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      "Your husband is an ass," Sabrina's no-nonsense best friend, Carla, informed her for the bazillionth time.

      Not wanting to add fuel to the fire, but also not having anyone else to confide in, Sabrina held up her hands in mock surrender. "I know, but I married him. It was my choice."

      "And you've been paying for it ever since." Carla was starting to sound exasperated. "I'd say that after enduring six years of verbal abuse from Mick the dick, your penance is more than covered for making one bad decision. Granted...it was a ginormous bad decision, but you still shouldn't have to suffer for all of eternity for it."

      "He doesn't abuse me." Sabrina was starting to feel a little defensive. She would not stay with someone who abused her. Mick was no longer even a little bit nice to her, but he had never raised a hand in her direction.

      Carla's expression softened a little. "Just because he hasn't hit you YET," she enunciated that last bit, "does not mean he isn't abusive in other ways. Calling you a 'stupid twat' is the absolute definition of verbal abuse." Giving Sabrina a sad smile, she added, "It's in the dictionary. Look it up."

      "That is not in the dictionary." Sabrina couldn't help chuckling at her wacky BFF as Carla adamantly nodded her head that her outlandish claim was true.

      The ladies had met several years ago when they had both decided to try their first (and last) Pilates class. About ten minutes into the class, Carla had caught Sabrina's eye and mouthed, "Want to go get donuts and coffee?" Assuming that she meant after class, Sabrina nodded, despite the fact that she was already panting with exertion. Carla immediately got up and slipped out the back door. Sabrina didn't see any option except to follow her. The two had giggled about their escape from the tortuous class and had been inseparable ever since, much to Mick's chagrin.

      The women had been relaxing and chatting over an inexpensive, but flavorful bottle of Red Zinfandel on Sabrina's screened in front porch, and their view had just improved dramatically. An oversized black pickup truck pulled into the driveway next door and parked. From their comfy bouncy chairs, the ladies enjoyed a perfect line-of-sight to both the impressive truck and the sexy hunk of man who emerged from it.

      Their conversation halted as they both practically drooled while gawking at Sabrina's hot next-door neighbor. When his jeans stretched taut over his firm ass as he bent to retrieve something from the backseat of the truck, they both sucked in air.

      Carla gave an appreciative, "Oh my damn," under her breath.

      "He does that on purpose," Sabrina guessed, trying to pretend like he didn't get under her skin. "He knows how sexy he is, and he knows we are out here. He's just showing off."

      "Even better," Carla purred. "If you're not going to take advantage of the chance to do that hunk of beefcake, I'll be glad to give him a whirl."

      Sabrina narrowed her gray eyes at Carla in a 'don't even think about it' glare. Having reluctantly revealed her growing crush on her new neighbor, Ethan, to Carla over some bottomless glasses of Riesling a few weeks ago, she assumed (and hoped) that her friend was just teasing.

      Carla had started out hinting, and had lately been outright telling, Sabrina that she should have a hot and dirty affair with the perfect male specimen.

      When Ethan paused next to his truck, raised his tee shirt up to reveal perfectly flat tight abs, and pulled it over his head, Carla tore her eyes away for a moment. "Seriously? How can you NOT want to hit that?" Her voice sounded incredulous.

      "I never said that I don't want to," Sabrina admitted before adding, "but I can't."

      "Why the hell not?" Carla sounded like she was about ready to knock some sense into her friend.

      Feeling like she shouldn't have to explain this over and over, Sabrina let out a small sigh. "You know I'm married, and you know I'm not a cheater."

      Turning somewhat serious, Carla reached out to lightly lift Sabrina's downcast chin. "And you know that I don't think you should be married anymore. There's this newfangled thing called divorce that auto-magically gets people out of terrible, unhealthy, dead-end relationships. You should try it sometime. It would transform your life and allow you to get down and dirty with whoever you choose––starting with that ode to masculinity right over there." Carla waved a hand in Ethan's direction, right as he looked up and offered a friendly wave to the two of them.

      Both women responded with dreamy smiles and return waves as they watched him walk inside his house. "I'm telling you what," Carla continued after his front door closed, "that hot stallion would probably give you the ride of your life. You should go over there right now, strip him naked, mount him, and fuck him like there's no tomorrow––or at least until tomorrow."

      Sabrina shook her head at her crass but practical friend. "If only it were that simple," she said sadly.

      "It is." Carla raised her shoulders as if she couldn't comprehend the problem.

      Both women looked up as Mick's sleek silver Mercedes pulled into the driveway. "Welp, that's my queue to go." Carla downed the rest of the wine in her glass as she eyeballed the car that was Mick's pride and joy.

      "You don't have to leave just because he's home," Sabrina tried, but she knew neither Mick nor Carla wanted to make small talk with the other. In all honesty, she preferred not to have to run interference between them, anyway.

      Her husband and her best friend didn't bother to hide their animosity towards each other. They had never gotten along and probably never would. Carla thought he was a heartless prick, and he thought she was a loudmouthed, bad influence on Sabrina. The two were barely civil to each other, so things were much less stressful all around when they actively avoided seeing one another.

      "Think about my suggestion for tonight's stress-relieving and blood-pumping activity." Carla waggled her eyebrows as if all of Sabrina's problems would be immediately washed away by a steamy night of sex with her neighbor.

      "Yeah, right." Sabrina rolled her eyes, pretending like she would be able to think about anything but a sexy night of passion in Ethan's arms. If the last several weeks were any indication, she would fantasize about being with him in every spare moment. She was embarrassed to admit it to anyone, even Carla, but daydreaming about the many ways Ethan could rock her world had quickly become her favorite pastime.

      

      "I suppose there's no dinner ready, since that skanky lush was here?" The rude, rhetorical question proved that Mick was already in a pissy mood.

      Sabrina took a deep breath and plastered on a smile, determined not to start the evening out with a nasty fight. "I was just getting ready to put a casserole in the oven."

      "Great, just what I've been dreaming about all day at work, while you sat around drinking with your friend...a casserole."

      Choosing to ignore his baiting remarks, Sabrina went to the kitchen to preheat the oven and do the final prep on the salad, rolls and chicken dish she had started earlier. She hated it when Mick insinuated that she did nothing all day but sit around eating bon-bons and drinking wine.

      He knew that she had a high-pressure consulting job, which consumed almost all of her time. Since she was able to do that remotely, and she worked from home the vast majority of the time, he liked to make it sound like she didn't do anything. His job as a private pilot required him to be away from home, so somehow that made his work more real and important than hers––in his mind, anyway.

      The fact that she worked 60-plus hours per week, made all of the meals, and managed to keep their household running smoothly, apparently equated to her sitting around and not being productive in Mick's world. Catching her in a rare moment of relaxation with Carla when he got home was all the proof he needed to confirm his belief that she was lazy and got the better end of the deal in their relationship.

      "Hey, bring me a beer," he yelled from the living room. Evidently hearing what an ass he sounded like, he added, "Would ya?"

      After opening a bottle of the dark beer he preferred, and that she always kept stocked and chilled, she delivered it to him. She took note of the fact that he already had his feet up and was kicked back watching the news, but she didn't comment on it. He gave a distracted head nod, without looking in her direction, to acknowledge her bringing the beer.

      She walked back to the kitchen and sighed. She felt like crying, but knew that wouldn't accomplish anything. Deciding a better option would be to keep her hands busy in order to distract herself from her mundane marriage, she started mixing a batch of brownies for dessert.

      They ate their dinner in silence in front of the television, as was the norm. Mick left the news channel on––even though they had started repeating stories since he had plopped down to watch it. He knew she preferred to watch the entertainment show that was on during this time slot, but it never crossed his mind to offer to change the channel. She was only able to watch what she preferred on the glorious nights when he was on a trip.

      She took their plates back to the kitchen and began washing the dishes, wishing that just once, he would say that she had made a great meal and that he would take care of the cleanup. The thought made her smile at her own eternal optimism. It would be an amazing thing to have happen, but it was also not in the cards. It was probably more likely that Ethan from next door would kick through their front door, stroll into their house buck-naked, pick her up in his muscular arms, and carry her back to his house for a night of lovemaking that she would never forget. Now that was something to think about.

      Her naughty imagining was interrupted by the buzzing oven-timer indicating that the brownies were ready. She removed them and let them cool a few minutes before plating one and taking it to Mick with a fork. He smiled at the plate and said the brownie "smelled great" before returning his attention to the television. It was the first kind thing he had said all evening, but he ruined it before she could even get back to the kitchen by yelling after her, "Don't eat the whole rest of the batch. It will make your ass even wider."

      "Thanks for the tip," she grumbled under her breath before grabbing her own, much smaller brownie corner and heading out to the screened-in porch for some fresh air.

      She set the plate down on the coffee table––her brownie untouched––and relaxed back on the outdoor glider. Propping her head up on some pillows, she breathed in deeply and tried to convince herself that Mick's cutting comments didn't matter.

      If she were to be completely honest with herself, she would have to admit that she wasn't as thin as she used to be. Since getting married, her slender frame had morphed into what could only be described as curvy. Sometimes when she was upset about her husband's mean remarks about her body or his lack of sexual interest in her, she would stress-eat to help alleviate the hollow feeling in the pit of her stomach. The temporary fix of food binging had left her with an extra fifteen––okay, twenty––pounds.

      She could convince herself that it looked pretty good on her, until Mick would inevitably make a snide comment about her weight to take her down a notch. It was like he didn't want her to feel good about herself. Was that verbal abuse? It certainly wasn't kind or supportive, like a life partner should be––that much was for sure.

      She heard the screen door slam next door and watched as Ethan sat down in the rocking chair on his front porch. He apparently liked to sit out here as much as she did. The view of him was a major part of the attraction for her. From her glider, she could often catch glimpses of him on his front porch or downstairs in his art studio.

      Even when she couldn't see him, being sort-of outside made her feel closer to him. She could lie out here and let her imagination run wild with what he was doing and how he would react if she went to seduce him. Would he turn her away? He certainly never did in her fantasies.

      Still nursing her hurt feelings and suddenly feeling adventurous, she bolted upright, deciding to play with fire––a little bit, anyway. Grabbing the untouched brownie plate, she scurried next door before she could change her mind.

      "Howdy, neighbor," Ethan drawled politely as she approached.

      Uncertain about her decision to come over here with Mick at home in their living room, but in too deep to turn back now, she shoved the plate in Ethan's direction. "I thought you might like a brownie."

      "Very neighborly of you." Ethan smiled appreciatively as he took the plate. "Mmm, still warm," he moaned around a mouthful of the gooey chocolate dessert.

      She plopped down in the other rocking chair to wait for him to finish the brownie, deciding she would bolt back home as soon as he returned her plate. Even though she wasn't doing anything wrong, her mind was racing with all kinds of illicit thoughts, making her feel guilty for just being there.

      He savored each bite of the sweet treat, groaning with appreciative noises as he ate. She studied his every move, trying not to think about him making those passionate sounds as he worked his mouth over her body. She had envisioned getting naked and having her way with him so many times in the weeks since he had moved into this house, that it was nearly impossible not to imagine it right here in front of him.

      Her mouth fell open as she watched his throat swallow the last bite of brownie. She consciously worked to compose her face into a mask of friendly indifference when he turned his vivid, sparkling green eyes in her direction. "Absolute perfection," he said appreciatively.

      Her mind pretended that he was referring to her, not the dessert she had brought him. "Thanks," she responded, looking down and smiling to herself.

      They sat there for a bit in comfortable silence, rocking back and forth in synchronization. Sabrina wondered what Mick would think if he came out here and found her at Ethan's. It's not like they were doing anything wrong, except in her mind, of course. Rather than being jealous, Mick would probably be relieved that there was one less brownie for her to eat causing her to get even fatter, she decided.

      "Where did you go just now?" Ethan asked the question softly, sounding concerned. "You looked so relaxed and happy, then your whole physical presence changed to one of utter defeat."

      He reached out to place a warm, comforting palm lightly on her elbow, making the tiny hairs on her arm stand up with electrified, glorious attention. His simple touch felt so amazing that she sucked in a breath at the shock of it.

      He jerked his hand back at her reaction, evidently mistaking it for annoyance. She missed the feeling of his caress immediately, but didn't dare ask him to continue.

      Realizing that she was in over her head, she abruptly stood, holding out her hand for her plate. "I should go."

      "If you must." He smiled kindly, handing her back the plate. "I think I'll head inside for a tall, cool glass of milk."

      His words made her envision his Adam's apple bobbing as he tipped back his head to down the beverage. Geez, the man can make even the simplest acts seem sexy.

      "Thanks for the delicious brownie," his words pulled her out of her imagination just as he was setting down the empty glass and reaching for her in her daydream.

      "Oh..." She sounded startled, but quickly recovered. "You're quite welcome," she responded rather formally before turning to go home.

      "I'll gladly take any sweet treats you have to offer," he yelled after her.

      She scurried home without responding. Had he been flirting with her? Or did he mean actual desserts? She opened the screen door to her sun porch, set the empty plate down, and flopped back down on the glider.

      She could have sworn she heard Ethan chuckle before he went inside his house, but maybe the wind and her overactive imagination were playing tricks on her. In any case, it took a long while for her heart rate to return to a somewhat normal pace.

      Deciding to read a steamy romance before bed, she flopped on her side and grabbed her Kindle. The heroine and hero in her novel had some seemingly insurmountable hurdles to overcome, but ended up falling into bed together, ravaging each other's bodies and proclaiming their undying love.

      Is that how it is supposed to work? Is that what marriage should be like? She and Mick had never felt an all-consuming passion for each other, not even in the beginning. They had just reached the stage in their relationship where it had been time to get married or split up. It seemed easier to follow the expected path and get hitched, so they did. Now, they were supposed to be in their happily-ever-after phase, but it didn't feel like that at all...not even a little bit.

      She leaned around to see the living room window. The light had been turned out, which meant that Mick had gone to bed without bothering to come out to tell her goodnight. The slight wasn't anything unusual, but it still didn't feel good.

      Sometime along the way, she and Mick had transformed from a married couple into roommates who barely tolerated each other. Sex had been off the table for a long time. He had lost his erection mid-way during intercourse the last time they had tried, then he promptly body-shamed her, blaming her for not being as desirable as she was when they first got married.

      She had nursed her hurt feelings for many months over that damaging criticism. Eventually, she had drummed up the courage to try to initiate sex a couple of times after that horrible night, but he had shut her down immediately and had not shown any signs of interest in her since.

      Still being a sensual being, Sabrina escaped into the imaginary arms of the heroes of her romance novels then got off with her trusty vibrator a few times a week. It wasn't an ideal situation, but it kept her sane.

      One of her favorite new habits was to masturbate semi-outside on the sun porch. The fresh air felt glorious on her skin and the danger of the possibility of being seen added a level of hotness to the otherwise lonely activity. She tried to convince herself that she had not been touching herself out here because she could look over at Ethan's house, even though she always managed to position herself so she could see his property, and be seen from it.

      That last scandalous thought made her heart race with excitement. Since Ethan's arrival next door, her go-to fantasy while the Rabbit worked its magic on her had been him seeing her pleasuring herself and being unable to stop himself from coming to take the vibrator's place.

      Just thinking about it now had her nipples standing at attention. Their hard nubs were jutting out through the thin fabric of her tee shirt. She padded over to the white wicker cabinet where she kept a buffet of fresh-scented lotions. Deciding on Mango Meltdown, since she was wearing a coral colored tee shirt, she grabbed the bottle and the case that held her vibrator.

      Turning off the switch for the big outdoor light, leaving only the shimmer of the glowing twinkle lights, she returned to the glider and began her pathetic ritual of getting off all by herself. First, she peeled her shirt off over her head. The cool air had her already taut nipples straining for attention. She stood to slide down her comfy yoga pants. Wearing only her lacy panties, she began rubbing herself down with the luxurious lotion.

      She slowly coated her arms, legs, shoulders, neck, and feet, rubbing it in and making her aching breasts wait for their turn. Picturing Ethan watching her, even though she was 99 percent sure that he wasn't, she made a slow production of moisturizing her chest. She tipped her head back, enjoying the sensation as she swirled the sweet-smelling concoction around her nipples.

      Her boobs had increased in size over the last few years––along with the rest of her, as Mick would rudely point out. She liked feeling the weight of them in her hands. She envisioned how Ethan's green eyes would light up if he ever saw them. He's probably a boob-man, she decided, grinning to herself and pretending Ethan's hands were the ones working their magic on her.

      In her vivid daydream, Ethan plucked her nipple, gently pulling it out as it strained to meet him. She turned her head to the side to allow him access to kiss behind her ear and down the long column of her neck. His lips were warm and soft against her skin. She let out a real yelp of surprised passion when his teeth nipped her shoulder blade.

      The sound of her cry startled her out of her intense fantasy. She held a hand up to her forehead to regroup for a moment. She was starting to get ridiculously good at this imagination business. It felt so real as it was happening. Maybe she didn't need it to happen in real life, if she could make it happen in her mind.

      She thought back to the inspirational books she had read when Mick first started shunning her sexually. They all said some version of the belief that 'thoughts become things.' Was there some truth to that mumbo-jumbo? If she lived the act in her mind, was that almost the same as actually doing it in reality?

      She decided that was just silly. Thinking about ways to murder Mick and actually doing it were two totally different things––only one of which would send her to jail for the rest of her life. So, thinking about screwing the neighbor's brains out and actually doing it were completely different as well...no matter how real it might seem in her mind.

      She felt a little guilty for acting out such graphic fantasies of Ethan, though. Even if it was only in her head, it felt real while it was happening. Mick might be a total dick––as Carla was fond of reminding her––but he was her husband. She was a married woman, and a married woman should not be fornicating with another man, even within the confines of her own head.

      The tempting idea of divorcing Mick and regaining her freedom popped into her head for the umpteenth time. While she didn't believe that divorce should be the first option, she did believe that it should be an option once all other avenues had been exhausted. Mick wasn't willing to go to marriage counseling, despite her pleading. He wasn't willing to accept her as she was, and he wasn't willing to get a divorce. He didn't believe in it. She felt trapped by a cage that she had willingly entered of her own accord.

      Turning her head to the side, she glimpsed the unopened vibrator case. The unwanted turn her thoughts had taken into dickhead-husband territory had put a serious damper on her sexy mood.

      She didn't want to be a cheater, and she wasn't exactly sure at what point cheating officially began. Did picturing an affair in her mind, but not acting on it count as an affair? What about flirting? How far could flirtation go before it became illicit? Would an accidental brush of the hand be okay? How about an intentional one? When did it cross the line into adultery? Had she already crossed the line? If she had, then shouldn't she at least get a night of passion in Ethan's arms, if she has to feel guilty about it anyway?

      She knew she was rationalizing. She wanted to convince herself that being with Ethan would be permissible, even though she knew deep-down that it would be wrong.

      In that moment, she hated the institution of marriage. It felt like Mick had peed in a proverbial circle around her all those years ago, making it so she could never be with another man. It wouldn't be so bad, if Mick hadn't decided that he had no interest in being with her either.

      Was she doomed to a sex-free existence for the rest of her life? She had tied herself for the rest of her life to one man, and that man didn't want her. It didn't seem fair. She was a sensual, passionate woman and the only man she could be with was in her imagination.

      She sighed, exasperated with her situation. Reaching out for the vibrator case, she retrieved her fake-dick...the closest thing to an actual penis that she had in her life. She reclined back and closed her eyes, determined to shift her thoughts back to sex. She might not have any intimacy left in her life or an actual man to provide her skin-on-skin contact, but she could at least give herself a world-rocking orgasm.

      Even with the promise of the clit-stimulating attachment on her dildo, it took her a while to get back in the groove. Thoughts of Mick kept honing in on her alone time. Eventually, Ethan swept into her vivid imagination and took over the reigns of stimulating her.

      Dream-Ethan stood over her, watching her pleasure herself. The sea-green color of his pupils was mostly obscured by his eyelids, which were at half-mast, as he gazed longingly down at her. The look he gave her was one of pure, unadulterated lust. His lips curved up slightly as he watched her arch her back, rubbing one fingertip around her areola as her other hand worked the vibrator inside her thighs and over the outside of the wisp of lace she was still wearing...stimulating everyplace, except where she really wanted it.

      She moaned and swirled her hips, enjoying giving this imaginary version of her neighbor a show that he was clearly enthralled with, and not wanting it to end too soon. Her dream lover wasn't as patient as she was. He groaned deep in his throat before lunging at her. She lifted her hips as he yanked her wet panties down and tossed them aside.

      She stayed still while his appreciative gaze traveled up and down her naked length. "You're so beautiful," he breathed out. In that moment, she felt beautiful and sexy and desirable...all of the things that she hadn't felt in a very long time.

      The wayward thought that this wasn't real tried to surface, but she stubbornly tamped it down. It could be real, she tried to convince herself. It would be real, if I were available, she forced herself to believe it. Real-life Ethan looked at her like he wanted her. If they were both free agents, she had very little doubt that he would be willing to spend a passionate night of naked frolicking with her.

      She refocused her thoughts and imaginary Ethan was back with her, drinking in her nude form. She lightly traced the backs of her fingers up and down her side, mimicking his movements in her mind's eye. They reached up, firmly grabbing one of her breasts...Sabrina's hand was doing the actual touching, but it was Ethan's hand in her mind.

      He somehow knew just what she liked. Rough grab of her entire boob...grazing circle of the nipple...slight pinch to pull it taut...flick. He repeated the glorious cycle over and over until she thought she might go crazy from the pleasure of it. Changing sides, she wetted her finger in her mouth before picturing him sucking her breast into his mouth. She used her hand, trying to simulate how his mouth would feel. Releasing it, she felt the refreshing breeze on her wet skin as her imaginary lover blew on her. Her nipple jutted out even further, aching for his touch.

      He slowly trailed his hand down her stomach, before cupping it over her to claim her as his. He dipped a finger into her slit and growled deep in his throat when he discovered her wetness.

      "I'm so wet for you," she raised her head to whisper the words near his ear. The revelation had him panting as he moved down between her legs. Feeling brazen, she lifted one leg to rest on top of the back of the glider.

      He used his fingers to spread her lips apart. She was splayed before him. He told her she was the sexiest woman he had ever seen before lowering his mouth to her. She tried to ignore the sound of the vibrator as Ethan flattened his tongue and feasted on her. Whimpering, she raised her hips to his mouth as he found the center of her tight, aching bundle of nerves.

      She alternated between grinding into the clit stimulator as Ethan sucked her into his mouth, and then sliding the dildo in and out of her as his tongue probed her. Sadly, it was some of the best sex she'd ever had.

      She used her free hand to tickle the inside of her thighs, like his hair would do if he were really using her legs as earmuffs. The fantasy felt so real as she bucked her hips and panted to the rhythm of his magical mouth. She mimicked the motion of grabbing his hair and holding him to her, imagining him lapping at her appreciatively.

      The orgasm came on forcefully. The walls of her vagina pulsed around the vibrator as she tipped her head back and let the ecstasy spear through her. In that moment, she didn't care that she was outside. She didn't care who heard or saw her. All that mattered was what Ethan was doing between her legs and that he never stopped.

      Violent spasms rocked her core as her entire body tightened and released. The relentless vibrator stimulated her nerve endings until she was incoherent with pleasure. She yelled out Ethan's name in her passion, lost in the moment.

      As the tremors started to lessen, she slowly returned to the here and now, her body still shaking. She turned the vibrator off and relaxed for a moment...recuperating and letting her frantic breath return to normal.

      When she sat up to find her discarded clothing, a noise outside caught her attention. Her immediate reaction was to cover her naked breasts with her arm, since she was fairly certain the twinkle lights provided enough illumination for her to be seen.

      Embarrassment flooded through her at her brazen activities moments before. In the heat of the moment, she hadn't cared if someone was watching her. In fact, it probably would have spurred her on, if she didn't feel like she was in any danger. Now that it was over, though, she felt ashamed for touching herself outside like some kind of pervert.

      She found her shirt on the floor and quickly pulled it over her head to cover her nakedness. Now that she was somewhat decent, she stood to pull the plug from the twinkling lights. The sun porch was immediately shrouded in complete darkness.

      It took her vision a while to adjust to the inky blackness. When her eyes began to work properly, she squinted out into the night, trying to determine if she had heard someone or if the sound had been a figment of her imagination.

      Just when she was starting to convince herself that it had probably been a squirrel or some other harmless animal, she saw a slight movement from her peripheral vision. A ball of anxious nerves immediately started churning deep in her belly because even before she turned her head, she knew what she was going to see.

      Sure enough, when she turned her gaze in the direction of Ethan's house, he was standing outside at the edge of his property line, looking right at her.
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      "OMG...that is so hot!" Carla squealed in Sabrina's ear. She was so loud that Sabrina moved the phone away from her head, but then brought it back for fear that Mick would hear the echo of her friend's voice in the other room.

      As soon as Sabrina had caught sight of what she was almost sure was Ethan's form watching her from the dark, she had quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and scurried into the house. After pacing back and forth, worrying over whether he had seen or heard her, she finally decided to call Carla––despite the late hour. Carla was one of those real friends whom you could call in the middle of the night just because you needed to talk.

      True to form, she had picked up the late-night call sounding sleepy, but without a trace of irritation audible in her voice. As soon as Sabrina had given her the rundown on the gist of what had happened, there hadn't been a remnant of tiredness that could be heard from her. In fact, Carla sounded more excited and worked-up than Sabrina felt.

      "Are you sure it was him and not just your rocking imagination running wild? What do you think he saw and heard? Was he there the whole time? Do you think he was going to join you? Was he turned on?" Sabrina didn't bother trying to answer the rapid-fire questions because her friend didn't even pause for a breath between them.

      "What am I asking," Carla continued talking to herself, "he watched you fuck yourself into oblivion and then proceed to scream out his name...of course he was turned on."

      Sabrina didn't know what to say to that because she had no idea if he had been aroused or completely repulsed by her openly pleasuring herself. She knew that Mick would be disgusted by the blatant show of self-indulgence, but she didn't think all men would feel that way.

      Carla suddenly inhaled sharply. She clearly had an idea. "You should go over there," she suggested. "He's probably all worked up and horny as hell after watching the show you put on for him. Now is the time to strike while the hot neighbor's dick is hard and ready, if you know what I mean."

      Sabrina knew exactly what she meant. She would have to be completely dense not to. Subtlety wasn't exactly Carla's strong suit. "I can't go over there," Sabrina hissed, trying to be quiet. The last thing she needed was to awaken Mick and have him start asking questions about why she was whispering on the phone with Carla in the middle of the night.

      "Why not?" Carla pretended like she didn't comprehend marriage or the requirement to be faithful to one's spouse.

      Not wanting to defend her choices again, Sabrina tried a different tact. "I'm not even sure he was out there," she said quietly. "It could have been a shadow or a total figment of my imagination."

      "Hmm," Carla responded noncommittally.

      Sabrina could tell by her reaction that Carla wanted to believe that it had actually been Ethan watching the incredibly intimate and private moment. The most worrisome part for Sabrina was that she kind of hoped it had really been him too. That realization scared the hell out of her.

      Deciding there wasn't anything left to say to her friend, Sabrina cut the conversation off abruptly, claiming to be tired. "Sweet dreams, Bi-otch."

      "Don't let the bed bugs bite, Ho." Deciding to add to their standard nighttime goodbyes, Carla added, "Or better yet, go over to Ethan's and let him nibble on you."

      Smiling and shaking her head at her crazy friend after tapping her phone to end the call, Sabrina headed down the hallway towards the bedroom. After only a few steps, she could already hear Mick snoring in their king-sized bed, so she veered off to the guest-room, which had been serving as her bedroom for the past several months.

      She spent a long night tossing and turning and thinking about piercing green eyes peering at her from the darkness. She was fairly certain that Ethan had been standing there watching her erotic display, but she couldn't be completely sure. Either way, it would be next to impossible to ever face him again. The fear that he had seen her would consume her thoughts and prevent her from being able to carry-on a normal conversation with him.

      
      It turned out that she didn't have to wait very long to wonder about how he would act the next time she saw him. She was walking back to the house from the mailbox, where she had retrieved Mick's Sunday newspaper, when the man of her extremely stimulating fantasies rolled out from under his truck. She hadn't realized he was outside, so he startled her enough that she dropped the newspaper.

      The morning breeze picked up the various sections of the gray paper and scattered it over her driveway. She scrambled and bent to pick up the strewn pages, knowing that Mick was not going to appreciate having a less than pristine paper. He liked to be the one to open it and peruse his favorite sections before she looked at it. In fact, he got annoyed whenever she pulled out the sale ads before handing him the paper––even though he had no intention of looking at the advertisements. She was cognizant of the fact that it was a ridiculous quirk of his, but it wasn't worth getting into a nasty fight over, so she ended up waiting until he was finished with the paper every week before perusing the sections that were of interest to her.

      Ethan had jogged over to help her pick up the blowing pieces of paper. "Good morning," he greeted her kindly, looking her directly in the eyes.

      "Morning," she mumbled in return, acutely aware of the short, silky robe she had donned to come out here immediately after her shower.

      She attempted to hold the top flaps together as she bent to retrieve the comics, but her breasts seemed determined to peek out at Ethan. She caught him taking a long, leisurely look down her cleavage, so she quickly snapped upright and turned away from him.

      "I didn't know anyone read the actual, print copy of the newspaper any more." Ethan smiled kindly.

      "I know, right?" she returned before revealing, "For my husband, the Sunday paper is a sacred tradition."

      Evidently wanting to change the subject, Ethan graced her with a mischievous smile before asking, "Is it just me, or do you smell fresh mangos?"

      Was he teasing her? Was he referring to the lotion she had used to seduce herself last night? Or did the smell really linger on the air out here? Was it a legitimate question or a leading flirtation?

      "Nope, I don't smell anything," she answered brusquely before busying herself by picking up the next piece of Mick's paper. She remembered too late that she didn't have panties on under her robe. Ethan's sharp intake of breath after she bent over let her know that he had likely just received a full view of her bare, white ass.

      She stood, still facing away from him, her cheeks flaming hot with embarrassment. The more she tried to be demure and aloof with this guy, the more flagrantly sexual her betraying body became. She took a deep breath, determined not to lead him on any more. Whether he was actually outside during her solo performance last night or not, she did not need to be giving him a naughty peep show in her driveway this morning.

      Turning to look in his direction, intending to thank him for the help before hurrying back inside the safety of her house, her eyes never made it up to his face. They were instead magnetically drawn to the clear bulging outline in his jeans. After what was far too long of a stare to be considered even a little bit proper, she forced her eyes away from his jutting manhood.

      Their eyes connected and he returned the smile she couldn't help but give him. The idea that her body caused this kind of reaction in him thrilled her to her core. Even though his hard-on was just a physiological response, it meant that she was still capable of turning on a man––without even touching him! That simple realization was exhilarating. Mick had almost had her convinced that she had become completely undesirable. The neighbor's boner––even if it was just morning wood––proved that she was at least still somewhat sexy.

      They stood there in her driveway, smiling like fools at each other for longer than they should have. Mick's annoyed voice from the open front door startled them out of their bubble of intrigue with each other. "What's the hold up?"

      Ethan quickly but stealthily slid the newspaper pieces he was holding in front of his impressive erection. Using his free hand, he sent a morning wave in Mick's direction. Mick ignored him, widened his steel eyes at his wife with a 'hurry it up' look, and then slammed the door shut.

      His clueless and rude reaction would have been almost funny, if it hadn't been her life. She gave an apologetic half-smile to Ethan as he handed her the portion of the paper that he had retrieved and subsequently used as an erection hider.

      "Thanks," she said to him before turning, with her shoulders somewhat slumped, to return to the house she shared with her husband.

      "I'll help you out with anything you need anytime. It would be my pleasure," he drawled, letting the innuendo of his words hang in the air.

      She decided it was safest not to respond to his open-ended offer, since what she truly wanted was to tell him the only thing she really needed was a hot and thorough fuck from his already hard and ready-for-action dick. She wanted him right here and right now. She wondered how Mick would react if the next time he came out to check on his precious paper, the neighbor was plowing into her in broad daylight on their concrete driveway.

      Since that wasn't really an option for her, she figured it was best to flee. She had made it several steps away from her hot neighbor when his voice calling out a question in her direction made her pause. "Is your husband's name Ethan?"

      Without turning, she responded, "No." She waited there, with her back to the neighbor, sensing that he had more to ask.

      "Do you know any Ethans other than me?"

      She knew what he was really asking. He had heard her yell out his name last night, and he wanted to confirm she was thinking about him during the heights of her passion. She knew she should lie. It wasn't right to reveal her fantasies about him. Thinking about being with him and admitting those thoughts to him were two very different things. Her brain fully intended to deny the implication that she wanted to have an affair with him, but her traitorous mouth refused to comply. "You're the only Ethan I know," she shared with him, never daring to turn back to look in his direction.

      "Good," the word whispered over the breeze and landed, like a soothing balm, on her lonely heart.

      She hugged the mussed newspaper to her chest, closed her eyes, savored the feeling of dangerous excitement that coursed through her veins, took a deep breath, and went inside to rejoin her grumpy husband.

      
      "It's about time," Mick grumbled as she walked into the kitchen. "What the hell happened?" He waved an annoyed hand, indicating the jostled newspaper.

      "I dropped it," she told him simply.

      His huff of exasperation let her know how incompetent he considered her to be. It never crossed his mind to thank her for going to get the paper for him, or for baking blueberry muffins for breakfast, or for having his mug of coffee ready––just the way he likes it. He had just come to expect all of those things from her, as if they were a given. How had she gotten herself into this thankless situation? Why had she let herself settle for a man who doesn't appreciate her, desire her, or even care for her? How would she get out of this dead-end marriage when her husband refused to divorce her?

      As tempting as killing Mick sometimes seemed as a way out, it wasn't a real option. She did not want to spend the rest of her life in jail. Even though Carla constantly assured her that they could find a way to make it look like an accident, she didn't want to live with the fear of being caught for the rest of her life.

      Truth be told, she really didn't want to kill him anyway. Murder would take a great deal of passionate feelings, albeit angry ones. She didn't really feel anything for Mick anymore. His place in her heart had morphed into a vacuous void after years of neglect and harsh words from him. Put this in the sad-but-true category...she didn't care enough about her husband to want to murder him. Yikes.

      His untimely accidental death would be a blessing in disguise, though. She tried not to think about that possibility. Mick would probably live to be a hundred, just to spite her.

      At least his job as a private pilot kept him away from home much of the time. She didn't know how she would survive without her sanity breaks of alone time without him there constantly criticizing her and glaring at her as if she had done something wrong just for existing within his orbit.

      He didn't have a flight scheduled today and none of his high-paying, preferred clients called him for a last-minute excursion, so Sabrina was stuck at home with Mick all day. She used the time to catch up on some work emails that had been piling up on her. The added bonus of using her day off to get caught up on her backlog of work was that it gave her a valid excuse to hide in her office, actively avoiding her husband.

      Later that afternoon, she emerged from her office and made sandwiches for their lunch. Mick took the plate of chicken salad, chips, and grapes she presented him with before thanking her with a gruff grunt. After they finished eating, she cleared her throat to get his attention. "We need to drop my car off at the mechanic's shop today."

      He sighed dramatically, clearly exasperated that she was intruding on his television-watching time. "Great way to spend my one-day off," he griped under his breath.

      She considered pointing out that he usually had more than one day off. Or she could remind him that the reason they had to visit the repair shop so frequently was because he insisted on driving a top-of-the-line Mercedes, while her well-used vehicle had nearly 200,000 miles. If he drove a more reasonable automobile, they would be able to afford to replace her dated Toyota. Mick considered the car he drove to be an important status symbol, while Sabrina considered her vehicle to be merely a means to get from point A to point B. So, she didn't complain about the obvious disparity in their transportation.

      Instead of reminding him that they could have two decent, newer cars for the price of his Benz, she smiled and said, "The appointment is first thing in the morning. I figured you'd rather drop it off today than before work in the morning."

      He harrumphed, but clicked off the television and went to put on his shoes and grab his car keys. She sighed sadly and loaded their empty plates in the dishwasher. Her Prince Charming evidently missed the memo that men should do half of the housework, especially if both spouses work outside the home. Well, technically she didn't work outside of her home, since she worked remotely, but she did have a job with a company that paid her well for her expertise. She might not make as much money as Mick did as a private pilot, but that didn't mean that her job was any less important than his.

      She supposed the inequality in the workload in their household was her own fault. She was home more than Mick was, so she had just started taking over the responsibilities of keeping their home running smoothly, until he just expected her to do everything. It would never cross his mind to clean a toilet, change the sheets, or run the vacuum. That's evidently what he kept her around for. He did at least mow the yard, so that was something. She tried to look at the bright side, no matter how bleak the situation.

      She followed Mick over to the car repair shop and turned up the radio in her car as loud as she could stand it. The radio was one thing in her well-worn car that never let her down. As an added bonus, the blaring tunes kept her from hearing the loud muffler, which was the reason for this particular trip to their mechanic, Steve.

      She and Steve were on a first-name basis after her many visits to his establishment over the last several months. Being an honest sort, Steve had told her that she was spending more on the car than it was worth and that––even though he enjoyed the regular income from them––they would be better off to invest in a newer vehicle.

      When she had delicately broached the subject of selling both cars to get two mid-level cars, Mick had blown up. He informed her in no uncertain terms that his car was the only thing that brought him any joy, which at the time, had hurt her feelings immensely. That was the first time she had suggested that if he was so unhappy with her that they should separate.

      He had immediately and adamantly refused to even discuss it, indicating that divorce was quitting and that the word 'quit' was not in his vocabulary. She noted that he didn't even bother to claim that they should stay together because they cared for one another. It was more of a win or lose prospect, and he considered separating to be admitting defeat.

      She twisted the volume button on her radio even higher, determined not to ruin her drive by focusing on the lost cause of her marriage. She would prefer to daydream about Ethan during the drive over to the mechanic's shop, but the knowledge about how immersive her visualizations could become kept her from indulging in that exciting habit. If she allowed herself to, she would probably end up crashing into the back of Mick's cherished car. He would never forgive her or let her forget that. So, instead, she focused on singing along to the loud music booming out of her car's speakers.

      When they arrived, Mick made a snide comment about her enjoyment of the loud music. "Must you blare your music louder than a teenage rap star?"

      She refused to allow him to make her feel bad for grasping a small measure of fun when the opportunity arose. After all, she was turning down the chance of a lifetime to allow Ethan to rock her world in order to honor her marriage vows, so she deserved to listen to a little loud music now and then.

      Opting not to take the bait for a fight, she dropped her car key ring into Steve's door slot and slid into the passenger seat of Mick's car. They returned to their home in utter silence. Sabrina stared out the side window the entire time, watching the scenery pass by in a blur, and wondered what kind of loveless existence her life had devolved into.

      When they got home, Mick kicked off his shoes and plopped back down in front of the television. Sabrina returned to her office and stared out the window, while pretending to work.

      Were all marriages like this? From what she remembered, her parents' union had been lacking love, or even simple kindness, before their nasty divorce. Is this the norm? Is this all there is? She wanted to believe in the 'happily ever after endings' that were ever-present in her tawdry romance novels, but she was starting to think those were just the wild imaginings of fiction authors and Walt Disney.

      If she were to satiate her wanton desires with Ethan, would the two of them end up barely tolerating each other? Once the initial yearning wore off, would their relationship quickly deteriorate into the same kind of disdainful regard that she and Mick had for each other? Did she really care? Wouldn't the satisfaction and release she would feel from finally acting on her desperate need for him be enough of a reward in itself? Did she even want a long-term relationship? She knew the answer to that question...if another relationship would be anything like the emotionless hell she was living in with Mick, then the answer about whether she wanted another one was a resounding 'NO'.

      With impeccable timing, her phone buzzed with an incoming text from Carla. "You bang your smokin' hot neighbor yet?"

      "No!" Sabrina immediately responded.

      "Not YET, huh???" her friend teased.

      Shaking her head, Sabrina typed back. "Not EVER."

      Returning her gaze outside the window, she wondered if her last message was the truth. It was easy to sound convincing by text message, but it was much harder to resist a sexy, willing hunk when he was in her line of vision with his flat, hard-core abs and dreamy, irresistibly green eyes right next door.

      She hadn't even consciously noticed when he had come outside and started mowing his yard, but she knew she'd been staring at him and thinking about the dirty things she wanted to do with him for a long time. When he had peeled off his tee shirt and swiped it over a drop of sweat trickling a crooked path down his temple, she could feel the moisture building between her legs.

      Forcing herself back into the here and now, she reluctantly got up and went to the guest room for a nap. She wanted to be loyal to her husband. She wished that they had an intimate, loving relationship. In a perfect world, she wouldn't ache for the feeling of having her neighbor possess her. In this real world, though, the more she tried not to focus on naughty thoughts about Ethan, the more he consumed her mind.

      After her nap, she made dinner and joined Mick on the couch. She stared at the television screen, pretending to be interested in the boring show he had on about surviving in the wild wilderness of Alaska. He ignored her attempt to spend some time with him. As soon as she finished her mushroom tortellini, she escaped to the kitchen to clean up the mess.

      She focused her excess energy on deep-cleaning the kitchen and was surprised by how much time had passed when she heard Mick turn off the television and head to bed––without a word to her. Sitting down on one of the tall bar stools at their kitchen island, she poured herself a generous glass of vino.

      She held the glass in the air, making a quiet toast to herself. "To drinking alone and trying not to boink the neighbor." Chuckling at her own silly, if crass, humor, she tipped the glass up to her lips for a giant gulp.

      Once the wine had disappeared from the glass, it took all of her strength not to run out to the front porch for a replay of last night's activities. She wondered if Ethan was out there waiting for her.

      Would he be even bolder tonight? Would he join her and take over for the vibrator? Would she even remember what it felt like to have a real-live man between her legs? Would Mick hear the sounds of their mating and catch them in the act? Would one night of passion satiate her need, or would she be left wanting even more?

      The knowledge that one night most likely wouldn't be enough is the only thing that kept her inside the house. She didn't want to be a cheater. Even if Mick didn't care for her like she needed to be loved, he didn't deserve a cheating wife. She couldn't do it. She wouldn't do it.

      With a sad sigh, she turned out the lights and went to the guest room for a long and sleepless night of tossing, turning, and yearning for a man she couldn't have.

      
      The next morning, she woke up still tired, but proud of herself for resisting temptation. "One day at a time, right?" She said the words aloud, even though the house was empty.

      She was surprised to find a note from Mick on the kitchen counter. "I got a ride to the airport, so you wouldn't be stranded. Be careful if you must drive Millie." She shook her head at the silly name he called his precious car. He had ruined what would have been a thoughtful gesture with the warning and indirect request not to take his car out.

      When Sabrina read the note aloud to Carla over the phone, she could practically hear her friend rolling her eyes before she said, "Even when he's nice, he's an ass."

      "Pretty much." Sabrina had to agree with the assessment. Deciding she had better soften it a little, since she didn't want to get Carla too riled up, she added, "But he's my ass."

      "No, honey, you have your very own ass, and it's an incredibly fine one," Carla complimented her. "You just need to find someone who appreciates it, like that hunky neighbor of yours. I bet he could appreciate your booty all night long."

      Sabrina had been doing her best not to think about Ethan, so she cut off her friend, indicating that she had to get to work. She chuckled when she heard Carla mutter under her breath as they prepared to hang up, "Yeah, you better get to work on getting some hot lovin' from your sexy neighbor."

      "Bye, Bitch," Sabrina said to her best friend, pretending like she hadn't heard Carla's last suggestion.

      "See ya', Ho," Carla retorted before hanging up.

      One of the most wonderful things about Carla was her blatant honesty. She was a 'call it like she sees it' kind of person, who wasn't afraid to voice her opinion––usually loudly and proudly. Sabrina was glad to have such a voraciously loyal and strong friend in her corner.

      Deciding to keep her mind occupied, so she wouldn't have any wayward naughty thoughts about her neighbor, Sabrina threw herself into her work. She got so busy that she forgot to even look up from her spreadsheets. Her focus had been so intense that she was startled when she glanced out the window and found that dusk had started to settle outside. Her stomach grumbled angrily, reminding her that she had forgotten to break for lunch.

      After closing her laptop, she padded into the kitchen to forage for food. She hated cooking a big meal when Mick wasn't home. He wasn't big on leftovers, so she generally ended up throwing most of the remaining food away when she cooked for herself.

      She searched the refrigerator and cabinets, but only one thing sounded good. Since hot neighbors were not on the menu tonight or any night, she grabbed the ice cream container and headed for the couch. She savored dipping her spoon directly into the carton and watching reality television. Mick would not approve of either activity, but what he didn't know wouldn't hurt him, right?

      Besides, she could always go to the store and replace the sweet treat, in order to save herself from having to hear about how she "wouldn't put on so much weight if she didn't eat like that." Sabrina hated how judgmental Mick was about her body. It wasn't like he had a perfect body either. He had gone a little soft around the middle in their years together, too. She just had the decency not to point that out to him at every opportunity, like he seemed to enjoy doing to her.

      When she had her fill of television, she clicked the remote off, but didn't budge from the couch. She wanted, with every fiber of her being, to go out to the screened-in porch for some loving from imaginary Ethan. Maybe real Ethan would even make an appearance. The knowledge that she wouldn't have the strength to turn him down was the only thing that kept her from going out there.

      Mick was on his New York trip, so he wouldn't be home for a couple of days. There was nothing standing in the way of her being with Ethan, except Jiminy Cricket chirping incessantly on her shoulder, reminding her that she was a married woman.

      She went to bed and made every effort to sleep, but she was too hot and bothered for that. When the sheets ended up in tangled, sweaty knots around her, she got up to get a glass of water from the kitchen.

      As she passed her office window, she noticed a light on downstairs at Ethan's place. His split-level house featured a large, open-concept lower level that he had turned into an art studio. She hadn't ever been inside his home, but this was not the first time she had spied on him. Feeling a little bit like a stalker, but unable to stop herself, she stood in the dark, gazing across the narrow patch of grass that separated their homes and into his glowing window.

      He was working furiously, swiping paint across a canvas. From her vantage point, she could only see the back of the easel, but she imagined that whatever he was creating must be beautiful. He was intently focused, his eyebrows knitted together as he dipped his brush before slashing it in broad strokes across his project.

      She wondered what his mind's eye was creating and longed to see it. What would his artwork reveal about him? She wondered if he sold his pieces or if he created them for himself.

      What was he thinking about so intently that he felt the need to recreate the mental image on canvas with such passion? Suddenly, he stopped and looked up. He gazed out the window as if he were looking right at her. She slid back into the shadows, even though he was in a lit room and she was in a dark house. There was no way he could see her, right??

      When he turned his focus back to his canvas, she backed out of the room. Deciding that she'd had enough close calls with Ethan possibly catching her doing things she shouldn't, she went back to bed. Surprisingly, this time, she slept like a baby. When she woke up, she felt refreshed and ready to tackle a new day.

      She spent the morning knocking a couple hundred emails out of her inbox. By lunchtime, she was sick of staring at her computer screen and ready to get out of the house for a bit.

      Steve still hadn't call to say that her Toyota was fixed, so she didn't have any choice but to take Millie into town. She wanted to stop by the grocery for a few essentials and to replace the ice cream carton, which was now buried at the bottom of the trash. She felt like an impish child, hiding the evidence of her transgression from the night before, but it was just easier than trying to explain her dinner choice to Mick.

      
      "No, no, no, no! This can't have happened," she wailed to herself. She was pacing back and forth in front of the Mercedes in her driveway, ringing her hands, and cursing.

      "Everything okay?" Ethan called from his porch.

      She was so upset that she hadn't even seen him come out. That was really saying something monumental about her stress level because she was normally completely tuned in to his every move. She shook her head in his direction and continued pacing.

      Ethan jogged over, but stopped short when he saw the front fender of the car. "Oh, no. Are you okay?"

      "Yes," she confirmed before adding, "For now, but my husband is going to kill me."

      Ethan gave her a disbelieving look. "I'm sure he'll just be glad that you weren't hurt."

      "No, you don't understand," she said adamantly. "This car is his baby. He will never forgive me for this."

      "Why don't you give him a call," Ethan suggested. He was still confident that Sabrina's husband would be more relieved that she wasn't injured than concerned about his car.

      Sabrina swiped her phone to call Mick before she could chicken out. She turned away as she paced and talked, but from the portion of the conversation Ethan could hear, it sounded like Sabrina had been right about his reaction.

      By the time she hung up, she was crying and saying she was sorry. When she held the phone away from her ear, Ethan could hear Sabrina's spouse calling her a "fucking idiot female driver."

      "That went well," she joked lamely, with a sad smile, after the call ended. Her cheeks were flaming scarlet with embarrassment for any of her husband's rant that Ethan had overheard.

      "You probably just took him by surprise. I bet he'll call back soon to apologize and let you know that he's glad you're okay," Ethan said kindly.

      "Mm-hmm," Sabrina responded noncommittally, knowing that hell would freeze over before that happened.

      Reaching out to rub the back of his index finger down her cheek, Ethan said, "I sure am glad you weren't hurt."

      His feather-light touch sent electric tingles down her spine. Why couldn't Mick make her feel this way? Why hadn't Mick felt like she was more important than a stupid car?

      The thoughts of her husband and his reaction sent another kind of chill down her spine. She was already dreading his return. He would no-doubt give her an earful of nastiness and condescension about her careless driving.

      She hadn't been careless, though. She had swerved to avoid hitting a cat that darted out in the road and ended up colliding the car into a fence. When she had told Mick what had happened, he had become even more furious. "YOU WRECKED MY CAR OVER A STUPID CAT?!?" His incredulous voice was eerily quiet, seething with pent-up anger.

      "Next time flatten the cat like a pancake," he had said coldly, before hanging up on her.

      Ethan, on the other hand, said, "Is the cat okay, too?"

      She smiled at his much-more-appropriate-than-her-husband's reaction. Ethan had the right idea...be concerned about the living beings and worry about the car later. Why didn't Mick understand that simple concept?

      "The cat was probably scared out of one of its lives, but I didn't hit it," she told her neighbor. "The fence on the other hand..." She let Ethan draw his own conclusions about how the fence fared after tangling with a moving car.

      "I can take care of that," he promised, before striding back over to his garage. When he emerged, he loaded a shovel and a red metal toolbox into the back of his pickup truck. She joined him, smiling at his take-charge attitude, and gave him directions to the scene of the accident.

      He told her not to give the fence another thought. "I'll make it better than new," he bragged, before backing out of his driveway to go fix her mess.

      "Apparently, Prince Charming sometimes skips the white horse, in favor of a black pickup truck," she said to herself

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/daringdesires.jpg
4
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ANN OMASTA





