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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


The day started like every other morning shift. Doing the rounds, checking charts, making sure everyone’s IV’s were in and oxygen on. 
She chatted with Dorothy, a lovely older woman in room 13 that looked out onto the parking lot. She’d just had surgery and her family was a couple of hours away so didn’t get visitors that much.
Amy grabbed a coffee after that and downed a few sips before settling in at the computer to update some charts.
Her mind started to wander.
Back to the house, which was a disaster. Trying to remember whether she’d run the load of clothes that was piled in front of the washer or not.
Then to the kid’s rooms which she’d been meaning to get them to clean for what seemed like weeks now. Everything felt so much more overwhelming with Mark gone.
He was working a job out of town. He’d tried commuting the first few days but the extra hour on each end of the day had been exhausting and Tom, his contractor, offered to split a dinghy motel room with him.
She’d told him it was fine. And it was. She missed him but the first few days had been fine. Then it had started to feel like the kids and the cooking and the laundry were twice the work on top of going to work.
But it was only going to be a few more days and he’d be back. She was  happy about that.
And kind of stressed.
It felt like it had been forever since they’d had any kind of intimacy between them. She missed him but also it never seemed like the right time to get things started.
She knew this was just a phase. Things were busy, they were working as much as they could. It made it feel like something was missing from their lives, though.
“Anyone ever tell you how pretty your eyes look when you space out like that?”
The question startled her and she jumped a little in the tiny office wheelie chair she was perched on. She looked across the hall and saw him leaning up against a wall.
Wearing a bright smile and filling out those scrubs so impeccably.
The thought brought an immediate blush to her cheeks and she flashed a quick smile as she looked down at the desk, unable to hold his stare. “Dr. Johnson,” she muttered. “I didn’t see you there.”
He casually pushed off the wall and sauntered across the wide hallway to the nurses station, then leaned against it with both arms.
“You been getting any sleep lately?” he asked.
She glanced up at him, puzzled. “I beg your pardon?”
“Pardon me for mentioning it but you’ve been looking a little worn down lately. Everything alright at home?” he asked.
“Oh…I…yes. Thank-you! Thank-you for asking. I’m sorry. I haven’t been…I mean, I’ve been getting everything done fine it’s just that…”
He held up a hand, silencing her in mid-sentence. “I’m not here to judge you. Just checking in. Making sure everything’s alright?”
She looked up at him again and there was such kindness in his eyes. Her insides got a little soft and the warmth that spread out through her belly didn’t go unnoticed.
She blushed way hotter than felt comfortable. He must have really been paying attention to know something was off with her. She thought she’d done a better job of hiding it than that.
A wave of guilt washed over her. She shouldn’t have gone out with the girls. She shouldn’t have told them about any of the thoughts she’d been having. Saying it out loud had made her think about it more.
And now three other women knew she had a crush on a guy at work named Dr. Johnson.
“That’s so sweet of you to ask,” she said quietly.
“Hey. We’re all on the same team here. Gotta look out for each other, right?”
She looked up at him and smiled and nodded. “Mark’s been away and it’s been a bit of a challenge.”
He nodded sagely. Then he stared at her with the slightest smile at the corners of his mouth.
Her face heated even more under such direct attention. She locked eyes with him and felt a surge of something deliciously exciting well through her. Something very close to the way she’d felt the first time a guy had looked at her like that.
She held his gaze and her mind started racing, wondering if he was getting any of the same energy from it she was? Why was he smiling like that?
Her mind sank lower. To a dirtier place that reminded her of the time a few days ago she’d noticed something in the pant leg of his scrubs as he was bending over.
That triggered even more heat to bloom, across her chest this time. She broke the stare and bit her lip to keep herself from giggling. He probably thought she was a total bimbo by now.
“What’s all that about?” he asked.
She glanced sideways at him and let out a nervous laugh. “What do you mean?”
“What’s with the cute blush?” he asked, smiling a little wider.
Another wave of feeling crashed through her. Buzzing excitement and embarrassment and guilt at her own dirty thoughts. “Uh…um…” she said, then laughed again.
“Oh don’t worry. It just makes you look that much prettier,” he said, his voice low.
Her chest felt like it was expanding. Dr. Johnson was being deeply inappropriate. It would have been totally creepy and reportable if she didn’t have such a crush on him.
Did he know? Oh my god. Did he freaking know about it?!?
“I, uh…” she stammered, then let out a nervous laugh.
“I’m not gonna get hauled into the director’s office about this, am I? I haven’t been reading you wrong?”
Her smile faded and she looked up at him, mortified. “Reading me wrong?” she whispered.
“I just thought I saw you checking me out a few times. You’d tell me if I was wrong, wouldn’t you?” he asked.
She felt like crawling under the desk and never coming out.
He’d freaking caught her checking him out? She thought she might just die of embarrassment.
Now not only did the girls know about her little crush, but apparently Dr. Johnson was in on the secret too. “I am so sorry,” she said, pressing a finger against her lip.
Dr. Johnson shook his head. “I’m not. As long as I don’t have it all wrong. The feeling’s mutual.” He smiled a little wider. “Anyways, I don’t want to interrupt any more of your day. Just wanted to make sure everything was good. And, you know, if you see I’m not busy then I’d always love a chat.”
He slid his arms off the desk, gave it a tap, then turned and walked off down the hall.
Amy hunched her shoulders and tried to bury her face in the monitor, typing vitals in as furiously as she could to avoid being interrupted.
* * *
She parked the car at the end of their street and turned the engine off. She needed a few minutes of calm before diving headfirst into dinner and bedtime. She had the sitter until eight anyways.
She leaned back against the seat and let out a heavy sigh. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about the brief interaction with Dr. Johnson all day.
That, in turn, had led her to remember over and over his mention of her checking him out.
She was still mortified by it. But each recall sent a swarm of butterflies fluttering from the top of her chest to the bottom of her tummy.
She couldn’t believe he’d seen her. And she couldn’t believe he’d been so forward that morning.
She closed her eyes and remembered the way he’d smiled at her and the long look they’d shared and a warmth blossomed just beneath her belly. She savoured the feeling until a fresh ripple of guilt cut through her good vibes.
She opened her eyes and sat up straight, gripping the steering wheel with both hands. “What the hell am I doing?” she whispered.
She had a perfectly wonderful life. An amazing, loving husband and two beautiful kids. Arnelle and Sam and Tanya were all older than her. They either didn’t have kids or their kids had moved on.
That was the time to go out and experiment. To mix things up when they got dull. She wasn’t even forty yet and the kids were still in grade school!
She let out another frustrated sigh. What was she thinking? She didn’t have time for this. They didn’t have time for this.
Mark was working overtime every day on a job out of town and she was at home fantasizing about an older black man?
When she put it like that to herself it sounded crazy.
She closed her eyes again and counted down from ten. Now was not the time for this. Maybe when they got older she’d suggest something like this to Mark. Those stories the girls had told had only made things worse. She needed to put this out of her mind and focus on getting on with life.
She turned the car back on, put it in drive and drove the last few hundred feet to their driveway.
She was shocked and a little unsettled to see Britney’s car gone and Mark’s truck parked in the driveway. Had something happened?
She parked the car, turned it off and hopped out not even bothering to grab her purse or bag from the back seat. She jogged up to the house, stuffed her key into the lock and twisted.
She stepped inside to find the lights turned down low. No one was screaming. The place smelled like…dinner? The kids were nowhere to be seen.
“Hello? Mark? You here babe?” she called out.
She was startled to see him step out of the kitchen wearing a fresh polo shirt and jeans with no holes in them. He looked freshly shaved and showered. “Babe? What are you doing here? What’s going on?” she asked.
He smiled as he walked towards her. He put his arms around her waist and pulled her into an embrace. “I missed you,” he said quietly.
Her heart melted.
Had he really driven all the way home just to say that? “Are you making dinner?” she asked. “Where are the kids?”
He smiled wider and shrugged. “I got home a few hours ago and told Britney she could go. Took them for a burger and then over to grandma’s, which they were thrilled about. Mom’s gonna take them to school tomorrow. You’re off tomorrow morning, right? I hope I didn’t read your calendar wrong.”
Her eyes widened and she wrapped her arms around him and squeezed. “Oh my god I can’t believe you did this!”
“I’ll have to get going around noon tomorrow but Tom said I could have the morning off.”
“That’s amazing!” she said, hugging him tighter.
“I think my sob story about us not ever having any time for each other got to him. He just signed his divorce papers and told me I need to put in some time for us.”
The warm, glowing feeling washed over her and a tear formed at the corner of one eye. She hugged him again, holding him in the embrace for a long time. She pulled away, sniffled, then wiped the corner of her eye. “You never answered my question.”
He cocked his head to one side.
“Why does it smell like chicken in here?” she asked.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


Turned out he’d stopped at the Brazillian BBQ place on his way back from his mom’s. He’d picked up the half chicken meal with creme de milho and a bottle of wine and now had the table in the kitchen all set with the meat warming in the oven. 
She kissed his cheek when she saw it and told him to pour her a glass of the red and give her fifteen.
She raced upstairs, pulling her scrubs off as she went, and hopped into the shower to clean up after the shift. She was in the bedroom five minutes later. Picking through her underwear drawer to find the nice underwear she’d bought last year before Valentine’s day and never used.
The lace sat in tissue paper at the back of the drawer. It was a deep plum colour with black trim along the edges.
She held up the bra and remembered how the cups had barely contained her when she’d tried it on in the fitting room. The salesperson had assured her it was supposed to fit like that.
She fastened the clasp behind her back and adjusted the straps. The underwire lifted everything up and together, creating cleavage that spilled over the scalloped edge.
The matching underwear hugged her hips and cut high on her thighs in a way that highlighted her shapely ass and made her legs look longer.
She turned sideways in front of the mirror. The fabric stretched across her backside, the seam disappearing between her rounded cheeks that the Brazilian cut framed rather than covered.
Not bad for someone who’d just worked a twelve-hour shift.
She pulled on jeans and a loose button-down, leaving the top three buttons undone so he could see the lace peeking through.
Downstairs, he’d already plated everything. The chicken glistened with chimichurri, the corn custard steaming beside it.
“That was fast,” he said, smiling at her and holding out the glass of wine.
She slid into her chair and took the glass from him, then took a small sip and sighed. “Mark, this is the most amazing surprise.”
He leaned around the table and put a hand on her knee and squeezed it. “I love you, baby,” he whispered.
That warm feeling bubbled through her again. On it’s coattails, though, came a niggling guilt.
Not too long ago she’d allowed herself to be flirted with by a very handsome colleague. Then she’d spent the day being unable to stop thinking of that same colleague. Sometimes in the most inappropriate ways imaginable.
The whole time she’d been doing that at work, Mark had been on his way here, then taking care of the kids after sending the sitter away. Then taking them to his mom’s house and preparing this surprise romantic dinner for them.
Her throat went tight just thinking about it.
“What’s going on?” he asked.
She realized she’d gotten lost in her thoughts
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