
[image: cover.jpg]


A Real Love Enterprises Publication 

Beyond the Breaking Point and Broken: Box set edition

Electronic book Publication May 2014 ISBN 978-0-9899260-4-1

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 

Beyond the Breaking Point Copyright © 2013 Zena Wynn 

Proofread by Bernadette Smith 

Cover art by Shirley Burnett 

Electronic book Publication October 2013 

Broken Copyright © 2014 Zena Wynn 

Edited by www.jimandzetta.com

Proofreaders: Irene Davis and Wynita Duncan

Cover art by Shirley Burnett 

Electronic book Publication April 2014 

With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the publisher, Real Love Enterprises, PO Box 12003, Jacksonville, FL 32209. 

eBooks are not transferable.

They cannot be sold, shared or given away as it is an infringement on the copyright of this work.

Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this book may be scanned, uploaded or distributed via the Internet or any other means, electronic or print, without the publishers permission. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000. (http://www.fbi.gov/ipr/). Please purchase only authorized electronic or print editions and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted material. Your support of the authors rights is appreciated. 

This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental. The characters are productions of the authors imagination and used fictitiously.

The Author acknowledges the following trademarks:

Coca-Cola

Play-Doh

Google

McDonalds


Contents

Beyond the Breaking Point

Broken

About the Author

The Question


Beyond the Breaking Point

[image: img1.png] 


BEYOND THE BREAKING POINT

Breaking point. Everyone has one. For Dr. Cassidy Brannon it was discovering her husband, Phillip, in a compromising position with his best friend Maxs almost fiancée, Amber, while vacationing with the other couple. Angry and heartbroken, she and Max indulge in a night of drunken sex. The next day, Cassidy returns home with one goal in minddivorce. 

However, nothing goes as planned. Phillip, hell bent on fixing their marriage, wont agree to a divorce. What was only meant to be one night with Max has turned into so much more. Then Cassidy finds out shes pregnant. With both Max and Phillip claiming to be the father, how much more can Cassidy take before shes pushed beyond the breaking point?


And the two shall become one flesh; so they are no longer two, but one flesh.What therefore God has joined together, let no man separate…

Mark 10:8-9

Grief is the emotional contract of divorce. 

Cheryl Nielsen


Chapter One 

A large hand, calloused from years of playing football and basketball, glided underneath the hem of the flimsy, baby-doll nightie she wore and worked its way to her breasts. Wake up, beautiful. Its baby making time.

Groaning in protest, Cassidy Brannon rolled away from her husbands touch, drew her leg up in her favorite sleeping position, and hugged her pillow closer to her. Sleep. Vacation.

Phillip, her husband of eight years, chuckled huskily. I see I need to be a little more persuasive.

He snuggled up so close behind her, she could feel the hard rod of his morning erection prodding the crease of her buttocks. Pushing her mass of unbound hair out of the way, he made a trail of nibbling kisses and love bites, beginning with the sensitive skin behind her ear, to her neck, and gradually worked his way down the length of her spine. As he maneuvered lower, he skimmed the palm of his hand up her thigh to the naked skin of her core. Probing fingers teased, touched, and tested her readiness to receive him.

What Cassidy wanted most was more sleep. She cracked an eye open. The milky whiteness of extremely early morning or of a rain-clouded sky peaked around the edges of the large, wooden-blind covered window. Since todays forecast called for clear sunny skies, Cassidy had to assume the sun hadnt completely risen. 

Roll over, he commanded, his voice low and aroused.

Reluctantly, Cassidy did as instructed, knowing this mornings opportunity to sleep in had just gone bye-bye. Mmm, youre really getting into this, she murmured, wrapping her arms around his neck as he kneed her legs open. Phillip lowered his heavier frame onto her lighter one, pinning her to the mattress. 

As she ran her hands up and down his muscular back, she mused that he still was just as big and muscular as he had been when he played collegiate football. Not surprising since he spent hours in the gym each week working on his physique. 

He gave her that smile she adored. Darling, you know Im always up, he nudged her sex with his penis, for a challenge. The book said early morning was the best time for conception. 

He drew one nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply. Reaching between their bodies, he strummed her clit with his thumb. Cassidy moaned and arched into the knowledgeable hand stroking her body. Maybe morning sex wasnt such a bad idea after all, she thought hazily as her body came alive. 

You ready for me? he asked, a hint of strain in his voice.

Her yes, came out on a sigh of anticipation. 

He withdrew his hand and guided his penis to her opening. Flexing his powerful hips, Phillip pushed steadily until he was deeply embedded. Then they began to move in a rhythm theyd perfected through years of practice.

Phillip changed the angle of his thrust and hit a spot that caused her to jerk. Ohh, she moaned.

Like that? his deep voice rumbled.

Yes. It came out breathy.

He did it again, and again. Cassidy canted her hips to take him deeper, and allowed her nails to dig into her husbands damp, muscular back. There was nothing like a man who took good care of himself, she mused. She loved running her hands over his muscles. 

Thats right, baby. Tighten that pussy around my cock. Make it good for me, he commanded. Dig those nails into my back. Show me you like what Im doing to you.

Cassidy moaned, knowing she was getting close. She could feel it in the clenching of her abdomen muscles. Feels…so…good, she panted.

His dark-brown eyes stared into hers from inches away. I love your pussy. Its so hot, sweet and wet. He thrust faster, harder. Come for me, baby. Let go. Let go now.

Cassidy dug her heels into the mattress, stiffened, and on a strangled groan, let the orgasm take her. 

Thats right, baby. Shit, you feel so good. Hold on. Hold on to me tight. Im getting ready to let go.

She wrapped her arms around him and held on to his slick body as he pounded into her. The mattress groaned its protest at the abuse and Cassidy had a moments concern, wondering if their condo mates could hear and know what they were doing. Then Phillip went rigid. His hips gave a few spasmodic jerks before he slumped on her, a complete dead weight.

Cassidy gave him a few seconds to recover then poked him in the side. Cant breathe, she gasped.

He hefted his upper body up a few inches and shifted his weight to the side before dropping again. Cassidy lay with her husband curled around her, his head on the pillow beside her. He breathed heavily in her ear, his muscled thigh still sandwiched between hers and his now flaccid, damp cock pressed against her body. 

She idly stroked his hair, loving the way his sweat-slicked, low cut felt against her hand. Theyll be looking for us soon.

He cupped her breast and toyed with the nipple. Were on vacation, he reminded her. That means no schedules. Besides, youre supposed to lie still and give my soldiers a chance to reach their target.

She laughed. Like your soldiers need any help.

Philip propped up on an elbow. You never know. Youve been off the pill for six months. I thought wed have seen some results by now.

She cupped his strong, handsome face, allowing her thumb to play with his goatee. Six months isnt that long, considering. I wasnt all that regular before I went on the pill and it took a few months for me to start ovulating after coming off. So in reality, weve only been trying about three months. The rest was really great practice, she told him, waggling her eyebrows.

His lips smiled but the eyes remained serious. I just really want a family with you. He shifted his hand from her breast and laid it on her stomach. I want to see my child, children growing here. Weve waited long enough.

You will, she assured him. And thirty isnt that old to be starting a family. Women can safely have children into their forties. We have time.

Just to be on the safe side… Philip slid his hand from her belly to her mound and stroked her clit. Id better send in the reserves.

Go troops, she cheered as he dragged her down into another round of lovemaking.
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By the time Cassidy managed to escape her husbands amorous clutches, the sun rode high in the sky. Phillip had always been highly sexeda side benefit of all the bodybuilding he didbut since theyd decided to become pregnant, his sex drive had kicked into overdrive. It was, she admitted to herself, a little intimidating and frankly exhausting to be the focus of so much male sexual attention. Showered and dressed in a pair of loose denim capris and a bright pink tank top, she slipped from the bedroom, her bare feet quiet on the cool tiled floor. 

Cassidy blinked rapidly against the sharp brightness contrasted to the shadowed bedroom shed exited as her eyes adjusted. Someone had opened the curtains and sheers, flooding the room with light. Through the double sliding glass doors, sunlight sparkled like jewels on the surface of the lake visible below. From the waves of heat rising from the patio, the day was already a scorcher. 

She entered the kitchen to find Max Desalvo, Phillips best friend, seated at the breakfast bar, drinking a cup of coffee and reading the newspaper. Max and his live-in girlfriend, Amber, had invited her and Philip to join them on their vacation. The two couples were sharing a two-bedroom condo timeshare Max had rented from a family member in a luxury resort outside of Orlando.

Good morning. She glanced at the clock over the stove. Yes, eleven a.m. still qualified as morning. Wheres Amber? she asked Max.

Shes still in bed. Her idea of vacation is to sleep until noon, spend the afternoon sunbathing beside the pool, and stay out partying until the wee hours of the morning, Max said, clearly amused by the idea.

A huge yawn taking her by surprise, Cassidy covered her mouth and swayed lightly on her feet before slumping tiredly against the counter. Well, theyd gotten the wee hours part of the morning right last night, Cassidy mused. Unfortunately, she and Phillip hadnt been partying. It had been midnight before their flight had arrived in Orlando from Philly. The four-hour flight had morphed into a six-hour one when their connecting flight had been delayed. By the time theyd collected their rental, driven to the resort, and unloaded their luggage, it was nearly three a.m. 

Thank God Amber and Max had traveled ahead and checked in that afternoon. When their flight had been delayed, Cassidy had Phillip call Max and request he pick up a few things at the grocery store for them since everything would be closed when they arrived. Hed agreed. His generosity had allowed her and Phillip the luxury of sleeping in.

Cassidy reached up into the cabinet to grab a coffee cup, needing the caffeine kick more than she needed sustenance. As she moved closer, she caught the faint scent of clean male musk and looked over at Max, frowning as she noted his mildly sweaty appearance. Youve been out already? She hadnt heard anyone leave the condo.

Wanted to get a run in before it got hot.

As she poured coffee into the cup, she grinned at him. Tomorrow let me know before you head out. A run would do me some good. Ive been doing too much eating on the run and its starting to show in the hips. Cassidy patted her hips with her free hand to emphasize before placing the coffee pot back on the burner.

I love those hips, her husband stated as he walked into the kitchen. Those are good baby-bearing hips. He patted her on the butt and swiped her coffee.

Hey! Get your own. Cassidy reached for the cup, 

Philip held it out of reach. Caffeine isnt good for the baby, he reminded.

Max perked up. Youre pregnant? Congratulations! He beamed at them.

Cassidy shook her head. Not yet. Still trying.

Max waggled his eyebrows at them. Ah! That explains the noise I heard earlier as I was leaving. 

Cassidy felt her face flush and knew she was beet red. Her fair complexion blushed both vividly and easily. Philip let out a low, intimate laugh and Cassidy popped him on the arm. Dont encourage him.

Cassidy, Im just teasing. Max smiled and held up his hands in a dont-hate-me gesture. Cant help myself when you blush so prettily. 

Phillip shook his head, his expression wry. Shes a baby doctor. She knows what makes them. I dont understand how she can still be so squeamish about sex. 

Stung and a little hurt that her husband was making her out to be a prude when she wasnt, she lashed out. I am not squeamish. I just dont think something as intimate as sex is appropriate for group discussion. Or considered a spectator sport, she finished with a glare at her husband. 

The corners of Phillips eyes tightened, his jaw clenched, and his previously affectionate manner disappeared as he distanced himself from her. Cassidy closed her eyes, instantly remorseful. Damn, shed overreacted. When had she lost her sense of humor about sex? Im sorry, she said in a low voice. You know how cranky I get when I havent had enough sleep.

He smiled, good nature restored, and handed her the coffee back. Here, you obviously need this more than I do. Ill pour my own.

Cassidy sighed in relief and took a large gulp of the still-hot coffee.

Phillip reached up and took down another cup, and on his way to the pot, paused to tug on Cassidys ponytail, tilting her face up. Dropping a kiss on her lips, he murmured, I promise Ill let you sleep tonight…after.

She groaned, then laughed when he winked. 

Two years ago, theyd hit a rough patch in their marriage. Counseling had solved a lot of their issues, but the one that still remained a bone of contention was what he termed her vanilla attitude toward sex. Cassidy didnt think she was being unreasonable in not wanting to bring a third into their sex play, or her lack of desire to have sex in public. Nor was she into whips, chains, or spankings, but shed experimented with a little light bondage and even consented to anal sexwhich she totally didnt get what the big deal was about, but it made Phillip happy, so she didnt protestbut her concessions werent enough for her husband. He was always pushing, trying to get her to expand her boundaries. Apparently in the process, shed become overly sensitive on the subject. 

Oblivious to the undercurrents, Max glanced up from the paper and asked, Whats your plans for today?

Plans, Phillip asked, arching an eyebrow. Am I mistaken or is this a vacation? Who makes plans?

Max laughed. I see you and Amber share the same vacation school of thought.

Well, I heard Orlando has a large flea market. Id love to go see what they have, Cassidy stated wistfully. 

Babe, its our first day of vacation, Phillip protested. Dont you want to laze around, catch up on some much-needed rest?

She gave him a slow, wicked grin. Weve already lazed around. In case you havent noticed, its almost lunchtime. Besides, you know me. Once Im up, I like to keep busy. Id go crazy sitting around the condo doing nothing. I want to go shopping. I find it very relaxing.

Her husband groaned. She knew he was trying to find a way out. This new, post- counseling Phillip was more considerate and made a real effort to do things with her. Things she liked. We can get something to eat while were out, she cajoled. 

Cassidy… His tone bordered on a whine. Cassidy grinned, knowing she had him.

Tell you what. You stay here and chill and Ill take Cassidy shopping. I wouldnt mind checking out that flea market myself. I know Amber wont want to go. Her idea of shopping consists of highbrow designer stores or their equally high-priced air-conditioned outlet malls, Max said.

Phillip looked hopeful. Cassidy?

She laughed and nodded. All right, you big baby. You can stay here while Max and I bond. But its going to cost you, she added before he could get too happy, rubbing her fingers together in the classic sign for give me money. 

Not as much as going with you would. Let me get my wallet. 

How soon can we leave? she asked Max, mind already shooting ahead to what treasures she might find.

As soon as youre ready. We can stop and get some lunch before hitting the market, Max said.

Right then her stomach grumbled. Sounds like a plan. Give me five minutes to go change and Ill be ready.

Make it ten. I need a shower, Max said with a grimace, indicating his workout attire. 

They parted ways. Exactly ten minutes later they were headed out the door to Maxs car. He held the door for her to enter the low-sitting vehicle, then crossed around the front to the drivers side and got in. 

As he put the rental car in gear and backed out of the parking space, he admitted, I had an ulterior motive for volunteering to come with you today.

She glanced at him. Yeah? What?

I want you to help me pick out an engagement ring. My taste in jewelry sucks. I need a womans opinion.

Amber Wainwright, a physical therapist and fitness trainer, had come into Maxs life three years ago when shed helped him recover from a sports-related knee injury. Being no fool, shed wasted no time latching onto a good thing. Of course, Cassidy admitted, she was totally biased where Phillips friend was concerned.

Max was cover-model handsome, standing at six-two with the lean musculature of a long-distance runner, and possessing deep, crystal-blue eyes that could trap a woman in their gaze. His hair was a wavy, dark brown that he wore a bit long on top but cut short in the back, and right now, said hair was tousled carelessly. He sported the beginnings of a beard, giving him that bad-boy look that so many womenincluding herfound attractive. 

He and Amber had been living together for the last two years. Phillip had said he thought Max was considering making the arrangement permanent. Cassidy wasnt too sure how she felt about it. She wanted Max to be happy, wanted him to have a wife and family of his own, but there was something about Amber that she just couldnt put her finger on…

It seemed Phillip was right. Max was serious about his relationship with Amber. Sure, Ill help, she agreed, keeping her doubts about the wisdom of his decision to herself.

Great, he said, his relief evident. Well eat first, shop for the ring, and then hit the flea markets. We should find everything we need on International Drive.

Sounds good to me.
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Later that day, they drove through the security gate of the resort complex, laughing and triumphant. Cassidy had what her father affectionately termed her shoppers glow. It was that intensely satisfied feeling she got whenever she managed to purchase a lot of really neat items for little or no money. The flea market had been a gold mine of treasures, but they hadnt limited themselves to just the one. International Drive proved to be a conglomeration of malls, restaurants and everything else a vacationer could wish for. 

Weve been gone all day. You think theyll be mad? Cassidy asked. The last time shed checked in with Phillip hed assured her he was fine and for her to have fun. Shed taken her husband at his word and thrown herself wholeheartedly into her shopping. That had been hours ago.

Naw, besides, we brought Chinese, didnt we? When I talked to Amber, she was lying out by the pool, working on her tan. I got the feeling she wasnt missing me at all, Max confessed with a rueful grin.

Cassidy chuckled. I heard a game playing in the background so I doubt Phillips missing me all that much, either. Her husband loved sports, all sports. Give him a game and a beer and he was a happy camper. Since there was a six-pack of tall cans in the fridge and a big forty-six- inch screen at the resort, Cassidy doubted her absence was noted either. 

Max patted his pocket where a square-shaped lump protruded. Youre sure shell like the ring?

Shed be an idiot not to, Cassidy assured for what seemed like the hundredth time. Its gorgeous. And expensive, she added mentally, which was all she thought Amber would really care about. 

The ring featured a one-carat square solitaire diamond set in platinum with more diamonds lining the slim band. The engagement ring was designed to sit inside the wedding band, which had even more diamonds scattered as accents on the band. The whole thing set Max back a pretty penny, but as hed explained, he only planned on doing this once so he might as well do it right.

Cassidy, Max said in a completely un-Max-like tone, I really appreciate your assistance today.

She waved his thanks away.

Im not finished, he chided quietly as they wound their way down the lane to reach their unit. Youre a classy lady. Ive always thought so. Phillips a lucky bastard to have you.

Cassidy shifted in her leather seat, both pleased and embarrassed by the compliment. Thank you.

You know I make it a policy to stay out of your and Phillips business…

Thats true, she acknowledged.

…but I want you to know I thought what he did was really shitty, and I told him so at the time. Im glad for his sake that you two managed to work things out but if youd divorced him, I wouldnt have blamed you one bit. You deserved better.

Cassidy blinked. That was the most personal thing Max had ever said to her in all the years shed known him. As Phillips best friend, he and Amber spent a lot of time with them socializing, but he was her husbands friendnot hersand she and Amber had never clicked the way Max and Phillip had hoped they would. The way shed hoped they would by nature of the sheer amount of time they spent together as couples.

Max and Phillip had met in undergraduate school when theyd been assigned the same dorm room. Theyd clicked, becoming good friends. After being accepted to the same law school, theyd shared an apartment. Max had been Phillips best man when she and Phillip married. Theyd interned and eventually were hired on with the same, A-list law firm upon passing the Bar. 

Knowing she needed to say something, she settled on, Thanks, Max. You saying so means a lot to me.

Yeah, well… He seemed to flounder. I wanted you to know.

She laid a hand briefly on his arm. Thank you.

As an uncomfortable silence descended, Cassidy allowed her thoughts to drift back to the time when she and Phillip had come close to divorcing. It had taken over a year of intensive counseling to salvage their marriage, and had been another six months before Cassidy had allowed herself to believe that they just might make it till death do us part.

Now their marriage was much more stable. They still had issuesand really, what relationship didnt?but Cassidy felt confident in their willingness and ability to work through their problems. Or to seek outside help when communication channels broke down. According to her parents, that ability was the hallmark of any lasting marriage. 

In fact, she was so sure theyd make it that after much debate and discussion, earlier this year shed finally agreed with Phillip that it was time to start their family. From the very beginning, on the same night hed proposed, Phillip had made no secret of his desire for a large family. Coming from a single-parent home where he was an only child, hed always lamented the fact that hed grown up without siblings. Cassidy, also an only child, had been raised in an upper-middle class, two-income home where shed always had the love and support of her parents and been content with her status as the sole focus of her parents attention. 

She had been amenable to the idea as long as the money was there to support them. Fortunately, lack of money had never been one of their marital issues. They both had demanding, time-consuming, lucrative careers. Phillip was a trial lawyer specializing in workmans compensation cases and she a doctor specializing in obstetrics. Their combined incomes afforded them a nice home, expensive vehicles, and growing savings accounts. 

She touched her abdomen. Maybe this week, during what Phillip called their second honeymoon, it would happen.

The slowing of the vehicle brought Cassidy out of her musings. Max turned into the lot in front of their unit and parked the car in the closest spot he could find to the entrance. They both exited the car and stood looking at their purchases. They glanced at each other and the three flights of stairs theyd have to climb to reach their unit, before glancing back at the mountain of shopping bags covering the rear. 

Cassidy smirked. Guess we kind of overdid the shopping thing, huh?

Max wagged a finger at her. No, maam. Theres no we involved. The majority of these bags are yours.

Uh-huh, but the golf clubs arent, she pointed out.

He winced. Yeah, those are mine, but I can leave them in the trunk. He glanced at their purchases again. We might need reinforcements.

Cassidy dug her cell phone out of her purse and sent her husband a text. Need help. Come down. Ill grab the food and take it up. Phillip should be down any second, that is, if hes not asleep on the couch. If so, the smell of it should get him up and moving. You think Ambers still by the pool?

Max cast a glance at the sky where the mid-summer sun still shined bright. Most likely. 

Youd better call and let her know we brought dinner. She should be getting hungry by now, Cassidy advised. She looped her purse over one arm and then hefted the two brown paper bags full of little Chinese boxes. The heavenly aroma that wafted up from the contents made her mouth water. You know, on second thought, this food smells so good, maybe we should eat first and worry about the stuff later.

Max looked at her and grinned. Hungry?

Starved. She used her hip to close the passenger side door and headed for the stairs, more than ready to eat.

Will anything break if I consolidate some of these? he called after her.

She paused and thought of the contents. No, I dont think so. The breakables are wrapped pretty tight. In addition to clothes and shoes, Cassidy had done some souvenir shopping for family and friends back home.

In that case, I may be able to get most, if not all, of these. Hold up a minute.

She waited patiently while he scrounged around in the backseat. A lot of the vendors used plastic grocery bags that looped easily over the forearm. Some used paper, but those were for smaller items that should easily fit into larger ones. Mindful that shed have to pack all of her purchases for the plane home, other than the two pairs of shoes she simply couldnt pass up, shed limited herself to clothes, jewelry, hair accessories and the like. 

I know your arms are full, but if you can get a few of these lighter ones, I think we can manage.

Cassidy crossed over to him, set the paper bags holding the food on the hood, and held out an arm. Hook em here. As he complied, she asked, What about your clubs? I thought you were putting those in the trunk?

I think theyll be safe. This isnt the type of place where you have to worry about break-ins.

She glanced once more at their luxurious surroundings. True.

Ready? Max asked as he locked the door and slipped the keys in his shorts pocket.

Yes. She scooped the food bags into her arms and led the way. 

They could have used the elevator, but the three-sectioned, U-shaped building only had one, which was in the middle. Theyd parked on the far end, near their unit. The stairs werent fun, but she managed. It helped that they were the kind that wrapped around with a short landing every twelve or so steps. Less stress on the thigh muscles. Still, by the time they reached their front door, she was breathing heavy. 

I need to hit the gym while were here, she panted musingly.

Max laughed. Youre in great shape and you know it. Dont you jog?

On the treadmill, at the gym, when I get the chance. That, a bit of free weights and yoga, but maybe I need to add the stair climber to my routine. Can you reach your key? Mines in my purse.

Max slid the card in the slot and waited for the light to switch to green before pushing down the handle. The door opened with a quiet snick. He stood to the side for Cassidy to enter first. 

The layout of the condo was simple. It opened into a small foyer, off which was the entrance to the two bedroomsmaster suite on the left and guest on the right. Then came a short hallway containing the second bathroom on the right, a small closet containing the washer and dryer and a fairly large pantry shielded by sliding doors on the left. The rest of the floor plan was open. The kitchen sat on the right with a bar opening up to the dining room that flowed into the living room. The living room opened up onto a balcony, overlooking the manmade lake. It was all done in shades of coral and slate blue, with a seashell motif on the wallpaper trim. Cassidy loved the upscale casual feel to the place.

She detoured into the guest bedroom to drop her purchases on the bed with Max right behind her. She could hear a football game playing on the television in the living room, so loud it was a wonder the neighbors werent banging on the wall. Phillips cell with the charger plugged in sitting on the bedside table answered the question why her husband hadnt come down or answered her text.

Here, give me the food. Ill take it into the kitchen, Max instructed. 

As she passed him the bags, she said, Save me some Moo Shu.

Yeah, right. Youd better hurry. Im not making any promises, he teased.

Deciding organizing her purchases could wait, Cassidy was a few steps behind Max when he exited the bedroom. She detoured to the bathroom to wash her hands and was within hands reach of the sink when from the kitchen there came a loud crash that sounded like furniture being overturned.

Max! Amber screeched, sounding horrified.

Almost on top of Amber she heard Max bellow, You god-damned cheating whore!


Chapter Two

Heart in her throat, Cassidy dashed out of the restroom only to come jerking to a halt. Feet frozen to the tile floor, she stared at the tableau before her. 

Amber stood in the middle of the living room, lips swollen, bikini bottoms riding so low the smooth skin of her hairless mound was revealed. She clutched a scrap of fabric the same color as her bottoms to her abundant, heaving bare breasts. Her long blonde hair was mussed, as though fingers had recently played in it. Or like shed just finished having sex, Cassidys dark side whispered. Ambers weight shifted nervously from one foot to the other as she stared beseechingly at Max.

Phillip stood near the couch, dressed in the same blue muscle T-shirt and basketball shorts hed had on when she left, but now said shorts and underwear pooled around his ankles, his shiny cock standing at attention. His handsome, dark-complexioned face had a scowl on it, his eyes were narrowed in a ferocious glare, and his meaty fists were clenched by his sides. 

The crash must have been the sound of the coffee table, which lay on its side. Surrounding it were a couple of empty beer cans, a large bag of chips with a good portion of its contents scattered around, the remotes, a small plant holder and the remains of what must have been the table decoration.

Max stood, feet braced apart, fists in a white-knuckled grip on the kitchen countertop as though he were physically restraining himself from launching his lean muscular body at Amber. He leaned forward like a tightly wound spring, almost vibrating with fury.

And her, standing slightly behind and to the side of Max in the hallway, hand covering her mouth to keep from crying out, still as a marble statue and body just as cold. Everything seemed suspended, like she was encased underwater in a soundproof bubble. 

Then Phillip spoke and everything came roaring to life. Man, its not what you think. Well, it is, but I didnt initiate this. You know I wouldnt do that to you. I was sleep on the couch, minding my own damn business when she came at me 

Thats a lie! Amber yelled. Dont you dare stand there and play the innocent role. You dont think I saw the way you watched me when I came out of the room in my suit?

Phillip scowled. Hell yeah I looked. Im a man, not a eunuch, and you obviously wanted me to notice you. You came out here, tits bouncing, ass on display and thought Id turn my head? But I didnt ask you to stick your hands down my pants while I was sleeping.

Hands now planted on her hips, Amber leaned forward aggressively. Cassidy couldnt stop her gaze from dropping to Ambers abundant, perky, pink-nippled breasts. Unconsciously, she hunched her shoulders and crossed her arms over her much-smaller chest. 

You didnt say no, either. I didnt hear you complaining once I had your cock in my mouth. You damn sure werent complaining when you had your fingers shoved up my pussy, Amber accused.

Cassidy had seen and heard enough. She put one foot behind her and pivoted, intending to leave the room. 

Cassidy! Baby! 

She halted mid-motion, gaze flying automatically to her husband. 

Phillip appeared startled, as if he hadnt known she was there. I know it looks bad, but let me explain. He held out a beseeching hand and stepped forward, only to trip over his clothing. As he hurriedly pulled up his briefs and shorts, she spun on her heels and strode to the bedroom. Phillip caught her at the door and laid a firm hand on her shoulder. Cassidy, please, listen to me.

She jerked away from his hold. Dont. Touch. Me.

Babe, this isnt like before. I wouldnt have had sex with her. I learned my lesson, I swear. 

She had her lips on your dick! Cassidy shouted furiously. And your fingers were in her pussy, she mentally added. 

But we didnt have sex. He had his hands braced on his waist, looking frustrated and guilty as hell.

She couldnt deal with this now. Cassidy went to the closet and grabbed her suitcase. She should have just left the damned thing packed. Then she could have snatched it and gone.

Alarmed, he demanded, What are you doing?

What does it look like? she snapped. Im getting the hell away from you.

And go where? Were thousands of miles away from home.

She didnt answer him, done talking. She stalked from the dresser, to the closet, to the bed, haphazardly throwing her clothes into the suitcase. In less than three minutes, shed zipped the bag closed and was headed to the bathroom for the rest of her things, her husband right on her heels.

Cassidy, if youll just calm down and listen, we can work this out. You want me to apologize? Im sorry. I was wrong. I should have shoved her away, but its hard for a man to think when a woman has her hand on his dick. But I swear, I wouldnt have allowed it to go any further. I love you. Our marriage means too much to me to throw it away over something this stupid.

Cassidy didnt even have an answer for the load of bull hed just shoveled. In silence she scooped up her hair products, deodorant, and body wash and carried them back into the bedroom. Phillip reached out a hand to touch her again and she snarled, actually snarled at him. He visibly hesitated, reconsidering the wisdom of his action. 

She continued into the room, ignoring the screeching and yelling coming from the master suite. Dropping the items into her carryon, she zipped the case closed and slipped the strap over her shoulder. Then she collected her purse, laptop case, and extended the handle on her rolling suitcase.

Cassidy, be reasonable. Where are you going? You dont have a car and Im not giving you the keys to our rental. He tried to take the suitcase and she snatched it away from him.

Im getting away from you, even if I have to walk to do so. Ill go down to the security gate and call a cab. 

He grabbed her suitcase again, halting her forward momentum. If youre that determined to leave, Ill take you. Let me put on my shoes and grab my wallet and keys. Once you calm down, then we can discuss this like rational adults.

In a low, deadly voice she said, Let go and get away from me before I hurt you. Right then she was perfectly capable of committing homicide.

He released the handle and retreated a few steps. If you insist on leaving, take the rental.

Just then the door to the master bedroom was flung open. And to think I was going to ask you to marry me, Max shouted over his shoulder.

Marry? Amber shrieked from somewhere in the depths of the room. 

Max, I need a ride to a hotel. If I have to spend another minute here, someone is going to get hurt.

Maxs blue-eyed gaze pinned her to the spot, but Cassidy got the feeling he wasnt really seeing her. Abruptly, he nodded. Fucking great idea. Give me a minute, he said before re-entering the room. 

Ill be by the car, she called to his retreating back.

What do you mean marry? she heard Amber say.

She had her hand on the doorknob when Phillip spoke again, his tone subdued. Ill call you in the morning. When you check in, call and let me know where you are.

Cassidy opened the door and left like she hadnt heard a word he said.

She was pacing by Maxs rental when he came down, large duffle bag slung over one shoulder. His stride was long and hard, his face set in angry lines. She didnt say a word, simply waited until the locks clicked, signaling it was safe to open the door. She hefted her bags into the backseat and shut the door before climbing into the passenger seat.

Max flung his bag in on top of hers and slammed the door shut. After jumping into the drivers seat, with a vicious twist he turned the key in the ignition, jammed the car in gear and squealed out of the parking space.

Cassidy glanced at the clock. A little after seven. It had taken less than an hour for her world to turn on end. She remained quiet as Max maneuvered out of the resort. Her fingers clinched on her purse, and there was a tight feeling to her scalp that promised to develop into a doozy of a headache later. 

I cant believe he did this to me. It was a litany in her mind. Not after all the counseling, all the promises. I cant believe 

The sharp smack of Maxs hand slapping the dash jerked Cassidy out of her thoughts. I cant believe she did this to me.

Join the club. 

I never thought shed do something like this, and with Phillip of all people, Max said bitterly.

Well, you should have! Cassidy wanted to snap. And what the hell do you mean, with Phillip of all people? 

She took a deep breath and wrestled her emotions under control. Max wasnt the enemy, and what happened wasnt his fault. No, there was plenty of blame to go around and the two culprits that shared it were Amber and Phillip. She wouldnt allow herself to take out her hurt and anger on Max. 

I want to put my hands around her throat and strangle her, Max continued.

That makes two of us, she thought violently. 

They cleared the security gate in record time. Once on the main road, Maxs aggressive driving intimidated more than one driver into getting out of his way. 

Suddenly, Max burst into laughter, but there wasnt any mirth involved. And to think I wanted to marry her.

Cassidy knew she should say something, either to comfort or commiserate, but she didnt have any words. Two years spent reestablishing trust, down the drain. She should have followed her first instinct and divorced his cheating ass. But no, shed fallen for his Oh God, Cassidy, Im so sorry act and forgiven the bastard. She should have known he hadnt changed.

Which hotel do you prefer? Max asked, interrupting her bitter recriminations.

She glanced out the window and took in their surroundings. I dont care. Its just for tonight. Im flying out on the first available plane I can get tomorrow.

Yeah? When you book your flight, make it for two. If I see Amber again before I calm down, I wont be responsible for my actions. He swung abruptly into the lot of the Holiday Inn Express. If theyre booked, well go next door to the Wyndham.

They went inside and was able to get two rooms down the hall from each other, then returned to the car for their luggage. Minutes later, Cassidy entered her room, put down her luggage and then stood trying to get ahold of herself. This was not how shed planned on spending her vacation. She wanted to scream, kick, yell and punchanything to rid herself of this terrible tension.

Instead, Cassidy forced herself to calmly log onto her laptop and check the airline for departing flights. While she was at it, she googled divorce attorneys, transferred half the money out of their joint checking account into her personal savings, and checked for one-bedroom apartments to rent within her price range. She also needed furniture. She didnt want any reminders of her life with Phillip. A fresh start was what she wanted. What she deserved.

She figured a good hour and a half to two hours had passed when there was a knock at her door. Who the hell would be knocking on her door? There was no way Phillip had found her this soon. She glanced through the peephole. It was Max.

She opened it. In one hand he held a large, fragrant pizza box. In the other, the type of paper bags liquor stores wrapped their packages in. 

We never did eat. He hefted the brown bag. Liquor for me, cola for you. I plan to get rip, roaring drunk. Care to join me for dinner? 

She stepped to the side and motioned for him to enter. Max came in and set the pizza on the small coffee table in front of the short sofa. Then he pulled out a fifth of bourbon and a two-liter cola. She read the label: George T Stagg. 

I hope you have ice. If not, Ill get some. Just point me toward the bucket, Max said.

Cassidy reached for the bucket and handed it to him. While he was gone, she unwrapped two plastic complimentary cups and placed them on the table along with a stack of paper towels for their hands. Shed just opened the box of pizza to check out the contents when Max came back. She took the ice from him and set it on the table with a hand towel under it to catch the moisture.

They sat on the small love seat. Max reached for the bourbon, filled his cup with ice, and poured a healthy measure into the cup. She handed him her cup. Give me some of that.

He frowned. You dont drink.

I do tonight. She shook her ice-filled cup.

Max splashed a small amount of the dark liquid into it. Cassidy looked at the amount in his, compared it to hers, then rattled her cup for more.

Its strong, he warned. 

The goal is to get drunk, she reminded him.

Both his eyebrows rose. Thats my goal.

It sounds like a great one to me. She motioned again for him to give her more.

This time he filled the cup halfway. When they each had their cups in hand, Cassidy lifted hers and made a toast. To Amber and Phillip, the skank and the prick. May they roast in hell. She took a large gulp, grimaced and shuddered as the liquor hit her system before reaching over Max for the soda and adding some to her cup. The bourbon was strong enough to incinerate her esophagus and tear the lining from her stomach. 

Amen! Max echoed and drained his cup. Those two deserve each other. As he poured himself another drink, he asked, If hes a prick and shes a skank, what does that make us?

Their dupes, she muttered bitterly and took a second large swallow. Like before it scorched going down, then mellowed out into a nice glow.

The smell of the pizza, combined with the burn of the alcohol, reminded Cassidy it had been hours since shed eaten. She reached for a slice and dug in. They didnt have plates or any other such niceties. Instead they ate straight from the box. 

Max and Cassidy sat side-by-side, isolated in individual bubbles of brooding silence. After her second cocktail, Cassidy unwound enough to start feeling chatty. You know what pisses me off the most about this whole thing?

He glanced at her. What?

How stupid he thinks I am. Maybe I am stupid. I trusted him. Trusted them. It never even crossed my mind that something like this would happen. She pointed at herself. Hel-lo-oh! Wife, best-friends fiancé 

Girlfriend, Max corrected.

Cassidy waved that off with a slice of pizza. Whatever. The point is, I never saw it coming.

Me, either, Max said as he poured himself another drink, tossed it back, and then poured another one.

But I didnt have sex with her, Cassidy mimicked Phillips voice. What the hell does he think sex is?

Beats the hell out of me, Max responded dourly.

On a roll, she continued, Let him have walked in and found me with my mouth wrapped around another mans dick and see how he likes it.

Max gestured grandly with his glass, sloshing a little of the liquid over the sides. Hed have blown a gasket, like I did.

I should fuck someone else, even the score. See how he likes being the one cheated on, Cassidy muttered before taking a swig of her drinkher third.

We both should fuck someone else. Then tell them to kiss our asses. That will teach them to screw with us, Max said.

Their gazes met and locked as the idea settled and took root. Later, Cassidy never would be able to say who made the first move. She didnt remember dropping the cup or the pizza. Suddenly, her hands were on his chest. She fisted them in his shirt and tugged. At the same time, Max palmed her nape with one large hand and yanked her to him. 

Their lips met and there was nothing tentative about their kiss. This was a carnal explosion of lips, teeth, and tongue. They broke for air and stared at each other a moment.

Are we really going to do this? her eyes asked. 

Hell, yes, his answered.

They lunged for each other again. Max used the weight of his body to force Cassidy into a reclining position on the couch, with him half over her. As he moved to cover her completely, his knee bumped the table hard, rattling the items on it and causing the bourbon to flip onto its side. Good thing it was closed, Cassidy thought vaguely. Max cursed, propelled to his feet, stumbled a little, and then reached down and snatched Cassidy up by the arms. With a small oomph, she landed hard against his chest. 

Their lips meshed together again as he herded her backward toward the bed. Cassidy sucked in great gulps of air as Max whipped off his shirt, and afterward hers. She cried out as he fastened his mouth to the sensitive skin of her neck and worked his way down to her breasts, tugging her bra straps down her arms. Cassidy reached behind her and undid the hooks, shrugging her shoulders so the offending item would fall to the floor.

Maxs fumbling fingers attacked the closure of her jeans. She would have come to his rescue, but she was too busy clutching the silky strands of his hair, holding his suckling mouth to her. What he was doing to her breasts felt fantastic. Finally, the button and zipper came loose. Max frantically yanked down her pants and underwear, and then gave her shoulders a hard push. Cassidys feet got caught up in the material and she stumbled. Reflexively, she reached for him to catch herself, but he wasnt there. Hed already bent, grasped the waistband of her jeans, and lifted. Cassidy toppled onto the bed. 

Max stripped her completely. Seconds later his nude body landed on top of hers and she groaned at the sensation. She felt wickedly out of control. Max seized her by the jaw and slammed his mouth on hers for another raw kiss. This was Max, calm, laid back Max, going at her like he couldnt get enough of her. 

Cassidy wrapped her legs around his thighs and dug her nails into his butt, arching her slick needy sex against his in silent demand. He reared up, cursing.

Now, Max, she demanded. Do it now!

He grabbed her under her left thigh and pushed it up and back, then impaled her with his hard length, filling her to the hilt. Fuck! he gritted out. 

Thats exactly what he did. Fucked her with long, hard strokes. There was nothing soft and romantic about it. This was raw, primal. Cassidy went wild beneath him, scratching, clawing, and biting. 

He caught her with his hand behind the right knee and held her open for his heavy thrusts. His fingers bit into her flesh with such force, she knew shed have bruises. He took her with brutal stamina.

The climax shot through her with such intensity her spine arched and her vision went gray. She heard Max give a hoarse shout as he stiffened above her. He ground his pelvis into hers and shuddered his release.

Max collapsed on top of her, breathing heavily. Aftershocks still rippled through Cassidys body and every now and then hed give a little grunt as her pussy reflexively gripped and released him. As her heart rate slowed and her body cooled, her mind swung to Phillip.

Was he fucking Amber now? Had Amber convinced Phillip to let her finish what shed started? Was she bent over Cassidys husband, his beefy hands buried in her long blonde hair as she sucked his thick penis? Or maybe his handsome face was buried in Ambers pussy while she gave him head in the classic sixty-nine position.

Damn Phillip! If hed have had any decency about him, any sense of integrity, hed have elbowed Amber away, reminded her that he was married, and that she was living with his best friend. He knew how Max felt about Amber. Hell, Phillip was the one whod told her Max wanted to marry the no-good hussy. 

Angry all over again, Cassidy applied steady pressure to Maxs shoulders until he rolled off her and onto his back. Shimmying down his body, she kissed a trail down his lean, muscular stomachher goal his now semi-hard penis.

Cassidy licked and suckled the tip before running her tongue around the sensitive ridge. Tonight Max was going to get a world-class blowjob and if there was any justice in the world, hed rub it in Phillips face.

He quickly hardened under her ministrations. Cassidy was the maestro and she played his body like an instrument. It was only when hed moved past curses to incoherent mutterings that she ceased her torture and gave into the need riding them both. 

She flowed up and over him, mounting his cock in one smooth motion and rode him. She was woman, hear her roar. She was an all-powerful sex goddess, and Max was her willing slave. With Max, she owned her sexuality. She was in control of the powerful body flexing beneath her and she planned to use him until he couldnt get it up anymore.

It took a long, long time.


Chapter Three

Cassidy woke to a dull throb in her head, raw soreness between her thighs, and the uncomfortable feeling that something was amiss. Reluctantly, she cracked one eye open. She didnt recognize her surroundings. This wasnt her bedroom at home. 

The thought of home made her think of Phillip, which made her think of Max, Amber, and their much-planned, highly anticipated Florida vacation. Vacation made her remember the events of yesterday, which led to the memory of yesterday afternoon.

Closing her eye, Cassidy withheld a groan. Shed had sex with Max. As the whole night replayed through her mind, she tried to feel guilty because she took her wedding vows seriously and as her mom always said, Two wrongs dont a right make. But remorse just wouldnt surface. 

Last night had been cathartic for so many reasons. Each lust-filled, burning glance Max had given her and every heartfelt curse that had fallen from his lips had soothed her wounded feminine ego and healed something Cassidy hadnt even realized was broken. 

Max made her feel sexy, vibrant and attractive. He hadnt found her lacking and he obviously hadnt found sex with her to be so boring he needed to find ways to liven it up. Last night sex had been everything shed dreamed it could bepassionate, intense, and primal. The sad thing was that it had taken another man to show her what shed been missing. 

It wasnt that sex with Phillip was bad. He was just so obviously unsatisfied with their sex life that it took a lot of the enjoyment out of it for her. Truth be told, it was giving her a complex. Why couldnt what they did together be enough for him?

As for last night, maybe it wasnt Max after all. Maybe it was the thrill of doing something illicit. Or maybe it was because she didnt love Max, wasnt concerned with his opinion of her, or even his pleasure. Shed simply done what felt good to her and as a result, experienced the most explosive sex of her life. 

Cassidy stared morosely at the ceiling. Shed blasted Phillip for his lack of integrity. What did it say about her character that shed committed adultery and didnt feel guilty? 

Morning, a husky voice rasped.

She rolled her head on the pillow to find Max watching her, those deep-blue eyes wary. She gave him a tentative smile. Good morning.

He rolled to face her. How are you feeling? I was a little rough last night.

She waited a beat before confessing, Other than a little tenderness, I feel good. Really, really good, she added throatily.

Her gaze roamed over his face and down to his neck and shoulders. There was a perfect ring of what could only be teeth marks on his right shoulder. She winced. Reaching out a finger to trace the evidence of her wildness, she said, I guess I got a little carried away last night myself. Im sorry.

She looked away from the wound and their gazes collided, held.

Dont be, Max murmured. I enjoyed every minute of it.

Suddenly, he was so close, their breath mingled. His still smelled faintly of the bourbon hed consumed. Like magnets, they drifted together until their lips met in a slow lingering kiss. 

Across the room, her cell phone rang and Max pulled away. Are you going to answer that?

She didnt even pause to think. No.

In that case… He caught her by the nape and hauled her in for another kiss. When she responded greedily, Max shifted forward and inserted a thigh between her legs. She could feel his erection lying hot and heavy between them.

Another cell phone began ringing. This one had to be Maxs. Thats probably Amber, she said, breaking the kiss.

Or Phillip wanting to know where the hell we are, Max said, his gaze fixed on her chest. 

Looking down, Cassidy realized her breasts were on display and tugged on the sheet to cover herself. In the light of day and without alcohol giving her courage, she wasnt as bold as shed been. Besides, Max was used to looking at Amber. Her small little breasts couldnt compare.

No, dont cover yourself, Max ordered as he snatched the sheet from her. Let me see you. He fingered a bruise on the globe of one breast. This is purple.

She glanced down. Its just a passion mark.

Her phone started ringing again. They both ignored it.

You look like you were attacked, he said grimly and his hard-on softened. 

I bruise easily. Max, you didnt hurt me.

His expression said he didnt believe her. 

Frustrated, Cassidy ordered, Let me see your back.

Why?

Because I distinctly remember using my nails on it, she said, wondering if there was skin beneath her fingernails.

Max shifted uncomfortably but made no move to present his back so she could see. Its all right. Nothing a little soap and water wont fix. Dont worry about it.

Cassidy narrowed her eyes. If Im not allowed to be concerned about the damage I did to you, you cant feel guilty about the few bruises you left on me.

He thought about it a moment. Though it was clear he didnt agree, he gave an abrupt nod. Suddenly his hand tightened on her waist. Cassidy, he said, his tone serious.

Yes?

We didnt use protection, and I know youre not on the pill. Im clean, so you dont have to worry about diseases, but pregnancy…

Cassidy closed her eyes as the possible ramifications from last nights indulgence hit her. She took a deep, calming breath, opened her eyes and said, I doubt we have anything to worry about. Phillip and I have been trying for months with little success, and if I do turn up pregnant, odds are its his. However, Murphy was a bitch and this was just the kind of situation he liked to stick his nose in. 

Still, if you are pregnant and its my baby, I want you to know Ill take care of him or her. He slid his hand to rest possessively on her abdomen. 

The action caused Cassidys stomach to knot. I didnt change our flight reservations, she said. I need your flight information and theres a fifty-dollar fee for changing the flight date.

He hesitated, then went with the change of subject. My paperworks in my room. Ill bring it down after I shower and change. Max gave her a long look. Are we good? No regrets about last night?

Cassidy gazed into his eyes, only inches away. None. You?

None. Friends? he asked.

She smiled crookedly. After our little bonding experience yesterday and last night? You bet.

He briefly chuckled before turning serious again. Are you going to tell Phillip about what happened between us?

Last night revenge sex had sounded like a brilliant idea. This morning, however… Slowly she shook her head. Its not that Im hiding what I did. I just dont think its any of his business. At this point, our marriage is just a formality.

So youre filing for divorce this time?

For some reason, the this time made her defensive. There was no excuse for him cheating before. It took me a long time to forgive him but when it came right down to it, he was right about one thing. Neither one of us was completely in the right. There were things I was doing that were just as destructive to our relationship. We had some serious issues. Phillip made enough of a case for himself that I decided to give marriage counseling a try. Honestly, I didnt think it would work, but it surprised me, the lengths he was willing to go to save our marriage. This time its completely different. Thats what made yesterday so devastating, she thought. What about you?

Maxs gaze became cold and hard. Its over. When I get home Im changing the locks. She can make an appointment to come and get her things, which Ill have boxed up and waiting for her. As for Phillip… He shook his head. Thats over too.

Cassidys phone rang again, and again was ignored.

Speaking of home, wed better get a move on if we dont want to end up on the same flight as them. It wont take Phillip long to realize youll head home rather than stick around, Max said.

He withdrew his thigh from between hers, scooted to the edge of the bed and got out. Cassidy quickly averted her eyes but not before she got an eyeful of his long, lean muscular frame and the dozens of angry scratches scoring his back and buttocks. She felt her face flush and couldnt believe how casual Max was being about his nudity. They werent lovers. Before this morning theyd barely qualified as friends. Maybe it was a guy thing.

Cassidy conveniently disregarded the fact that shed had her lips and hands all over every inch of Maxs flesh. And wouldnt mind doing it again, a little voice whispered. 

Cassidy squashed that notion immediately. Last night was a one-off caused by anger and too much alcohol. No matter how much shed enjoyed it, Max was on the forbidden list. It was time to put her shattered pieces of her life together.
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They managed to catch the one oclock flight out. She still hadnt answered any of Phillips calls. By now youd think hed have gotten the message, but Phillip was nothing if not persistent. Cassidy eventually had to turn off the phone.

While Max closed his eyes and caught up on some much-needed sleep, Cassidy made a list of everything she needed to do. First on her list was clearing out as much of her things as possible before Phillip arrived home. Her friends, if they knew her intentions, would say she was crazy. She could hear them now. Keep the house. Put his ass out. Thats what shed done the first time.

Unfortunately shed learned the law didnt care about her hurt feelings. Legally, the house was in both Phillip and her names. Shed changed the locks and boxed up his stuff only to have the police, which hed called, make her let him in. It had added insult to injury and almost pushed her to violence. No, this time shed leave.

Possession might be nine-tenths of the law but at this point, Cassidy didnt care. All she wanted was to clean the slate and move forward. Let Phillip keep the house. Ditto the furniture and accessories theyd picked out together. Eventually shed buy a new home, but for now that led her to the second item on her lista place to stay.

While surfing the web yesterday shed found several potential prospects. A one-bedroom was more than enough to suit her needs and would fit her budget better. Maybe somewhere near her job? Or maybe an older but well-maintained apartment complex in a good neighborhood whose rent would be cheaper than the newer, more popular complexes? Hopefully shed find a place that wouldnt make her wait until the first of the month to move in. Two weeks in a hotel was not in her plans, not even those geared toward corporate types that charged by the week.

She had friends and even a cousin she could impose upon, but right now she didnt want to have to explain what was going on within her marriage. It was too new, too raw, to become the topic of speculation. Shed spend the rest of her vacation taking care of business and report to work on Monday with none the wiser.

Cassidy woke Max as the pilot made the announcement that they were preparing to land. Fifteen minutes later they were walking through the concourse to pick up their luggage.

Ill drop you off at your place, Max said.

Theres no need. I can catch a cab, Cassidy told him.

Ill drop you off at your place, he
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