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	“Will you be home for dinner tonight, Mark?” I inquired, knowing all too well the answer I would receive. When I became Mrs. Lauren Brand, I didn’t intend to marry a workaholic.

	“I doubt it, Lauren. I’ve got to finish the plans for the building I’ve been working on.”

	“Are you the only architect working for Thompson Newell?” I slipped into my shoes and straightened my skirt.

	“What kind of stupid question is that?” Mark ripped out the knot in his tie and began to redo it.

	“Is it, really?”

	“Look, you know I’m doing this for our future. Why can’t you have patience and cut me some slack?”

	Slack? I’d already given him enough rope to span the globe. This was just a variation of the same argument we’d been having over and over again. It seemed that ever since Mark had joined Thompson Newell, he’d felt he had to prove himself. I hardly saw much of him, let alone spent any quality time with him. He was halfway out the door when he turned back. “Oh, and Lauren…don’t forget to make the deposit at the bank.”

	“I won’t. I’ll do it on my lunch hour.”

	“That’s my girl,” he replied, giving me a big smile. “And I’ll try to get home as early as I can.”

	Too bad he’d missed the sarcasm in my voice. I gritted my teeth. I didn’t marry him just to be at his beck and call. And as far as him coming home early, it would be early for next week—if I was lucky. Why did I even bother asking? I went back into the bathroom to finish putting on my makeup. Whatever happened to the fairy tale marriage Mark and I once had? He’d meet me for lunch for a quickie and then we’d rush through dinner later on so we could make love again. Now, I couldn’t tell you the last time we actually made love. Oh, we’d have sex on occasion, but that hurried coupling wasn’t worth mentioning. I have no idea what happened to the man I fell in love with, the one who couldn’t keep his hands off of me. At that moment, I would have given anything to have him back.

	I drove to work. There were times I found myself envying some of the girls I worked with, especially those who had children. They’d often talk about the things they did on the weekends with their families.

	To me, family was a magic word. I wanted to start one of my own so badly. I never had any brothers or sisters to grow up with. My older sister died from a freak boating accident when I was two. Unfortunately, my parents were never the same after that. My mother went into depression. I guess she forgot that she still had another child who needed her love and care. My father, not knowing how to deal with her, split. His leaving pushed my mother over the edge. She slit her wrists and left me basically an orphan, for I never saw my father again. 
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