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        One woman I’m married to, one woman I need, and how to keep them apart…

        Steele was never supposed to see us together like that, but she had, now what would I do?

        Two years of marriage and I’d never been happier, or so I thought until my wife turned into a sexy little vixen who was trying hard to keep my sexual attention.

        Passion, desire, and unadulterated lust poured from my wife, a woman who’d let her job take her over, but I had too, so I had no room to talk.

        My idea to spice things up turned up the heat we naturally had, but not the way I had planned. Things got out of hand and it was up to me to get them back under control.

        Could I do it before my little secret would be revealed? Or would my secret have my world crashing down on me?
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      What in the world was he doing here?

      I couldn’t stop staring at my husband, or at the way he inclined toward his dining companion. I must be reading things wrong. There was no way that my gorgeous, devoted, handsome Arsen would be looking at another woman like that. No way that he would be sneaking around behind my back.

      It was the middle of the afternoon, and I’d finally taken a break from the case that I had been examining to grab a quick lunch. Arsen hadn’t been in the office, which had been odd because I knew he didn’t have court at all that day.

      Still, he could be out with a client, I knew, and it looked like that was the case. Only when the lovely young woman with him threw back her head and laughed, her dark hair flying in a perfect cloud only to settle in gorgeous waves down her back again, I had to admit the truth to myself.

      People who needed to hire a lawyer weren’t usually in the mood to laugh like this woman was. I gritted my teeth as I looked at her, at how perfect she was. She practically seemed to sparkle, to be just slightly brighter and more beautiful than anyone else around her.

      So again, what in the world was my husband, Arsen Sloan, the high powered attorney, doing at this upscale restaurant in the middle of the day with a strange woman? That was the million dollar question, and I wasn’t the type of woman to just sit back and wonder about that.

      There was probably a completely reasonable explanation for this, and I couldn’t wait to find out what it was. So I plastered my best smile on my face, adjusted my blonde curls to sit more attractively around my face, and straightened my clothes a little bit.  No sense in not putting my best foot forward, I figured.

      Arsen glanced up as I approached, and I watched as a wall seemed to drop into place behind his eyes. I had seen him do that before, with other people. Mostly clients, when he was going into hyper professional mode.

      It hurt. It felt like he’d plunged a knife right into my belly.  He’d never given me that look before. He’d never hidden anything from me, and I had always been positive that he never would.

      “Steele,” Arsen said. He stood up as I approached. He always had been such the gentleman. It was one of the things that had attracted me to him back when we’d met at a nightclub a few years back. I’d just been a struggling college student back then, but I could still remember how it had felt to have him notice me. In a room full of people, he’d seen me.

      Did he still see me?

      As I approached, he leaned down and brushed his lips over my right cheek, and then slid in to kiss my lips. Even as worried as I was, I couldn’t help the shudder that went through me when his lips touched mine. From the very first moment that I’d laid eyes on him, all the blood in my body had seemed to rush south, and my heart always pounded hard when he kissed me.

      He’d always been so gorgeous, and nothing had changed. He still had those broad shoulders, those strong, hard arms that could hold me so tight. I knew every inch of the muscular, hot, beautiful body beneath that exquisitely tailored suit. I knew it all, and that only made me want him more.

      It was a brief, chaste kiss, but it made me weak in the knees despite that. After two years of marriage, the man could still drive me wild for him. It really wasn’t at all fair.

      Especially not when he was having lunch in the middle of the afternoon with some impossibly gorgeous woman. My heart clenched in my chest. I’d seen him with clients before. This felt very different somehow.

      “Darling, this is Faith Harrington.” Arsen gave me a smile that I could swear was genuine. But there was a hint of stress that crinkled up the corners of his eyes. The faintest hint of tension in his shoulders. Most people wouldn’t have noticed it, and he was superb at hiding it, but I was his wife and had been for two years.  I had seen him in all sorts of moods, and I knew very well when he was hiding something.

      He was definitely hiding something.

      The only question was, what was it? And what did this woman, this Faith Harrington, have to do with any of it? There was one very obvious reason for that, of course, but I flatly refused to let my mind go there.

      Faith Harrington, curse her pretty green eyes, gave me a big, friendly smile. Once more, it struck me that she wasn’t exactly acting like the normal client that Arsen would tend to meet with.  Those people tended to be filled with negative emotions, anger, fear, and the like, when they went to hire a lawyer.

      “Hi!” Faith chirped at me, and I tightened the smile on my lips so that it didn’t slide right off of them and nodded.

      “Hello, Faith Harrington,” I purred, locking eyes with her.  This was my husband, and she’d better not have any ideas. I took a deep breath, and let it out slowly.

      I was being ridiculous. Arsen was my husband, after all, and he hadn’t tried to even hide that from Faith. Nor had he shown any signs of being unhappy with me. Not until now, anyway.

      The silence between the three of us lengthened and became distinctly awkward. Not that either of them seemed to notice. That wide smile never left Faith’s pretty lips, and I had to hope that was a good sign.

      Surely she wouldn’t be brazen enough to be trying to get my husband into bed while at the same time smiling at me like that? She seemed so genuinely happy, the sort of perky girl that I had never been but had always admired. The eternal optimist.

      Not to mention that she was pretty much my opposite physically. She was slender and lithe, and her legs, stretched out under the table, were elegant and smooth and seemed to go on forever.

      She looked like a damn model. I had never been the sort to get too worked up about my physical appearance in comparison to other women, but she was a bit intimidating.

      “Faith is a new client,” Arsen said, his deep voice smooth and rich, like always. He smiled at me, and it was easy to let myself think that he was telling the truth. There were still those nagging little tells that he had, and they kept their grip on my heart, threatening to tear it apart, but I had to admit that it very well could be what Arsen was saying.

      “Oh.” I forced myself to take a deep, calming breath, right into the very pit of my stomach, where all of this unwelcome new insecurity was living. “Great. What’s the case?”

      Even as I said it, I knew that I was making a mistake. There was absolutely no way that he would tell me, particularly not right in the middle of a restaurant, and not right in front of the client. Arsen was far too good a lawyer to let himself do anything so unprofessional.

      I knew better, and I never would have even asked, if not for having had my head all messed up by seeing my husband with another woman. Me asking him was a silent plea for this meeting between Arsen and Faith to be legit, for him to not be lying to me.

      More than anything, that’s what I wanted. For this to all be nothing more than a normal business meeting. I looked at my husband, and then at Faith, who was still beaming at me, and tried to let myself believe it.

      “Sorry, Steele.” Arsen’s response was just as I’d expected. “Client confidentiality. And we still need to finish up our meeting, so if you wouldn’t mind …?” And there it was, his stoic gaze. The one he gave witnesses for the prosecution who were on the stand, threating the well-being of his client. Was I threatening something he had going on with this woman?

      He was polite about it, but there was no doubt that I was being dismissed. My husband was with another woman, and he was outright sending me away. This was a first, and hopefully, a last, too.

      “Oh. Right.” The smile that had been on my lips had outright fallen off, but I pulled it back into place once more. “Of course.  I’ll see you at the office, Arsen.”

      “It was so nice to meet you, Steele,” Faith sounded so damn chipper, and it was hard to think that she had anything to hide. Either that or she was just incredibly gutsy, it was hard to tell.

      Deeply thoughtful, I left the restaurant. My expensive lunch had been exquisite at the time, but it sat in my stomach like a lead brick, weighing me down.

      Please, please don’t let this be happening…
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      “Well, she seems nice,” Faith said in the same tone of voice that she said everything in. The woman seemed unable to say anything without exclaiming it, which I had to admit, made her a hell of a lot of fun to be around. Bright, bubbly and happy, Faith exuded all sorts of positive emotions, and I found that to be so different from my normal life.

      There wasn’t actually a whole lot of pep in my normal life.  Much more arguing. Not with Steele, or at least not most of the time, but with other people. Other lawyers. Clients. I was damn good at my job and I knew it, but it wore even me down from time to time.

      “She is,” I agreed, watching as my wife of two years left the restaurant. There was a slight frown on her face, and I knew that I was walking a fine line with her. It was obvious to me that she’d been able to read my face. I had a hell of a poker face normally, but she was my wife, and she’d seen me in all sorts of moods.

      I had to be careful, but at the same time, I couldn’t just give this up. I needed what Faith could do for me, and the risk, I thought, would be worth it, in the end.

      Leaning forward, I fixed my eyes on Faith, who looked back at me with those jade green eyes of hers. “I need to see you again,” I admitted. “I’m going to have to get back to the office soon. I can’t let Steele figure out what’s going on.”

      Her head tilted and her smile went wide. “Of course, we still have arrangements to make. I’ll make myself available for you, Arsen.”

      I allowed myself to smile a little. Of course Faith would do as she said. Most people made a point of wanting to please me. That was one of the things that had attracted me about Steele. Just like her name, she was so strong. Unbreakable. Unbending.

      But how I made Steele bend without breaking was the best experience of my life. Although I had to admit Steele lost a bit in the transition from bending to my will. I wasn’t sure if she’d ever get that back.

      I actually enjoyed verbally sparring with my wife on occasion, over important issues. Steele had lost the desire to engage in intelligent yet heated discussions with me. I missed that part of her. That fiery temper and wicked tongue that would come out to do battle with me. In the end we’d kiss, make love, and agree to disagree about most things.

      Faith didn’t give that impression at all. More importantly, though, she could help me with what I needed. I loved my wife deeply and sincerely, but this was one thing that Steele wouldn’t be able to do for me. Our relationship would be much stronger, I figured, if I went through with this.

      Which didn’t mean that I wasn’t nervous. It wasn’t the sort of feeling that I was used to, and it didn’t sit all that well with me. I wasn’t used to having to hide things, and this was a pretty huge thing that I was going to be hiding.

      “Be careful,” I said suddenly. She wasn’t taking this seriously enough, and this was one thing that I needed her to be wary about.  Loose lips sink ships, I’d heard before, and the message was clear to me. I’d seen it happen, people finding out things that they shouldn’t. More than one divorce had happened because of that.

      “Be careful of what? Your wife? She didn’t look that scary,” Faith said, and she gave another one of those laughs, those free, easy, happy laughs that I had to admit were charming.

      It didn’t change anything, though. She was still being far too blasé, and everything would be utterly ruined if Steele found out about any of this. It just wasn’t a risk that I was willing to take.

      “She’s very smart,” I wanted to make sure that Faith understood just what the risks here were. “And she’s a hell of an investigator. If we’re not very careful in how we proceed, she might figure everything out.”

      Faith looked at me, and she
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