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TRUST ME TONIGHT

 


Traci Quarterman thinks their marriage is
over. Her husband, Rick, is determined to prove her wrong. He'll
need a blindfold, a few scarves, and a whole lot of trust from
Traci to make things right between them.


​ Chapter
One

 


Rick Quarterman was losing
his wife. Traci hadn’t physically betrayed him, yet, but in his
opinion, she’d done worse. All of the emotional intimacy that
belonged to him, she’d given to another. Ten years of marriage, two
beautiful children, and the home they’d built together—he was in
jeopardy of losing it all.

Not if he could help it.

Traci was more than his
wife. She was his life, and he’d fight the devil himself to keep
her by his side. Rick tensed as he recognized the sound of the
garage door opening. She was home. He positioned himself where she
would see him as soon as she walked through the door.

Traci came in, head bowed as she sorted the
mail. She looked up and saw him as she dropped the mail on the
center island in the kitchen. “Hey, I didn’t see you standing
there. Where are the kids?”

“They’re spending the
night with Brian. We need to talk.”

Her already light
complexion paled significantly. She drew in a deep breath and
seemed to brace herself. “You want a divorce,” she said, her voice
dull with resignation.

“Hell, no!” he exploded.
“And if you think you’re getting one, get that thought out of your
mind, right now!”

She rocked back on her
heels at the forcefulness of his words. With a hand that shook
visibly, Traci tucked a strand of silky straight, chestnut brown
hair behind her ear and regarded him with wariness in her deep
brown eyes. “If this isn’t about ending our marriage, what’s so
important you had to send the kids away?”

“Come in here and let’s
sit down. This isn’t a conversation I want to have in the kitchen.”
He turned and led the way into the living room, stopping when he
reached the fireplace. Turning, he faced her and braced an arm on
the mantel.

She followed and tossed
her purse onto the couch before confronting him. “You’re having an
affair.”

The certainty in her tone
pissed him off and his spine stiffened. “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! I
am not having an affair. How could you even think that?”

“What else am I supposed
to think, Rick? You certainly haven’t been interested in me. It’s
been months since we last had sex, and it wasn’t because of a lack
of interest on my part,” she finished bitterly.

Rick winced and wiped his
face with his hand. It was worse than he’d thought. For a moment,
he wondered if he’d left it too late. No, he wouldn’t think that
way. Defeat was not an option.

“Traci, sit down.” When
she hesitated, he added, “Please.”

She sat in the recliner
and crossed her arms under her breasts. Undaunted, he crossed to
her side and went down on one knee beside her, getting as close as
he could without physically touching her. “Traci, I love you. I
have never cheated on you, and I never will. You are the only woman
I want. I haven’t even looked at another woman with desire since
the day you became mine.”

He paused for a minute to
let those words sink in before continuing. “I’m sorry for the way
I’ve neglected you, neglected us. I took our marriage, our love,
for granted. I had my reasons, which I’ll gladly explain later. But
tonight, if you let me, I want to try and make it up to
you.”

Traci chewed on her bottom lip while she
searched his eyes, gauging his sincerity. “I don’t know what to
say.”

He knew this wouldn’t be easy, but it would
have been nice if she’d have smiled and said all was forgiven. “Do
you love me, Traci?”

“I—”

“Wait! Before you answer,
let me clarify. I know you love me. I’m your husband and the father
of your children. That’s not what I want to know. Are you still in
love with me? Am I still first in your heart?” he asked.

He saw the moment she
understood his meaning. Her dark eyes grew shiny with the gathering
tears, and she turned her gaze away from his and looked over his
shoulder. “I don’t know.”

The pain he felt at that second in time was
indescribable. “Do you…want…a divorce?” The words left a bitter
taste in his mouth, but he forced himself to ask anyway.

Her answer wasn’t as forthcoming as he would
have liked, and he sweated blood while he waited her response.

“No.”

It was weak and uncertain, but she’d said
no. He heaved a sigh of relief. “Good, because I wouldn’t have let
you go. Not without a fight.”

At his words, she gifted him with a small
smile.

Encouraged, he continued. “I believe we can
fix this.”

Traci’s smile died as her
expression turned wary. “What did you have in mind?”

“Do you trust
me?”

Her gaze lost focus and she searched
inwardly. Rick held his breath.

“Yes, I do.”

The calm assurance he saw in her expression
made him want to pump his fist in the air. If they still had trust
between them, the rest was doable. “I know the recent lack of
passion on my part is one of our problems. Tonight, I’d like to
correct that. Will you place your body into my keeping and trust me
with your pleasure?”

Her brows drew together in
a puzzled frown. “I’m not sure what you’re asking.”

“I want to do something
different. Try something we’ve never done before. It will all be
for your pleasure. What do you say?”

“Different?” she echoed
slowly.

He stood and held his hand out to her.
“Trust me.”

There was a short, silent
pause as she studied him. Finally, she placed her light brown hand
in his slightly tanned one and allowed him to pull her to her feet.
Rick led her up the stairs and into the master bedroom, closing the
door firmly behind them.

He let Traci’s hand go and leaned back
against the door. “Take off your clothes.”

She slipped off the navy blue jacket to her
skirt set and went to hang it in the closet.

“No. Let it fall to the
floor.”

At the rebellious
expression on her face, he took the time to explain. “Traci, don’t
worry about the suit. It can be cleaned. You spend so much time
focused on being a mother and wife, and you’re good at it. Great in
fact, but right now I want you to just be a woman. Don’t worry
about the suit, the mess—none of it. Let go and concentrate on what
we’re doing right now.”

Traci stood there
deliberating, the jacket dangling from the fingertip of her right
hand. He could see the struggle on her face. He waited, knowing
this was important for both of them.

Finally, she smiled
ruefully and let the jacket drop to the floor. “It’s ridiculous how
hard that was. Even now there’s a little voice screaming in my head
saying, ‘Pick it up. Pick it up now. Do you know how much you paid
for that?’”

“If it gets ruined, I’ll
buy you another.” Her emerging sense of humor relaxed him as
nothing else could. She was on board with the program.
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