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Dedication:

To my wonderful husband and his sexy toolbelt. He came home dirty and
gritty every night after work when we were first married... and I still couldn't

keep my hands off of him! Thanks very much to Susan Wise, who shared
with me some funny stories about her “Mr. Perfect.” I found them so
inspiring, I got her permission to use one in my book!
Chapter One
Natalie Watson wandered into the sperm bank like a zombie.  When Liz, her coworker, offered a perky greeting, she ignored her, went straight to the break room and slumped into a chair.  Dropping her Prada bag on the floor with a thump, she rested her head on the table. She was tempted to pound it a few times, but she could hear Liz scurrying in behind her. Sometimes Natalie was glad she wore her heart on her sleeve and people could pick up her non-verbal cues, but this wasn’t one of them. 

Liz sighed. “You got stood up, again?” 

Natalie picked her head up off the table.  Her long brunette hair hung over her face. “Morning, Liz.  How did you know?  Do you have psychic powers or something?” 

“I don’t need psychic powers. I just know what it means when you’re slumped over the table in the break room.”  Liz, the clinic’s ditzy blond LPN, poured two cups of coffee, and sat beside her. 

“Yep, I got stood up. Again!” Tossing her elbow-length hair over her shoulder, Natalie tried to suppress the urge to scream—not at Liz, just at life in general.  “You know, I wish you were psychic. Then maybe you could tell me who’s actually going to show up for dates.” 

“Which perfect guy did it this time?” 

“Donor Code 7945.” 

“Cut it out. You’re the only one who memorizes their codes, and you probably shouldn’t. So, was it the gorgeous Harvard student or the MIT assistant Professor with the cute butt?” 

“Neither. They were last weekend and the weekend before. It was the intern from Children’s Hospital.” 

“Oh no. If you can’t trust a pediatrician, who can you trust?” 

In answer to her co-worker’s rhetorical question, Natalie shrugged and heaved a sigh. 

“Why do you keep looking for guys in this place?  There may be a reason they empty their sperm into donor cups instead of women, you know.” 
Natalie chuckled despite her disappointment.  “I want the caliber of men I meet here. These are the best and brightest Boston has to offer. “ “Yeah, we get the cream of the crop all right.”  Liz elbowed her, but Natalie just rolled her eyes. “Maybe right now they need a little extra money for student loans, but someday, 

most of these guys will be rich and famous.” 

“And able to impress your snotty family.” 

“Hey! Don’t talk about my family that way.  We all blow our noses. I think the word you were looking for was ‘snooty.’” 

Liz patted her shoulder. “The point is, who cares what your family wants for you. What do you want?” 

Natalie propped her chin on her cupped hand.  “I want a nice, intelligent guy who doesn’t leave me all dressed up with nowhere to go.  These guys could be perfect. They’re incredibly bright and taking the time to do something wonderful for childless couples. I hope that someday I’ll have a child, and with one of them.  Who knows? I might give birth to a future president.” 

“We always assume they’re being altruistic, but maybe they’re not.  Maybe they’re being utterly egotistical.  Some of them might like knowing that somewhere out there, little mini-thems are running around, becoming child prodigies, without their having the responsibility of raising kids.” 

“I don’t believe that. These guys are too busy to raise kids, and, apparently, too busy to show up for dates. Half of them are on-call and get paged—or something.” 

“Well, let’s not forget that some of them are making four hundred dollars a month here. If they take you out, they might have to spend a week’s pay. You believe whatever you want, but I’m getting tired of seeing those beautiful blue eyes of yours all red and puffy in the morning.” 

“Well, so am I.”  Natalie looked over at her friend and frowned.  Liz had her pity face on. 

“Why don’t you change your policy of one ‘strike and you’re out’? At least give the cute ones a second chance.” 

“Nope. They know my policy.  I hate being stood up.  If they miss a date without a phone call, we’re done. Come on, letting me down easy is the least they can do.” 

“Yet, they keep forgetting all about you! Look, Natalie, maybe these guys just aren’t your type, no matter what you want to believe.  I’ll bet half of them don’t know what a vacation is.” 

“My father was a brilliant surgeon, and devoted to his family.  I know there’s another guy like that out there somewhere.  He may be sitting in the waiting room right now.” 

“When is Donor what’s-his-number coming in next?” 

Natalie pursed her lips. “Monday.” 

“I’ll bet he’ll have some handy-dandy excuse all ready.  Watch his eyes as he’s telling you why he didn’t call.” 

“I know. Down and to one side means he’s lying.  He didn’t have to respond to an emergency and he didn’t lose my number.”  Natalie pushed her chair out, stood and grabbed her coffee.  “Well, we’d better get out there.  The morning rush is about to begin.” 

****

Shane Derby called over his shoulder to his men.  “Clear!” He pushed the plunger and stepped back as the charges detonated.  The decaying, four-story building imploded and came crashing down in a pile of concrete, wood, marble, and dust.  His men, many of whom were college boys working through the summer, cheered.  The building had collapsed in on itself and had barely littered the street.  A perfect demolition. 

One of them yelled over to him.  He removed his earplugs and cupped a hand behind his ear. 

“Oh, sorry. I said nice job, Boss.” 

“Yeah, that was a thing of beauty.” 

He studied the site and pointed to a corner that hadn’t quite come down.  “We’ll need to take the wrecking ball to that,” he called over to his assistants.  “And we’ll need to take down the abutting wall of the building next-door brick by brick.  I estimated about a week for the job, and I think that’s right on target.” 

Movement out of the corner of his eye caught Shane’s attention.  A cute, lithe figure, wearing a nurse’s uniform bounded down the stairs of the building next-door two at a time.  Her long, shiny, dark hair fluttered in the breeze.  She made purposeful strides right toward him.  As she approached, he could see her cute face, but her jaw was set and her blue eyes were blazing. 

“Are you in charge here?” she shouted upon reaching him. 

“Shane Derby at your service, miss, but call me Crusher.  What can I do for you?” 

“You can start by telling me why you didn’t notify the area businesses that you’d be blasting today.” 

“Not my job, Miss…  Miss? I didn’t catch your name.” 

“Never mind my name.  And what kind of irresponsible attitude is that?  ‘Not my job’.” She stood with her feet apart, arms folded, and as immobile as a brick wall.  For a small girl, she had ample breasts that jutted over her arms and separated in two nicely delineated peaks. 

Shane wasn’t used to women yelling at him about his attitude or anything else. “Look, Miss never-mind-my-name, the building owner should have done that, if he thought you needed to know. Maybe he thought it didn’t matter.  I was just hired to blow it up, and I do what I’m paid for.” 

“How arrogant. Of course we needed to know!”  She took one step closer.  “You just cost us some valuable samples.” 

This beautiful spitfire barely came up to his shoulder, but there she stood on the sidewalk, almost toe-to-toe with him, leaning toward him with hands on her hips.  It would have been a menacing pose if she were bigger.  Despite her anger, Shane felt an attraction to her full lips, cute freckled nose and intense blue eyes, as well as the passion and purpose this woman seemed to have.  She was so unlike the empty-headed bimbetts he’d been meeting for the past few months.  His masculinity stirred in his jeans.  “What kind of samples?” 

“I work at the sperm bank next door.  They were donor samples.  Thanks to your fireworks, two of my donors missed their cups and a third is so traumatized, he won’t get another erection for a month!” 

Was she joking?  Could someone be putting her up to this?  Her demeanor said she was dead serious. Shane reared back and an explosion of laughter erupted from deep in his diaphragm. 

Her eyes widened and she glared at him.  “You think this is funny?  Some childless couple may have been counting on a donation from one of those men, and you think it’s a laughable situation?” 

Shane pulled himself together and took a deep breath before he responded.  “No, darlin’, but don’t worry.  Me and the boys will come over after we’re through here and leave you a present.” 

The nurse clenched her fists and bristled.  “How dare you! Do you think you could possibly measure up to our standards?  We require college graduates or at the very least four-year college students with some sort of promising talent.  You and your rag-tag team would be turned down flat.”  She whirled on her heel and stomped off toward her four-story brick building. 

Shane’s amusement turned to disbelief.  Arms folded, he called after her, “Perhaps I should have over-calculated and set off that detonation just a little to the left.” 
Chapter Two 

“I should never have let you talk me into this,” Natalie protested. 

Liz tugged her arm and dragged her friend toward the small doorway between two decrepit buildings downtown. Iron bars covered the dirty glass front door.  “Too bad. The more I thought about your idea of seeing a psychic the better I liked it.” 

Natalie waved her only free arm in the air.  “But I don’t believe in this stuff.  I was raised in a very scientific, intellectual family.  There’s no way someone can look into my teacup and tell me anything other than what kind of tea I’m drinking.” 

Liz pushed the doorbell and when the answering buzzer sounded, she opened the door. “Well, maybe, with an open mind, you’ll learn something interesting.”  She shoved Natalie in ahead of her.  “Don’t be a wimp.” 

Natalie whipped around and glared at her friend.  “I’m no wimp.” 

“Then prove it.” 

Natalie rolled her eyes and started up the stairs.  She stopped halfway. “Who’s paying for this brainless waste of a lunch hour?” 

“We’re going Dutch.  You’ll pay for your reading, and I’ll pay for mine.” 

Natalie shot back with an amused smile.  “Oh, so you’re letting them peek under your skirts too?” 

Liz shrugged. “Or whatever…” 

When they reached the top of the stairs Natalie froze.  Liz reached around her and turned the discolored brass doorknob, then she gave her a push. 

Natalie stumbled into the sparsely decorated room, causing a half dozen pair of eyes to turn her way. She squared her shoulders when a brightly dressed, hunched woman with orange lips toddled toward them.  Wide floorboards squeaked. 

Natalie glanced around taking in the surroundings.  Huge filthy windows lined one wall. Peeling wallpaper from another decade lined the other.  What appeared to be a kitchenette from the forties stood at the farthest end. 

“Are you here for a reading?”  The old woman asked. 

“Yes,” Liz answered. “A tea-reading and lunch.  We have an appointment.” 

The old woman nodded.  She led them between two tables where other patrons were having their futures foretold and escorted them to an empty table toward the kitchen.  After they were seated the woman proceeded to the kitchen where she took two delicate bone-china teacups off a shelf. 

“I always get the table next to the kitchen,” Natalie whispered. 

“That’s because you’re always alone.” 

“Be quiet, she’ll hear you. I don’t want to give her any hints.” 

Liz glanced at the woman, then back to Natalie.  “She couldn’t have heard that blast this morning.  She must be eighty.” 

“Listen Liz, I was having second thoughts before, but now I’m just plain unnerved. This place is eerie.” 

“Hush.” 

The old woman shuffled toward them carrying a tray.  She set it on the edge of the table and placed a cup of tea in front of each of them. 

“Do you have any milk?” Natalie asked. 

The woman’s eyes opened in shock.  “Milk? My goodness, no. That would ruin the reading. Sugar is on the table.” She placed two plates with watercress finger sandwiches to the side of their teacups.  Clearly, tea was the main dish. 

Natalie looked in the cup and wrinkled her nose as the woman walked back to the kitchen. “It’s full of loose tea. They didn’t even strain it.” 

Liz laughed. “Of course not. This isn’t London at four in the afternoon.  We’re having our tealeaves read. Wouldn’t you assume there would be tealeaves involved? 

Natalie sighed and lifted her cup. She blew on the hot liquid and sipped daintily. 

The woman made her way back toward their table, saying.  “I’m Zelda.  Think of a question you want answered and concentrate on that while you drink your tea.”  She continued across the bare floor toward the door where they had entered.  “I’ll be back when you’re finished.” 

“Thank you,” Liz called. 

Natalie murmured, “Zelda.  A name like that is usually followed by, the amazing contortionist or tightrope walker.” 
“Look, she could be Zelda, the Great. Stop being sarcastic and drink your tea.” 

Zelda returned to them a few minutes later and sat in the chair between them. Natalie was straining the liquid through her nearly closed lips, so she was still working on her cup of tea while Liz had her tealeaves read. 

Liz wore an engagement ring with a diamond the size of their teacups, so Natalie wasn’t impressed when Zelda told her about her fiancé and their future children.  Some of the stuff was fairly specific, but a lucky guess or two wasn’t going to convince Natalie to modify her beliefs.  And as for the future? Well, how would anyone know enough to say--You’re wrong. I’m not going to adopt a baby from China? 
At last it was Natalie’s turn. The woman made a couple of lucky guesses for her right off the bat. She guessed she was single and looking for Mr. Right.  Not nearly enough to knock her socks off, although she could be gay and looking for Ms. Right she supposed. 

Liz dug in her pocketbook and produced a pen.  She took notes on her napkin about Natalie’s reading. Maybe so she could wave it in her face if any of it came true. 

Zelda turned the cup over and dumped the liquid, leaving the tealeaves clinging to the sides. “He’s nearby. You’ll get to know him soon.  He’s intelligent, but works with his hands as well as his brain.” 

Natalie looked at Liz and shrugged. 

“His coloring is fair and he likes to laugh.  Don’t make the mistake of underestimating him.  He’s not perfect, but if you’re open, you’ll see he’s the perfect man for you.” 

“What’s wrong with him?” Natalie asked. 

Zelda looked up from the cup and studied Natalie’s face.  “You two could have quite a problem if you treat him with disrespect or prejudice.” 

“Why would I do that?  I treat all of our clients with respect.” 

“Maybe he’s not a client,” Liz interjected.  She looked to Zelda as if she had a 

video rolling in the bottom of the teacup and asked, “Where will she meet him?” Zelda shook her head. “I don’t know. They may have met already.”  Turning her gaze back to Natalie she said, “Give him a chance.  He’ll surprise you.”
****
 “What kind of cryptic nonsense was that?” Natalie complained as she and Liz 

walked back to work after their reading. 

“What’s the matter?  I thought you’d love what she had to say.” 

“But it was so general.” 

“No it wasn’t.” Liz dug in her uniform pocket and produced the napkin on which she had jotted notes. 

“He’s nearby. You’ll get to know him soon. He’s intelligent, but works with his hands. His coloring is fair and he likes to laugh. Don’t make the mistake of underestimating him.  He’s not perfect, but he’s the perfect man for you.” 

“Don’t you get it? That could fit any eccentric artist or scruffy sculptor, but that’s not the kind of guy I’m interested in.  I want someone who works with his mind, not his hands.” 

“There’s that prejudice she was talking about.”  Liz elbowed her, raised her eyebrows and smiled wickedly.  “I wouldn’t underestimate a man with talented hands, if you know what I mean.” 

Natalie rolled her eyes, but smiled.  “Okay, I get your drift.  Hey, maybe I’ll get lucky and meet a nice, clean, well-dressed concert pianist in the next few hours.” 

“I sure hope so.” She must have caught Natalie smirking because Liz stopped and put a hand on her hip. “Hey, you were making fun of the whole thing, weren’t you?” 

Natalie chuckled and resumed walking. 

“Look, Natalie. You just never can tell what you least expect most.” 

As they neared their workplace, Natalie shook her head at the rubble that used to be the building next door. “What a shame.  That old building was beautiful in its own way.” 

“I wonder what’ll be going up in its place?” 

Liz strolled past their building and continued over to watch the demolition crew that were knee deep in debris. Liz called out, “Hey, do you know what’s going to be built on this lot?” 

Natalie’s curiosity had her following behind. 

One of the young men straightened and called, “Hey, boss,” over to a tall figure in the corner.  The man approached them.  Natalie could see his muscled thighs tighten underneath his jeans as he stepped over the wreckage.  They could have been acid washed, or they could have just been covered with ash, but they fit like a glove.  A tool belt hung from his lean hips and swung in a sensuous slow dance as he walked. 

His face, with its strong, slanted jaw, was so covered in dirt that when he smiled, his teeth shone a brilliant white and his sapphire eyes twinkled.  He sported light laugh lines furrowing through the dirt on either side of his eyes.  He looked over at Natalie and tipped his hard hat revealing tousled blond hair. That’s when she realized, to her horror, that it was the arrogant foreman from that morning. 

“Do you ladies have a question for me?” he asked with exaggerated politeness. 

“Yeah. Hi, I work next door. I was wondering if you knew what was going up in place of this old building.” 

“I could find out for you.”  Without waiting for an answer, he said, “It’ll only take a moment.”  As he spoke he pulled a cell phone from a pocket on his tool belt. 

Liz turned around, grinned wickedly, and waggled her eyebrows at Natalie. 

 Natalie gave her a quick shake of her head as if to tell her, no way in hell, and mind your own business. 
“Liam! It’s Crusher.” He winked at Natalie.  “Do you have any idea what you’re putting up in place of the building I’m tearing down on Boylston?” 

She couldn’t believe her gut was clenching at the sight of his smile and his dancing blue eyes. His voice was low and gravelly but in a sexy way, not like a two-pack-a-day smoker. But where did that phony nicey-nice act come from? 

“Yeah? Sounds good. I have a couple of lovely young ladies here who’ll be glad to know that. Thanks Bro’.” Shane flipped the cover on his cell phone closed and dropped it back into his tool belt pocket.  “Do you ladies like art?” 

“Oh, I love it,” Liz exclaimed.  “Is it going to be a print shop?” 

“Better,” he said. 

Natalie spied Donor #7945 across the street, waving and smiling like nothing was wrong. Well, he was about to find out differently.  “I’m going back in, Liz.”
****

The office manager came out to the desk at four-thirty p.m.  “Hey, Nat, we just had one more added.  I know it’s the end of the day, but he’s probably finished with his paperwork by now.” 

Natalie shrugged. “If I had a date, I’d be upset, but I don’t.  Might as well make a little extra money in overtime.  Maybe I’ll be able to afford a male escort.  I’ll bet one of them would show up for dates.” 

Liz shot her a wicked grin. “Maybe it’s Mr. Right.  Ever think of that?” 

“I doubt it.” Heaving a sigh, she asked, “Where is he?” 

“Exam room one.”  The manager shook her head and returned to her office. 

Natalie attached the necessary signature papers to a clipboard, and wandered listlessly into the exam room.  She shut the door behind her, glanced up, and couldn’t believe her eyes. Still dirty from his day’s work, Mr. Shane Derby sat before her. 
“Good afternoon, Miss Watson.” 

Natalie almost dropped the clipboard.  When she could speak, she asked, “You had your pre-screening over the telephone?” 

He smiled, showing his white teeth.  “I did, and apparently I passed with flying colors.” 

“You’re a college student or graduate?” 

“Boston University. I have an MBA. I own my own business.  I’m disease free, and I have excellent references.” 

Natalie scratched her head. “You know you’re going to have to provide proof.” 

His smile disappeared, and his eyes narrowed.  “What makes you think I can’t?” 

She shrugged. “Okay, I’m sure everything will check out.  I just wanted to save you the trouble if something might not.  It’s a rigorous screening with blood tests, a thorough physical, a background check…” 

“As long as they don’t find the bodies buried in the backyard, I should be fine.” He laughed at his own joke. 

She heaved a huge sigh. “Let’s get this over with.” 

“You know how to make a donor feel as welcome as an ant at your picnic.” 

“Why are you here?  Is it because of what I said this morning?” 

“Partially.” 

“And what else?” 

One side of his mouth curved up in a smile.  “Well, I like a woman with spunk, and you’ve got spunk.” 

“Are you joking?  You’re here to hit on me?” 

“Why not?  I understand that you’re doing the same thing with the donors.  Only one thing you can count on with me is that I’ll never stand you up.” 

Liz popped her head in. “Natalie, I’m leaving now.  I’m late for a…” 

“Wait just a minute, Liz!” 

Liz shot a quick smile at Shane and waved.  “Sorry, Nat. I gotta go. See you tomorrow.”  With that the traitor left her alone with someone nicknamed “Crusher” who might or might not have bodies buried in his backyard. 

“I don’t feel comfortable being alone with you.  I think we should reschedule…” 

Shane stood and walked over to her. “Don’t make me use my nail gun and secure your cute, white uniform to the wall.” 

He pulled her up by her arms and before she knew what was happening, she learned another reason for his nickname.  He crushed his lips to hers.  Her anger almost choked her. Twisting in his arms, she tried to break free. 

He held her securely, with one arm around her waist and his big hand cradling her head. She arched her back and he followed, supporting her body as he took her into a deep dip. The warmth of his mouth seeped into her, melting her.  Her body reacted on a primal level.  She reached around and clung to him.  Then, to her own amazement she opened her mouth, her tongue yearning to mate with his. 

His plundered her mouth, and with the force of her own passion, she met his aggressive overture, doing more than tasting him. She wanted to devour him. 
Chapter Three 

Natalie arrived late the next morning, but got there before the construction crew did, to her great relief. She hadn’t been able to sleep well.  That stupid tealeaf reading kept replaying in her head. She couldn’t help wondering if…no, that was ridiculous!” 

“Good morning,” Liz called over her shoulder as she scurried away from the desk. 

Natalie found her in the break room pouring two coffees.  “I’ve already had mine, thanks.” 

Liz glanced up at her with a furrowed brow.  “You look like you need another. Did you get the plate number of the truck that hit you?” 

Natalie sighed. “I couldn’t sleep.” 

“Why not?  Did a certain tall, blond, manly man keep you up all night?” 

“No, of course not.” She accepted the mug of steaming coffee.  “Well, maybe.” 

Liz dragged Natalie to the table and chairs and plunked her down in one.  “Tell me!  I want to know everything.” 

“There’s not much to say.  As soon as you left, he yanked me up to his dirty face and kissed the hell out of me.” 

“He kissed you?”  Liz gasped and grinned.  “Already?” 

“What do you mean, ‘already’?  Have you two enacted some sort of evil plan behind my back?” 

Liz leaned back in her chair and chuckled.  “No, but if we did it would have been for your own good. He just wanted to know your name and if you were single.” 

Natalie folded her arms.  “And, of course, you told him…turncoat.” 

Liz shrugged. “So what did you do after he kissed you? Just sit back down and go over the paperwork?” 

“Don’t change the subject.” 

“Who’s changing it?  I want to know more.  How was the kiss?” 

Natalie leaned forward and rested her elbows on the table.  Clasping the mug in front of her, she relived the dream-like moment.  “Would you believe me if I told you I felt weak and thought I was going to pass out?  Of course that could have just been from the lack of oxygen.” 

“Wow, I’m impressed!  Ever been kissed like that before?” 

“Nope. I doubt I’ll ever be kissed like that again, either.” 

Liz’s eyes widened. “Why?” 

“Because I kicked him out on his keester.”  Natalie leaned back and sipped her coffee as if her reaction were a normal part of her day. 

“You’re kidding. He’s a donor! Besides, that man is scrumptious, or didn’t you notice?” 

“It was hard to tell what he looked like under all the dirt.” 

“Stop it.” Liz slapped her hands over her ears.  “I refuse to hear this.  I’m not going to give you a smidge of sympathy the next time you get stood up.  Not one bit.” 

Natalie couldn’t hold it back any longer and broke into a chuckle. 

Liz frowned. “What’s so funny?” 

“I didn’t throw him out.  I’m seeing him tonight after he cleans up.” 

****

Natalie never gave an “unknown quantity” her address until she had been out with the man at least once, sometimes two or three times.  But, that’s why being stood up was a risk. She’d wait at the restaurant or theatre until the last possible moment, and sometimes wind up eating alone or going home without buying a ticket.  Either way, she hated the humiliation, but it was better than taking foolish chances with near strangers. 

As she remembered the ‘bodies in the backyard’ comment, she was glad she planned on meeting Crusher at a well-known pub in the Quincy Market area, Cheers. Of course, the TV show, Cheers was based on the Bull and Finch pub over on Beacon Street, but most of the tourists didn’t know that and probably didn’t care.  The market carried plenty of T-shirts, hats, and memorabilia with the Cheers logo that they could buy while they waited for a table, and would take home as souvenirs of their vacation. So they happily came here. 

If anything happened, even though nobody would know his name—hopefully there’d be plenty of people able to give a good description. 

When Natalie arrived at the glass-enclosed bar, the relaxed, summer evening was melting into a beautiful sunset that would become a balmy, seventy-five degree, starry night. So far, so good. She glanced toward the entrance, expecting to observe a sea of unfamiliar faces.  To her surprise, there was a face she recognized.  Shane was standing by the door, waiting for her. 
Maybe, because he didn’t blow up buildings on an emergency basis, she could expect this man to actually meet her when and where he said he would.  What a treat.  He also didn’t seem like the genius type who couldn’t match his socks, or would completely forget he had a date when his mind was occupied elsewhere. 

In any case, Natalie had decided to give him a chance, and she was glad. Shane looked toward her, and when his eyes met hers, he grinned.  His light, laugh lines crinkled in the corners, filling in the tan where sun had frequently hit his face.  He was absolutely gorgeous when tanned, and clean skin showed off his bright baby blues and white smile. 

She liked what he was wearing.  He certainly wasn’t as casual as he was at work. He wore crisp summer weight gray slacks and a blue shirt that accented his eyes.  He held a suit jacket next to his side.  That surprised her. 

“Hi,” she said when he came over to her.  “Been waiting long?” 

“No, just got here.” He bent down to kiss her, and to her relief, it was a sweet peck—the type that’s socially acceptable in public.  Thank goodness he hadn’t kissed her the way she knew he could. But the night was young and she was hopeful. 

“I have a table reserved for us.” 

“Reservations?  Here? Since when does a bar take reservations?” 

He laughed. “No, sweetheart. I reserved a table at Bay Towers for eight.  But if you’d rather, I could cancel and we could eat here.” 

She might have objected to the familiarity of being called sweetheart right off the bat, but Bay Towers?  That had to be one of the nicest restaurants in Boston.  High above Boston’s financial district, the view was phenomenal.  As far as she was concerned, he could call her call her Natalie-Shmatalie if he took her there.  Of course, a man who took her to Bay Towers wanted to impress her and probably wouldn’t add the Shmatalie. 

“No, don’t do that. Bay Towers would be terrific.” 

He pulled a rolled-up, red-and-gray, striped tie out of his jacket pocket.  “Good.” 

She smiled as she realized what he must have been thinking.  If she didn’t expect their relationship to go anywhere, she wouldn’t let him spend that much money on her. Clever. Now, was she dressed for it? 

He placed his hand on the small of her back and gently guided her out into the night air toward State Street. 

“If I had known, I’d have worn something else.  These slacks might be a little too casual.” 

“You look fine, but if you’d feel better, I happen to have a dress in the car.” 

“You what?” 

“Don’t worry. It’s your size according to Liz, and I have the receipt if you won’t accept it.” 

Liz. The busybody, co-conspirator was going to get an earful on Monday morning. “Why don’t you take a look at it before you decide?” 

Was he unbelievably presumptuous, or unbelievably thoughtful? She had no idea how to react to a gesture like that.  “I—um…”  All she could do was stare at his innocent-looking face and wonder. 

“It’s totally up to you, of course,” he was saying. 

Natalie barely heard him over the questions whirling through her mind.  How on earth would he know what kind of dress to pick out for her?  What her taste was? Or was it his fantasy dress?  Some kind of micro-mini with a plunging neckline? 

In the end, she couldn’t help being morbidly curious.  “Sure, I’ll at least have a look.” As they walked, she crossed her arms and stared at the pavement.  “I have to admit, it’s a little unusual to have a man buy clothing for our date, but my curiosity is getting the better of me.” 

He shot her a grin. “I think you’ll like it.  I have good taste.” 

Moments later, they were in a parking garage heading toward a white Lexus. “White?  Isn’t that an impractical color with the job you do?” 

He laughed and extracted his keys from his pant’s pocket.  “I drive my truck to job sites, but I like to have a nice car, too.  I have other hobbies besides blowing things up.” 

“Well, that’s good.”  She would have gone on to ask him what else he liked to do, but he opened the back door and reached for a hanger. 

Out came a simple, elegant, black dress with a V neckline that didn’t plunge too far and a hemline that, if anything, was long!  She touched the silky material.  It was the type of thing she would have bought for herself.  In fact, if she could afford it, she might just buy it from him.  She certainly wouldn’t let him pay for her clothing—but something about it looked odd. 

“What size is it?” 

“A six. That’s what Liz said you wore.” 

“Uh oh. She didn’t remember to say petite did she?” 

Shane looked surprised. He glanced at the dress and then at her.  He must have realized it wouldn’t look right, but he held it up to her anyway.  “I don’t suppose you could grow into it?” 

“Tonight? Not likely.” 

The awkward moment was broken when he chuckled and shrugged.  Did nothing bother this man?  So many of the high strung guys she had dated would have been furious with themselves for not noticing the difference, or worse, with Liz for giving them the 

wrong size. Shane hung it on its hook over the back window, and locked the door. 

“Ready to go?” he asked. 

“Sure. You don’t mind being seen with me, under-dressed like this?” 

“I’ll ask them to seat us in the back next to the restrooms.”  He shot her that winning grin, the one she was beginning to recognize as his signature look when he was teasing. Placing his hand on the small of her back, he strolled toward the garage exit seemingly as comfortable with her as he was with himself. 

****

They had been lucky enough to sit right next to the window enjoying an unobstructed view of the city as sunset faded into darkness, and a starry sky emerged. Dinner was unhurried, but thankfully, they found enough to talk about to avoid many awkward moments. 

Their waiter kept their wine glasses full, and Shane hoped that wasn’t the only reason Natalie relaxed and seemed to be enjoying her evening.  He’d discovered things about her and allowed her to know personal details that he had never expected to share. He had told her he played piano. She had picked up his hands and studied his long fingers and a smile told him she might be wondering in what other areas, requiring manual dexterity, he might be adept—like the bedroom.  The fact that she wasn’t afraid to touch him was certainly a good sign, and he took the opportunity to hold one of her warm, satin hands and ask a risky question. 

“Natalie, would you be open to the idea of a second date, and a third, and possibly a standing every Saturday night affair?” 

To his astonishment, she grinned and squeezed his hand.  “I like the idea of a second date, and possibly the rest, but I’m kind of hoping that the first one’s not over yet.” 

Shane offered Natalie the mints that arrived with the bill and grabbed his wallet. Would she try to pay half?  Would she think he’d “expect something” in return for such an extravagant evening? He could hope. There wasn’t any convenient way of making that happen though. They both had their own cars, and she wasn’t about to follow him in hers to a make-out spot. 

Natalie excused herself to go to the ladies room.  He waited on tenterhooks, wondering when the other shoe was going to drop.  Something must be wrong.  She was being altogether too nice to him. 

When she retuned and settled into her chair, she smiled warmly.  “Shane, this was an incredible first date.  I have to admit I didn’t think it was going to go this well.” 

“I have to say the same.  What changed your mind about me?” 

She looked at her lap and chuckled.  “I think it was when I realized how nice I’ve been to most guys, and how carelessly I’ve been treated.  And here, I’ve been a total bitch to you, and you’ve treated me like a queen.” He leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms letting his satisfaction show. “The rest of my night is yours. What would you like to do after this, your majesty?” Natalie leaned toward him and lowered her voice to almost a whisper.  “Can you follow me to my place?” Could he follow her to her place? Shit, yeah!
****
When he had finally found a spot to park, Shane strode up the hill to where 

Natalie was nervously waiting for him on her doorstep. 

“Parking is terrible around here,” he called out. 

“Yes, I know. I’m sorry you had to walk all the way up here.” 

“Hell, I’d park in Cambridge and walk across the bridge if I had to.” 

He tossed her a grin and she smiled, shyly.  Don’t get skittish now, Nat. 
“What street are we on?” 

“Joy Street.” 

“Sounds promising.”  He winked. 

As she led him inside her townhouse and up the narrow stairs, she hoped they’d find joy in the evening ahead. Even if she wasn’t ready for the whole shebang, it might be fun to be plied with kisses and feel herself turn into putty again. 

Just as she opened the door, her downstairs neighbor appeared at the bottom of the stairs and called up to her. 

“Natalie, dear?” 

Damn. “Hi, Mrs. Green.  Is everything all right?” 

“No, dear. The alley light is out again.  You know how we worry when it gets dark back there.” 

“Oh, of course. I’ll take care of it first thing in the morning.” 

“But it’s at night when we need it to be lit, dear.” 

Natalie took a deep breath and looked at Shane as she answered the elderly woman.  “I’ll take care of it now, then, Mrs. Green.  Thanks for letting me know about it.” 

Mrs. Green thanked her and shuffled back to her own apartment.  Natalie opened the door wide, for Shane to enter. 

He looked around. 

“Nice place. Are you the building super?” 

She chuckled. “No, although you might think so.  Maintenance is only available during the day, during the week. When things go wrong on the weekends or at night, Mr. or Mrs. Green will call upstairs.  If I’m home, I try to help.”  She opened a closet door, pulled out a box of light bulbs from the shelf inside and grabbed a hanger for Shane.  “I’ll be right back.” 

Shane tossed his coat on the back of a chair and held out his hand for the light bulb. “I’ll do it.” 

With a sigh, she said, “Ordinarily, I’d say ‘no’ and do it myself, but I wouldn’t mind your help.  It’s a tricky place to reach.” 

Shane removed his tie and tossed it over his jacket.  “Take me to it, then.” 

She led him into her bedroom and noticed him glancing around and smiling.  She always made her bed and kept it neat, but maybe he was noticing some of the more personal touches. Her comforter was a rose satin with a georgette bed-skirt and shams. Her vanity held a tray of perfumes, and oddly enough, she hadn’t used any tonight. 

She drew back her rose satin curtains and the white sheers.  “It’s out on the fire escape,” she said. “I hate going out there. I hate the idea of criminals breaking into the building more, though.” 

Shane removed a cuff link and set it on her dresser.  Natalie enjoyed watching men roll up their sleeves.  She wasn’t sure what it was about the simple act that made it so sexy, but she was suddenly glad she had allowed Shane the honor of changing the bulb for her. 

She unlocked and opened the window next to her bed.  Shane’s tanned, muscled forearms flexed as he gradually revealed one and then the other.  She nearly drooled. He must have seen her staring because his smile widened and his eyes sparkled.  His movements slowed, becoming more deliberate, as if he were doing a striptease. 

Natalie cleared her throat. “Um, I’ll just go, and…” 

“Hey, you’re going to spot me in case I fall, aren’t you? You know how rusty and rickety these old things are.”  His eyes said he had something up his sleeve besides nice, sinewy arms. 

“Oh, sure. You shouldn’t fall, but if you’d feel better, I’ll hang onto you…or something.” 

He stepped through the window and winked. “Naw. Just be here when I get back.” 

She nodded, staring at his twinkling eyes, and her throat went dry.  Maybe she’d calm down and figure out what he was up to in a moment.  As soon as he was out on the fire escape, she stepped over to her closet and hung up her sweater. 

“Arghhh!” 

Natalie whipped around to see white fingers gripping her windowsill. “Oh, my God! Hang on Shane!” She rushed to the window and leaned out. 

There he was, crouched underneath it. When he saw her, he cackled his head off. 

“I can’t believe you did that!  I nearly had a heart attack.” 

He was still chuckling as he stepped inside.  “Sorry, construction humor.” He took her shoulders and pulled her close. Enveloped in a warm, protective hug, she didn’t know whether to forgive him or not. 

“Were you really worried about me?” he purred in her ear. 

“Yes, damn it.  Don’t do things like that to me.” 

He tipped her chin up and smiled into her eyes.  “I can think of several other things I’d rather do to you.” He swooped in and captured her lips.  His finger traced her jaw and ear so gently, she shivered.  He brushed the dark hair away from her face, cupped the back of her head and pushed against her lips harder.  As she opened to him, her heart began to pound. His tongue sought hers and swirled with it. 

She could feel his ragged breathing and his hand moving over her back.  He stroked the length of her and paused to cup her bottom. When he squeezed, she couldn’t help her reaction any more than she could have prevented a landslide.  Her stomach tightened, her womb clenched, and her breath caught in her throat.  His velvety tongue withdrew from her mouth and slid to her ear as she moaned.  She felt an airy flutter as if soft fairy wings beat nearby. His hot breath whispered, “I want you, Natalie.” 

She tried to step away so she could breathe.  She only got far enough to look up at his face. The heated arousal in his eyes scorched her.  Blood flowed into her face and she felt her temperature rise.  “Shane, I…” Whatever she had been meaning to say vanished from her mind.  His sexual magnetism drew her to him. He peered at her intently raking his gaze over her face down to her breasts and back up.  She closed her eyes and found his lips on hers again. Her heart turned inside out. 

He gripped her body and crushed her to him, stoking her fire.  Her breasts ached for his touch, and she ground her chest into his hard abdomen.  Her feet seemed to be drifting, as if on a cloud, and then she sensed herself leaving the floor.  Her body became supine, completely given over to his control, and he carried her to the bed. 

She felt his fingers plying the buttons of her blouse until each one popped open. His hand slipped around her back and unfastened her bra.  He cupped her bare breast with his whole hand, stroking the hardened nipple and she arched into it.  Unable to help 

herself, she moaned into his mouth.  She wanted him to do savage things to her. 

“Natalie, honey,” he whispered. 

She half-opened her heavy eyelids and stared at his moist, swollen mouth.  She watched it move, but felt she was hearing him from far away. 

“I’m going to get undressed.  Any objections?” 

She shook her head. “Please turn off the light, first.” 

He grinned and unbuttoned his shirt while he walked to the light switch next to the door. “I want to see you naked before I turn it off.” 

“Forget it.” 

He shrugged and switched off the light.  He finished stripping right there in the dim light from the next room.  She rolled off the bed, pulled down the covers, and quickly shed the rest of her clothes. Standing in the doorway, his body produced a glowing silhouette. She could see the length and thickness of his arousal.  She jumped into bed and began to pull the sheet up. 

He was next to her in an instant and ripped the sheet out of her hand.  “No. Let me see you.”  Before she could protest, he ran his hands over her torso from her neck through her cleavage over her stomach to her lightly covered mound.  She lowered her back to the mattress and let him possess her while she moaned, softly.  “I don’t mind you looking at me like you’re reading a book of Braille.” 

“Why are women embarrassed about their bodies?  Females are much more beautiful than males with all the curves and softness.” 

“I may have soft spots I’m not exactly proud of.” 

“Oh yeah? Let me find them.”  Shane proceeded to tickle every soft spot he could get a hold of as she shrieked and thrashed, trying to wriggle away from his torturous fingers. 

“Stop! Cut it out. No more.” 

“What are the magic words?” 

Natalie wanted to punch him and say the magic word was him yelling “Oww.” The man was merciless.  “Stop it, Shane. I mean it.”  Her giggles had turned to gasps. 

He eased up and said, “I’ll stop, but you haven’t said the magic words, yet.  You know what they say about ticklishness?” 

Her sides ached, but she managed to answer him, hoping he’d stop if she said it. “That it means you’re horny?” 

“Oh, is that what it means?” 

He tickled her some more, but not significantly. Her skin was still so sensitized that she jumped about a foot off the mattress and laughed again. 

“Hmm.  You must be horny, then.” 

“If I say I am, will you stop?” 

“If you say you are, I’ll do something else.” 

“I am.”  She hadn’t really planned to make love tonight, but she really was horny. Her center was craving to be filled.  And as she had just witnessed, there were worse things he could do to her. 

He rested a stilled hand on her stomach and leaned over her.  “You’re beautiful, Natalie. Every inch of you.” 

Her pussy was dripping, it was so wet. She reached around his neck and pulled his face to hers so she could kiss him.  He suddenly became tender and rubbed his open lips back and forth over hers.  Then he nibbled them and let his mouth kiss across her face to her ear. He nipped her earlobe and worked his way down her neck.  She shivered. 

His hand moved lower, descending from her tummy to her thigh.  She wanted his mouth on her breasts, suckling.  She arched as his mouth drew near.  He took the hint and fastened onto one distended nipple. Sucking it soundly, his hand made its way to her apex and blood flowed into her quivering clit.  As soon as he touched her there, her nerves short-circuited. She arched into his hand and moaned.  Ripples of fire rumbled through her, and she tossed her head from side to side.  He moved to the other breast and suckled that one just as thoroughly. He did a slow, circular massage around her clit, but didn’t quite touch the magic, swollen bundle of nerves.  She writhed in agony. 

“Please, Shane…for the love of God.” 

He let her breast pop out of his mouth and leaned back, gazing at her face with a satisfied smile.  His fingers found her opening and slid inside, stroking slowly in and out of her slippery center.  “Please what, Natalie?” His voice was low and smooth, completely in control. 

“Oh God!” she ground out. “What are the damn magic words?  I’ll say anything if you’ll let me come.” 

“I want to hear you say, that you want me.” 

“I want you, Shane!” Her vaginal muscles clamped his fingers frantically.  Hot desire readied her to be swept to sweet release.  “Take me there, please.” 

His fingers left her pussy, tapped her knees and she spread her legs wide for him. She didn’t care if he finished her off with his finger, his mouth, or his cock.  She was ready to come with the slightest touch. 

He positioned himself between her legs and poised himself at her opening.  “Do you want me to fuck you, Natalie?” 

“Yes…yes,” she begged. 

He plunged his cock into her opening all the way up to the hilt, and her cunt exploded. She jerked and cried out. He rode her hard, grinding into her pussy.  She was flying and her body was completely out of her control.  Before she touched down, another orgasm rolled right through her like the other side of a hurricane.  She spasmed under his relentless attention, yet still he thrust into her without letting up.  She felt like she was drowning and gurgled her bliss. 

If she didn’t focus on giving him his pleasure, she’d lose her mind.  Passion and desire gripped his face.  He was deep in concentration, so without a word she met his thrusts with her own and clenched her pussy muscles around his penis.  He pounded into her center and she gripped the sheets with her fists.  Dear God, was she building to another climax? She arched her back right off the bed.  She knew she was going to come a third time, and this time he crashed over the edge, grunting, taking her with him. 

**** 

He held her tight and rolled over so that she was on top.  He allowed her a short respite to breathe before he began smoothing her damp hair away from her face. 

“Thank you, my Queen.” 

She giggled between deep breaths. “Queen, huh?” 

“Absolutely.” 

She angled her mouth over his and kissed him. He twisted her hair behind her head and held her there, deepening the kiss and teasing her with his tongue. 

When he finally let her lips leave his she said, “Ick, I’m all sweaty.” 

He laughed, heartily. “No one’s ever said, ‘Ick’ to me afterwards.  Am I doing some thing wrong, my sweet?” 

“Hell no!” 

“I’ll take that as a compliment, then.”  He rolled her onto her side and slipped out of her. As he stood, her eyes followed him and traveled the length of his body.  He stood proudly in the dim light from the next room, letting her look her fill. 

“Natalie, I…” 

“I know. You have to get going. You have to get up early for a ‘thing.’  You’re best man in your friend’s wedding or something.” 

Shane stood immobile with his hands on his hips and stared at her, mute. 

She propped herself on her elbows. “It’s okay.  I mean, I understand.” 

“Will you stop blathering for a minute?” He saw her eyes open wide and wondered if she was offended, but so what if she was? So was he. “I’m going to the bathroom to wash up, and then I want to do some of the things to you that we skipped over.” 

“Oh…sorry.” Tension left her voice. “Go ahead.  I’ll wait ‘til you’re done and clean up too.” He saw the hint of a smile.  Shane held out his hand.  “Come with me.  I’ll wash you, and you can wash me.” “How can I say no to that?” 
****

Shane wanted the water nice and steamy before they got in.  Natalie enjoyed looking over his taught body every time he turned and tested the water temperature.  His tan covered his entire upper half, from his neck to his lean hips.  His member dangled nicely as did his generous sack. 

She felt as if she were under some kind of spell.  Maybe that tealeaf reader was really a witch and cast some sort of spell over her and the next man she met.  She wouldn’t doubt it. But if this was just a spell, she hoped it would never wear off. 

Finally he turned and said, “The water’s nice and hot.  Have you looked at my ass enough?” 

She gasped then giggled. “Never enough.” 

“Good.” He grinned, then stepped in sending the forceful spray everywhere. Sheepishly, he said, “Looks like we’ll clean ourselves and the bathroom at the same time.” 

“How convenient.” 

He held his hand out to Natalie and she stepped in without worrying about sopping up the floor first. 

As soon as she closed the shower curtain, he dropped to his knees and held her in place with his hands around her ass.  “I’m going to clean the dirtiest part, right now.” 

She saw his tongue headed for her pussy, and said, “Wait.  Don’t you want me to wash the area, first?” 

“You nurses worry too much about cleanliness.”  He dove in and licked her clit right away. 

She moaned and arched against the wall, giving him fuller access to her cunt.  She shuddered as he licked up and down her labia, through the folds, and even swirled his tongue in her opening. 

“Oh, God.” 

Shane glanced up at her and grinned. “Never been cleaned this way before?” 

“Never,” she said, breathily. 

He returned his attention to her clit and laved it over and around, as she stifled a whimper.  Finally, he concentrated on the swollen nub of her arousal.  She moaned out loud and liquefied, sagging against the back of the shower. 

He inserted first one finger into her vagina, then another.  She wove her fingers through his hair and reveled in the feel of having oral sex and being finger fucked at the same time.  Of course, she had experienced that combination before, but never with the steam of a shower adding to her own sensuous heat. 

She rocked against his fingers, once, twice, then exploded.  The thrill of his fingers filling her while rubbing her highly sensitized clit sent lightning bolts through her.  She bucked against the shower wall, crying out. 

“Stop,” she begged. 

When he didn’t, she started to sob.  He looked up and concern filled his face.  He withdrew his fingers quickly and held her hips.  “Are you all right, darlin’?” 

She nodded and tried to hide her face against her shoulder. 

He stood and wrapped her in his arms.  “It seems like I can’t do anything right, tonight. What is it, Natalie? Tell me.” 

“I…” She tried to answer, but couldn’t because she didn’t know what the answer was. 

Shane just held her, wrapped in his strong arms until she stopped shaking. 

“I’m sorry.  I don’t know what that was about.  I do know that you didn’t do anything wrong, though.” She managed a shy smile. 

“Well, I was going to turn you around and do your back, but…” 

“I think it’s your turn.”  She looked up at him through lowered lashes and one side of her mouth curled up. “After all, you’re a dirty, dirty boy.” 

They traded places and Natalie kneeled under the warm spray.  She had cooled, so the warm water falling over her back, running around her torso and down her legs, felt heavenly. 

Shane’s cock was already beginning to rise and stiffen.  She took it in her hand and let her eyes wander over the satin, reddening skin.  She licked around the sensitive head and slid her tongue down and around his shaft like it was a barber’s pole. 

He braced on hand against the wall, closed his eyes and let out a soft moan. 

She returned her moist lips to the top and sucked his firm cock into her warm, wet mouth. She pulled back, slowly, using moderate suction. 

“Oh…I like that, baby.” 

If he liked it, she’d do it again, and again…then more and faster.  And she wouldn’t stop, just as he hadn’t when she asked him to.  It would serve him right. 

Shane groaned as she went down on him exactly how she had planned it.  She glanced up at his face and saw his eyes roll.  That filled her with deep inner, evil satisfaction. He was getting close. She sucked him hard while massaging and squeezing his balls. He let out a loud moan and she suddenly switched.  She licked and sucked his balls while sliding her hands up and down his cock.  She was driving him into a frenzy of need and she knew it. 

She returned her mouth to his bursting cock and sucked hard and fast.  When she inserted her finger into his anus, he groaned out loud and tried to pull her head away. “I’m gonna come, baby.  I don’t want to do it in your face.” 

She held him in deep with the strongest suction she had and consumed him until he growled and begged her to stop. When she didn’t, he shot into her mouth. 

While his body jerked, Natalie milked him and gulped down every drop, making sure he experienced all the aftershocks. 

At last he stilled, and she let his dick fall from her mouth.  Shane gaped at her in amazement, offered her his hand and helped her up.  He pulled her into his arms and delivered a long, deep, almost reverent kiss. 

When their lips parted, he went down on one knee in front of her and crossed his hands over his thigh. “I bow to you my queen.  You have slayed me, and I offer you my admiration and devotion.” 

“Rise, good sir,” she said. “For it is you who have conquered me.” 
Chapter Four 

Waking up in Shane’s arms the following morning, Natalie had to admit she had just spent the most exciting night of her sexual life, up to that point.  After having oral sex in the shower, they went back to bed for one more round of foreplay and fucking. Complete exhaustion had then set in, carrying her off to a restful, rejuvenating sleep. She felt like she could take on the world this morning. 

But with him, who knew?  He seemed to find a powerful release each time, but she wondered if this was really as incredible for him as he made it seem.  He had referred to others before her in an oblique way, giving her the impression that there may have been many. 

He stirred and opened his eyes. Glancing over at her, his eyes crinkled at the corners and his lips turned up, as if awareness of their night together slowly dawned.  He pulled her close and kissed her forehead.  “Good morning, my Queen.” 

She had to admit, she liked her new nickname.  She liked her new lover too, a lot. He pulled back the sheet and ran his hand over her torso, making her quiver.  She had lost all shyness about revealing her body to him. After all, he had seen, touched, and worshipped every inch of it. He insisted she was beautiful all over, and, more importantly, he made her believe it. 

He stroked upward until his fingers traced her jaw and bottom lip.  “That was quite a night. Was it good for you, too?” 

She burst out laughing. He grinned. 

He must know I experienced complete ecstasy, multiple times, the nut. 
“Uh huh.” She stroked the stubble on his chin.  “So did you enjoy yourself?” As much as she hadn’t intended it, her insecurity came through in her voice. 

He raised himself up on one elbow and looked at her with disbelief.  “Lover, I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed myself so much.  In fact, I wouldn’t mind enjoying myself with you again, right now.” 

“First thing in the morning?” 

“Why not?  You’ve got something against mornings?” 

She smiled and slipped her arms around his neck.  “Not anymore. But you must be starving. Would you like some breakfast first?” 

He nuzzled her neck and murmured, “If I can’t have you for breakfast, I suppose.” 

She bounded out of bed, and wrapped herself in her silky blue robe.  Now, what to make for breakfast?  She hadn’t expected company.  While she was in the bathroom, she took a mental inventory of the contents of her refrigerator and pantry and came up with something. 

He was standing in the hall, naked, stretching like a cat.  With his arms overhead, back arched, and leg muscles quivering, she stopped and stared.  Every inch of him was muscle. Glorious, hard, rippling muscle. 

When he relaxed, she cocked an eyebrow. “Show off.” 

He grinned at her and she grinned in response as if their faces were stuck in permanent smiles. 

“I’ll get breakfast started while you’re washing up.” 

“I won’t be long,” he said. As they passed each other, they paused for a peck on the lips. 

**** 

As soon as Shane had choked down the dried out scrambled eggs and nearly burnt English muffins that Natalie had made for breakfast, he insisted that she relax while he cleared the table. He eyed the countertop and figured it might be just about the right height. There was only a bowl of fruit in the middle.  He piled all the dishes in the sink, snatched the bowl of fruit and brought it to Natalie, still sitting at the dinette table. 

“Oh, no thanks. I’m full.  I usually just put fruit on cereal in the morning,” she said. 

“Okay.” He took a banana and peeled it.  He ate it slowly, gazing at her beautiful blue eyes and enjoying the contentment he saw there.  “I love fucking you, Natalie.” 

She smiled and glanced at her lap.  “I have to admit I love fucking you, too.” 

“So, do we have a standing Saturday night date?  Rain or shine? No need to worry or ask, only confirm?” 

She looked up at him with an expression that beamed ease and relief. 

“Good.” Shane pulled her chair out, grabbed her underneath her thighs and lifted her. As he expected her to do, she squealed and grabbed him around the neck. 

Between giggles she asked, “What are you doing?” 

Shane didn’t answer. He simply walked to the counter and sat her on the end of it. With a husky voice, he said, “Lie back.” He was already hard. All he wanted to do was get her wet and plunge right in. 

“But don’t you have a little old lady to drive to church or something?” 

“Are you trying to get rid of me?” 

“Not at all! I just wanted to be sure…” 

“The little old lady can walk,” he ground out.  He unzipped and dropped his pants. 

She gave him a coy look. “So does that mean I can ride?” 

“It sure does.” He untied her robe and helped her shrug out of it. 

Natalie reclined on the counter and Shane leaned over to lick her pussy.  He went right for her clit. She arched and let out a long moan, as if the bud were overly sensitized.  She was wet almost immediately. Her cheeks deepened to dusky rose and she shivered under his ministrations.  He grasped her hands and held them to her breasts.  She ran her fingers over her pebbled nipples while he lapped and teased her pussy.  She moaned even louder. Shane loved the sight before him.  A sexy, sensuous woman, cupping, squeezing and stroking her own breasts, while she writhed with every motion of his tongue. He inserted two fingers in her hot, slick vagina and finger-fucked her. Shortly, he poked another finger into her anus and concentrated his tongue on her clit. She went nuts. She let go of her breasts and held onto the sides of the counter as if preventing a launch into the next room. 

Her orgasm broke over her.  She was bucking and screaming while thrashing, wildly. Shane grabbed onto her hips, still licking her clit, and let her ride it out to the very end. Eventually, she whimpered and panted out, “That’s it.  No more.” 

He let go of her and straightened his posture.  “I’m afraid we’re not quite finished.  I have some wild fucking to do.” 

With her eyes still closed, she said, “I’m a limp noodle.  Do what you will. I couldn’t stop you if I wanted to,” and chuckled. 

Shane yanked her toward him until her hips teetered on the edge of the counter. “Drape your legs over my shoulders,” he ground out, sounding horse to his own ears. 

“Do it for me. I can’t move.” 

Shane grinned, pleased with the idea of turning his lover’s muscles liquid.  He raised one shapely leg, laid its dead weight over his shoulder, and then the other.  His cock nudged the entrance to her drenched cunt.  He didn’t ask if she was ready.  He penetrated hard. 

As his shaft disappeared, she enveloped the sensitive skin with her muscular passage, and he reared back, groaning.  An electrical fire spread along his nerves.  He built his rhythm up until he was pistoning inside of her.  A primitive guttural noise escaped from his throat as heated blood roared through his ears.  He grit his teeth and slid toward the sharp edge of climax.  With the full power of his arousal, he pounded into her. 

Her inner body clenched his searing flesh. He roared out his orgasm as he came.  She cried out and shook. Her cunt quivered and wept. Feeling as though he might pass out, he let go of her hips and braced his hands on the counter. 
**** 

Monday morning, Natalie floated down the sidewalk on her way to work with a smile on her face.  Shane had left her apartment Sunday morning about an hour after telling her that he had just experienced the most mind-blowing orgasms of his life.  He had a regularly scheduled Sunday dinner invitation at his Aunt’s house and offered to cancel, but she wouldn’t let him.  She liked the fact that this guy believed in some predictability in his life, and she knew they would have plenty of opportunities for great, no, mind-blowing sex in the future.  Lots and lots of luscious, lascivious frantic fucking. She wondered if the tealeaf reader saw that in her future? 

Approaching the job site next door, she scanned the young workers looking for the tall, lanky, blond boss. When she didn’t see him, her mood sunk a notch.  Her eyes downcast, she followed the walkway up the stairs and into the front door. 

There he stood. 

She looked up into his glowing, ocean-blue eyes and they twinkled.  He pulled a rectangular box from behind his back and handed it to her without a word. 

“Is this for me?” 

He leaned toward her ear and whispered, “No, it’s for the other beautiful, brunette nurse I want to make love to every weekend.” 

She couldn’t resist the urge to kiss him and planted a moist one on his leathery cheek, giving it a sexy little lick at the end. Mmm. Salty. “Thank you. Can I open it, now?” 

“Better wait until you get home unless you want to be scandalized right here in the foyer.” 

She squinted at him. “Why?  What’s in the box?” 

He just winked. 

“Tell me!” 

“Not a chance. You’ll have to be patient.” 

Now her curiosity would kill her all day.  She stared at the box until an awkward silence settled over them. 

At last Shane cleared his throat. “Let’s just say it’s something for next weekend, but you can give it back without opening it if…” 

“No way in hell.” 

He chuckled. “I had hoped you’d say that. Listen, before I go, I want to be sure of one thing.” 

“And that is?” 

He leveled his eyes at her wearing the most serious expression she had seen on his face so far. “I want to be sure you’re not seeing anyone but me.” 

What now? Play it cool or tell him what he wants to hear and put him out of his misery?  As she stood there mute, he placed his hands on her arms and stroked them gently. “You see, Natalie, I already have feelings for you, and I don’t want to open my heart only to have it stepped on.” 

“That seems reasonable.  What’s in the box?” 

He leaned back and laughed. “Resorting to bribery, huh?” 

“Maybe just a little.” 

“Answer my question, or I’ll take back the present.”  Shane leaned against the wall, hovering over her, looking damn smug. 

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, you win.  No, I’m not seeing anyone else.” 

“Good. Keep it that way.” 

He crushed her and the mystery box against his chest, delivering a long and powerful French kiss that took her breath away.  When he released her, she saw Donor Code #7945 frozen in the doorway, gaping at her.  She couldn’t help the smirk that flitted across her face. 

Gazing at Shane, and in her sexiest voice she said, “I’ll see you next weekend, lover.”
****

Liz smacked a sterile collection cup on the counter in front of the Donor # 7945 and said, “You know what to do,” without her usual welcoming smile.  Natalie winked at Liz and sashayed into the break room. 

Liz hurried after her. “I hope that isn’t some sort of guilt gift from him,” she said, pointing her thumb toward the nurse’s station. 

“No, it’s from Shane.” 

Liz raised an eyebrow. “So how was your evening with him?” 

Natalie tried to sound nonchalant. “It was nice.” 

“That’s it?  Just nice?” 

Natalie couldn’t keep the grin from taking over.  “It was very nice. The night and next morning were even better.” 

Liz beamed.  “I told you!” and then nodding at the box, she asked, “What’s that?” 

Natalie frowned. “Something for next weekend, but I can’t look at it until I get home.” 

“What?  He gave you a gift and said you couldn’t open it?” 

She nodded, opened her locker, and set the box on the floor inside. 

“Give me that,” Liz demanded. 

“No. He told me to be patient.” 

“Luckily that doesn’t apply to me.”  Before Natalie could say another word, Liz had snatched the box and ripped it open. 

It was the same gorgeous black dress he had bought for her, but with a note that boldly read, “Petite” pinned to the designer’s label at the neck. 

“Holy, shit,” Natalie exclaimed.  “It’s a Stella McCartney.  You didn’t tell him I liked designer names, did you?” 

“No, I didn’t. Maybe he noticed your Prada bag and figured it out for himself.” 

Natalie snorted. “I doubt it. He couldn’t even figure out that I wore a petite. The dress he bought originally would have been enormous on me.” 

Liz laughed. “I guess he’s a real guy, then.  He probably wanted to impress you, so he just bought the most expensive dress in the store.” 

Natalie stared at the stunning black dress, in her correct size, made by her favorite designer. “What should I do?  It’s too expensive a gift for a second date, yet I don’t want to give it back and offend him.” 

Liz touched the slinky material and her eyes bulged.  “I think it’s silk.  Put it on.” 

“I really shouldn’t, especially if I’m not going to keep it.”  Sadly, she gazed at the dress of her dreams and knew that no matter how mind-blowing the sex was, she couldn’t and wouldn’t let him spend that much money on her. 

“Why aren’t you going to keep it?  You said you didn’t want to offend him, right?” 

“I know, but…” 

Liz shoved her toward the bathroom. “Just try it on. Please—for me?” 

Natalie rolled her eyes, but closed the door to the restroom and gently removed the dress from the box. The minute she had it on, she knew she had made a mistake.  It looked absolutely gorgeous on her. Even in the waist-high bathroom mirror, she saw the flirty hem hit her just above the knee and knew it was perfect.  Damn. 
“Are you coming out or what?”  Liz’s impatient voice jostled her out of her trance. 

She opened the door and stood immobilized.  She could tell by Liz’s expression that her first impression had been correct. 

“Well, come out here and turn around.  I want to see you walk in it.” 

Natalie took a few steps, turned and headed back toward the bathroom, but not before she noticed how beautifully it flowed around her body and how fabulous she felt in it. Why was he buying her clothes, anyway?  Did he think she didn’t have any because she wore uniforms everyday?  And why did she have to wait for the weekend to open a boxed dress?  He had her thinking it was lingerie. 

Liz grabbed her arm. “You have to have this dress.” 

Natalie looked down and sighed. “I know.  Maybe I can pay him back for it.” 

“We’ll think of something.  I’ve got to get back out there, but take as long a look at yourself in the mirror as you want.  Damn, I wish I looked that good in any dress.” **** 

Natalie avoided Shane during the days that followed, but he didn’t think much of it. She was a professional. He had probably broken some rule by kissing her in her place of work in front of one of her clients, so he concentrated on his job knowing they’d get together over the weekend, in privacy, where they could be as intimate as they liked.  He had plenty to do too, and it was bad enough just being distracted by thoughts of her every six seconds. 

The dozers were loading the last of the debris and hauling it away on Friday afternoon, just in time since he wanted his whole weekend free.  He hadn’t told her yet, but he was taking her to a charity benefit—in New York.  He had pictured a romantic ride in a horse drawn carriage around Central Park first.  Since she said she’d be seeing only him, he figured she’d be free too. 

It was about time to spring his surprise.  He waved to the dump truck driver as the last load was hauled away, brushed the dust off his jeans, and headed over to the clinic. 

He hoped she’d be able to go away for the whole weekend, but even if all they had was Saturday afternoon and night in the big apple, that would be okay too.  He approached the desk and when she looked up an automatic smile lit up her face.  Good, she wasn’t upset with him, anyway. Her aloofness was probably as he thought.  She was being professional. 

“Hi, stranger. Care to make a donation?” 

“I’m scheduled for my physical next week.  Until then, I’ll just practice,” he teased. 

She lowered her voice and said, “I don’t think you need any practice.” 

“Yeah, and with you around I don’t need any of those men’s magazines either.” 

She grinned. 

 “I’m here to take you away for a mystery weekend.  Go home and pack that box and whatever else you’d like to just kick around in.  Don’t open the box yet, though.” A shadow of doubt passed over her face.  “I, uh…”  Biting her bottom lip, she lowered her eyes from his face to her lap. 

He cocked his head as she hesitated and wondered what she could be worried about. She knew he wasn’t a serial killer by now.  She couldn’t have another date. Or could she? 

She heaved a deep sigh. “I already opened it.” 

He was relieved and disappointed at the same time.  She ruined his surprise, but at least she didn’t have other plans. “Oh.” He tucked his hands in his pockets. 

“I’m sorry, Shane.  Liz grabbed the box, and before I could stop her…” 

“Don’t worry about it, hon. It would have been fun to see the surprise on your face, but I still have plenty of surprises left.” 

“Whew, I’m glad you’re not upset.’ 

“No. I don’t get upset over little stuff. Can you get away for the weekend, though?” 

“I didn’t have any other plans, but a whole weekend together so soon?  I’m not sure that’s a good idea.” 

He leaned on the counter. “Why?  Are you afraid you’ll get sick of me or that I’ll wear you out?” 

“No, but I’m worried that you might get sick of me.” 
“Not gonna happen.” 

Natalie smiled, grabbed a clipboard, some papers, stood and walked around the desk. “And there’s another thing we have to talk about.” 

“Uh oh.” 

“Nothing serious. Don’t worry. Let’s go to the interview room.” 

If it wasn’t serious, why did she have to speak to him privately? This wasn’t going the way he had planned it at all. She led the way and he followed, closing the door behind them. 

Natalie was about to sit in the chair with the desk attached, but before she could, he pulled her upright and into his arms.  He hoped that a reminder of their mutual passion would make her forget whatever she was going to say, especially if it was going to ruin his surprise.  Bending to her lips, he placed a hand behind her head and drew her to him. At first he was gentle, just nibbling, and then he couldn’t control his yearning for her another minute and crushed his mouth to hers.  She responded on a visceral level and opened to him. 

When he finally allowed her lips to leave his, she sighed.  “Let’s not start that again.” She waved the clipboard still in her hand.  “That’s why we didn’t get this paperwork finished the last time you came in.” 

Relieved, he chuckled. “Is that what this is about?” 

“Partially. But we need to go over the form, so let’s get that out of the way, first.” 

“Okay, nurse Natalie. Let’s do it.” 

**** 

His eyes twinkled and he raised his eyebrows when he said, do it. This wasn’t going to be easy, but she had to stay focused.  One of her concerns in going away with him was the idea that she still didn’t know him that well.  She intuitively felt as if she could trust him, but if something did happen, she’d feel pretty stupid before being raped and murdered.  Why add to the misery? 

“I need to verify the information.  Can I see your driver’s license?” 

Shane pulled his wallet from his back pocket and handed the license to her without protest. She scanned his address and date of birth.  They matched the form. 

“Is this address the Harbor towers?” 

“Yep.” 

“Whew.  No bodies buried in the backyard, then.” Unless he meant the ocean! 
He simply chuckled. 

Stop it, Natalie. He was joking.  He’s always joking. 
“Okay, your year of birth is 1969?”
“A very good year.” 
Hmm, they hadn’t tried the sixty-nine position yet.  For God’s sake, I’ve got to 


get a hold of myself or we’ll never get this damn form finished! 
“I can verify your physical description by looking at you, so we can skip that part.” Oh, but how I love looking at your blue eyes, straight blond hair, and two hundred pounds of solid muscle. 
“What are your ancestral origins and religion again?” 

“Irish mother, Irish father, and recovering Roman Catholic.” 

She smiled and nodded.  “Education?” 

“I already told you. High School, four-years of college, and then two years of graduate school. My major and minor as an undergrad were business and music.  earned an MBA in graduate school.  I plan to get a CPA and save the company the expense of an accountant. But even more than that, I want to marry the right woman and start a family.” 

Why did he say that? Ambitions weren’t on the form.  Did he think she was the 

right woman? Cut that out, Natalie.  Just get the facts straight. 
“Your parents are in good health?” 

“My father retired, but both parents are in good health.  He was driving my mother crazy for a while after his retirement, but she didn’t require medication.”  Again, he shot her that teasing grin. 

She rolled her eyes and handed him the clipboard.  “Okay, wise-guy.  Sign the bottom, and then tell me why you’re buying me expensive dresses.” 

Shane signed the form with a flourish and handed it back to her.  With a sly smile, he said, “I bought the designer dress in a wearable size, because even though you’re a tasty morsel when you’re naked, I might like to take you to elegant places that require clothes.” 

She shook her head. “You’re incorrigible.” He folded his arms and cocked his head. “Don’t worry. You’ll learn to love that about me.”
****

Liz had Shane’s address, phone number, cell phone number and license number. Natalie felt she had covered herself well enough to go away with him for one night, but didn’t agree to two. Leave him wanting more, Liz had advised. 

Natalie still didn’t know where he was taking her, so she prepared for anything. Scratching her head, she mentally ran through the list she had made and checked off everything that was already in her garment bag.  Toiletries, casual cool clothes, dressy cool clothes, casual warm clothes, dressy warm clothes, one pair of casual and dressy shoes, one pair of casual and dressy sandals, sneakers, socks, pantyhose, stockings, garters, lingerie, a bathing suit, and a spa robe.  Finally, on top of everything, she lovingly packed the silky Stella McCartney dress that still took her breath away. 

Shane had insisted that she keep it and refused to take a dime.  She shook her head remembering how he said he’d take it if they broke up, and then jokingly said that the dress would keep them together through the tough times.  What a nut.  He was right about one thing. She was learning to love that about him. 

He was due any minute, and she couldn’t wait to see him. When the phone rang, she bounded into the living room to answer it. Maybe he had some last minute instructions that would let her know where they were going. She’d love to lighten her suitcase if she could get him to give up a hint. 

“Hello?” 

“Natalie, promise you’ll hear everything I have to say, and you won’t hang up on me.”  Shane’s voice was deadly serious. 

Shit. This can’t be good. “I’ll do my best.” 

“Please. This is important.  You’ll need to take down a phone number.  Do you have a pencil and paper handy?” 

“Uh, yeah. Hang on a sec.”  Alarmed by his urgency, she jogged to the kitchen and grabbed the pad of paper she used for shopping lists.  “Got it.  Now, tell me what’s wrong.” 

“First, here’s my brother, Liam’s phone number.  555–4903. Did you get that?” 

Frowning, Natalie jotted down the number. “Okay, I wrote it down. Now, are you going to tell me why?” 

“Because I need him to come to the Charles Street jail and bail me out.” 

Natalie’s mouth went dry. She couldn’t speak.  Not one word would come out of her mouth. 

“Listen, hon, I only get one phone call. I called you so you wouldn’t think I stood you up. I was in an accident on the way to your place. When the cops came, I had to get my registration out of my glove compartment and something fell out.  A switchblade that I took away from my cousin’s kid last weekend.  I tried to explain it to the cop, but all he cared about was the fact that it was an illegal weapon, so here I am—under arrest.” 

Natalie’s mind was whirling.  Was he telling the truth? If so, was it really his nephew’s knife?  Or did Shane use it on unsuspecting girlfriends? “I—I’ll call your brother.” 

“Thanks, hon. I’m sorry about our plans for tonight.  Since they were out of state, I doubt I’ll be able to go, but I’ll call you as soon as I get out of here.” 

She uttered a chilly, “Don’t bother,” and hung up. 

Damn. Just when I thought… 
Natalie slumped onto her couch and cried. 
Chapter Five 

Shane ran his hands through his hair and slumped over his desk.  Liz had called his cell phone and said that his physical had been cancelled, and due to the recent arrest, he was no longer eligible to be a donor. When he asked about Natalie, Liz had just said, “I’m sorry.  I tried.” 

He wanted to call her at work, but he knew that wasn’t the place or time for a personal discussion, and it would be too easy for her to say so and hang up on him. 

Each time he had tried to call her at home, her answering machine greeted him. He must have left a dozen messages, and none had been returned.  Instead of getting upset, he let her have a few days to calm down.  He was sure that once she realized it wasn’t his fault, and that he had used his only phone call from jail to cancel their date instead of standing her up, she’d have to see reason.  But so far that hadn’t happened. 

Now what? He had to talk to her. The job was finished and he was supposed to be starting another one soon. Ambush seemed to be the only option. 
****

Natalie approached the weekend with a mixture of dread and relief.  It had been a rough week. She welcomed the long walks home on nice days, but today the weather matched her mood.  Dismal.  Still grieving over the loss of the relationship that had barely started, she avoided eye contact on the sidewalk and on the subway.  Her emotions wouldn’t leave her alone, forcing her to obsess about Shane, her rigid criteria for dating, and what the hell she should do about all his phone calls.  He had treated her with all the care and respect she had been craving for so long, and losing that brought a lump to her throat. 

Somehow, it had felt so right.  She “just knew” she’d finally found the perfect man.  How wrong could she be?  Could she trust her own judgment? Liz had been hounding her all week to call him.  Maybe she was right, but it was probably too late now since he had stopped calling and leaving messages. 

She turned up her raincoat’s collar against the misty rain as she climbed the dirty underground stairs and resurfaced at street level.  Following the cobblestones, she trudged up the steep hill to her sanctuary. Pausing, she looked up toward her apartment through tear-filled eyes and sighed. Her home would be cold and empty.  Yet it was private, and she had to have the good cry she had been holding in all week.  Damn him. “Crusher” had crushed her. 

She had just turned the key in the lock and stepped inside when Mrs. Green’s door opened. Oh no. What does she want me to fix now? A large figure stepped into the hall—too large to be Mrs. Green. Turning her head, she looked up into the sad blue eyes of Shane Derby. 

“Natalie,” was all he said, but it was the way he said it that almost melted her icy heart. His voice was soft and raspy, as if he needed a good cry too. 

Mrs. Green appeared behind him.  “I hope you don’t mind, dear.  I let him wait with me instead of out in the hall.”  She looked up at Shane and her eyes twinkled. “We’ve had a lovely chat.  It seems as if you’ve finally found yourself a nice young man.”  She winked at Natalie and closed the door. 

An awkward silence followed.  Finally Natalie said, “I guess you came for the dress? You’re in luck. It’s never been worn.” 

“Keep it. I came because we need to talk.” 

He was so serious. She sighed, wondering what she wanted to happen.  Part of her wanted to run into her apartment and slam the door in his face.  Another part of her, a much larger part, wanted to dive into his arms and kiss him like crazy.  But she couldn’t. How would she tell her family she had fallen in love with a jailbird? 

As that thought struck, she froze. Her keys in midair, she stood immobile in front of her apartment door.  Have I fallen in love? 
“Please don’t worry,” he was saying.  “All I want to do is talk.” 

She processed his words slowly. Too slowly. She was still stuck on integrating her own startling realization. 

He reached for her keys and startled her out of her trance. 

“Oh, I—I’m sorry,” she stammered.  “I just remembered that I have to be somewhere soon.  I can only talk for a few minutes.”  There. That will keep me from falling into bed with him.  I hope.  She knew she needed to spend a little more time thinking about this clearly. There was no way she could remain logical and dispassionate with him standing there all tall, tan, and muscular, smelling like expensive cologne.  Her mouth began to water—and so did her damn eyes.  Stop it, Natalie.  Wait until you hear what he has to say. 
Shane took the keys from her and opened the door. He stood aside to let her enter, then followed and closed the door, gently, behind him. She set her purse on an end table and perched on the edge of her overstuffed chair. 

He sat on the couch, leaned over the arm, and looked into her eyes with purpose. “I love you, Natalie.” Of all the things she had thought he might say, that wasn’t one of them.  She blinked rapidly, hoping not to cry.  “But how is that possible?” 

“I know what I want in a woman, and you’re all of it.  I want an intelligent woman with good, humanitarian values.  Someone who can speak her mind and stand up for what she believes is right. Someone who knows her worth and won’t allow anyone to treat her like dirt.” 

He stood and walked over to stand in front of her. Then, as if he wanted to put them on equal footing, he squatted in front of her and took her shaking hands in his.  “But I also want someone who can give her heart and her body to me without reservations, shame or regret.  I want someone who can make me a better person because I want to deserve her.” 

Natalie couldn’t hold back the tears any longer.  Neither could she hold back her heart or her body. She let go of his hands, leaned forward, and melted into him. He grasped her and crushed her to his chest. She felt his hot breath in deep gusts on her neck. 

“I love you, too,” she managed to whimper. 

He pulled away enough to smile into her eyes.  Then she saw that wicked twinkle in his eyes and the creases in the corners appear. 

“What do you love about me?” he asked. 

“Everything.” The damn burst and she sobbed.  Her family would just have to understand. She was in love with a jailbird, and that was that. 

He stood and lifted her with him, then sat her on his lap.  Almost as if she were a crying child, he soothed her with comforting words murmured into her hair.  He stroked her back and placed sweet little kisses on her right temple, and then worked his way down her jaw, over to her waiting mouth. 

How someone with such a forceful personality could turn into the gentlest soul she’d ever known mystified her.  She hoped prison wouldn’t change him. 

“So how long do we have before you stand trial?” 

He shook his head and smiled.  “There isn’t going to be one. Every member of my family came to my hearing and gave the same explanation.  They each swore that I had taken the knife away from my cousin’s kid that day and put it in my glove compartment until I could dispose of it properly.  My nephew even confessed that it was his and told them where he got it.  He’ll be doing some community service.” 

“Thank goodness you have a supportive family who loves you.” 

“They’re going to love you too. I want you to meet them.  How about 

tomorrow?” “I don’t see why not. After all, tomorrow’s Saturday, our standing date night.” “Soon I want every night to be our standing date night.” “So do I, my love.  So do I.” 
