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PROLOGUE

 


It was a well-concealed street, obscured
from prying eyes by a grove of aged trees. The driver of the dark
sedan turned smoothly into the grove, knowing what lay
beyond—another mile of paved road that curved into a quiet,
residential neighborhood. A prominent sign displayed at the
street’s entrance warned visitors that there was no outlet.

As it silently continued its journey, the
car’s headlights were turned off, making the vehicle practically
invisible against the moonless night. Five houses occupied this
exclusive enclave. A high wall with a monitored entrance gate
surrounded the house on the immediate left. It belonged to a famous
singer. Directly across the street was another wall that surrounded
the opulent home of a prominent financier. A Middle Eastern
businessman owned the house next door, while the one across from
that one was the vacation home of a stockbroker who had fallen on
hard times. The sign advertising its sale was discreet. At the end
of the cul du sac was the final house. Like the last three homes,
there was no wall surrounding it. A long driveway sloped upward to
the crest of the hill on which the structure stood majestically
among a backdrop of windswept cypress trees. It was in front of
this house that the car came to a stop.

The car’s occupant quickly glanced around
the well-lit street. It was quiet. He checked his illuminated
watch. It was two o’clock in the morning. The security patrol would
make an appearance in fifteen minutes. Swiftly, the dark clad
figure slid from behind the wheel, hurried around the car and
opened the trunk. Withdrawing two large garbage bags, each bulging
with refuge, they were exchanged for the two bags sitting at the
curb. Closing the trunk, he was back in the car in less than two
minutes.

As the nondescript sedan moved along the
highway, it passed the security patrol car going in the opposite
direction. The early morning prowler watched through the rear-view
mirror as the lights of the vehicle disappeared. It was headed for
the grove of trees. A sinister smile of triumph appeared on his
face. He had successfully avoided the night patrol. Nothing to
worry about. Everything would pass inspection. Everything would
look as it should. All had gone perfectly as planned.

 


 


 



CHAPTER 1

 

Nedra Davis-Reasoner stretched her long neck in an
attempt to look past the crowd of passengers surging through the
exit gates of the airport terminal.  Her eyes skirted over
dozens of unfamiliar faces, searching for the one that she would
recognize, the face of one of her two best friends, Sharon
Mays. 

She knew that she would be easy to spot.  With
her wheat-colored hair and light gray eyes, her friend
was stunning and turned heads wherever she went. Nedra watched as
her friend spotted her and quickened her step.  It had been
months since they’d seen each other.  Sharon had spent most of
them in Seattle, Washington, settling her late father’s legal
affairs.  The past two weeks had been spent on a cruise of the
Mexican Riviera. Her light brown complexion had darkened to a
toasty brown.  The interracial beauty was constantly trying to
darken her golden complexion, preferring Nedra’s much darker
hue.   Sharon drew closer, it appeared as if the sun had
also streaked her hair. It had been flowing down her back when she
last saw her, but now it bounced saucily on her shoulders as she
made her way through the crowd.  With a joyous squeal, Sharon
fell into Nedra’s welcoming arms.

“Am I glad to be home!”  The women hugged one
another tightly, their affection for each other clearly showing on
each of their faces.

“And we’re glad to have you home.”   Nedra
gave her a kiss on the cheek and took a step back. 
“Girlfriend, you are looking too good!  Look at that
tan!  And that haircut!  I like.  I like.”

“Thank you.”  Giving a slight curtsy, Sharon
patted her shortened locks, then noted Nedra’s chopped
tresses.  The short, sleek haircut was chic and stylish. “And
look at you.  When did you get yours cut?”

“The day before yesterday.  Sin’s away on a
business trip.  I thought I’d give him a little surprise when
he comes home tonight.”

“Okay, you’re looking pretty sexy for a minister,
Reverend Ned,” Sharon teased, using her friend’s old nickname from
the days when she was the pastor of one of Oakland’s most dynamic
churches.  Nedra had come a long way since then.  She
used to wear her shoulder length hair in a simple French roll. The
outfits she wore were almost nun-like they were so austere. 
That was before she met the mysterious, and incredibly
good-looking, Sinclair Reasoner, and her life changed
completely.  It was still hard to believe that the woman
standing before her dressed in a pair of expensive winter white
slacks, a matching cashmere sweater and white, low heel suede
boots, was the same person. 

With her sharp cheekbones and stunning light brown
eyes, Nedra had always been a beautiful woman, and the stylish new
haircut further enhanced her looks.  She was a
tall, graceful, brown-skinned beauty who exuded
sophisticated elegance from head to toe. Sharon had always told
Nedra that she was a sexy woman, and time and circumstances had
proved her right. She leaned toward her friend and whispered slyly,
“Something tells me that a new haircut won’t be the only surprise
that you’ll have for Sin tonight.”

“That’s the plan.”  Nedra wiggled her eyebrows
suggestively, eliciting a chuckle from Sharon. “And what motivated
your new look?”  Nedra took a few of the silky strands between
her fingers.  It was strange seeing Sharon without her long,
untamed mane.  The change was as dramatic as her own.

Sharon took a deep breath.  She was about to
burst with the exciting news that she had come to deliver, and
Nedra had given her the opening that she needed, but just as she
opened her mouth to speak—

“Aunt Sharon!  Aunt Sharon!”  The excited
voices turned her attention to eight-year-old Trevor Reasoner as he
galloped across the terminal headed straight for her.

“There’s my baby!”  She cooed, scooping him up
in her arms and swinging him around.  Sitting him back on his
feet, she squatted down and hugged him to her.  “How have you
been, Puddin’?”  She gave him a quick peck on the lips.

Most boys his age would have recoiled at the public
display of affection demonstrated by his godmother, but not
Trevor.  He was the most affectionate child she knew.  He
returned her kiss with one of his own, buried his face in her neck
and inhaled.

“I’ve been good, Aunt Sharon.  Hmmm, you sure
smell good.”  He backed away. “And you look pretty, too.”

Sharon smiled her gratitude. That was her Trevor,
always full of compliments.  He had the sweetest disposition.
She tweaked his nose, prompting a delighted giggle at their private
little love tap.

“You want to know something? You’re the greatest kid
I know.”

“What about me?”

Sharon turned to look into the heart-shaped face of
the little pixie jumping up and down next to Trevor, his
five-year-old sister, Gillian.  Her two, thick braided
ponytails flopped around her face with every movement as she vied
for attention.

“And what about you, Little Cutie?” 
Sharon picked the little girl up, and Gillian wrapped her sturdy
brown legs around her godmother’s waist. “How could I ever forget
my precious one?”  She gave her a kiss.  “Hello,
Love.  You’re getting to be such a big girl, aren’t you?”

Gillian shook her head, her two braided ponytails
bobbing in unison.  “I’m five and a half now.”  She
announced proudly.

“My goodness,” Sharon feigned surprise as she sat
the compact package of energy back on the ground.  “You’re
getting old. And speaking of old, where is that big brother of
yours?”

“Right here, Aunt Sharon.” A youthful voice cracked
behind her.

Startled, Sharon turned as her gaze followed the
sound, and she looked up and up again into the face of
thirteen-year-old Colin Reasoner.

At first it didn’t register that the lanky
adolescent looking down at her was her oldest godchild. This boy
was rapidly approaching the same height as Nedra, who was 5 feet
10. The last time she saw her eldest godchild he had been much
shorter. The boy was still as handsome as he had always been. His
complexion was cinnamon brown like his brother’s, and he wore his
dark brown hair cut close to his head, but his chiseled features
were beginning to take on shapes and angles destined to break
female hearts. Sporting the latest designer sweatshirt, jeans and
sneakers that all of the kids were wearing, it seemed that the
vestiges of the little boy that she had seen three months ago had
all but vanished. If it hadn’t been for the familiar upward slant
of his dark brown eyes, Sharon would hardly have believed it was
the same boy. Her greeting registered her surprise at the
metamorphosis.

“Colin?  What happened to you?” 

Never one to waste words, Colin flashed a familiar
grin. “I grew.”

Sharon found herself fighting back tears. This boy
that she loved like her own was becoming a man.  She gave him
a kiss and a hug, then held him at arm's length as she
took another look at him.  “I can’t believe this.”  She
could feel the beginning of muscles developing beneath her
fingers.  “I really can’t believe this.” Colin had
always been a painfully thin child, but it seemed that was changing
as well.

“Daddy bought some weighty stuff for the
basement.”  Gillian offered.  The family had dubbed her
“The Mouth.”  No tidbit of information was safe with her.

Nedra translated.  “Sin turned one of the rooms
downstairs into a weight room, and he and Colin have been working
out together.”

Sharon squeezed the mini biceps.  “Looking
good!”  She winked as Colin grunted, trying not to show his
pleasure at the compliment.  His look grew somber as he
addressed her.

“Sorry I couldn’t make it to your Dad’s
funeral.”

Sharon gave a shaky sigh. Even though some time had
passed, her father’s sudden death was still too painful to
endure.  The other members of the Reasoner family had flown to
Seattle with her to bury him.

“No apology necessary, baby.  I know that your
heart was with me.  Anyway, it’s not every day that
a godson of mine wins a full scholarship to Science Camp.  I’m
so proud of you.”  She gave the blushing man-child another
hug.

“Okay, gang. Let’s get Aunt Sharon’s luggage and
take her home.”  The two little ones scurried through the
terminal to pursue the retrieval as Colin—always the watchful big
brother—trailed casually behind them.  Nedra and Sharon
brought up the rear.

“They’re really growing.” Nedra sighed, gazing after
her three children wistfully.  “So much can change in such a
short time.”

“You’re right.” A mysterious smile crossed Sharon’s
face. A whole lot can change. More than anyone knew.

As the two women walked arm in arm through the
airport, happy to be together again, neither Nedra nor Sharon
noticed the stocky man with the camera in his hand taking
pictures.  There was nothing unique about him or his actions.
This was the Monterey Peninsula, a haven for shutterbug
tourist.  As the women and children left the terminal, he
followed them, maintaining a comfortable distance.  In the
parking lot, they turned in one direction, and he turned in the
opposite one.  Walking a short distance to where he had parked
his car, he climbed inside his nondescript sedan and casually drove
away.

 

****

 

When they arrived at the Reasoner home—a
magnificent, contemporary structure of stone, wood and glass,
nestled among windswept cypress trees and perched high above the
Pacific Ocean—Nedra had a surprise for Sharon.  Carla
Ryan-Belle, her other best friend, was there with the last of
Sharon’s godchildren: four-year-old Jacob Jr., known as J.J., and
his twin sister Jana.  They had come to the Peninsula from
Berkeley to see her and to help celebrate Colin’s fourteenth
birthday.

The reunion was a joyous one. The Chocolate, Lemon
and Vanilla Brigade—a name they had given themselves years ago in
college—was together again.

Later that evening, the Reasoner dining room buzzed
with activity.  The oval shaped, teakwood table with its plush
dining chairs usually held a family of five. This evening it was
near capacity with five rambunctious children and four chattering
adults.  Jacob Belle, Carla’s husband, had arrived a few hours
ago from Berkeley to join his family.  A brilliant attorney,
he always brought plenty of topics for discussion to their
gatherings, and today was no exception. Conversation was flowing
among the adults as well as the children. The atmosphere was warm
and inviting.  Taking a break from the lively discussion in
which the adults were involved, Sharon sat back to absorb it
all.

Now that her parents were dead, this was her family.
The people in this room were the ones who cared about her the
most.

Her eyes slid to Carla with her sassy comments and
candid opinions—usually unsolicited—then to her husband, Jacob,
with his quirky sense of humor and sharp legal mind. He and Carla
were a perfect match. They had been together for seven years and
married five.  They were mad about each other, and their union
had produced a square jawed, curly haired son who was a carbon copy
of his father; and a caramel colored, little girl with rust colored
hair who looked exactly like her mother.

Then there was Nedra and Sinclair. Although he
wasn’t in the room, Sinclair’s presence could be felt. It was in
the undercurrent of excitement of his children’s voices as they
talked about his coming home that night. It was in the
uncontrollable smile that curled Nedra’s lips whenever her
husband’s name was mentioned.  She and Sin had only been
married four years, and in that time, they had adopted
three children, each of whom came with different needs. 

The boys had been adopted at ages ten and five.
Colin and Trevor’s biological mother had been a drug addict and
prostitute who had neglected her two sons in the reckless pursuit
of her next high. Colin had scavenged the streets for mere
subsistence so that he and his brother could survive. Their
biological mother had died of an overdose, and both boys had been
traumatized in different ways by their earlier childhood
experiences.

Little Gillian was also the biological child of a
drug addicted mother.  She had been orphaned at age
three.  Nedra, who had worked with the child’s
nineteen-year-old mother, had promised the young woman on her
deathbed that she and Sin would take care of her child.  They
had delivered on that promise.

Although it had been difficult in the beginning and
a lot of adjustments had to be made, with love and lots of
patience, Nedra and Sin had made it all work. A cohesive family
unit that loved and respected one another had emerged. Sharon
couldn’t think of a happier household than that of the Reasoner
family. This was a family that looked out for one another, and
Nedra and Sin were the solid foundation on which the relationships
between the five of them had been built.

Sharon’s mother used to say that there were people
in the world who had a passion for each other.  She defined it
as being so in love with someone that it was nearly
obsessive.  Good or bad, that was the relationship between
Nedra and Sin. While Carla and Jacob’s love was soft and
comfortable, their love was passionate and intense.

For the longest, Sharon had envied both of her
friends for what they had found in their lives.  She would
have thought that such loving relationships were an illusion if it
were not for them.  The longest one she had in her life had
been with Carla’s older brother, Richard, and it had been a
difficult union. She had loved him hard, but her love had not been
returned.  Instead, she had been verbally and physically
abused. The experience had left her emotionally shell-shocked and
wondering if real love would ever happen for her.

A smile creased Sharon’s face as her eyes glazed
over, and her thoughts transported her beyond the dining room and
back to the cruise that had changed her life. She was so lost in
thought that she didn’t hear her name being called, not once, not
twice, but three times.  Finally, Carla shook her friend’s
shoulder, bringing her back to the dining room table. Sharon
blinked and looked up to find that the room
was silent, and all eyes were on her. 

“Are you alright?”  Nedra’s brows were furrowed
with concern.  “We were calling you and calling you, and it
was if you weren’t in the room.  Are you feeling all
right?”

The smile on Sharon’s face broadened.  She felt
more than “all right.”

“Yes, I’m fine, and you’re right.  I wasn’t
here.  I was back on the ship.”

The worried tension in the room ebbed. Carla
laughed.

“Well, I can understand your spacing out then. Who
wouldn’t want to be on the Mexican Rivera?  But, girlfriend,
you’re back in America now. So, you might as well get a
grip. Soon you’ll be back to the same old grind.”

Sharon’s ever-expanding smile changed into
a full-fledged grin.  Now was the time to share the secret
that she had been harboring.  Everything was perfect. 
Her sisters were here.  Family surrounded her.  What
better time and place to make her unexpected announcement. 
She could wait no longer.

 “No, Carla.  I don’t
think that I will.”  She reached into the neck of the sweater
she was wearing and withdrew the thin sterling silver chain gracing
her neck. It held a ring clustered with sparkling diamonds.
Pressing the ring to her chest lovingly, she looked up at the bevy
of faces staring at her.

“No, nothing will ever be the same for me
again.”  Sharon took a deep breath before continuing. 
“You see, I’ve got a little surprise for you.  While I was on
vacation in Mexico, I became Mrs. Winston Duncan.”  Unable to
contain her joy any longer, Sharon squealed, “I’m married!”

 


 

 


CHAPTER 2

 

Sinclair Reasoner disengaged the house alarm as he
slipped through the garage door into the kitchen.  For a
moment, he stood silently in the darkened interior of the
ultramodern room and exhaled.  He was home!  This was one
place in his life that held everything important to him. This was
where love existed.

Locking the door securely behind him, he placed his
brief case by the door and reactivated the alarm. Moonlight
filtered from the abundance of skylights above him, guiding his
footsteps as he took the stairs to the second floor, then beyond to
the floor above that. They called the third floor the
Birdhouse.  It consisted of a large, single room walled in by
windows that like the other rooms in the house offered a
spectacular view of the ocean and surrounding area. 
Originally, this floor was designated as an additional gathering
place for the family, but Colin had fallen in love with the space,
and it had been converted into his bedroom.  It offered the
space and privacy a growing boy needed, especially when blessed
with two energetic and much too curious siblings.  The
Birdhouse was his private sanctuary, and everyone respected it as
such.

Whenever Sin returned home from a business trip, his
routine was always the same.   He checked on his children
according to their ages. The Birdhouse was his first stop. 
When his soft knock received no response, he quietly opened the
door and entered. As usual, Colin’s room was neat.  His eldest
son lay in his loft bed without a ripple or wrinkle in the blankets
covering him.  Colin liked order in his life.  

When they first became father and son, the boy
received affection from him with awkward embarrassment. 

Not used to the kisses and hugs bestowed on him by a
male, he would stiffen, confused as to how he should respond. 
Gradually, his resistance lessened, and although he never said it,
he grew to like the demonstrations of his father’s affection. Over
the years, as their father and son relationship developed, puberty
had settled in and manhood was tugging at Colin’s need to abandon
childhood habits.  Being tucked in with goodnight kisses was
one of those.  Yet now and then he did allow a
breach of that rule whenever his father came home from a trip. With
this in mind, Sin kissed his eldest and smoothed the cover over his
form.

“Goodnight, son,” he tossed over his shoulder as he
headed toward the door to leave the room.  “I love you.” 
The covers shifted slightly as the door closed behind him, an
acknowledgement of Colin having heard the declaration of
affection.  Sin knew that he had been awake when he entered to
check on him.  The boy was the lightest sleeper in the
house—the result of a past in which he was forced to be on constant
alert as the protector to his little brother.  The opening of
his bedroom door had probably awakened him instantly, but he could
sleep peacefully now.  His father was home.

Sin climbed the stairs that led up to the loft bed
of his second son and smiled down at him.  Trevor was all love
and affection, and not shy about expressing his feelings. 
Hugs and kisses were his elixir. His endearing personality could
melt the heart of the most hardened cynic.  Three
days ago, when his father left on his business trip, it
had been this boy who had thrown him kisses as Sin walked up the
ramp toward the plane.  That was Trevor.  That was his
little boy.  They had bonded from the moment they first met,
and their years as parent and child had only served to strengthen
that bond.

Trevor slept in a crouching position, his head
resting on the pillow and his bottom in the air.  The child
was creative, even in his sleep. Arranging the boy in a more
comfortable position, Sin pulled the covers over him, kissed his
cheek and left the room.

Gillian, his little stick of dynamite, was
next.  She was a bundle of kinetic energy that seemed to have
no end.

She was three when she joined the Reasoner family, a
child who was grieving for her deceased mother and a child who had
been abandoned by a father whose name no one knew.  The family
first met her in the playroom of the social service agency that
arranged her adoption.  She had been shy and uncertain when
the social worker led her into the room, but she searched the
unfamiliar faces, saw Sin’s face and seemed mesmerized. 
Timidly, she walked over to where he sat and stood before
him.  He didn’t move.  He didn’t breathe, unsure as
to what she wanted.  Finally, she reached out and placed her
tiny finger against the cleft in his chin, then she brought the
same little finger back to touch the prominent cleft in her own
chin.  She smiled.  Stretching her arms out to be picked
up, Sin obliged and hugged her close. From that moment on she was
his—Daddy’s precious little girl.

Any shyness that Gillian had exhibited in the past
had disappeared long ago.  His girl was shy no longer. 
Smart, tough and resilient was a better description of her. 
She was constant motion, a child who took no prisoners when
challenged, a dynamo from head to toe. His daughter was a handful,
that was for sure, and he loved her to death.

As usual, her covers were scattered on the floor
around her bed, and she was tangled in the sheets.  She was as
much in motion asleep as she was awake.  Untangling her, he
made the bed and covered her.  Gillian never stirred. 
She slept hard, played hard and loved her family hard.

Tucking her in securely, he kissed her and headed
toward the door.  She had flung the top cover from her body
before he shut the door behind him.

Sin’s excitement escalated as he moved closer to the
last door that he would enter tonight.  Behind that door was
the one person on earth who could make his heart race.  One
look into her gorgeous eyes, and he threatened to loose all
control.  The love of his life was behind that door, and he
could hardly wait to be with her.  Turning the doorknob, he
entered. 

 

****

 

Nedra felt his presence as soon as he opened the
door.  She listened intently as he quietly slipped inside
their cavernous bedroom. He locked the door behind him, and her
heart skipped a beat.

She smiled as his soft footsteps moved across the
hardwood floor.  She knew his routine.  He would go into
the dressing room and shed his clothes.  Then he would take a
quick shower before stealing across the room to stand beside their
bed.  There he would wait patiently, and the game would
begin.

Nedra couldn’t hear the water running in the shower.
She could imagine it glistening against his muscular torso. He
always wore a thin gold chain around his neck, attached to it was
half a heart with her name engraved on it.  She wore the other
half of the heart around her neck.  It was engraved with his
name. When joined the jagged edges of the two gold hearts were a
perfect fit. This had been his wedding gift to her, and
Nedra   could just imagine him slowly circling the golden
treasure with soapy, warm suds as he languidly washed his body. Her
nipples hardened. The heat began to rise.

The thought of joining him under the pulsating spray
was very tempting, but she knew that they would end up there anyway
with the sunrise. Making love in the shower in the morning had
become their ritual, adopted during their early months of marriage
when the overwhelming duties of parenting conflicted with the joy
of being newlyweds. The shower seemed to be their only
refuge. 

In their steamy paradise knocks on the bedroom door
could not be heard, nor could the children's cries for Mama or
Daddy.  Eventually, they learned to adapt to the intricacies
of parenthood, but the erotic showers continued.  It made an
interesting way to start each day.

The water in the shower stopped.  A split
second later, Sinclair entered the bedroom.  Nude, he stole
noiselessly across the room and went to the side of the bed. There
he stood, waiting.

Nedra didn’t move a muscle.  She didn’t
acknowledge his presence in any way as she smiled slyly.  The
game had begun.

Sin knew that she wasn’t asleep, and she knew that
he knew it; this was a part of the game.  Who would be the
first to give in?  How hot did it have to get?  How long
could either one of them resist the heat?

Nedra was his life. His love for her was so intense
he couldn’t comprehend it.  He had stopped trying to do so
long ago.  All he knew was that his body and soul belonged to
her. There could never be anyone else.  As he stood there
looking down at her, the cauldron was boiling.  He was about
to lose this game.  He was only a split second from taking a
step forward when Nedra turned over on her back.  Halting, he
smiled.  Bingo!  He had won, and what a prize.

The fire had been too intense for Nedra.  Three
long days and two lonely nights without her husband had taken their
toll.  Forget the game!  In this competition, there were
no losers. That was the fun of it.  She could give him this
one.  There would be many more.  As for now, she wanted
her man.

Slowly, she rose to her knees and began a slow crawl
across the finely woven sheets toward Sin. She smiled inwardly as
his body tensed, and his chest heaved rapidly. She crept
closer.  The quiet room filled with the sound of his breathing
as he stood waiting, his nude body bathed in moonlight from the
skylight above their bed. Lord!  He was a good-looking man.
Nedra’s body caught fire. No, there were no losers here.

Sinclair watched with blazing eyes as Nedra
slithered toward him. His breathing came in gasps of anticipated
pleasure. She was wearing one of the short, silk nighties he had
recently purchased for her.  His heart dangled from the chain
around her neck. He wanted her so badly he could taste it, but he
remained motionless until she reached him.  Deftly, her hot
hands mapped his body as she worked her way up his torso.  She
flicked her tongue briefly across a healed scar on his chest, and
he broke out in a sweat. She was torturing him. He could wait no
longer. Grabbing her by the shoulders, he pulled her to
him. 

“Daddy’s home,” he declared before capturing her
lips.  He kissed her like a dying man uncertain of
tomorrow.  The room echoed with moans of pleasure until they
came up for air.

“Guess I lose,” Nedra said huskily as she gave him
an ethereal smile and wiggled out of her bikini bottoms. She
wrapped her long legs around Sinclair as the world around her began
to fade.  She craved this man.  She had often asked
herself was it a sin to love one person so completely.  If so,
she had succumbed.  He was everything to her, and she felt no
guilt about it.

Sin gritted his teeth and swallowed.  “W…what
kind of behavior is this for a preacher?”

“Being a preacher has nothing to do with this. 
I’m just a wife who’s claiming her husband.” She suckled his left
breast with an expertise that left them both panting, and then she
smiled at him seductively, watching as he bit his lower lip and
gripped her tightly to him. Sin’s eyes were glazed. He was rock
hard. 

“J…j…jezebel…” he gasped.

“Aw, you do know something about the bible,” Nedra
crooned.  She bit his right nipple and laved it with her
tongue. Sin’s legs nearly gave way.

“I missed you so much,” she whispered against his
lips.

“Not as much as I missed you.”  He reigned
kisses on every inch of her face.

Nedra felt Sin’s body tremble against her own. 
He was ready and so was she.  Neither could wait any
longer.  Foreplay was over. Reaching down between them, she
guided her husband to his final destination on his long journey
home.

Standing beside the bed, they made frenzied love,
with Nedra’s moans of pleasure rivaling his.  No matter how
many times she made love with her husband, he never failed to
satisfy.  His skills as a lover had often driven her to the
brink of insanity and had brought tears of joy to her eyes. 
She had even fainted a couple of times.  Was there nothing
this man couldn’t do?  He was a wonderful husband, a doting
father and a magnificent lover.  Yes!  Sinclair
Reasoner did have skills!

He used them now with an artistry that would have
put Pablo Picasso to shame.  He painted the Mona Lisa,
decorated the Sistine Chapel and had Whistler’s Mother rocking in
her chair.  In the end, Nedra turned her face in rapture to
the moonlit sky above and paid homage to his multitude of
talents.

 

****

 

Nedra  lay limply against Sin’s broad chest as
he gave a deep sigh of satisfaction.

“Baby, I think we transcended into another universe
this time.”  His hand moved lazily up and down the curve of
her spine.  They lay sprawled vertically across the large bed,
tangled in a web of rumbled sheets, damp from the moisture of their
bodies.

Still not having fully recovered from Sin’s
enthusiastic welcome home, all Nedra could do was mumble,
“Hmmm.”   Shifting slightly in his arms, she felt his
manhood twitch.  They were still intimately joined.

The sun would be rising in a few short hours, and
the house would come to life, but for now it was just the two of
them, alone, enjoying being with each other.  Sin ran his
fingers gently through Nedra’s newly shorn locks.

“Why did you cut your hair?”  His question was
asked casually.

“I was wondering when you’d notice,” she purred as
his fingers massaged her scalp.

“Oh, I noticed a while ago, but I’ve had other
things on my mind.”  He tapped her round, bare
bottom. 

“I see,” Nedra quipped as she felt that familiar
twitch again.  “Actually, I decided that I needed a little
change in my life—a new look, something different.”  She
raised her head from his chest to look at him, knowing that after
their romp of unbridled passion, her hair must look a mess. 
“You like?”

“I like.”  He gave her a quick kiss on the
forehead.  “It makes your eyes stand out even more, and you
know how much I love those eyes of yours.  As a matter of
fact, I love everything about you.”

“Well said.”  Nedra rewarded him with a
lingering kiss. The twitch turned into a throb. It looked as if
another round of greetings was about to begin.

Raising to a sitting position with his wife still
wrapped in his arms, Sin’s eyes sparkled.  “Want to take a
shower?”  Nedra nodded eagerly.

Breaking their intimate connection, Nedra slid out
of his arms and scrambled to the floor.  “Last one in is a
loser!”  She giggled and was headed toward the bathroom before
Sin was off the bed.  He wasted no time following her.

A few hours later, they lay snuggled together on the
sofa in front of the fireplace that separated the bedroom from the
sitting room. No fire was lit, but the heat between them still
sizzled.

“Did everybody get in okay?”  Sin was referring
to the houseguest he knew occupied the other rooms in the
house.

“Yes, Carla and Jacob are downstairs in the back
bedroom suite. The twins are in the sitting room next to them.
Sharon’s in the front suite.  She got in this morning. 
Oh, and guess what?”

Sin groaned in anticipation.  “Gillian is in
trouble—again.”

Nedra sat up and pushed slightly away from
him.  “Now what would make you say something like that?”

He lifted a brow that said that he knew
Gillian.  Nedra sighed in resignation. She slid from his lap
to sit beside him.

“You’re right.  We’ve got to go to the school
on Monday to talk to her teacher.”

Sin rolled his eyes.  “Who did she beat up
now?  It wasn’t those Gilbert triplets again was it?”  A
few months ago, their fearless daughter had taken on the two boys
and their sister when they called her a name.  She was in the
process of defeating all three of them when the teacher broke up
the battle.

“That’s old news,” Nedra informed him. 
“Nobody’s dumb enough to call her a nerd again.  This time she
was defending her brother. Some boy made fun of
Trevor’s artwork.”

“She was taking up for Trevor?  He usually
fights his own battles.”

Nedra frowned at the subliminal pride she detected
in her husband’s attitude at their children’s exploits.

“It seems that some boy from Colin’s school grabbed
Trevor’s watercolor, called it ugly and held it up in the air
and wouldn’t give it back to him.”

“If he was from Colin’s school, how old was this
kid?”

“Fourteen.”

“Fourteen!”  Sin looked incredulous. 
“Our five-and-a-half-year-old fought
a fourteen-year-old boy?” 

“And beat him up, too.  From what I understand,
she jumped on his back, hit him in the eye with a fist and bit his
ear.  His parents are furious, and the boy is thoroughly
humiliated.”

“I guess he would be.”  Sin tried to stop the
laughter that was threatening to erupt.  His pride in his
little battling princess had turned to awe with this latest
story. 

“Sinclair, this is not funny!”

“I’m not laughing.”  His quivering jaw defied
that declaration.

“That little girl of ours is getting out of
hand.”  Nedra was annoyed. 

“She doesn’t pick the fights.  They pick
her.”

“Don’t defend that child.  We’ve talked and
talked to her about holding that temper of hers.  She promised
that she would try.”

“She promised that she would ‘try to try,’ if I
remember correctly,” Sin corrected, remembering his baby
girl’s solemn little face when she was last reprimanded. “But you
know how she feels about her brothers.  She’ll go to the mat
for either one of them, or vice versa.  What was
Trevor doing when all of this happened?”

Nedra’s frown grew more pronounced. She knew that
Sin hated punishing the children, and it sounded as if he were
trying to build a case for his daughter. “It doesn’t matter. 
We’ve told all three of them that violence solves nothing at
all.  Gillian knows better, and she’ll have to be punished for
what she’s done.”

Sin answered a little too quickly.  “All right,
what about two weeks with no TV?”

Nedra leveled him with a chastising glare.  He
knew good and well that except for cartoons, Gillian didn’t care
much for television.  Her brothers had taught her to read, and
it was books that consumed her interest.

“What?”  Sin tried to look innocent as he
avoided Nedra’s eyes.  “I know that you don’t want to punish
her by taking away her books.  What kind of lesson would that
be?”

Nedra didn’t respond.  The look on her face
told him that he needed to come up with a better reprimand quick
before she did.

“All right, what about family hour?  For two
weeks she’ll have to go straight to her room right after dinner
instead of joining us in the family room.”  The look she gave
him this time would have killed him dead if it had been a
bullet.

“I am not going to punish my baby by isolating her
from the family, and you know it!”  Nedra rolled her eyes at
him and got up from the sofa.  A tradition had been
established in the Reasoner family in which after dinner, the
family spent a minimum of two hours together no matter what was on
everyone’s agenda. More often than not, they would put on their
matching windbreaker jackets and take a walk on the
beach. 

Sometimes they would gather in the family room and
watch videos or play board games.  At those times, Gillian
would always take her place of honor on her father’s lap. This was
a special time for all of them.  The child would be devastated
if she were excluded.  Nedra knew that Sin was aware that she
would never agree to punish their daughter in that way.  She
didn’t want to crush her spirit. She just wanted to abate the
negative behavior.

She glanced down at Sin sitting on the sofa looking
smug.  He wanted her to come up with a punishment so that he
could get away clean, but she had a surprise for him.

“I took Psychology 101 also, Mister.  I’m sure
we can come up with something together that we can both live
with.”

“Okay.”  He sounded defeated.  Looking
past her, he thought of their child and what was important to her
in her young life.  He returned his attention to Nedra. 
“How about her trip to the amusement park with Sweet and his
folks?  Let’s tell her that she can’t go.”  It hurt him
to even say the words. This would break his baby’s heart, but his
wife’s body language told him that he had to come up with
something.

“That’s more like it,” Nedra tossed over her
shoulder as she moved away from him and toward the double doors
leading to her spacious dressing room.  She knew that the
punishment would seem harsh to Gillian.  She had been looking
forward to going to the Santa Cruz Boardwalk with her best friend,
Trent Plaine—whose nickname was Sweet.  He was the son of a
family friend who served on the Board of Directors of the
foundation that Nedra administered. However, canceling the upcoming
trip might get the point across that violence was not
acceptable.

Having reached the dressing room doors, she turned
to see Sin’s morose expression.  He hated punishing their
children.  They would be spoiled worse than they already were
if it was left up to him.  The responsibility of seeing that
there was balance in their lives was up to her, and she realized
that she resented that.  She was always made to look like the
villain, but at least he had come up with this solution, even if it
was done reluctantly.

Nedra started through the doorway into the dressing
room, then, nonchalantly turned back to Sin.

“And by the way, Sharon is married.  She’s Mrs.
Winston Duncan now.”  With that she closed the dressing room
doors behind her, pleased by the look of shock on his face.

 


 

 


CHAPTER 3

 

Sharon lay curled up in bed, waiting to hear from
her husband. He had promised that he would call her around midnight
on her cell phone to tell her how much he loved and missed
her.  She knew he would.  He was a man of his
word. 

Winston Duncan encompassed everything she had ever
wanted, ever dreamed of in a man—kindness, consideration and
integrity.  Looks had not been of any concern to her. 
She had been in love with a “pretty boy,” and it had garnered her
nothing but disrespect.  So she knew that the adage “beauty is
as beauty does” was true. Yet, she had been doubly blessed. Not
only did Winston possess all of the important internal qualities
she had been seeking, but he was handsome as well. His honey
colored complexion was just a shade darker than her own. His dark
brown hair was straight, with a slight wave and lightly sprinkled
with gray. The square-jawed shape of his face reminded her of Jacob
Belle and made him look stern, but his brown eyes were soft and
caring, and when he looked at her they mirrored all of his
feelings.

She couldn’t believe her good fortune. Maybe it was
hard for others to understand, but in two short weeks, she had
fallen completely in love.

She had been standing at the rail of the cruise ship
when Winton’s deep, masculine voice caught her attention.

“Excuse me, Miss, but I’d like to introduce
myself.”  He did so, and she told him her name.  That
night they had dinner together and afterward went dancing. 
They saw each other every day after that, attending ship functions
and going sightseeing together whenever they docked. They spent
every waking hour with each other, and on day ten of their
fourteen-day cruise, they engaged in one night of incredible
passion.  It was after that Winston suggested that they make
the arrangement permanent.

“I’m not an impulsive man,” he explained as Sharon
lay in his arms still reeling from the effects of their lovemaking.
“Believe me, I don’t do much without putting a lot of thought into
it, and I’ve thought about nothing else but us from the moment I
saw you.”  With Sharon still wrapped in his arms, he rose to
lean against the headboard. “I’ve fallen so deeply in love with you
that I can’t stand to live the rest of my life without you.  I
won’t do it. Marry me, Sharon, become my wife.”

She had been so shocked that she couldn’t answer him
at first.  She thought that it was a joke, but his demeanor
negated that notion.  Winston was serious, and her heart told
her that she was serious about him.  She was in love, and once
she realized that reality she didn’t hesitate.  She
said yes to his proposal.

They left the ship in Acapulco where they
were married.  After spending their honeymoon in that
beautiful city, they flew back to the United States to break the
news of their marriage to their respective families.

When Sharon made her shocking announcement,
everyone’s reaction was predictable.  Everything at the dinner
table stopped.  For what seemed like an eternity, no one
spoke, and then Carla—as Sharon expected—was the first to break the
silence.

“What do you mean by you’re married?”  She
didn’t try to hide her astonishment.

Sharon repeated her announcement, adding, “He’s a
lawyer and lives in San Jose.”  She turned to a stunned Nedra,
who sat with her fork suspended in midair.  “But I’ll still be
able to take that job as Director of Social Services at the
foundation.  I’ll just be commuting.”  The plan was for
her to stay with the Reasoners while she looked for an apartment on
the Peninsula.  Her things had already been shipped
from Oakland to Carmel and put in storage before she left on
vacation.

She waited for a reply from Nedra, but she still
seemed too shocked to speak. Carla had no such problem.

“You’re telling us that you went on vacation for two
weeks and came back married to some stranger?”

Sharon tried not to be offended by Carla’s
accusatory tone.  “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying. 
I met him on board the ship.”

Nedra’s fork fell to her half-empty plate with a
clang.  It was then that Colin, in his wisdom, spoke up.

“Come on kids. Let’s go for a walk on the
beach.”

The other children got the message, but Gillian
protested.  She didn’t want to miss one minute of what she
knew would be an argument.  Regardless of her objections,
Colin gathered the children and left the dining room to the
adults.

Jacob tried to make his escape.

“Hold up,” Carla said.  “Your opinion is needed
here.”

“My opinion is not needed, and it wasn’t
asked for. Sharon says she’s married and that’s it.”  He
turned to the woman whom he thought of as a sister. “All I can say
is congratulations.  I hope you’re happy and that your husband
knows what a prize he has.”  He kissed Sharon on the cheek and
left the dining room under his wife’s angry glare.

Sharon had been grateful for Jacob’s support. 
However, gaining that of her two sister friends had not been as
easy. The ring of her cell phone interrupted her
thoughts. 

“Hello,” she answered.

“I love you.”

Winston’s words brought her close to tears. “I love
you, too,” she whispered. “Just as much.”

She had never felt like this before.  What she
had felt for Carla’s older brother, Richard, had been more of an
obsession. On the surface, he appeared to be everything a woman
could want in a man. Other women envied her for having him. They
didn’t know that he was a cheat and a liar who she allowed to abuse
her psychologically, emotionally and physically. Her time with him
had been one of the darkest periods in her life, but because of
that experience, she had ascended into the light.  She had
healed in body, mind and spirit. She now demanded the best that
life had to give her.  The man on the other end of the
telephone line was the very best.

“I feel like driving to the Peninsula right now,”
Winston declared in a tone that transmitted his need and desire for
her.  “If I hadn’t had to make this stop in San Jose, I would
have come straight to Carmel from the airport.  Nothing could
have stopped me.”

“But it was important to tell your daughter about us
in person,” said Sharon, feeling that same need to be with
him.  “We’ll see each other in a few hours.”

“I can’t wait.” They said simultaneously, then
laughed.  It seemed lately that everything evoked laughter
between them, no matter how silly or insignificant.  The whole
world was filled with laughter and sunshine since they had come
into each other’s lives.

Winston sat on his bed with his back propped against
two pillows as he talked to his wife. The grin on his face just
wouldn’t go away.  He wanted to pinch himself.  He
actually felt giddy.  How was this possible?  He was a
man in his forties with a twenty-four-year-old daughter
and was way past the stage in his life when a woman made him feel
tingly.  Yet, it was happening.  He was grinning,
blushing, gushing—doing and saying things that he never thought
were possible.  He was head over heels in love, and it was a
humbling experience.

He had heard people talk about this kind of
love.  He had seen movies and hummed love songs about it, but
he never really believed such a thing was possible.  The words
were written to sell products and not to record real life
experiences. He was wrong! Sharon was that love for him.  She
was every sunset and sunrise he’d ever seen.  She was the
sound of the rain replenishing the earth, a gentle breeze from the
ocean on a hot summer day. She was the air he breathed.

He wanted her from the moment he saw her leaning
against the ship railing—her hair blowing in the wind—waving
farewell to whom he later discovered was no one particular. Subtly,
he had moved down the deck to stand beside her and say hello. When
she turned those limpid gray eyes on him and smiled, he felt as
though he had been hit by a battering ram.  He had yet to
recover.

The practical side of him said that it was
impossible to fall in love with a woman he didn’t know. The newly
emerged impractical side of him said that it was already too
late.

“How did your daughter take the news?”

The words brought him out of his musing.  He
tensed as he remembered Rhonda’s angry reaction. 

“She survived the shock.”

“Is she happy for you?”  Sharon sounded
hopeful.

“If I’m happy, she’s happy for me.”

Sharon heard the reservation in his words
but chose to ignore it. “Well, I can’t wait to meet her.”

“What about your friends?  How did they take
the news?”

“Well, Carla was Carla.”

You have got to be out of your mind!

“And as always, Nedra was the reconciling
minister.”

I hope you know what you’re doing.

“They’re looking forward to meeting you.” 
Actually, Carla had threatened to track him down if she didn’t get
to meet him soon.  “What time will you be here tomorrow?”

Winston smiled.  “As soon as the sun rises I’m
leaving here to come for you.”

His words wrapped around her heart.  Sunrise
couldn’t come soon enough.

 

****

 


It was six o’clock in the morning when Mrs. Lucia
unlocked the front door of the Reasoner house. Disarming the alarm,
she ambled toward the kitchen, planning her morning routine as she
did so.  She had just taken her sweater off when the front
door chimes interrupted her train of thought.  She
scowled.

“Who could that be this time in the morning?” she
mumbled as she moved back through the spacious house to answer the
door, but before she could reach it, a blur of silk and satin
rushed past her.

“It’s for me!”  Sharon informed her
breathlessly. Reaching the front door, she rubbed her sweaty palms
against her robe, unlocked the door and swung it open. 
Winston stood on the other side.

Confused, Mrs. Lucia watched as the couple stood for
a second studying each other, and then, in the next instant, they
embraced.  She could feel the blush creeping upward as they
engaged in a kiss so torrid that it caused her to raise a
brow.  She knew Ms. Mays, but who was this stranger?

They broke the kiss and the man swept Sharon up into
his arms.  She pointed the way to the guest bedroom in which
she was staying and along the way made the introductions.

“Mrs. Lucia, this is my husband, Winston Duncan.
Winston, Mrs. Lucia.”

Winston nodded politely in acknowledgement in
passing as his eyes stayed glued on Sharon.  Mrs. Lucia
returned the nod as the couple disappeared around the corner toward
their intended destination.

 

****

 

“Daddy!  Daddy!”  Gillian shot out of her
seat, ran through the patio doors into the kitchen and leapt into
her father’s outstretched arms.  She was followed closely by
Trevor and the twins.  Before he knew it, Sin was engulfed in
children—one in his arms, one wrapped around his waist and a twin
attached to each leg.  He laughed heartily, delighted at the
assault of the little people. 

Gillian gave him a juicy kiss and leaned back in his
arms.  “Guess what, Daddy?”

“What, baby?”  He squeezed his precious girl to
him affectionately as he returned her kiss, then bent to kiss
Trevor and the twins. Gillian palmed his face between her two small
hands, assuring her of his full attention.

“This big boy, he was messing
with Trevor, and I came to my brother’s defense. 
Aren’t you proud of me?”

The well-rehearsed speech was delivered with a
toothless grin, guaranteed to melt any heart.  The twins added
their support of her heroics with claps of approval and praise—
“Way to go” and “Yeah, Gillian”—were tossed in for good
measure. 

“His friend was holding me, Daddy, or I could have
taken care of all of them.”  Trevor added solemnly, “She’s a
real hero.”

“Oh, yeah?”  Sin fought back the laughter as
Gillian’s three cohorts shook their heads in mutual agreement.

By this time, Jacob was hiding behind the morning
paper shaking with laughter.  Carla had joined him. Mrs. Lucia
had given up her attempts not to laugh out loud and left the
kitchen.  Nedra was the only hold out, biting her bottom lip
in her attempt not to be amused by the children’s effort to help
Gillian.  She spoke up.

“Good morning, everyone.”  The children
answered her with a chorus of greetings.  She turned to her
precocious daughter.  “So, Gillian, you’re a hero, huh?”

The child turned her considerable charms on her
mother and gave her a toothless grin as she bobbed her head up and
down.  “Uh huh, I defended my brother’s honor.”

Nedra tried to ignore the guffaws coming
from behind the newspaper that hid the faces of both Jacob and
Carla.  She continued.  “I see, and what do the words
defend and honor mean exactly?”

The question was met with a wide-eyed look of
surprise from Gillian and stunned silence from her small group of
supporters.  Four pairs of eyes slid toward the patio where
Colin was sitting. He seemed to have acquired a sudden interest in
reading the back of a cereal box. 

Sin and Nedra exchanged knowing looks. Kissing his
daughter’s soft cheek once again, he placed her on the floor. 
“We’ll talk about this later,” he assured her as he watched his two
youngest children scurry back to the patio, followed by the
faithful twins.  Colin cut his eyes at his defeated troops as
they took their seats.  His look told them that this was the
last time he would work with a bunch of amateurs.

“Good morning, Colin,” Sin greeted his son
cheerfully.  The kid had been busted and he knew it. 
“Happy Birthday!”

“Hi, Dad, Mama.  Thanks.”  Colin returned
the greeting, as the cereal box continued to hold his
fascination.

Sin and Nedra joined Carla and her husband in the
breakfast nook.  Jacob lowered the paper and smirked at
Sin.  “As an attorney, all I can say is that the strategy was
ingenious—gather the forces, rehearse the lines, feed them to the
most gullible target and use him to beat the wrap.”  Jacob
paused dramatically.  “Sucker!”

The entire table burst into laugher, including
Nedra.

“They tried hard,” said Sin.  “I’ll give them
credit for that.  They know I’m the weakest link, that’s for
sure.”

“But Mama is on the case.”  Nedra winked at
Carla and Jacob.  “If not, those kids would get away with
murder. And don’t call my husband a sucker.  He’s just a soft
touch, that’s all.”

“Jacob can’t talk. The twins have him wrapped around
their grimy little fingers, but in Gillian’s case, you should give
her a break. Like she said, all she did was try to stick up for her
brother.”  Carla speared a piece of fruit and popped it into
her mouth.  

“So she’s lined up her aunts to help her get out of
trouble, huh?”  Nedra asked, raising a suspicious
brow. 

“I don’t know about Sharon,” said Carla, “but I
wasn’t approached as a potential ally.  I simply figure the
girl did right by her brother.  And speaking of Sharon, where
is she anyway?”

“With her husband,”  Mrs. Lucia said,
re-entering the kitchen in time to answer Carla’s inquiry. “He
arrived early this morning.”

All activity in the house came to an immediate
standstill, much as it had yesterday when Sharon made her marriage
announcement. Carla was the first to respond.

“Her husband?

“Winston Duncan is here?”  Nedra croaked. 
“In this house?”

Mrs. Lucia nodded.

Carla glanced at the wall clock. “I wonder when
we’ll have the pleasure of meeting him?  They could be in the
bedroom until tomorrow.”

Nedra cleared her throat as her eyes shifted toward
the patio.  The children were sitting outside as quiet as
church mice, each attuned to the adults’ shift in
conversation.  Mrs. Lucia caught the gesture and closed the
French doors leading to the patio.

Carla grunted her disapproval.  “The least she
could have done was let us know that he was coming.  I ought
to knock on their door and see if I can get them to come
out.” 

“Don’t even think about it,” said Jacob, knowing
that his wife was bold enough to put her words into action.

“Maybe she didn’t know he was coming.”  The
words were barely out of Nedra’s mouth when the sound of Sharon’s
melodious laughter drifted into the kitchen from the adjoining
room.  All eyes were glued to the doorway, awaiting her
entrance. A moment later she appeared.  Her smile was as
bright as the rays of sunshine streaming into the kitchen. 
Behind her stood the source of her happiness—Winston Duncan. 
His smile was equally as bright.

“Good morning, everyone,” Sharon greeted cheerfully.
She pulled Winston further into the room.  “I’d like you to
meet someone very special, my husband, Winston.”

She looked up at him adoringly as the adults
returned various levels of greetings.  The children gathered
at the closed patio door, gawking in awe at the newlyweds. 
Even Colin, who usually took everything in stride, had abandoned
his interest in the cereal box and was now leaning against the
windowpane, scrutinizing the stranger among them.

Winston returned the chorus of greetings with a
friendly smile and a hearty hello.  Sharon made the
introductions, then the newly weds joined the others, and the
interrogation began.  Carla, who was better at it than anyone
else at the table, left no stone unturned. She started with his
birth. By the time breakfast was over, she had covered nearly every
aspect of his forty-three years of life.

Sharon was impressed by how patiently Winston
handled Carla’s less than subtle prying.  He answered her
questions quietly, without hesitation, and showed interest in each
person at the table by asking a few questions of his own. 
Sin’s import business was of interest, as was the nonprofit
organization Nedra headed.  As a fellow attorney, he and Jacob
had a lot in common.  It turned out that Jacob was familiar
with Winston’s law firm.  Her new husband was fabulous with
the children, and even prodded a usually reserved Colin to talk
about his interest in electronic gadgetry.  Sharon was
thrilled.  Her friends seemed to like Winston and vice
versa.  Nothing on earth could have meant more to her.

 

****

 

“What do you think of him?”  Nedra asked her
husband as she went about gathering necessities for her trip to the
beach with the children.  Sin moved around the room casually
as he prepared to take their boys shopping.

 “He seems nice enough,” he
answered absent-mindedly.

“Yeah, he does.”  Nedra dropped down on the
bed, letting her thoughts drift back to their introduction to
Sharon’s new husband. “But she really doesn’t know him.  Two
weeks?  That’s not long enough to get to know a person.” 
She sighed.  “You’re a good judge of character.  Do you
think that he’s right for Sharon?”

“I think that she made that decision when she
married him.”  Sin continued to get ready.

“No doubt about that, but Sharon’s always been so
vulnerable, and since her father died it’s been worse.  I just
hope that she didn’t make a mistake.”

Something in his wife’s voice caught Sin’s
attention.  Reading between the lines, he knew what was really
bothering her. Going to Nedra, he took her by the hands, pulled her
from the bed and planted a peck on her lips.

“Let it go, baby.  Just accept the fact that
Sharon got married without consulting you and Carla.  She’s a
grown woman capable of making her own decisions. Learn to live with
it.  If she made a mistake, it will come to light soon
enough.”

Nedra sighed in resignation.  She knew that he
was right. 

 

****

 

“They’ve always been there for me,” Sharon said,
referring to her best friends as she lay in bed snuggling with
Winston.  After his early morning arrival, they had celebrated
their reunion again and again.  His hungry kisses and
seductive caresses had made her body sing.  His lovemaking had
been, fervent, demanding and had taken her to heights she had never
climbed before. 

His words of love extolled her beauty and gentle
spirit.  Winston saw things in her she had yet to fully
appreciate in herself.  She adored this man, and from the day
that they first made love, she had given herself to him
completely.   Her mind, body and soul belonged to him.
Now she could fully appreciate what Nedra and Carla felt when they
fell in love with their husbands.  She couldn’t get enough of
Winston Duncan.  As soon as breakfast was over this morning,
they had resumed their welcoming ceremony and at the moment were
too spent to do much more than lay in each other’s arms.

“And I plan on being there for you, too,” Winton
said, continuing their conversation as he gently toyed with a
strand of Sharon’s hair. “Forever.”

“I hope so.” She rewarded him with a prolonged kiss
and could feel his heartbeat escalate against her
own.  

“I plan on fulfilling your every need,” he
whispered. “your every wish, your every desire.”

“Everyone of them?”  Sharon smiled and closed
her eyes, savoring the moment. 

“Everyone.  I promise.”  And he meant
it.  Whatever it took to preserve what they had found between
them, he was willing to do it.

“I’ll remember that promise.”  Sharon raised
her head to look him in the eyes, her face revealing all that she
felt at this moment.  “And
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