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Arizona:

I’m supposed to be living a life of bliss and wonder. It’s what my mom and grandmother made believe would happen once I found the perfect man. They forgot to tell me that I might need to have a conversation about my wants and needs prior to the marriage.

Kavanaugh:

I married the perfect woman. That was my thought the day we were married. One truly f*cked up slip and all of that goes out the window. Now, there’s a stranger in our home.

The holidays have come. Kavanaugh and Arizona Price have an important decision to make. It may be the final straw for their struggling marriage. A holiday surprise may surprise them both and rekindle the fire both believed was lost.

Not all sins can be forgiven, not all hearts can be restored
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Prologue
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Arizona & Belle


Sometimes two people are fated to meet. That’s what my friend, Belle Davis, believes with all of her heart. The two of us were out celebrating our freedom from two of the most insensitive jerks we’d ever met.

My guy, James, forgot I had a birthday for two years, dismissed the fact that I existed most of the time unless he was horny. Told his mother I was ugly and fat. Wait ... why did I spend three years of my life with him?

Belle’s guy, Claude, was drop dead gorgeous and knew it. On the day of her favorite aunt’s funeral she found him being fucked by the clergyman while going down on her slut of a cousin, Janie. His explanation for it all was, “I told you that was one of my fantasies. You could’ve joined or watched and I would’ve taken good care of you later.” 

She dropped down to her knees yanked his pants down then primed him a bit with her hand.

“You know what to do, Luv.”

Belle told me that a smile formed on her lips as she squeezed the head of his cock then jerked hard on his nut sack. When he dropped to the ground, she put her foot to his throat and told him if he wasn’t out of her apartment by the time she returned she’d burn him and all of his shit to pieces. Belle also dared him to take one thing that belonged to her and he’d understand what it meant to have a crazy bitch in his life. Her parting gift was to slam her heeled foot into his junk before exiting her apartment.

One week later, we sit in our favorite restaurant, enjoying our meal and each other’s company while people watching.

“Do you think you’ll hit the dating scene again anytime soon, Belles?”

“Not right away. I’m going to give myself some recovery time. Speaking of time. I think it’s time for us to go.”

“Yeah, we can find a less expensive place for us to get drunk.”

“We sure can.”

We both get up while reaching for our purses. She pulls her jacket from the back of the chair then does some wild flourish with it. She doesn’t notice the couple walking up behind her. The male is hit with her hand along with her coat.

“My goodness. I’m so ...”

Belle locks eyes with the tall, sandy-blonde male with the sides of his hair shaved off. They stand for a full minute staring at one another.

“Sorry.”

“It’s not a problem at all, Miss.”

The woman with him clears her throat before taking his hand. He’s definitely taken. Belle and the male don’t seem fazed by the gesture. They continue to stare at one another until I clear my throat.

“Sorry. Let’s go.”

“It was nice running into you,” he says and I know my friend well enough to know she’s a goner soon if I don’t get her out of here. The base in is voice alone will have her bending over and making him an offer he wouldn’t want to

“Yeah, it was nice bumping into you and your lady friend.”

I have to practically drag her out of the building.

“Wow! Hot stuff!”

“Oh yeah. Hot stuff with a woman on his arm flirting with you.”

“There was a woman?”

We both laugh out loud. It takes us a little bit of time to gain control of ourselves. Once we do, we say “goodnight” to each other, I remembered I have a job interview the next morning. She had a client meeting.

That’s how we met my future boss.

The 
guy in my life, poor unfortunate soul that he is, won’t meet me until a little further into the future. It’s due to a business run for that very same man.
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Chapter 1
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Recollections

Arizona


“Screw you! You jerk-faced asshole!”

Those were the first words I ever spoke to my husband. He wasn’t my husband when they were said. In fact, we didn’t even know one another. I believe his words were just as colorful.

“No, need to be Miss Prissy, Miss. Fuck you! I bet you’re a greater bitch!”

His response confused me because the person those words were aimed at would know why he was being called them. I was also told that he was the non-confrontational type.

“Hey Nikki, your sister’s on the phone and screaming at me that you’re yelling at the wrong person.”

What’ do you mean I’m yelling at the wrong person?”

“Jimmy is at the house begging her to take him back. He claims it was a mistake. Some crisis of conscience on his part.”

“Right. It was a crisis all right. It was a crisis his junk didn’t fall off in the other three girls he was screwing.”

Bellamy Howard, my very best friend and ace in the hole of life, raises her chin to indicate that someone is behind me. Turning, I find I am staring into the very blue eyes of someone who is a total stranger and definitely not my sister, Montana’s, cheating ass boyfriend.

“I need to know why I’m a jerk-faced asshole because I’m pretty sure I’ve never laid eyes on you prior to today.”

“You would be the jerk-faced asshole because I am the biggest ... no you said greatest. I am the greatest bitch to ever grace this earth with her presence. Just in case you’re wondering, I’m not complimenting myself. I am, in fact, a bitch because I yelled at you in error.”

The stranger smiles and ... what the shit? My panties just walked down my damn legs of their own volition. It’s an incredible feat since I’m wearing jeans. I smile back at the tall, dark-haired, and gorgeous man standing before me. His dimples caught my attention that day. It took his sexiness factor up a few notches. I was instantly infatuated.

“And?”

I feel my brows furrow at the question and the knowing smirk that accompanies it. I’m genuinely confused.

“Apologize, Dimwit,” Belle tells me as she nudges my shoulder with her hand.

I’d forgotten she was still there until that moment. I lose my footing and Mr. Sexy catches me.

“Whoa. Careful.”

“Um, thank you and I’m sorry for basically attacking you with my words.”

“Definitely woke me up this afternoon. The day was pretty boring until then. I have to apologize for instantly responding the way that I did. It wasn’t just you.”

“Oh, did someone else call you a jerk-faced asshole today besides me? If so, that constitutes a pattern and you may want to consult an expert about rectifying your issue.”

He releases a full belly, bass-toned laugh and I just about climax on the spot.

Holy cheese balls on a platter!

That sound is full of sexual possibility. What the ... wow!

“There’s an expert in patterns of being called a jerk-faced asshole? If so, I need to know what in the hell their credentials could possibly entail. Is there a special school these experts attend in order to deal with people who are regularly called jerk-faced assholes?”

It’s my turn to laugh because I’m visualizing that educational institution. What exactly would be the name of that school? Those wayward thoughts and questions are interrupted by my friend. Belle’s throat clearing could be heard over a 757 landing on a freight train.

“Yes Belle?”

“We are on our lunch hour?”

I see the question in the stranger’s face, but I can’t pinpoint exactly what the inquiry is so I tilt my head and wait. He nods then gives me what I want.

“You came out on your lunch hour to verbally berate someone. I would definitely hate to get on your bad side. That takes dedication.”

“It was worth it.” Quickly checking myself, I come up with another banner statement. “The actual jerk-faced asshole those words were supposed to be directed at deserved it. It would’ve been worth it to see his shocked face when I said that to him.”

He doesn’t respond immediately so I figure we’ve run our course of witty banter and repartee. I should probably get back to my job since
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