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Hello my lovelies,


Thank you for joining me on the Happily Bedded Bliss journey. The time to explore what follows happily ever after has come. The dream is fall in love and get married and grow together in marital bliss. If only staying together were as easy as getting together.

Lovers Reunited peeks in at a relationship where it makes sense to let go, and yet there is more to a love affair than logic. Regrets and if only’s are hard things to live with. Sometimes they keep you from taking the easy road. And thank goodness for that.

Happy Reading,

Jenna Allen


Lovers Reunited


Kayla Bentley laid on her side of the king-sized bed, pining for sleep. Insomnia had rushed her last month when the separation agreement had been signed, and hadn’t eased its stony grasp since. She could fall asleep on the couch easy enough, as long as the television was on, but once the station changed programming she’d awaken again and her mind would race. Those snippets of sleep only kinked her neck and had her chasing dreams that would never come true, not anymore.

As soon as she lay down on the bed they’d shared, her mind spun with promises made and broken. Sickness and health she could handle, and for better or worse had been fine, but she hadn’t signed on to have Paul check out completely.

With an aggravated sigh, she threw off the covers and shuffled to the bathroom. Enough light streamed in from the streetlamps outside for her to find the taps on the garden tub and start the water flowing. She lit the jasmine candles she’d bought for their anniversary last spring. He hadn’t even called that night to say he wasn’t coming.

Being married to a beat cop hadn’t bothered her. She worried, but got through it. When he’d made detective he’d started to retreat bit by bit, but making vice had been a clean break. He was home sometimes, but no longer there.

A collection of bath oils and bubble bath cluttered the counter. Since he’d left, she’d become quite the connoisseur. Something needed to caress her skin and ease her troubled mind, even if it was only water.

She poured a thick stream into the steaming water, the bubbles multiplying before her eyes. Baths relaxed her, but not enough to fall asleep. Soon she’d have to consider sleeping pills. But sleeping pills were what instigated her mother’s prescription addiction, which in turn led Kayla to become a drug counselor. No, there had to be a better way.

She pulled her soft cotton nightgown over her head just as the phone rang. Her shoulders tensed. Calls in the middle of the night were never good. No matter the legalities, she was still a cop’s wife.

Adrenaline had her answering before it rang a second time.

“It’s me.” Paul’s voice hummed through the line, warming her like hot chocolate.

“Are you okay?” She swallowed, tucking the phone in the crook of her neck and rubbing her bare arms as she made her way back to the bathroom to shut off the water.

“No. Are you?”

She sighed, looking down at her naked body and the inviting bubble bath. What the hell? One foot dipped into the water, bubbles popping against her skin. Perhaps in the tub she wouldn’t feel so bare.

“I’m glad you answered. I thought you might be asleep.”

She slipped beneath the bubbles, settling in quietly. “Not yet. Why are you still up?”

“I was thinking.”

“Uh-oh. I hope you didn’t hurt yourself.” She grinned, sliding just deep enough for the warm water to caress the tops of her breasts, the bubbles tickling her chin.

Paul cleared his throat. “I arrested Dingo Wells today. He asked me to call you.”

Great. One of the graduates of the program had slipped back. “You know I don’t take work home with me.”

“Yeah. I left you a message about him. He just got me thinking.”

Kayla closed her eyes, breathing in the jasmine of the candles and pulling the heat from the water deep into her bones. He’d been thinking. Why couldn’t he have thought before he’d moved out, before they filed for separation? She needed to hang up, right now. But, God help her, she wanted to know what he had on his mind. She hadn’t had any idea what went though his head for over a year now.

“Kay? I’m lonely.”

“Better to be lonely alone.” Her lip trembled and she prayed it didn’t show in her voice.

“Yeah. Look, I know I agreed to leave you alone. I know there’s no going back. You’re better off without me dragging you down. But I was thinking, maybe I could come over? We could open a bottle of wine and try and talk again.”

“You never dragged me down when you were here. It was losing you and having to see you still here that hurt.” Her stomach twisted and she inched lower in the tub, letting the water soothe her wounds.

“I feel like I should take that hurt away, you know? I want to hold you and let you know none of it had anything to do with you. I didn’t want any of it to touch you.”

“I don’t live in a bubble, Paul.” She took a deep breath for courage. “You don’t want to change. You just don’t want to be lonely right now. And on again, off again is not good for either one of us.”

“We haven’t tried on again. Let me come over. I’ll bring a bottle of your favorite wine and you can mess up my head. And then once I get it together we can mess up our bed. It’s been way too long, Kayla.”

“We can talk on the phone.” Her eyes felt heavy, tears threatening. She wanted him, the old him, here in the worst way. But she didn’t think she had it in her to tell him to leave again.

The phone clicked in her ear. She called his name a few times before giving up and setting the phone on the ground. She closed her eyes, trying not to think of him, but it was too late. His image loomed in her mind, teasing her.

She wanted him to come over, share a bottle of wine and some actual conversation. He might be able to ease the ache in her body if not in her soul. With a sigh she sank deeper in the water, knowing that would only make things more complicated.

Over the last year she’d slowly learned to take care of herself. At first it was the little things like squeaky door hinges and leaky taps, but time had made her completely self-sufficient. With a sly grin she let her mental image of Paul work for her.

He relieved stress by lifting weights, and it showed. He’d been asked to pose in a charity calendar last year, but had begged off. No matter, she wasn’t too keen on the rest of the world knowing how he looked fresh from the shower.

Or how he smelled. Soap mixed with that man in ways that should be illegal. She could almost smell him there, beckoning her beneath the spray of the shower with him. He’d lick his lips in seductive invitation, drifting a hand across his muscled chest to where the light smattering of hair across his pecs arrowed down. Even with the steaming temperature of the water, her body jumped a few degrees, her blood thickening and slowing with each pulse of need between her thighs.

Her hand drifted there to ease the ache. She leaned her head back against the edge of the tub, her hair spilling over the rim as her fingers began a cautious exploration. She slipped a finger between her slick folds, slowly allowing the piping hot water against her most sensitive skin. She gasped as her fingers found her swollen, throbbing clit.

Palming her breast in her other hand, she taunted the tight nipple, pinching and pulling until she could feel the sensations in her core. In her mind she saw herself in the shower with Paul, the steam rising around them as his mouth explored her neck, breasts, before he sank to his knees before her.

Lifting a leg over his broad shoulder, he’d near her center, his tongue licking liquid flame into her body. He’d tease her clit with light caresses at first, picking up speed until her legs quaked and release loomed on the horizon.

Pulling her lip between her teeth, Kayla gave herself over to the sensations, pinching her nipple fiercely as the wave of ecstasy crested. She slipped a finger inside so she could feel her insides tremor as the jolt of pleasure shook through her. Her gasps echoed in her ears, her heart racing in her chest. Taking deep breaths she let the image of how they were calm her pulse, calm her body, calm her soul.
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Paul Bently smiled as his key turned in the lock. If she truly thought they were over she would have called a locksmith. He slipped into the darkened house, closing the door behind him silently. The fingers of one hand trailed lightly on the wall as he crept to the kitchen.

He’d brought her favorite Pinot, hoping maybe it would help loosen his tongue and be enough of a bribe to get her to listen to reason. He’d been stubborn and determined, but since she’d told him to go the wall he built to keep her from being tainted by his work had started eroding.

Tonight, listening to one of her patients explain that he hadn’t been using, just in the wrong place trying to convince his wife to sober up, Paul wondered if that’s what Kayla had been trying to do. Had she told him to leave to force him to see what he was giving up by shutting her out?

The corkscrew was just where he left it, as if he hadn’t spent the last month and a half crashing on a cot at the station when he wasn’t working. The popping sound echoed in the stillness, but he didn’t hear a sound as he slid a glass from the cupboard and snuck up the stairs.

His fingers trembled as he reached for the handle of their bedroom door. She hadn’t wanted him to come over. There might be a real, live reason why on the other side of the door.

Men approached Kayla when she wore her wedding ring. Her hand had been bare when she’d met at the lawyer’s office to sign the separation agreement. No doubt she had a collection of invitations to spend the night elsewhere. Part of him knew Kayla wouldn’t tread on their marriage vows that way, but it was the same part of him that had been sure she only needed a little space, not a legal separation.

He slowly opened the door, stepping into the dim room. His eyes surveyed the bed with the covers thrown back on one side, the nightgown crumpled on the floor in front of the bathroom entry. His cheeks lifted in a grin. When he worked late he’d often come home to find her asleep in the bath.

His eyes closed at the vision of the last time he’d found her there, boneless and smiling. They’d made love without the world intruding, without a thought about anything but joining in pleasure. He wanted nothing more than to recreate that moment.

The wine and glass slid silently onto the dresser and he toed off his shoes and socks before stepping to the archway between their bedroom and bath. Candlelight licked at the walls and the scent of jasmine filled the steamy room. The aroma never failed to remind him of the garden arch they were married under. Had she chosen the scent for the same reason?

Kayla’s long, dark hair flowed over the back of the deep tub, spilling halfway to the floor. His heart quivered in his chest every time he saw her with her hair down. A decade ago he’d suggested she grow out her pixie style. Her flowing locks were a reminder of how much she wanted to please him. To see him happy, which he could never be without her.

His gaze traveled leisurely over the fine features of her face, amazed by how long her eyelashes seemed with her eyes closed. Her long, graceful neck was the only part of her body exposed above the bubbles. He really had planned on talking, but seeing her like this erased all the arguments from his brain.

A place designed to get clean was the best place to get dirty. One of the great joys in life was making love to Kayla in that tub. It took some experimenting to get it right, but once they had…

Kayla deserved all that and more. More than he’d been giving her. As much as leaving her felt like having his skin peeled off, she’d been right to ask him to go. If he couldn’t make the job and his marriage work together, then one had to go. And it wasn’t Kayla.

He plucked open the buttons of his cuffs, pushing them over his muscled forearms. Pulling both towels off the rack, he dropped them to the floor, kneeling on them beside the tub. On her face, tracks from barely dried tears ripped at his soul. They weren’t going to go on this way. It was killing them both.

His chest tightened as he watched her. She looked so sweet and innocent asleep that he felt the love close at his throat. This was his wife, and he’d nearly lost her to do a job he felt kept her safe.

Reaching out, he traced a fingertip across the soft skin of her cheek. Her lips tilted in a smile, his name a sleepy whisper upon them. Maybe he’d let her sleep, hold this moment together for as long as possible.

Kayla’s eyes fluttered open, blinking as she realized she was no longer alone. Before she had a chance to speak his mouth came down on hers. Soft and willing, her lips parted, allowing him a taste of all he’d missed. His kiss was at once confident and pleading.

Kayla snaked her arms around his neck, drawing him closer. In the tub she shifted, her shoulders rising up out of the water and exposing her lovely breasts. His cock twitched at the sight.

His attention faltered, his gaze dripping to her breasts like the suds sliding down her body. Thick, dark nipples beckoned him. His hand drifted down, but before he made it to his destination Kayla sat up straighter, effectively breaking their connection.

Rolling her shoulders back, she sunk just low enough in the water to cover her breasts and jutted her chin towards him.

“What are you doing here?” He watched her swallow, her deep blue gaze darting around the room. Probably looking for something to cover herself with.

“I came to talk.” He rubbed the back of his neck, now damp from her touch. “But then I saw you and you kissed me…”

“You kissed me. I wasn’t awake.” Her pretty knees emerged from the water as she drew them close to her chest, arms hugging them to her body.

“You woke up. You just forgot you were mad at me for a minute.”

“I’m not mad at you, Paul.” She stared at the wall as if it were more interesting than the periwinkle blue she’d insisted upon. “I’m just disappointed in the way things turned out.”

“That’s worse.” He reached for her again, but she pulled back. Instead of forcing the issue, he wrapped a strand of her hair around his finger, needing some connection. No matter how small.

“It’s the truth.” Her sad smile tugged at his heart.

“Doesn’t being apart feel wrong to you? Every night I try to sleep, but I can’t because I am used to you there.”

“I’ve had to fall asleep without you for a long time.”

Tucking a finger beneath her chin, he turned her face to his. “Like this? How many times did I find you here because you couldn’t sleep?”

“I like baths.” She met his gaze, but looked to the left at the last second. At least she’d been trying to lie, put up a strong front. Anyone else might believe her.

“Me too.” Paul got to his feet and started plucking open the buttons of his shirt.

“What are you doing?”

“Baths help you sleep, right? I might as well give it a try.”

“Try it in your own tub.” She couldn’t know that when she sat up that straight he got a glimpse of her cleavage he never wanted anyone else to see.

With a small shrug of his shoulders, his shirt fell to the floor. Her eyes widened as he undid his belt. “This is still my tub.”

“I mean the one at your apartment.”

“I don’t have an apartment. I’ve been staying at the station. Only have showers there.” He made short work of the button and zipper of his slacks, pushing them while she was still blinking at that admission. He had to be more careful with the briefs. Weeks of being without Kayla and catching her in such an sensual pose had an erotic effect on him.

Kayla turned her head to the wall. “Wait a minute.”

He didn’t. Couldn’t. One foot dipped into the tub at the opposite end, thankful the water was only comfortably warm. Kayla had nearly scalded him a couple of times with her affection for hot baths.

The water glided over his body like warm satin, enveloping him like an embrace. He leaned back, stretching his legs until his feet arched around Kayla’s generous hips. The large, deep tub had been an expensive upgrade when they bought the house, but given Kayla’s affinity for baths they more than got their money’s worth. Especially now.

He leaned forward, prying her hands from her knees. His fingers slipped over her soft skin, tingling from the simple touch.

“I should get out.” But she made no move to go, just pulled her lip between her teeth. He had to start talking, but he had no idea where to begin. It had all gotten away from him, became a mountain too big to climb. Best to tunnel through.

“Remember when you asked if I’d go to therapy?”

Her face turned, her midnight blue gaze slicing into him. “I remember you said if I was a good counselor, I’d be able to fix my own problems.”

Had he said that? He’d been hurt at the suggestion things were that far gone, but had his words really been that cold? “I’ll go.”

“Now you’ll go.” She flailed a hand, splashing the water. “Why?”

Taking advantage of the intensity of her stony gaze he moved quickly. Grabbing at her hips with one hand, he pulled her forward, parting her legs with his and catching the small of her back with the other hand. Water rushed around them, sloshing over the side and onto the towels as he tugged her as close as possible.

Her muscles were relaxed and pliant from their soak, but her attitude was anything but. She tried to squirm, but she froze, realizing that in this position every movement she made would ignite sensations in her body. With her between his legs and her feet over his thighs next to his hips, they pressed intimately together.

Her lower lip trembled and her eyes widened. He knew she was thinking, and Kayla thinking would toss him out. Kayla feeling would give him a chance. Seducing her was his only hope.

With slow but sure hands he reached for her shoulders, letting the slickness of the water slide his hands down her arms. Willing her to meet his gaze, he stared at her downcast eyes as he tried to tease her nerve endings awake.

“I can’t do this,” she whispered, but didn’t move an inch.

Leaning forward, he kissed her shoulder, his mouth trailing across her collarbone. He reached for her face, holding it inches from his own until her eyes met his. “Let me love you like I should have. Like I will forever, if you’ll only let me.”

Her head shook slightly in his grasp. “You’re just lonely. I know how desperate that feels, but this will only make it worse.”

His hands slid from her face, down to her shoulders. He lifted each of her arms, setting them on the sides of the tub. “This could make everything better.”

Eyes the color of midnight turned watery and sad. “I tried that.” Her voice thick and strained with emotion, she continued. “The last six months we were together the only time you thought of me was for sex. I can’t be with you and be forgotten.”

He’d planned on trying for second base, but at her words he couldn’t do anything but wrap his arms around her and pull her to him. Had that really been what she thought?

Kayla didn’t fight him this time, twining her arms around his neck and holding on as tight as he did. She pressed the side of her face to his and he felt a warm wetness there that had nothing to do with the water in the bathtub.

“I never forgot you, Kayla. I just didn’t want for you to be exposed to the things I saw. There weren’t any funny stories to share anymore.” Somehow, having her there but not having to face her made it easier to explain. “You are the only thing that keeps me going, that keeps me from thinking the entire world has been corrupted.”

“I don’t need funny stories, Paul. I know what drugs do to people. That’s why I help people out of it.”

“You think every user is trying to hurt themselves more than anyone else. I don’t.”

She moved her head and pressed her forehead to his. “We didn’t grow apart because we disagreed about rehabilitation. You shut me out, completely.”

“I couldn’t share it with you. It was bad enough that I had to share you with them.”

“Them?” She pulled away slightly, her lips pressing in a tight line.

“Users.” She helped the very people he had to go after. Dingo Wells wasn’t the first arrest to ask for her.

“They are sick, Paul. Addiction is a disease. You know that.”

“Some of them are just sick.”

The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “Some are pathological, I agree, but most just made a series of bad choices. It bothers you that I help some of the same people you arrest?”

He nodded, not wanting to talk about it anymore. It made him seem small and petty and it wasn’t nice in any way. Which was why he never brought it up. “I take them off the streets and you convince the courts to let them out again.”

“But—”

He held a finger to her lips, tired of the argument that had been playing in his head for a year. It was new to her, but he’d already come to a conclusion. “I’m leaving vice. I don’t like thinking we play for opposite sides.”

“We don’t,” she mumbled around his fingers.

“I applied for a training specialist position at the academy.” There. He’d said it. The reason he’d needed to see her. He hadn’t made a career move without consulting her, and no matter what she decided about their future, he didn’t want to make this one alone.

Her gaze narrowed and she started to lean towards him. “Is that what you want? If you make a move like that you may never make chief. I could change specialties, or you could transfer into another department.”

“I don’t want to be responsible for users getting trapped in the cycle. You help people out of it, even when it goes against what I’ve done.” His hands began a lazy exploration of her outstretched arms again. “And I’ve done homicide, missing persons. Every move would be lateral, and I’m not a politician, so getting beyond chief would never happen.”

“It could. With some media training—”

“Kayla?” He smiled, trying not to laugh. Sometimes she took the supportive wife thing a bit too far. “I want to do this. I can make superintendent in a few years and rework the academy curriculum so officers will have better training and be safer.”

“Are you sure? I don’t want you to give up being an officer because you think that will help us.”

“It will help, and I’ll still be an officer. I get new uniforms and everything.” He slipped his hands beneath the bubbles, up over the rise of her breasts. “I’ll need your help breaking them in.”

Her dark eyes flashed with sensual promise at his words. No doubt she was remembering how much fun they had every time he got a new uniform. Last time he’d arrested her for failing to yield right of way in the hall. Her evasion technique got them both off.

The hunger and devotion of two desperate lovers hung in the air for long moments. The spark of passion flared between them as it did when they first met, first married. He filled his palms with her breasts, taking in the silken softness as his fingers explored.

His blood heated, his touches growing heavier now that Kayla had given up her resistance. The muted haze of sensation built into an urgent rush. He had to have her, now, before she changed her mind again.
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Kayla knew this was a big risk. Opening herself up to being disappointed by Paul yet again was foolish, but she couldn’t help herself. Especially since he was trying to make things right, and he hadn’t touched her in months.

Sex had been one of the first parts of their relationship to wane, and she longed for the closeness of it. Lust raged through her system and she decided to live in the moment. She arched her back, giving him better access to her aching breasts. Her hands slipped into the water, resting on his hard thighs. Since he’d left she’d dreamed of him, missed the way he touched her with such longing and reverence. His warm brown eyes never softened the way they did when they were making love. It was a side of him only she got to see, and she’d missed it terribly.

Already her body was screaming for release. The sudden flash of heat between her thighs coupled with his thumbs teasing over her nipples spurred her to action. She shivered in delight and leaned towards him, filling his palms with her breasts. His hands were rough from work and silky from the water, taunting her to beg for more.

His gaze spoke volumes, showing she wasn’t the only one aching with need. He knew her the way she knew him, knew every dark corner hidden in the deepest parts of a soul. Her heartbeat raced, needing to touch him, feel him, be with him in the most primal way.

But first, she would make him crazy. She dropped her gaze to his sexy grin, and followed it with her lips. He opened willingly for her and she poured everything into that kiss, her frustrations, her hopes, and the terrifying uncertainty of what was going on between them. His mouth was hotter, harder, more forgiving than she anticipated. Her fears tried to make her stop and think, but her heart overruled them. She took the kiss deeper, reaching for the soul-searing connection he’d robbed them both of by pulling away.

Desire flamed within her. She wasn’t sure how much longer she could tease him without taking him right there in the tub. Her mind sparked at the possibility of trying something she’d seen in a magazine.

She moved back and he tried to follow her, to continue the kiss, but her mind was on bigger and better things. Pushing her feet against the tub behind him she slid backwards, all the way to the opposite end of the tub.

“Come back here,” he growled, lurching for her.

She shook her head, feeling her power. “On your knees.”

“Knees?” He arched a brow, but shifted in the water, giving her a glimpse of his cock so hard it pressed against his abs.

Kayla lifted her legs onto the sides of the tub, opening herself fully to the warmth of the water and the pleasure that was imminent. Her sex tingled, so full and swollen her mind had little room for anything but the thought of Paul filling her, thrusting into her with nothing but the water as resistance.

He wrapped his hand around his cock, his thumb rolling over the exposed tip as he let out a groan. “You can’t look at me like that if you want me to go slow.”

“Who said anything about slow? I’m thinking now.” Her own lust was mirrored in his eyes, heightening her want.

Paul leaned forward, the head of his cock brushing the engorged sensitive length of her clit. One hand still on his impressive erection, the other dove beneath the water. His fingers traveled over her waist, sliding against her ass to pull her closer and help tilt her hips into position.

She licked her lips, her mouth drying in anticipation. Instead of the rush of him filling her, he teased her aching flesh with his. The head of his cock stroked her intimately, slowly, finally pressing against the bud of her desire. Pleasure blossomed, but not quickly enough. He kept stroking her, from her hooded clit to where she wanted him most. He quickened his movements until her legs started to tremble against the sides of the tub.

“Please,” she moaned, pulling her lower lip between her teeth.

“Please what?” he groaned, sweat forming on his brow.

“Love me.”

The words were barely a whisper, but he fulfilled their promise, anchoring her hips as he plunged into her. Her head fell back as she gasped for breath his thickness stretching her. She ached with the pleasure of it as he began thrusting, fast and furious against her body. The water in the tub rippled at first, the waves building as her pleasure did, spilling out onto the floor as she screamed in climax.

Her body flushed with heat, her sex clamped down on him as the world narrowed. She gripped the sides of the tub, loving how her sensitive flesh responded to his continued ministrations. If they were out of the water he’d be plowing through her, but here he could go on without abandon. Usually so terribly restrained, she reveled in his recklessness, loving the way it made her feel, loving him.

“Amazing,” she whispered through her smile.

Paul mumbled something unintelligible, his low-pitched cries of ecstasy reverberating in the small room. His fingers pressing into her hips as he ground out his own release. His eyes closed and he leaned towards her.

It didn’t take much for her to lose her grip, her spent legs sliding into the water as she slipped backwards. His hand was behind her head, the only thing that kept her from going under. He helped her sit up, grinning all the while.

“You should write a letter to the editor. That position of the month is dangerous.”

She couldn’t help but laugh. When things were good, he’d flip through her favorite magazine whenever she left it in sight, looking for the position of the month. “Just testing your reflexes.”

“I passed.” Paul stood in the tub, streams of water licking across his taut flesh. “Towel or robe?”

“Towel.” The button for the drain sunk beneath her fingers, the water flowing out. When she turned he was already there, a towel wrapped around his slim waist, holding another out for her.

Kayla stood, pulling the terrycloth against her sensitive skin, suddenly so exhausted she wondered how she’d make it to the bed. She forced herself not to think of what Paul being here meant, of tomorrow, of anything that would keep her from finally resting her weary mind. Sex didn’t solve problems, but when it was done right it worked better than any sleeping pill ever could.

She lifted one heavy leg, then the other over the rim of the tub, glad to feel towels there even if they were wet. Less clean up. Tomorrow. Tonight she’d finally sleep. Standing next to him, she looked into Paul’s eyes and smiled as she pulled the towel tighter around her body. “Will you call me tomorrow?”

He blinked, running a hand through his damp hair. “Sure.”

With a nod, she stepped carefully over the cold tile, her legs getting heavier with each step. At the edge of the bed she dropped the towel, climbing naked between the flannel sheets. Her head sunk onto the down pillow, her entire body dropping into dreamless bliss.

[image: ***]

Call me tomorrow. As if. Paul watched Kayla fall asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. She really expected him to leave.

Not happening.

He grabbed the wine from the counter and his clothes and the towels from the bathroom, picking up hers on his way into the hall. He did a load of laundry to make sure she couldn’t harp on him about that later. When he’d left she’d been so angry all the time it felt like every move he made was the wrong one.

No, he didn’t talk to her about work. He’d needed to keep the reality of the job from her, but he had to admit he’d closed himself off in other ways. Every time she’d get angry, he backed off more and more until when she suggested they separate, giving her a break seemed like a good option.

Fisting the neck of the wine bottle, he made for the guest bedroom. Cardboard boxes lined one wall of what should be a cheery room. The sunshine yellow walls mocked him as he noticed the labels on the boxes. Paul’s winter clothes, Paul’s books, Paul’s games and DVDs. She’d boxed up his life and moved it out of her way.

The bed creaked as he sat down, remembering that squeak was why they got a new bed when they moved. Lifting the bottle to his lips he took long swallows of the mellow Pinot. He loved being a cop, loved being able to tweak the world so that occasionally it ran a little smoother. Kayla used to be proud of that, but seeing her name as a character witness for so many of the pushers and users had got to him. They were on opposite sides of the battle, and he’d brought that war into their home by staying angry about every time she undid what he fought to do.

With a sigh and a shake of his head, he set the bottle on the nightstand and decided to go through the boxes. He hadn’t taken more than a knapsack with him, so there were bound to be clothes in the stack somewhere. And once he was dressed, he’d start unpacking. He was home to stay, no matter what it took.
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The rich aroma of fresh coffee tempted her to open her eyes. Had she actually remembered to set it last night? She’d been so exhausted for so long, little things kept getting forgotten.

With a yawn she stretched her arms overhead, smiling at the soreness in her muscles. She’d actually managed to sleep. On a Saturday, so she could sleep in. And Paul had been here, and he’d been wonderful.

A naughty giggle escaped as she rolled over and hugged his pillow, trying to decide between coffee and sleep.

“Here’s hoping I put that smile on your face.” Paul’s deep voice tensed her muscles.

He was still here. Pulling the sheet around her bare body she sat up, blinking away sleep to see him in the doorway of their bedroom in nothing but a pair of boxer briefs. That had to be some kind of crime. He should only be allowed to show off his defined chest or his muscled legs. Not both.

“Milk and maple syrup. Just the way you like it.” He stepped to the bed, setting one steaming mug on the nightstand, keeping another for himself.

“Thank you,” she murmured, running her hands through her hair and wishing she had a mirror. Last year she wouldn’t have cared what she looked like in the morning, but so much had changed this felt like the first time she’d stayed over at his apartment. Awkward and thrilling and completely over her head.

“You are the only person I’ve ever known that drinks it that way.”

“You do, sometimes.” She reached for the mug, thankful for the heat on her now cold fingers. The first sip was liquid heaven.

“True. You did ruin me for station coffee.”

She wrinkled her nose. “That stuff even smells bad.”

He grinned and sat on the edge of the bed, facing her. “Why did you think I would leave?”

Her pulse thundered in her ears. To stall, she took another sip of coffee. “Why didn’t you?”

“I love here. I think I should live here.”

“You didn’t think that a few months ago.” She met his icy gaze, squeezing her mug to keep him from seeing her shaking hands.

“No, I thought you needed some space. Every conversation was turning into a fight. I know marriage isn’t easy, but we can make it easier than that.”

“If I settle for being ignored?”

“Damn it, Kayla. Did I ignore you last night?”

“You never ignore me when you want sex.”

His fierce growl tensed her shoulders as he rose from the bed, setting his mug on the nightstand so hard coffee sloshed over the sides. “Why are you making this hard?” he screamed to the wall.

“Me! You checked out of our marriage for an entire year, Paul. You want me to forget that?” She stared down at the creamy coffee so he wouldn’t see the tears welling in her eyes.

“I want you to understand. To forgive. To move past it.” He knelt on the floor beside the bed, bringing them face to face. “I want it to be like it was. I’m willing to try. Are you?”

“It’s not that.” She pulled her lip between her teeth, her throat aching as she teetered on the verge of tears. This was her marriage, her life, and she’d thought it was over. She’d mourned it like a death. “I can’t do it again.”

“Can’t or won’t? Is there something you’re not telling me? Or someone?”

“No!” She raised her gaze to his, risking that he see how vulnerable she was in her reddened eyes. “I don’t have it in me to lose you again. You have no idea how it feels to see the person you love drift away slowly and nothing you do can turn them back to you.”

“I’m not going anywhere, Kay. I made a mistake in shutting you out, and another in leaving when you asked me to. Just like you made mistakes in making me crazy by picking at other things because you were hurt and asking me to leave instead of fighting for us.”

“I was fighting! I thought it would force you to see how bad things had gotten.”

His large hands framed her face and she closed her eyes, a lone tear drifting down her cheek. Warm lips kissed it away, making her stomach flutter. “I’m tired of this war, Kayla. No one is going to win. Let’s say we raise the white flags and work through it, together.

“Let’s start over, and get things back to the way they were. I don’t know what else to do than be with you. I’ll do whatever it takes to get us back. I’ll change my job, we’ll go to counseling, whatever you want.”

“I don’t want you to change your job. You’re a good cop and I don’t want to be responsible for ruining that for you.”

“I’m a good teacher, too. I’ve been breaking in rookies for years. If I get the position at the academy I’ll be able to make better rookies, better cops. It’s what I want. I just needed to talk through it with you before I made my decision. I wish you would have talked through the separation with me before you filed.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “You can’t be nice one minute and then come at me with barbs like that. We know each other so well we know exactly how to say things that leave a mark. I would have talked to you, but you left.”

“I know. It took two of us to break things down. We need to work together to build it back up.”

She nibbled at her lip, trying to think. Her soul was crying out for her to take the chance, but her heart still had a big tear in it. But what was her alternative? She had to take the chance, to try and make things right.

Wrapping her hands around his, she held them on her lap and took a fortifying breath. Marriage was a funny thing. Two months ago she would have sworn she’d never give Paul Bently another chance to hurt her. But face to face with the man she gave her heart to, she realized he had that power whether she have it to him or not. She wanted them both happy, and they’d proven that apart, they were miserable.

“Will you move back in?” He leaned toward her for a kiss, but she pressed her hands against his broad chest, holding him at bay for now. “Into the guest room?”

“You don’t want me in the guest room.” The bed dipped on either side of her where he climbed up. “I can’t do this from there.” Light kisses whispered over her neck, making her squirm.

“That’s why I need you there. You’re a bit too good at kissing.”

“I am?” his mouth slid over hers, soft and wet, warm and willing.

“You know you are.” She mumbled against his kiss.

“Then why am I banished down the hall? When we have so many positions of the month to catch up on?”

“I don’t want the bedroom to be the only place we connect anymore.”

“Technically, we haven’t connected in the bedroom.” Paul sat up beside her, still smiling. “How about we compromise?”

“I’m not sleeping on the squeaky bed.”

He laughed, long and full in a way she hadn’t heard in years. How she’d missed that. “Every night, I’ll ask where I should sleep. Until you tell me to stop. I’ll be wherever you’re most comfortable.”

“You’d do that?” Her eyes welled with tears again, but of a different kind.

Paul nodded, wrapping her hand around hers. “I’d do anything to get us back. How about we go out to breakfast?” He glanced at the clock. “Or maybe lunch.”

She followed his gaze to the clock. Eleven-eleven. Wasn’t that supposed to be good luck? She wiggled her arms, letting the sheet drop between them, baring her to him.

“Lunch sounds good. But since we’re on again, I think it’s only right that we celebrate.”
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Desire Renewed

The daring lives of husbands and wives.

Erotic romance novelist Cassie is frustrated. Ever since her books started coming out her husband has no interest in sex. With the help of a book of weekly fantasies she’s trying to turn his head, but he seems unaffected. But Cassie will let nothing keep her from saving her marriage. Not the lack of a babysitter for date night, her own inhibitions, or Miss Perky Tits.

“Hey stranger,” Trevor yelled through his open window. The truck didn’t have air conditioning, or much else in the way of amenities. It was so beat up from all of the summers of roofing I refuse to even ride in it. The bills had gotten the best of us lately, so he was roofing again. It was strange the way he could effortlessly transition from a banker in ironed shirts and designer shoes to a laborer in filthy pants and a backward baseball cap. When he dressed like that he seemed younger than ever. In moments like this I truly felt like I robbed the cradle.

“Hey yourself.” I barked back. “Open the door.” Trevor hopped out of the truck and trotted over to the front door. I hadn’t seen him awake in almost two weeks. We were both putting in as many hours as we could, trying to dig ourselves out of credit card hell. Between his golf habit, my shoe fetish, and the wedding last year we were sinking, fast.

“Home before dark, and you made dinner. I’m impressed, Megan,” he teased, opening the door and relieving me of the bag of food. Trevor pushed the door open for me to walk through while he inspected the contents of the bag.

“It’s from Wong Kong. I went through the drive thru,” I explained. “I didn’t expect you to be home yet.”

“That must mean you got everything deep fried with no vegetables in sight.” I could hear the smile in his voice as he followed close behind me.

“If you want vegetables you should have married a rabbit.” I tossed back at him as I made my way past the kitchen to the dining room. The binders hit the table with a thud. “There’s stuff in there for you too. Besides, chow mein has vegetables in it.”

“It doesn’t count as a vegetable if you only eat the noodles.” He set the bag on the counter and stalked towards me.

“I’d tell you to sue me, but I don’t need any more paperwork.”

“Long night ahead?” he asked, leaning on one of the dining room chairs.

“Yeah, and now that I’m home I’m thinking I should have stayed in the air conditioned office. It’s so hot in here.” I moved to open the sliding glass door and let a breeze in, but he blocked my path.

“Have you had a cigarette today?”

“What I do with my body is my business.” I rolled my eyes at his attempts to be paternal. He had no right to act the father figure being six years my junior.

His big, work callused hands encircled my waist as he pulled me to him; his mouth on mine, hot and insistent. Trevor’s scent, an intoxicating mix of the outdoors and pure masculinity wafted through me and I relented, allowing full access to my lips, tongue, and mouth. When I was nearly out of breath, he broke away, grinning. “Good girl, you taste much better this way.”

“I was just saving it until I got home,” I goaded him. He’d been on me to quit smoking since the moment we met. Quitting now would be like admitting defeat.

His fingers were rough as he drew up my dress, lifting me forcefully onto the dining room table. “What are you…” was all I got out before he stripped me of my pink panties. “Come on, it’s too hot to fool around,” I said, trying to close my legs.

Read on…
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Romance Rekindled

Is it the end, or a new beginning?

Jess and Scott haven’t had a conversation in month that didn’t end in a fight. Making up is fun, but the clock is ticking on their marriage. Is a cross-country move the cause of their problems, or the solution?

The hum of the engines echoed in my ear. I never could sleep for long on planes. Maybe if I kept my eyes closed they wouldn’t be too puffy. I snuggled deeper into the pillow, only then noticing where my body had turned.

I peeked up at Scott’s sleeping face, his dark lashes fanning against his cheek. We hadn’t slept this close since before I found out he sold the apartment. Up until then I hadn’t been happy about the thought of moving, but I’d open to the possibility. Then the phone call came and the rug had literally been pulled out from under me. We were going, and to drive the point home, he’d sold ours.

It had been an amazing offer, and if we’d already agreed to the move, I would have been happy about it. As the days passed and moving became imminent it seemed silly to still be angry. I knew everything I held inside I wouldn’t be able to get over, so I let it out.

It was a New York problem. If Portland was to be a fresh start, I needed to leave it there, with the stack of delivery menus and perfect bagels.

I snuggled deeper into Scott, my head on his shoulder, lifting one of my legs across his. And then I realized just where my hand was. On the fly of his slacks. If there hadn’t been a blanket covering us, I might have been mortified. Instead, I was simply embarrassed and moved my hand back to my own leg.

“Now don’t do that,” Scott whispered against my hair, his warm fingers wrapping around my wrist and pulling my hand back to him. “I need to be reminded there are parts of me you like.”

Read on…
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