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Dedication


To my husband to showed me the blessings of second chances...







[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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Little girls dream of romance and true love from the time they first learn about little boys. I was the little girl who dreamed of Prince Charming coming to take me away to a beautiful fantasy world where we would always be happy. When I met Steve in high school, I thought he was my prince. We married and had kids. Then the fairy tale ended. That was the day I gave up on love.
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Chapter One
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“Tales and romantic comedy movies have it all wrong!” I screamed at my ex-husband. “It's supposed to begin with a boy meeting a girl, falling head over heels in love, maybe making hot passionate love—two or sixteen dozen times—to be sure they're compatible. That wasn’t our problem! We got along great in the bedroom. We had other issues.”

Steve attempted to interrupt and point out that the failure of the marriage was my fault, but I wasn’t going to let him dominate the conversation so I continued my rant

“Get married. Have babies. Buy the house in the suburbs and live happily ever after. I know what you are going to say... It was what I wanted. It's my fault! But life has a way of getting in the way! You had a wonderful career while I sat at home. So I got my own career!” I raged at him.

He struggled to tell his side of the story, but I wouldn’t let him talk. He had a wonderful way of spinning things. Smarmy, others called him. They felt they came away from talking to him dirty and oily.

“Did you happen to notice that after getting married and having babies, steamy, hot sex dropped out of the picture? At least that's how it worked with us. After staying up all night with a sick child then working full time to pay the mortgage while my husband spent his time at the bar with his friends, sex was the last thing on my mind. Marriage wasn’t a fairy tale anymore. And that's your fault!”

Finally giving up on saying a thing, he faded away while I cried my heart out.

The incessant buzzing of the alarm clock shocked my system awake. Time to make the doughnuts! The funny old commercial ran through my head as I climbed out of bed. Did I really dream about my ex-husband again last night? Thoughts assaulted me as I groggily stepped into the shower. Why do I dream that same fight over and over? Cheating on me was his way of escaping our boring life and his nagging wife. We were divorced. I needed to let it go. Letting the hot, almost liquid fire, water warm my body, I washed my hair and thought back over the horrible dream. Had I really turned into that bitter of a person about love? Was there really ever going to be a fairy tale love for me? Or would I ever be open to love again?

As the sun rose, I dressed quickly in my print scrubs for my job as a receptionist at a pediatrician’s office and I went to rouse my children. There's something profound about watching your child sleep. Not wanting to wake them but knowing that our time in the morning before work and school is limited, I playfully mussed the boys’ hair.

“Scotty? Mac? Wake up. Come on, you two, time to rise and shine. After all, it is cold and flu season.”

As the boys wiped the dreams from their eyes, I smiled and watched them become aware of the world around them. Their little furrowed brows showed they had to adjust to which house they were in. Between Steve’s house, the home they grew up in, and my smaller apartment, they were shuttled back and forth each week so we both got a chance to be parents. That was important to both of us. Neither Steve nor I wanted to live without our children.

I was lucky. The kids came first in our lives and wanted for nothing. We had done something right, even though we could hardly talk to each other without fighting.

The morning routine over, I arrived at the office and set about getting ready for a day filled with sick, screaming children, frustrated parents, and a gallon of hand sanitizer. Never failing to disappoint, the phone began ringing off the hook around eight o’clock.

Starting the first of the many pots of coffee for the day, I tidied the staff room. Chloe walked in and put her purse in the closet. “Looks like it’ll be a busy day!” 

Tall and regal in an Angelina Jolie sort of way, Chloe was everything I wasn’t. She would’ve been easy to hate if she wasn’t so darn easy to love. Another divorced mom, she understood exactly where I was in the healing process. She'd remarried a couple of years before and now wanted everyone to be happily married. 

“You should've come with us to the bar last night,” Chloe entreated. “There were so many cute guys there!”

“You aren’t supposed to be noticing cute guys,” I teased.

“Oh, Mike was there, and you can’t have him. But there were other hot guys.” Chloe and Mike met when her own marriage ended. Chloe decided culinary skills would improve her marriageability and Mike was the teacher at her local community college. While the class did nothing to improve her cooking, it did land her Mike’s heart.

I’d often shared my loneliness with Chloe over the last two years since D-Day—Divorce Day. It wasn’t really about the sex, but more about finding that person who I could be myself around and who would accept me, faults and all. As a middle-aged woman, I knew the chances of finding love again were nil. Men wanted younger wives, successful wives, trophy wives... Not middle-aged women with children.

Keeping busy throughout the long day of immunizations, runny noses, and the occasional broken arm, I had little time to worry about my lack of intimacy. And that was the way I liked it.
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Chapter Two
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Enjoying a quiet, lazy weekend without the boys made me feel guilty, but it was so nice to have time to sit, read, and enjoy being the old me. I was finally beginning to feel like a butterfly again rather than the fat, old caterpillar that went about eating everything in sight. When the phone rang, I jumped. Seeing Chloe’s number on my caller ID, I didn’t even give her a chance to say hello. “Want to come over for a little girl time?” Her sob told me this wasn’t a social call.

“Lissa, Joe's sick. He's been throwing up all day. His fever is 103 degrees and now he’s complaining of neck pain. Mike and I are taking him to the emergency room.”

My book fell to the soft carpet with a dull thud. Working in a pediatrician’s office, we both knew what Joe’s symptoms could mean. My stomach clenched. 

“I hate to ask you, Lissa, but I can’t get hold of Joe’s dad. Can you keep calling Alex and tell him to get to the hospital right away?” 

“You bet. Anything for you guys.” After getting his number and hanging up, I took a deep breath. I would have agreed to anything if it meant Joe would be okay. I couldn’t help but think of my own boys. Giving Steve a call, I filled him in on what was going on and checked on my kids.

Now to call Chloe’s ex, a man I haven’t ever met, and tell him to get to the hospital. Dialing the number, I tried to figure out what I needed to say should he answer. Nervously, I remembered some of Chloe’s comments about her ex and cringed. She made him sound worse than Steve, which was hard to believe. Sometimes when we were comparing men and feeling down on ourselves, she'd recount some of their fights. He wasn't violent, but he sure had strong opinions that conflicted with Chloe's. But this was about Joe, and Alex was his father.

“Hello?” a deep male voice answered.

“Hello? Is this Alex Hunter?” I took a deep breath then forced the words out of my mouth a million miles an hour, never giving him a chance to jump in. “This is Chloe’s friend, Lissa Vincent. You know, I work with Chloe. Anyway, Joe's been taken to the Livingston Hospital emergency room. Chloe couldn’t get hold of you so I’m calling to let you know and make sure you get there right away. No, I don't know. Chloe isn't sure but she was upset when we spoke.” Finally taking another breath, I finished with, “I guess that’s it.”

“Lissa, yes, I remember Chloe talking about you. Thanks. Will I see you at the hospital?” His deep, sexy voice sent vibrations down to my toes.

“I’m leaving right now.”

“Thank you. Bye.” The phone clicked off and I stared at the receiver in my hand while my nerves tingled. Oh, this is so wrong. Grabbing my keys and coat, I headed off into the night.
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