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	I WAS TAKING THE LASAGNA out of the oven when my brother-in-law, Kareem, and his best friend Nevin arrived. Kareem threw his jacket on a chair.

	"Hi, Sophie, is dinner ready? I bet Nevin you'd baked a cobbler, so he came along to see."

	"You win." I pointed proudly to the dish under the pot holder still sitting on the stove. It did my heart good to know he noticed my cooking before he noticed his wife's absence.

	“I thought you said Charity would be here?” His eyebrows rose in question. "She hasn't come in yet," I told him. Then I added, "Do you want to wait on dinner, Kareem? The bread is hot."

	"No," he said. "We'll eat when you’re ready, Sophie."

	So again, I sat in my sister’s place and poured coffee for her husband. My face clouded with uneasiness as Kareem and Nevin sang praises of my cooking.

	I could feel myself blush and knew I made an attractive picture in my self-assumed role of hostess. My new, lightweight denim dress with scoop neck complimented my dark skin and eyes.

	Kareem's eyes as he smiled from his end of the table, let me know he appreciated me being. I was glad I had taken the time to change into this new dress. Secretly I was in love with Kareem—Kareem who was my sister’s husband. I had dated and fallen in love with Kareem first.

	I was happy to do my sister's housework, even though she was fully recovered from the long illness that had first brought me into their home. My secret love didn't affect Charity in any way but made me content to stay on in this house.

	It made me happy to be here even though I was just “helping out.” You could have called me a glorified maid to my coddled younger sister. I knew I was in the right place to help her during her recovery. It also put me closer to Kareem.

	In my heart, I knew Charity had fully recovered from her illness and the loss of their baby six months before. What I wanted was to be able to be there for Kareem, to give him the kind of home he deserved. Obviously, Charity was incapable of giving him that.
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