair, he adjusted his hat. His body language told me he’d intended to say more. However, verbally sharing any type of feelings wasn’t in his nature. The rigid cop exterior returned in his demeanor. And he said, as if he’d pulled me over for a traffic violation, “I’ll see you tonight. Have a good day.”


  Soon as he’d slipped out into the narrow hallway and the door shut, I moved the mouse and the computer screen ignited with bright, pixilated light. I sighed, tilting the chair. The door burst open. I expected to see Abby or one of the girls standing on the threshold to relay an emergency, like we were low on artificial sweetener or something. Instead, my husband reappeared, and apparently on the verge of crying. I sat bolt upright.


  “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” His mouth quivered to a stiff line. Shaking his head, he raised then dropped his hand and slapped his leg, clearly frustrated. “Holy shit, baby, why do you do this to me!”


  “Do what?” Honestly, I didn’t have a clue.


  “The sweet talk—you know I’m incompetent when it comes to that!”


  “You aren’t incompetent.”


  “I am. I don’t know how you can stand me sometimes. I don’t even know how we manage to keep this marriage going.” He pinched the moisture from his eyes, took a moment to calm down, sighed, and looked at me. “You always say nice things to me and I want to say something adequate in return. But for some unknown reason, I can’t. It’s as if my brain’s taken a permanent vacation and my tongue goes numb!”


  “It’s okay.” I tried to comfort him. “Like you said, you prefer to show how you feel, and I understand that.”


  “But do you?”


  “Do I what?”


  “Do you really accept that—that you’ve got to live the rest of your life with a non-responsive husband?”


  “But you are responsive. You just told me minutes ago that you love me. So I say it differently: so what? I’ve always had verbal diarrhea. Even as a kid, I can remember my dad saying he couldn’t get a word in….” I frowned. “I just did it again. It’s a bad habit.”


  A shy smile curled the corner of his mouth. “It’s a good habit.”


  “You’re the only person I know who actually listens to my bullshit twenty-four-seven.”


  “I like bullshit.”


  “See, you do respond,” I said, pushing away from the desk and maneuvered around it to stand in front of him. “In your own way.”


  Carson took hold of my belt and yanked me close. Our hips bumped, and an inviting warmth infused by Azzaro radiated from his body. God, he smells good. He kissed me, slipping his tongue in, and before I realized it, we were wrapped in each other’s arms, making out ardently.


  Eventually, we drew away, both reluctant to let go.


  “If I don’t leave we’re going to end up having sex.” He nuzzled my temple with a soft kiss.


  The moment he said sex my cock stiffened to the point of breaching my pain threshold. “Call in sick,” I croaked.


  “I wish I could.” Staring thoughtfully, he brushed my chin with his thumb.


  “If you were self-employed, we could fool around whenever we want.”


  “Right. And we’d never accomplish a damn thing. Absence makes the heart grow fonder.”


  “I know it makes me hornier.”


  He shot me a handsome smile. “I’ll see you later, baby.”


  “Sure. Be careful.”


  “I’m always careful.” He kissed me one last time and shut the door.


   


  Chapter Three


   


   


  Carson went to work, and I recommenced gawking at the computer screen. Honestly, there wasn’t much else to do. I had enough full and part-time employees to handle the shifts and fill in during an emergency. So, going to work each day had become strictly habit. At my husband’s instigation, I changed my diet and joined a gym, and we made a point of working out together a minimum of three times a week. He feared he’d lose me to poor nutrition and lack of exercise. Even though he drove me crazy with the whole ‘let’s get healthy thing,’ he was absolutely correct. I needed to be vigilant with my health.
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