
        
            
                
            
        

    





Have
a Heart 







Part
4











By:
Rachel Burns










Have
a Heart

Part
4






Copyright
2014, 2015 Rachel Burns

Published
by Rachel Burns

















Text Copyright © 2014, 2015 by
Rachel Burns


All
Rights Reserved















All
rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act
1976, no part of the publication may be reproduced, distributed, or
transmitted in any form or by and means, or stored in a database or
retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the author.







 















This
is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, incidents and
dialogues are products of the author's imagination or are used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead,
events or locales is entirely coincidental.


	
		



	





		Table
		of Contents

	

	Chapter
	1 – Giving Away Brianna	

	Chapter
	2 – Hunter and Prey	

	Chapter
	3 – Promises	

	Chapter
	4 – Moved To Tears	

	Chapter
	5 – Shadow Animals	

	Chapter
	6 – Deeply In Love	

	Chapter
	7 – You Have To Earn It	

	Chapter
	8 – Fooled	

	Chapter
	9 – Jealous	

	Chapter
	10 – Handling Her With Care 	

	Chapter
	11 – Bachelor Party	

	Chapter
	12 – The Big Day	

	Chapter
	13 – Congratulations	

	Chapter
	14 – The Reception	

	Chapter
	15 – The Wedding Night	

	Chapter
	16 – Garden Work	

	Chapter
	17 – First Marital Spanking	

	Chapter
	18 – A Little Secret	

	Chapter
	19 – Surprise	

	Chapter
	20 – Pretending To Be All Right	

	Chapter
	21 – Advice	

	Chapter
	22 – When A Man Loves A Woman 	

	Chapter
	23 – Lost	

	Chapter
	24 – Caring	

	Chapter
	25 – In-Laws	

	Chapter
	26 – A Child Is Born	

	Chapter
	27 – Meeting His Parents	

	Chapter
	28 – Time Goes By	

	Chapter
	29 – Saying Goodbye	

	Chapter
	30 – A German Lullaby	

	Other
	Books By Rachel Burns	












Chapter 1 – Giving Away Brianna






Brianna
slipped her arm through her father’s and gave him a smile. Charles
Banks laid his free hand over hers and patted it.

He
took a moment to really look at his baby. She was all grown up. Her
long brown hair was swept up into a bun. Still, her best feature
remained her green eyes. Those were the same eyes he fell in love
with back in college when he looked at Brianna’s mother. He had
been so pleased that Brianna had inherited her mother’s eyes. She
had gotten his widow’s peak. It made her face heart-shaped.
Whenever he looked at his daughter, he felt love and pride.

He
was, once again, having a special moment with his daughter. A moment
he never thought he would have.

Brianna
was constantly surprising him. The doctors told them time and time
again their daughter wouldn’t live very long because of the heart
problems she was born with. Several times they had come so close to
losing her.

Now
he truly was losing her.

Charles
looked straight ahead and saw the young man who wanted his daughter
as his wife, the young man who had previously saved her life twice,
the young man who had bought a house and passed the bar exam, all so
he could provide for Charles’ daughter.

Charles
felt like he was going to be replaced. Brianna would no longer come
to him when she needed things. She would go to this amazing young man
who would soon be his son-in-law. When she experienced something new
and interesting, Scott would be the one to hear about it first and
not Charles.

Scott
Greene was standing at the end of the aisle waiting to snatch
Charles’ daughter away from him.

Charles
had to admit Scott was a good catch. He had strong shoulders to carry
the burden of Brianna’s health problems, and he had a strong
character to care for her. He was exactly what Charles wanted for his
daughter.

Scott
was a good-looking man with chestnut brown hair and blue eyes. The
two of them would make beautiful children if Brianna could have any.

Chances
were his legacy would die with his daughter.

Would
she even survive her wedding night? He
was worried about losing her. Could her
heart survive a night of passion?

Slowly,
he led his daughter down the aisle. Brianna wanted to go faster, but
he kept the pace nice and slow prolonging the time she stayed his
little girl.

Brianna
was fighting not to roll her eyes when they finally reached the
altar. She glanced over at her mother, Eva, hoping her mother would
say something to help her.

The
pastor was grinning by the time they reached the altar. “Who gives
this woman in marriage?” he asked loudly.

Charles
turned to his wife and frowned. “Do I have to? I’d rather keep
her.”

The
people gathered behind them were snickering quietly.

Brianna
pulled her arm away from him and placed her hands on her hips. She
wouldn’t let her father make a farce out of her wedding. “Daddy,
I swear if you do that next Saturday, I’ll never talk to you
again.”

Scott
turned slightly away, so no one but the pastor could see his smile.
Once again, Scott had to think his Brianna had fire. Her green eyes
had a way of burning holes in her victim’s eyes. She wasn’t the
type of woman a person crossed lightly.

Most
people saw her as tiny, weak and sickly, but Scott certainly didn’t.
In fact, he felt she was the strongest person he knew.

Cathy,
(Scott’s youngest sister, Brianna’s best friend and the maid of
honor), stepped in between Brianna and Charles. “He was just
kidding. Your father would never do anything to embarrass you on your
big day.”

“Our
big day,” Scott corrected her. The women in his family and in hers
were giving him the feeling he merely had to show up and do whatever
they wanted him to. Brianna tried to include him, but mostly things
were being decided without his input. It was a very important day for
him too.

He
realized weddings were something girls dreamed about practically from
the day they were born, but still, he also had a vested interest in
the wedding. He wanted to marry Brianna with his whole heart.

There
was no doubt in his mind she was the woman who he wanted to spend the
rest of his life with.

Unfortunately,
it was a given that he would outlive her.

At
one time, that had bothered him so much he almost broke off their
relationship. However, now he was mature enough to be thankful for
every second they got to enjoy.

They
knew they had a timer ticking, counting the time they had together,
so they were going to make the most of everything.

Every
minute with his Brianna would be precious.

Brianna
had gotten her father under control, and their friends had stopped
laughing. It was time for Scott to take Brianna’s hand now.

He
held it tightly as they practiced for their big day.





Chapter 2 – Hunter and Prey






Jessica
paced up and down. She was feeling so antsy. She only had to wait
three more minutes for the hour to turn. Then it would be her turn,
and maybe he could help her.

She
needed this feeling to go away. No, she didn’t want it to go away.
On many levels she liked it. However, she didn’t control it. It
would be so good if she could control herself.

She
hoped the doctor could help her.

She
watched the clock tick. Each movement it made matched her pounding
heart. She realized she was expecting too much from this doctor, who
was a shrink and also worked with traditional Chinese Medicine. Would
he be able to help her? 


The
real question was: Was she fixable? Could someone like her live a
normal life?

The
clock ticked to the hour. Her eyes moved to the door. He was making
her wait. She needed to see him quickly.

Her
eyes darted back to the clock. Half a minute had passed by, and still
the door hadn’t open. Her eyes were now darting back and forth.
Clock, door, clock, door.

Five
more minutes had passed, and still the door hadn’t opened. Should
she knock? Was he waiting for her to knock? Was this some sort of
test?

She
paced again, thinking if the door didn’t open soon, she would have
to leave, and find a man to satisfy her needs.

The
door opened. A man came out. He was helping an older woman step out
of the room. He was so careful with the older lady that Jessica felt
something for him immediately. There was a certain kind of man she
felt irresistible. They were like a perfume. A strong good man: she
was especially drawn to them.

He
looked up. Jessica went weak in the knees. He was gorgeous. This was
too much for her. She needed a man, now. She wanted this one.

Her
chin lifted up in determination as she looked at him. He had become
her prey. She would have him, and then she would try to find a woman
therapist again, one who wouldn’t make her feel like a dirty whore.



Richard
recognized the look in her eyes. She was a beauty, but like an animal
her beauty was there for a purpose. She was a huntress, but she was
tired of the constant hunt. 


“Mrs.
Douglas, I’ll see you again next week at the same time. Take good
care of yourself this week.” He had spoken to both ladies, but he
only looked the older one in the eye, letting the younger one think
he would be an easy catch for her to snack on.

Once
the older lady was gone, he flashed his eyes at her. He looked her
over, not hiding the fact that he was sizing her up.

She
was a red head. How fitting, he thought. She had dark blue
eyes and pale skin. She was perfectly formed; again it was part of
her disguise to trap men in her web. Weak men, he corrected his own
musings about her. He wasn’t weak.

Besides,
she would end up being his prey.

“How
do you do? I’m Dr. Jones. Miss Kelly, if you would please join me
in my office.” He gave her a nice but still professional smile.

She
grinned back for a moment, looking into his blue eyes. She preferred
blue eyes. This was all too easy, she thought as she slowly turned
and walked into his office. She had been so eager to get in here
before, but the coin had flipped, and her reasons for wanting
entrance had now changed. Going slowly would be the fastest way to
her goal. She undid the top button of her blouse as she walked in.

Jessica
felt his eyes on her backside as she slowly walked over to the couch.
She pressed her legs together and bent down to move a pillow a few
inches over. She was sure she had his complete attention, but to make
sure she sat down and bent forward to lay her purse innocently on the
floor at her feet. Again, she felt his eyes on her breasts.

Richard
wasn’t about to let her have the upper hand. This was his
territory, and she was in it. He would quickly show her who would
lord over whom here. He walked to his desk and sat down behind it.
“What brings you to me today?”

He
flashed his eyes at her. He could see she was uncomfortable with
that. She wasn’t used to men looking her in the eyes. He’d bet it
had been a long time since a man had. She was probably used to them
undressing her with their eyes.

“Yes,
that. I have a bit of a problem.” She smiled at him and leaned
forward again, picking up her purse and setting it next to her.

Jessica
felt it; he hadn’t looked at her body. She looked back up at him.
His eyes were on hers.

He
couldn’t be gay, could he? No, she was never wrong about things
like that. Nevertheless, the idea of a gay doctor did have its
merits. That would be a good thing, a doctor with whom she may be
able to make progress with. She would ask around if anyone knew
someone like that after she was finished here.

She
took a handkerchief out of her purse and patted it to her neck. Her
hand went back and her breast lifted slightly with her arm.

“You
came highly recommended from a friend of mine. She had problems
sleeping. I too have problems along the same lines. I find it
difficult to sleep – alone.” She paused, so her words could sink
in a bit.

“Are
you saying you’re a nymphomaniac?” He could see she was. He
wondered if she knew half of the signals she was sending in his
direction. Some were obviously learned, while others might be her
instinct pushing her at men.

“No,
I’m not. Something like that would be simple to take care of.”

Richard
cocked his eyebrow. “Then what exactly brings you to my office?”

Jessica
had heard the disbelief in his tone. “Like a nymphomaniac, I need
attention from a man.” She was willing to do a lot to get the kind
of attention she needed.

“What
form should that attention take?”

“Spankings.
Good, long, hard spankings.” Jessica emphasized each word and
leaned forward, giving him the feeling she was ready and willing to
go over his lap right now.

Richard
felt his cock stir. He hadn’t expected that, and he couldn’t stop
the pictures forming in his head. He saw her perfect body over his
knee and his hand smacking her lush tiny backside.

His
face hadn’t given away what he thought. “How do you go about
getting the attention you claim you need?”

Jessica
pressed her thighs together, putting pressure on her clitoris. His
deep authoritative voice was making her body stand at attention. “I
promise men they can do whatever they want with my body, but first
they have to spank me.”

Richard
frowned. He was disappointed in himself. He had pegged her all wrong.
Richard prided himself on giving accurate diagnoses.

Jessica
saw the frown. She sat back, figuring she had disgusted him. This was
only wasting her time. He wouldn’t be able to help her find a cure,
and he wouldn’t help her satisfy her immediate needs either.

“You
have been playing a very dangerous game, Ms. Kelly. You’re very
lucky you haven’t gotten hurt yet.”

“Oh,
I’ve gotten hurt, but I like it that way.”

“If
you like it, then why are you here?”

“I
can’t control it. My need overpowers me.”

“And
then you do what?” he asked.

Jessica
shrugged her naked shoulders. “I wash my body, very meticulously.
Then I pick out something to wear. I put on my make-up accordingly. I
take great care doing my hair. Then I get dressed. When I’m ready,
I pick out shoes, which will get a man’s attention. They need to
emphasize my long legs. Then I go to the campus bar. At first men ask
me if they can buy me something to drink. I tell them to save their
money. We can go some place right away. When we’re alone, I tell
them the deal.”

“How
do men react to the deal?”

“Some
leave me standing, some scold me for leading them on, some try to
spank me for the promised sex, few satisfy me.”

“Have
you ever truly been satisfied?”

“In
the beginning? Yes.”

“What
was the beginning like?” Richard had his fountain pen out, and he
was quickly writing down everything she told him.

“Scott
was the beginning.”

“Who’s
Scott?” Richard looked at her. He feared Scott was a relative who
abused her.

“Scott
was the disciplinarian on my floor during my first year of college.
He was the first man to ever spank me.”

“I
don’t understand,” Richard confessed.

“I
didn’t apply myself in high school. My parents were always busy,
and I was trying to get their attention. It didn’t work, but they
did send me to a college that believed with the threat of bare bottom
spankings the girls would apply themselves. The school was very
strict. It was easy to find minor offenses to get a spanking.”

“I
see. I’ve never heard of a college like that. Did you feel you were
being sexually abused there?”

“No.
I didn’t feel that way because that wasn’t the case. I was one of
many, not important.”

Richard
laid down his pen and looked Jessica in the eyes. “Tell me, Ms.
Kelly, what would the perfect man look like?”

“Do
you want to hear what I really think, or what you want to hear?”

“By
all means, tell me what you really think.”

“The
man who would be perfect for me would only care about me. He wouldn’t
forget about me the moment he turned away.”

“Did
Scott do that to you?” Richard asked.

“Yes,
in fact I’m going to his wedding this weekend. He is marrying a
girl who was also on my floor. I’m worried.”

“What
are you worried about, Ms. Kelly?”

“That
I won’t behave myself. I haven’t seen him in so long, I fear I’ll
start confessing that I got into trouble on purpose back then, just
so he would spank me. I don’t want to do that to Brianna.”

“Who
is Brianna?”

“His
bride-to-be. We went to college together. She is the nicest person I
know.”

“I
understand. That’s why you’re looking for help now.”

“Yes.”
Jessica confirmed his thoughts.

“If
I take you on as a patient, I need you to obey me completely. To be
able to get a hold on your illness you have to change your mindset on
several things. The first is you aren’t in control of your needs,
and you shouldn’t be. Your master will have complete control of
you.”

“My
master?”

“Yes,
that’s me.”

Jessica
pressed her legs tighter together.

“The
second thing you need to accept is that a mere boy will not be able
to satisfy you. You need a man. Not just any man will do. They are
called Alpha Males, leaders or decision makers.”

Jessica
asked herself if this were a dream. If it were, it was one of her
best.

“Third
you need to accept your role as a submissive. It is your duty to obey
your master, me. I’ll be your master throughout your therapy.”

“Okay,
I understand.”

“You
told my secretary you’re new in town. Why are you here?”

“I
found a job here. I start in three weeks. That’s another reason why
I wanted to start therapy. I fear I may overstep a boundary at work.”

“Where
do you live?” He pretended to ignore her worry about work, but it
was noted in his mind. He would never ignore anything she told him.

“I’m
staying with a friend from school until I can find a place of my
own.”

“Would
you consider moving in with me during your therapy?” His eyes were
locked on hers. He wanted to see her reaction to his words.

Jessica’s
lips curled up. “If you feel it is for the best, I’ll move in
with you.”

Richard
stood up and looked down at her. “I don’t feel it is for the
best. I know it is. You still seem to think this is a game: that you
can control me or tempt me. I’ll show you that you can’t.”

Jessica
nodded at him. A cold chill went down her spine, but at the same time
she felt excited.

“How
quickly can you be moved in?”

“Umm
– whenever it’s convenient for you.”

Richard
noticed her manner changing. She was suddenly becoming unsure of
herself. It was already working.

“You’re
my last patient of the day. I don’t want to let you out of my
sight. So the answer is: there is no time like the present.”

“Of
course. I’ll call her and warn her I’m coming to collect my
things.”

“That
would be best.” Richard went back to his desk and worked on several
things he needed to finish before they could leave. He listened to
her talking to her friend. Jessica lied to her, telling her she found
an apartment she could afford.

After
that, he ignored her completely. She needed to learn she couldn’t
always be the center of attention.

Later,
he would give her so much attention she would wish he would ignore
her.





Chapter 3 – Promises






Scott
parked in front of the motel and looked over at Brianna. “Are you
sure about this?”

“Yes,
I really am.”

“Well,
I’m not.”

“I
don’t want my first time to be on my wedding night.” Her eyes
widened, imagining it.

“Our
wedding night,” he corrected her.

“Yes,
of course,” she answered dismissing his words.

“It
really is my wedding too.”

“I
know that. And I’m happy for you. You’re getting a great girl,”
she teased him. “However, you have – done ‘it’
before. I haven’t. That’s the difference.”

“We
could wait the couple of days – until we’re married.”

Brianna
sighed loudly. It was clear Scott didn’t want to do this, and he
didn’t understand. “It’s just that I don’t want to die on my
wedding day.”

“So
you want me to kill you beforehand?” Scott’s fingers went back to
the key to turn on the ignition. 


“No.”
Brianna laid her hand on his elbow. “You don’t understand, and
I’m not good at explaining it.”

Scott
removed his hand and shifted in his seat, so he was looking at
Brianna. “Then tell me – because I don’t get this.”

Brianna
took a deep breath and thought how she should word this. “You
remember how scared you were to take the bar exam? I had to drive you
there because you were so nervous.”

“Yes,
I remember. It was only a couple of months ago.”

“You
were scared, but you didn’t need to be. Still, it was hard for you
to get out of the car.”

“I
was worried you would ruin my car. You had only had your license for
a week.” Scott smiled at her. He loved to tease her.

“That’s
beside the point. The point is you were worried, then you took the
test, and everything was okay. You didn’t need to be scared and in
the back of your head you knew that, but still you were. The best
thing for you was getting it over with.”

“So
you want to get making love with me over
with?”

“Yes,
so I can enjoy our wedding day. I don’t want to spend the happiest
day of my life worrying about what might happen that night. I want to
promise myself to you with a genuine smile on my face. I want us to
dance together and to enjoy every moment we can. It should be the
best day of our lives. Afterwards, when you take me in your arms, I
want to be relaxed and able to enjoy our special night.”

Scott’s
forehead wrinkled. “You do have a point. Nevertheless, it seems odd
to do this a few days before the wedding.”

“I
trust you to make an honest woman out of me.” Brianna wasn’t
worried about him backing out.

“Of
course, I would. I’ve wanted to marry you for so long. I honestly
don’t want to have to explain to anyone what we were doing at a
motel. Could you imagine that phone call to the police? I would have
to explain what I was doing at a motel with a woman who wasn’t my
wife and why she died of a heart attack and was no longer a virgin.”
His fingers returned to the key.

Again
Brianna reached out to him. “I promise I won’t die.”

“And
if you do?” Scott hated that he was capable of hurting her.

“I’m
not going to. See, this is why I want to get it over with.” Brianna
opened the car door and got out. She walked over to the office to get
a room, but Scott caught up to her before she could go in.

“I
feel like I’m being blackmailed,” he whispered into her ear.

“Blackmailed
into having sex with the woman you love so much you want to spend the
rest of your life with her? I doubt anyone will pity you.”

Scott
rolled his eyes and opened the door for her. They had driven two
hours away from home to find a place where they hoped no one would
recognize them.

Scott
did the talking, checking them into a room for the night as Mrs. and
Mr. Green. 


Brianna
stood next to him, trying to act like they were already married. She
figured the man handing Scott the key wouldn’t care, but still she
did have a twinge of guilt for being here.

Once
Scott had the key, he turned back to Brianna. “I’ll get our bags
out of the car. You can go to our room and freshen up.” He handed
her the key.

Brianna
nodded at him. “Thank you, Scott.”

He
had to smirk because she sounded like a sweet little housewife, the
complete opposite of the woman who had read him the riot act in the
car.

Scott
got their bags. They each had their own. His car was full of their
things. They had moved out of their apartment today. That paragraph
of their lives was over, and now the real story was about to begin.

Brianna
was sitting on the bed, waiting for him. She looked scared.

Their
eyes locked. “May I, please, have my bag? I’d like to change –
before we start.”

Scott
handed her the bag, thinking how brave she was. He loved her with his
whole heart. He was hoping she would back out. If anything truly did
happen while they were making love, he wanted her to at least be his
wife.

He
sat down where Brianna had just been. Terrible thoughts went through
his head. He knew she wasn’t supposed to do any type of physical
activities. Sex was very physical.

They
had gotten very close the last couple of years. They kissed a lot;
there was no part of her body he hadn’t touched. They often
showered together, and the feeling of her hand wrapped around his
penis was a very familiar one.

Brianna
and Scott often shared a bed, his. Cathy had been a very bad chaperon
lately. She was now a registered nurse. She worked in the same ward
as his best friend, Chandler Bentley. Everyone had been surprised
when he spoken up, choosing Cathy to work with him in his ward. The
two of them definitely didn’t get along.

Apparently,
they were a good team at work. However, the second they weren’t
wearing white, things got out of control. On Saturday, the two of
them had to walk down the aisle together. Cathy was Brianna’s maid
of honor, and Chandler was his best man. Hopefully, they wouldn’t
scratch each other’s eyes out on the way to the altar.

The
bathroom door opened, and Brianna appeared in a silky nightgown,
which clung, to her body, allowing him to see every curve.

His
penis was flooding with blood. Damn it. All hope of stopping this
madness was crashing at his feet.

He
stood up and grabbed his bag. “I guess I’ll change into my
pajamas too.”

Unfortunately,
he slept in his boxers and T-shirt. The collar of the T-shirt was
frayed. It hadn’t mattered up until now. Even when Brianna slept
with him in his bed, he hadn’t thought twice about it, but she had
never showed up in a negligee before.

Scott
washed his face and looked at himself in the mirror. His heart was
pounding in his chest. If this didn’t work out, he would be left
all alone. After so many years, he couldn’t bear to be without
Brianna. She was his soul mate. Was this worth the risk?

Noble
thoughts of not risking her life were easy to make when she was in
the other room. Standing in front of her and seeing the outline of
her breasts against the silk of her nightgown, would make it
impossible for him to stay so noble.

He
desired her, in every way a man could desire a woman: as a friend, a
partner for life and as a bed companion.

Scott
changed into his pajamas and looked at himself in the mirror again.
He certainly wasn’t up to snuff with the goddess he had just seen.
He took off his T-shirt and looked at his chest. Scott pictured
Brianna’s head resting against his chest, and his right hand moved
to cover his heart.

He
sighed; there they were again, his feelings of protection for
Brianna. He loved her so much.

Scott
went in the bedroom and saw her looking out of the window. He hoped
no other man could see her dressed up like this. This was only for
his eyes.

“I’m
finished, darling.”

She
turned around and smiled at him. Once again, she felt scared.

Scott
went to her and ran his fingertips along her jaw. “You look so
uncertain.”

Brianna
closed her eyes. “Believe me I’m not afraid of dying. I’m
afraid like every woman is before her first time.” She opened her
eyes and looked at him.

“I
hate that you’re afraid of me. I wish things were different. It
doesn’t make sense for it to hurt you. You’re so precious.”

Brianna
shifted her weight to her other foot and narrowed her eyes at him,
giving him what he called ‘the look’. “You’re backing
out again, aren’t you?”

“No,
I’m not. I was just feeling sorry for you.” That was something he
knew she hated. His teasing would get her mind off of the pain she
would soon be feeling.

He
kissed her before she could say something.

Scott
pulled away from Brianna. “I love you.”

“You
do?” She beamed up at him.

“Would
I marry you if I didn’t?”

“I
don’t know.” Brianna pulled away from him and walked over to the
bed. She grabbed the comforter and pulled it back, so she could sit
down on the bed. “I’m a rich man’s daughter. Perhaps you’re
more interested in my father’s money than in me.”

“Perhaps
you need to go over my knees before we make love.” Scott sat down
next to her and laid his hand on her back. He was pushing a little
like he would if he were really going to spank her.

“No,
Scott. I was just teasing you.” Brianna pushed back against his
hand, which made her breasts push up.

Scott
couldn’t look away. Brianna was packed up so beautifully. His left
hand moved to her breasts as if a pull was guiding it to move,
magnetically. He cupped his hand, feeling the soft fabric, which
covered her soft breast.

Brianna
realized he wasn’t going to spank her. She grinned a little because
she thought she could use her body to get out of future spankings
too. She laid her arms behind her on the bed and thrust her breasts
up a little higher.

Scott
moved his right hand and turned towards Brianna, pushing her down on
the bed. “You look fabulous.”

Brianna
moved her hands, so she could touch his chest. The muscles there had
always fascinated her. He was ripped and so hard, her opposite. “I
like how you look too. You’re so strong.”

“I
try to stay this way, so I can carry you around when you’re sick.”

Brianna
pursed her lips together. This wasn’t the moment to talk about
that.

“Don’t
make faces at me. You’re too pretty to do something like that. I
know you don’t like to hear that you’re sometimes weak, and that
you need help, but it is a fact of life. You should be thankful I’m
the kind of man who plans ahead. Besides, I think you’re very
healthy, but to be sure I think I should examine your entire body.”

“You
want to play doctor with me?”

“Oh
yes. First, I’ll examine your breasts, thoroughly, and then I’ll
examine the rest of you.”

Brianna
was feeling a little silly, and she wanted to tease him a little. “I
think I may have twisted my ankle on the way in.” She wanted to
throw him off course a little.

Scott
raised an eyebrow. He sat back and lifted her foot off the floor. Her
nightgown slithered up her raised leg, giving him a glimpse of the
area between her legs. He cocked a smile at her. “You’re right.
This is a very good place to start.” He kissed the inside of her
ankle, slowly working his way up.

Brianna
grabbed onto her nightgown and laid it over herself, so he couldn’t
see her down there.

“Too
late. I already saw you,” he goaded her.

“I
was thinking we would take it slowly.”

Scott
kissed the side of her knee. “I’m moving slowly.”

“Yes,
but the direction.”

“I’m
getting closer.”

“And
I’m getting nervous,” Brianna confessed.

Scott
was at a point where he didn’t wish to turn back. Brianna was
right, she was just scared, and she needed to get it over with. He
kissed the inside of her thigh. “I’ve always loved your legs.”

“Really?”

“Since
the first time I saw them, getting out of my car.”

“When
was that?” Brianna asked, confused.

Scott
stopped mid-thigh and looked at her. “It was our first date. We had
fish. Don’t you remember that?”

“I
remember. I just don’t remember my legs in particular.”

“Well,
I do. It was the first time I really noticed them. It was when you
were getting out of my car.”

“I
remember the fish was good.” Brianna was hoping to throw him off
course.

“Personally,
I felt your legs getting out of my car were the highlight of the
evening.”

“So
you merely love me for my body?”

“Among
other things.” Scott was grinning at Brianna’s feeble attempts to
slow him down. The funny thing was this had been her idea, and she
was the one who pushed to come here.

“I
thought the fish was excellent.”

Scott
grinned at her. This wasn’t the sort of conversation he had
expected to have when they were about to make love for the first
time.

He
moved his knees up, and his face moved towards hers. He kissed her to
stop whatever nonsense she might have said next. Slowly, he laid his
body down on hers, testing to see if she could take his weight.

Brianna
had to breathe deeply. Scott was so much bigger than she was. He was
heavy, and it felt like he was squishing her.

Scott
sighed, seeing that he was too heavy for her. He moved to the side.

Brianna
slowly exhaled, hoping he wouldn’t notice. If she couldn’t sleep
with him, then he wouldn’t be happy with her. Their marriage would
be doomed. She feared he would lose interest in her and go and look
for someone new, someone better, exactly like back then with Jodi.

If
she couldn’t give him this, then he wouldn’t want her anymore.

“I
just – have to get used to you. That’s all.” Brianna reached
her arms up to him and wrapped her arms around him.

“Baby,
there is more than one way to skin a cat. You don’t have to worry
about anything.”

Brianna
gave him a worried look.

“I’ll
show you exactly what I mean when you’re ready for me.” Scott had
to grin at how naïve she was.

Brianna
gulped a little, determined to go through with this. “I’m ready,”
she lied.

“No,
you’re not. First, when you’re wet.”

“Wet?”

“Yes.
Wet with need. I’ve never let you get this far before. There is
nothing more attractive to a man than a woman who wants to be with
him, desperately.”

“I
don’t think I could – ever be like that.”

“You
better be.” He kissed her behind her ear, while his left hand
kneaded her breasts.

Brianna
felt her back arch up. She wished she had more to offer him
breast-wise.

“You’re
so beautiful. I’m lucky to be the man you want to marry.” Scott
was ready to go, but he knew Brianna needed more time. He stroked his
hands over her body, fondling her breasts and letting his hands glide
over her curves. He paid her compliments, telling her how beautiful
she was and what her body was making his feel.

His
fingers petted her clitoris, encircling it in slowly. 


When
he deemed her ready, he lifted her up and laid her on the bed the
short way, so her feet were dangling over the edge.

She
gave him a confused look. Secretly, she was glad he had the necessary
knowledge to do this because she certainly didn’t.

Scott
knelt down beside the bed and pulled Brianna’s body even closer.
Her hands moved to cover herself again. He looked up into her eyes.
“You don’t have to be shy with me.”

Reluctantly,
she removed her hands and laid them over her head. She braced herself
for the pain.

“Hush
– It’s okay. If you say stop, I will. I trust you not to pretend
to be brave. If it hurts you too much, you have to tell me. I’m
depending on your honesty. If we can’t be honest with each other in
the bedroom when we are alone, then what kind of marriage would we
have?”

“I
promise, Scott.” That was a hard promise to give because it broke a
promise she had given to herself. She told herself she was going to
go through with this no matter what she felt. If it took her life,
then she would have given Scott all of her love before she left.

“Okay,
now, I’m getting a little nervous again.” Scott’s greatest
worry was she would pass away while he was making love to her. He
didn’t want to be left alone in the world without her.

His
body seemed to be completely ignorant about the battle going on in
his head. It only wanted to thrust into her.

Scott
looked into Brianna’s eyes. He saw fear, determination and trust.
Loving her came with so much responsibility. Why was his body telling
him this was so right when his mind was screaming at him not to risk
this?

Scott
gave up. He wanted her. “I need your help. You have to reach down
between us and take hold of me. I want you to guide me in. Go as
slowly as you need.”

The
moment was here. Brianna could hardly believe it. She was about to
make love with a man who wanted to spend the rest of her life with
her. She couldn’t say for the rest of his life because it was a
given she would pass on before he did.

Please,
don’t let today be my last day.
She prayed.

Brianna
reached down and grabbed onto his penis. She had stroked it several
times in the past, but Scott always stopped things before they went
too far. “No stopping today.”

“Just
if you tell me to. You’re the boss,” he told her.

“I
like the sound of that.” Brianna gave him a nervous smile.

“You
always will be in the bedroom,” he told her.

Slowly,
she moved him closer. Scott let her guide him in. He was careful not
to thrust. Once he was fully sheathed inside of her, he looked in her
eyes to see if she was okay. “How’s that?” he asked.

“I’m
fine. When is it going to hurt?” She was still bracing herself
while she waited for the pain.

Scott
grinned at her a little and very slowly pulled back. He loved the
fact that her body was open to him. It made him feel accepted and
loved.

Even
more slowly he pushed back into her.

“Oh,”
Brianna whimpered. “You’re big.”

“Does
it hurt?” he asked.

“I
don’t know. It feels –” She shrugged her shoulders, not knowing
how to explain this strange new feeling.

“You
promised to tell me if it hurts.”

“But
it doesn’t.” Brianna was trying to understand everything herself.

“Oh
Brianna.” Scott was trying so hard to control himself. He was
puffing out air and taking deep breaths.

“Scott,”
Briana smiled at him lovingly. “We’re making love.”

Scott
pulled back, and then slowly thrust forward again. “That’s right,
honey, for the first time. The first time of many.”

He
continued his slow pace. His back and shoulders were so tense as he
tried to restrain himself.

This
felt so good, and it was so hard to keep his wits about him. He
couldn’t risk truly hurting her.

He
leaned into her and rested his forehead between her breasts as he
slowly moved.

Brianna
wrapped her arms around his head. “I love you, Scott. You aren’t
hurting me.” Brianna couldn’t hold the noises back, which were
forming in the back of her throat. She gasped and moaned with
pleasure.

When
she started to pant, Scott slowed the pace down even further. She
whimpered and begged him not to, but he couldn’t risk her getting
hurt.

Scott
fought to keep the pace, but when he did come it was the most intense
orgasm of his life. 


Brianna
clung to him, trying to catch her breath. Making love had been the
single best thing that had ever happened to her.





Chapter 4 – Moved To Tears






Chandler
parked behind the moving van. He was late. Cathy was already outside
instructing the movers.

Scott
had gotten both him and Cathy to agree to help move Brianna’s piano
into their new house. Scott had bought the rented piano, which
Brianna had been using while in college, as a wedding gift for
Brianna.

It
was a very romantic gesture, but Scott didn’t have to do the actual
moving. Neither did Chandler nor Cathy, but they were to oversee
everything. Scott hadn’t liked the idea of his little sister being
alone with the movers, so he had convinced Chandler into going along.

Now,
Chandler had to drive behind the slow moving van with Cathy at his
side. The two of them simply never got along.

Chandler
got out of his car and walked over to Cathy. She was giving him a
look that could freeze water. “I got held up at the hospital. Mrs.
Gibson finally passed her stone.”

“That’s
a relief. She was in so much pain.”

At
the hospital they got along perfectly. Each felt that the other was
competent in their job. They simply didn’t get along anywhere else.

When
Cathy had needed a position at the hospital, it had been Chandler who
put his foot down saying he wanted her in his department. He knew she
was a natural, and she never questioned him either.

The
piano was loaded up, and the movers were pulling away.

“You
didn’t have to do any lifting, did you?” Chandler asked,
concerned. 


“I
held the doors open and locked up behind me. It was hard leaving the
apartment. It’s been my home for so long.”

“Well,
we have to go now.” Chandler didn’t want to chitchat with her. As
soon as this was over, he wanted to go home. It was bad enough he had
to walk down the aisle with her in a few days. She would nag at him
for something or another.

Cathy
sighed and glanced up at the apartment one last time. She felt tears
starting to form in her eyes. She hung her head a little, so Chandler
wouldn’t see. The last thing she needed was him making fun of her.

She
got into his car and put on her seatbelt. It was just that she had
been happy living here. Going to school, and the practical work at
the hospital had been very strenuous, but college was over now. 


She
felt that paragraph in her life was over and written. Something new
was around the corner.

“So
this is going to be a busy week,” Chandler lamely announced. He had
seen the tears and scolded himself. He should have given her a moment
to say goodbye to the apartment.

It
boggled his mind that she was giving up the little bit of freedom she
had. It had upset him when he found out she resigned at the hospital,
so she could go work in her hometown. When he questioned her, she
said the owners of their apartment were coming home, and she had to
move out.

Scott
and Brianna were moving back to their hometown too. He had found a
law firm that wanted to hire him with great starting pay.

Scott
jumped at the chance to work in his hometown. Brianna had even found
a job there. She was going to take over the music program at their
church. Sometimes, it felt like they were taking action and growing
up and moving ahead, and he was the only one standing still and not
moving onto to something else, like marriage and having kids.

Chandler
glanced over at Cathy again. She had herself under control in the
meantime. He told himself she wasn’t moving ahead. She was going
backwards. She was twenty-two, and she was going home to live with
her parents. That certainly wasn’t a step forward.

“Yes,
the whole week is full of events. Did you get Friday off?”

“Yep,
so there will be a bachelor party. What are you girls going to do?”

“Brianna’s
shower is on Wednesday. Once her relatives are gone, we are going to
drive back here and go to a couple of strip joints for women. We’ve
been saving up one-dollar-bills for guys we like.” Cathy delivered
that dead pan. The truth was that Brianna was going to rest up
whenever she could, so she had the strength to make it through the
week.

Chandler’s
feet moved to the brakes, and the car skidded a little.

Cathy
had to swallow hard, so she wouldn’t laugh.

“You
aren’t serious.”

“Of
course, I am. I’m sure you guys will be doing something similar. No
double standards now,” she teased him.

“No,
we aren’t. We really aren’t. Scott isn’t like that.”

“Sure,
right. I’m sure you guys are just going to go get a couple of
drinks and then retire for the evening.”

“No,
I have something planned, but nothing like what you girls are going
to do.” Chandler didn’t like the idea of the girls going into a
place like that. He simply couldn’t picture Brianna stuffing money
into the string of a strange man’s flimsy underwear.

He
didn’t want to think about Cathy doing that either. She was nice,
kind and so good with the patients. She wasn’t one to look at a
man’s body for anything other than medical reasons. At least, she
shouldn’t.

Chandler
was asking himself why it bothered him so much. The only explanation
he could come up with was that she was his best friend’s little
sister. He probably had big brother feelings for her too. It must
have rubbed off on him.

“So,
are you bringing a date to the wedding?” Cathy asked.

“Yes,
are you?” He knew perfectly well that she didn’t date, ever. That
was something that he always meant to ask Scott about, but Chandler
feared Scott would think he was interested in Cathy if he asked about
her.

He
wasn’t. She was one of the few people in the world who could drive
him nuts.

“No.
I wouldn’t have time for a date anyway. I’m going to concentrate
on making it the perfect day. Brianna deserves that. I want it to be
the best day in her life.”

“Well,
aren’t you the perfect maid of honor,” Chandler said,
sarcastically.

“I’m
going to do my best – for her. Brianna isn’t in the condition to
run around and make sure the caterers are doing everything exactly
the way they should, and she won’t be able to mingle with all of
her guests and make sure everyone has what they need because she has
to sit down often. She will not be taken away in an ambulance on the
most important day of her life. Not on my watch,” she added. “You
just have to stand at the altar and hand over the rings, and then you
can dedicate your time to your dumb blond of the month.”

Chandler’s
jaw dropped. It wasn’t his fault he hadn’t found the right girl
yet. Sure, he was attracted to beautiful women. What man wasn’t?
The problem was the women he dated were more attracted to his bank
account than to him. “You know what I think?”

“Thankfully,
no. I can imagine what all goes through your head, and it isn’t a
pretty sight.”

Chandler
shook his head at her. “I think you aren’t happy with your own
looks, so you have developed a hate for blond women. Think of Doctor
Collins at the hospital. She’s blond, and she certainly isn’t
dumb. Or do you think she is dumb?”

“No.
I think the fact that she is smart automatically makes her not your
type.” Cathy was, once again, fighting back tears. What he said
wasn’t true. She was happy with her own figure. She was too scared
of men. It was just that she had been so burned in her freshmen year
of college, and she didn’t want to get hurt again.

“My
girl of the month is studying to be a doctor. So – there.”

“So
there? You actually just said ‘so
there’.” Cathy couldn’t hide her
smirk.

Chandler
felt so stupid. Cathy had the way about her when they weren’t at
the hospital. “Yes, so there. There is a lot more to her than there
is to you. She is at least trying to become something real. You’re
just a nurse. You’re just a maid who works in a hospital.”

Cathy
gasped at his cruel words. “How can you say that? You know I work
hard.”

“Sure
for dismal pay. It’s like you went the safe route. You didn’t
even try.”

“I
didn’t want to be a doctor. I wanted to talk to the patients and
actually listen to them. I feel what I do honestly helps people.”

“I’m
the one who says who gets which medicine. I make them feel better.
You hand me things.” Chandler didn’t mean what he was saying, but
he didn’t want Cathy putting him down or the women he dated. Cathy
always acted like she was superior to everyone because she was the
nurse, a martyr who took care of everyone. While she was doing that,
Chandler was helping the next person or studying the latest
advancements. He wholly wanted to help people too.

“I’m
so glad I never have to see you again. Saturday can’t come and go
soon enough, as far as I’m concerned.”

“Ditto,”
Chandler replied. Why did he always say the opposite of what he was
truly thinking when she was around? Cathy had a way of bringing out
the worst in him. He hated that.

Chandler
dared to peek over at her. She had her head turned away from him. He
had a feeling she was crying. He felt like such a jerk.






They
remained silent until they reached Scott and Brianna’s house. It
was a cute little house. An elderly woman had passed on, so they had
gotten it cheap because it needed to be modernized. It was called a
fixer-upper, but it had a charm only old houses could have.

It
was painted white, and it had black window shutters. A white picket
fence went around the property, and there were flowers planted left
and right of the steps, which led up to the front door.

Cathy
got out of the car and hurried ahead to open the front door. She
propped the screen door open and turned on a couple of lights.

Chandler
could see her looking around. He had been in the house often enough
helping Scott. All the windows had been replaced, walls painted and
the floors had been sanded.

To
save money Scott had done lots himself. His father had a construction
company, so Scott got things at cost, and his dad helped him install
them.

Chandler
had been here to help too. He hadn’t been much of help. Chandler’s
father had never had time to do father/son work with him. They had
servants for things like that.

Chandler
got out of the car and once again tried to help, but the men had
everything under control. The only thing he was good for was giving
the men a tip when they were finished. That was something he had
practical experience in.

Cathy
had disappeared. He looked around and found her in the kitchen. She
was drinking a glass of water with her back to him. “Listen Cathy,
I’m extremely sorry about what I said. I didn’t mean it. In fact,
I think what you do is very important. You’re there for the
patients once I’ve moved onto the next person. I couldn’t do what
I did if you weren’t there. I genuinely mean that.”

“No,
you don’t.” Cathy turned around and looked at him. “When I said
I didn’t want to be a doctor, I meant it. I’ve known it for a
long time. I’m used to being with people. To really being with
them. Not only being with them for a short moment and then moving on.
With Brianna I learned I could still see the person behind the
injury. You may laugh, but I feel I have a gift. A gift I couldn’t
share if I were a doctor.”

Chandler
nodded at her. Her tears were breaking his heart. He hadn’t meant
to hurt her. “I agree with you wholeheartedly. I think you have a
gift too. Did I ever tell you why you ended up working in the same
section of the hospital as I do?”

Cathy
wiped her eyes and shook her head a little.

“I
insisted. I think we work well together.” Was
he kidding? Was this a joke again?

“I
don’t hate you. I think you’re great. I worry less about my
patients when I know you’re caring for them. You have such a way
with people. Like I said; you have a gift.”

“I
said that, not you.”

“And
I agreed.”

Cathy
couldn’t think what she should say next. At work he merely gave her
orders, which she carried out, and in their private life they never
said anything nice to one another. “I’ll wash my face, so we can
go. I’m sure you’re eager to get rid me. I’m sorry you got
stuck with me at work and in your private life too. I’ll be
completely out of your hair in a couple of weeks.”

Chandler
couldn’t help but think he would like to have her hands in his
hair. He stepped forward and grabbed a towel. He held it under the
water, standing so close to her. Once it was wet he turned to her and
dabbed it under her eyes. Drips from the towel landed on her blouse,
accenting her breasts.

Chandler
caught himself staring at her breasts. “I’m really sorry. I guess
I’m not good with people. Maybe that’s why I became a doctor. My
bedside manner sucks.” He looked back into her eyes and shrugged
his shoulders a little.

Cathy
could hardly believe that he was standing so close to her. Her body
felt heavier than it usually did. Normally, she moved about in a
carefree way, but now she was so aware of her body and of his.

Her
head tilted a little to the side. Her eyelids felt heavy. She wanted
to close them and lean into him. “I think you’re good with
people.”

“You
aren’t included. I always made a fool out of myself when I’m
talking to you. I’m sorry you have to walk down the aisle with me.
I’ll be really careful not to step on your dress. I won’t open my
mouth at all. That way I won’t be able to insult you.”

Cathy’s
eyes widened. She remembered her father telling her mother how poorly
Scott had behaved towards Brianna. He said it was a sure sign Scott
was interested in Brianna.

Is
Chandler interested in me?

“I
don’t mind walking in with you.”

“You
don’t?” Chandler shook his head a little, thinking Cathy’s blue
eyes were especially vibrant when she cried. “Not even after how I
treated you today?”

“You
apologized. I forgave you.”

“I
don’t deserve to be let off the hook that easily. It was
inexcusable. Scott wanted me to come along, so I could protect you.
Not so I could attack you.”

“Protect
me from what?”

“The
movers. He didn’t want you to be alone with them. He worried about
you, so I agreed to come along.”

“That’s
nice.” Cathy’s lips curled up for a brief moment. “It’s nice
to have someone to watch out for you. Brianna is lucky to get Scott.
He thinks of everything.”

“Scott’s
great. I would have thought you would be bitter because you had to
live with him. He never let you date.”

“I
could have dated. I just didn’t feel up to it yet.”

“Up
to it?” Chandler repeated.

“I
had a boyfriend my freshmen year. He didn’t turn out to be my
knight in shining armor like I’d hope he would be.”

Chandler
grinned at her. “Men never are. We can’t live up to that
standard. We really are only human.”

Cathy
had to ask herself if he was leaning in towards her, or if she was
the one leaning in towards him. In any case, they were very close to
one another. So close she could feel his warm breath in her face. He
had nice breath. It smelt like garlic and chocolate.

“What
did you have for dinner?”

Chandler
straightened up a little. “I had fish in garlic sauce and chocolate
mousse for dessert.” 


“That
sounds fantastic,” Cathy sighed.

Chandler
smiled at her. She was different. Or was she different because he
wasn’t throwing insults her way. Before he knew it, he had leaned
in and kissed her on her lips.

Cathy’s
eyes closed, and she leaned her body into his chest. When he removed
his lips, her fingers gently ran over her lips. “You kissed me?”
she stated.

“Umm
– Yes, I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“Oh,”
Cathy sighed, disappointed.

“Did
you like it?” He asked her like it was impossible to believe she
could have.

“I
don’t know,” she confessed.

Chandler
thought about it for a moment. Then he leaned down and kissed her
again. This time she kissed him back. Her hands moved to his head,
and her fingers dug into his hair.

Chandler
deepened their kiss. His tongue slipped into her mouth. It was an
all-consuming kiss, which left both of them breathless.

Each
looked down at the floor while they thought about what had just
happened and decided what should come next.

Chandler
took Cathy in his arms and kissed her even more passionately than a
moment before.

When
Cathy’s fingers opened his buttons, he didn’t protest. He opened
a couple of buttons on her blouse and tugged it out of her tight
jeans. His hands moved to her backside, and he pulled her body close
to his.

Cathy
removed his shirt and let it fall to the floor behind him. She ground
her hips a little into the bulge, which had formed in his trousers.

“Sweet
Cathy, you’re killing me.”

Cathy
opened the remaining buttons on her blouse and moved her blouse to
the side, so he could see her better.

Chandler’s
hand moved to her breasts, cupping them in his hands. The pointer
finger on his right hand slipped into her bra and stroked over her
nipple. Immediately, it hardened.

Cathy
opened his belt. Then, she unbuttoned his soft trousers. She let them
fall to the floor. Her hand kneaded over his penis, stroking him
through his boxers.

“Sweet
Cathy,” he repeated. Cathy opened her jeans with her free hand.
Once they were open, she let go of him and pushed them down.

The
past few years of celibacy had been hard for her to take. She longed
to be held and touched. Some days, she only wanted to be thoroughly
taken.

Chandler
took hold of her under her arms and lifted her up to the countertop.
She opened her legs wide, and he pressed himself against her again.
He took hold of her bra and pushed it down, so both of her breasts
were free.

The
moment he saw her naked nipples, he latched onto one, sucking it for
a minute before he went to the other to also give it its due
reverence.

“Do
you want this?” he asked.

“Just
don’t stop.”

“I
won’t.” Chandler’s right hand cupped her, and his middle finger
entered her. “You’re ready,” he told her, sounding doctor-like.

“Okay,”
Cathy opened her legs wider and leaned back a little, so he could
take her. She needed this so much. She had been avoiding men for too
long. Now she was putty in one’s hands.

Chandler
wanted to slam into her, but he paused. “Are you a virgin?”

“No,
I’m not.”

“Oh
good. Then I don’t have to take this slowly.” He thrust into her
making her gasp and quiver.

At
first, Cathy feared he would be like her boyfriend back then, taking
and hurting her without giving anything back, but then she was
surrounded by something that felt so good, something that left her
wanting more, even demanding for more while she whispered into his
ear.

Chandler
had his eyes fixed on Cathy’s face. Her eyes were closed, and she
was holding her lower lip captive between her teeth. Her hands were
on his shoulder blades, pressing into them. He could tell she wanted
to keep him right where he was.

Chandler
pounded his body into hers. Normally, he wasn’t the type for hard
and fast sex. He considered himself a connoisseur of the womanly
body. He liked to enjoy sex, but with Cathy things were always in
extremes. Today he wanted to slam himself into this beautiful woman.

It
was clear Cathy was enjoying this. She was panting and moving against
his thrusts, keeping his pace.

Cathy
wanted to come so badly. She needed it. Her hips moved faster, and he
let her set the pace, even though it was already at a neck-breaking
speed.

Chandler
saw her jaw fall open and slack. Her head fell back, and her body
jerked around him. She was coming. The features of her face relaxed
even though her hips were still moving. She was holding onto him by
the back of his neck. Her breathing was slowing down. 


“You’re
so beautiful when you come.”

Cathy’s
eyes flew open. Suddenly, she was able to remember time and place.

Before
she could say anything, Chandler rammed into her hard again, taking
her breath away. The impact took her mind off all the insults she
wanted to say to him. She had wanted to blame him for this and make
sure he felt guilty, but he was raising her need for him and making
her forget why she had ever hated him.

“I
love you,” she whispered into his ear.





Chapter 5 – Shadow Animals






“Honey,
it doesn’t work that way.” Scott removed Brianna’s arms from
around his neck.

“But
it should work that way,” Brianna frowned, disappointed. She had
loved their first time together, and she was eager for more.

“Sorry,
but men would never get any work done if they could make love so soon
again. We’d all starve to death.”

“Will
you let me know when you can again?”

“I
give you my word.”

Scott
was thrilled. Brianna didn’t even look winded. It had been a good
idea to do this in advance. That worry simply melted away. Now he
could enjoy his wedding day and night. Afterwards, they would have a
real marriage with everything that entailed.

“I’m
looking forward to our wedding now,” he admitted.

“I’m
looking forward to doing ‘it’ again.” Brianna glanced back at
the pillows.

Scott
wrapped his arms around her and pushed her back into the mattress.
“Who would have guessed you would be so wanton for my loving?”






Chandler
looked into Cathy’s eyes. The tears were still there from when he
had insulted her.

Would
she hate me now? He asked himself.

Cathy
couldn’t believe that had actually just happened. It had all gone
so fast, making it feel like a dream, one that was now slipping away
as she woke up. He was still inside of her, and they were merely
staring at each other.

“I’m
sorry,” she whispered.

“I’m
not.”

“That
I can believe.” she looked away from him. “I meant that I regret
it – already. Scott is going to kill you.”

Chandler
felt hurt. He had given her such pleasure, and she was already
pushing him away. He was so mad at her that he laid his hands on the
sides of her face and turned her, so she had to look at him.

Chandler
couldn’t think of anything to say. The muscles in his neck and
shoulders relax, and he leaned into her and kissed her gently. “I
think I love you too,” he whispered into her ear. Then he kissed
her some more. His hips were rocking still giving her pleasure. He
never wanted this moment to stop.

Cathy
felt like she had done something very wrong. She turned her head away
from him again and cried. Why do I always get things wrong? He has
a girlfriend. We just talked about her. He defended her. When will I
ever be more than just sex to a man?

“Cathy,
please don’t regret this. This was entirely my fault, not yours.
I’m sorry. The blame is all mine.” Chandler tried to push her
hair out of her face, so he could see her, but it always fell back
down. He knew he should pull out of her and get dressed again, but he
didn’t want to break contact with her. His heart was pounding so
hard he could hear the throbbing in his ears.

“I
have to go home now.”

“I’ll
drive you.” He was still trying to look into her eyes.

“If
you will excuse me, I need to go to the bathroom and wash my face.”

It
was clear what she meant. Chandler took a slight step back, and his
penis fell out of her.

Cathy
immediately closed her legs and jumped down from the countertop. She
gathered her jeans and underwear and went to the bathroom. Her face
was all red, and her eyes were puffy. If she went home now, she would
have to explain why she looked this way to her parents.

The
thought of admitting that made her sit down on the bathtub and start
to bawl again. How could she tell her parents that she had slept with
a guy, who again wasn’t really in love with her?

Chandler
stood outside of the door, mentally kicking himself for being such a
jerk.

Cathy
wasn’t like the girls he dated. She was a real woman. She would
never sleep with him because of his money, as he suspected all the
women he dated up until then had been doing. Cathy was a good girl
from a nice family. Girls like her didn’t get treated this way.

“Cathy,
may I come in?”

“Please,
leave me alone. I’m fine. You can drive back to the city. I’ll
call my dad to come get me when I’m finished in here. You don’t
have to worry about me.” She hoped he hadn’t heard her crying.
She wanted to sound like she had everything under control. He should
think that their having sex hadn’t been a big deal for her.

Cathy
didn’t fool him. Chandler couldn’t believe how monstrous he had
behaved towards her. He hadn’t said anything nice to her since he
picked her up. Heck, he hadn’t said anything nice to her since he
met her.

“Are
you sure it isn’t problem?”

“No
problem at all. Bye,” she called back.

“Bye,”
he repeated as he walked to the door and opened and closed it loudly.
He tiptoed to the sofa and sat down, waiting for her to come out. He
sat like a well-behaved little boy, with his hands firmly pressed
against each other between his knees. His shoulders were slumped as
he replayed what happened in his mind.

It
was entirely his fault and now she felt bad about herself, Cathy who
smiled at everyone and made them feel important.

People
often asked him if the nice nurse was working? They wanted her at
their sides when they were so weak and needy. Cathy had a way of
making people not feel bad about themselves when they needed a bedpan
and when they made any sort of mess. She cleaned it up and assured
them everything was completely normal. She washed them and saw to it
they were as comfortable as possible, giving them the feeling they
deserved to be treated as well as she treated them.

If
he ever needed a nurse, he would want Cathy as his side.

He
wanted her at his side even if he wasn’t sick.

His
mind retraced things back to the beginning. It was all clear now.
Scott had introduced her as his sister, and his mind immediately
dismissed her as a woman, but his heart hadn’t. He must have been
in love with her from the very start. Instead of wooing her, he
treated her badly. There must have been sexual tension between them
from the beginning. Why hadn’t he seen it before, he asked himself.

Cathy
washed her face several more times. She figured the best thing to do
would be to sleep here tonight.

“Dad,
it’s me. We saw the moving van off, but we still need to do some
cleaning. We want to make sure the house is perfect when the owners
return. To show them that we really appreciated them letting us
borrow it. We’ll be home tomorrow.” She hung up before he could
ask to speak with Scott. All she knew was that Scott and Brianna were
having one last date together before they became an old married
couple. They wouldn’t be back until tomorrow.

She
went into Scott and Brianna’s bedroom and removed her jeans and
blouse. She lay down in their marital bed and once again started to
cry. At the rate she was going, she would never sleep in a marital
bed again.

Chandler
had heard her talking, but he didn’t know what she said. He figured
she had called her dad to come get her. That meant he would have to
do some explaining. Scott’s father was a strong man. His fist in
Chandler’s jaw would hurt like hell.

When
Cathy went to the bedroom and turned out the lights, he got up and
quietly went to her. She was crying again.

He
stood in the doorway, debating what he should do. He went to the
other side of the bed and lifted up the covers and got in beside her.

“Who’s
there?” Cathy asked in panic.

“It’s
me. I feel like such a jerk. I couldn’t leave you alone like this,
so I pretended to leave. I’ll leave you alone and sleep on the
couch. You can sleep. I’ll watch over you, so you’re safe.”

“Who’s
going to protect me from you?” Cathy asked as she rolled towards
him.

Chandler
stood up. He could easily make out her wet shiny eyes in the
moonlight, which was straining in through the window. He could also
see her wrinkled up forehead.

“Your
tears will protect you.” He lifted his pointer finger to her face
and wiped the back of his finger under her eye as he sat down on the
bed. There were too many tears to wipe away.

“They
didn’t protect me from you before.”

“I
thought you wanted to, and that you wouldn’t regret it.” He
cupped her wet face in his hand. With his thumb he stroked tears
away. “I’m so sorry I hurt you.”

“It
was stupid of me. I should have stopped you. My parents would be so
mad at me. Please, don’t ever tell anyone.”

“Of
course, I wouldn’t.”

“Let
me guess; a gentleman never tells.”

“I
wouldn’t call myself a gentleman. I’ve never been one where
you’re concerned. I’m sorry about that,” Chandler apologized.

“I
wasn’t an angel either.”

“No,
there’s nothing wrong with you. I inspected you, and you came out
okay. I’m the bad guy.”

Cathy
raised her eyebrow at him. “Why are you being nice to me? I know
you don’t like women who cause problems.”

“I
caused this problem,” he stated.

“I
helped. My father likes to say wherever there is trouble I’m not
far away.”

“All
parents who care say things like that.”

“Did
yours?” Cathy asked.

“No,
they were far too busy to notice me.”

“I’m
sorry to hear that.” Cathy was thinking back to all the times she
wished her parents wouldn’t notice when she did something she
shouldn’t have done. They always noticed. “Tell me more about
your parents.”

What
should he tell her? He felt he didn’t know them, so what could he
say? He had wronged her, so he wanted to give into her simple request
and tell her something.

Chandler
started to talk, and then he realized he was pouring out his soul to
Cathy, telling her things he had never even told Scott. He laid down
beside her in bed as they talked.

Three
hours later, Chandler asked if he could take off his trousers and
shirt. Cathy smiled and nodded.

Chandler
turned on the dim bedside light and quickly removed his things. He
lay back down and looked at the ceiling. “When I was a kid, I
memorized a book about shadow animals. I’d like to see if I could
still do it. Will you humor me?”

Cathy
wasn’t sure what he meant, but she nodded.

Chandler
grabbed the lamp and tilted it to the side. “Look at that wall and
tell me what you can see.” He pointed to the wall next to Cathy.

Cathy
rolled away from him and waited. At first, she saw his hands, but
then they turned into a soaring bird, flapping its wings. “A bird,”
she called out excited.

Chandler
smiled to himself. He had gotten her to stop crying, and she was even
smiling now. He moved his hands, so they formed a cat.

“A
cat! It even has a tail.”

Chandler
used his thumb to make it look like the cat was licking itself.

“Chandler,
you’re amazing.”

This
was something he had never shown anyone before. He felt it was proof
of his lonely childhood. Still, this was something he could show her
and not have to feel ashamed about. It was hard to believe that Cathy
was the same woman who he had just made love to. She was the real
deal, the whole package.

He
made her smile as best as he could. He was sorry she regretted
sleeping with him. It hadn’t been his intention to make her feel
bad about herself.

When
she was tired, Chandler wrapped his arms around her and held her.

Cathy
was tired, but she fought to stay awake.

“I’m
sorry, Cathy. I never should have done that.”

“It
wasn’t your fault. I’m just extremely mad at myself. I let myself
down. It wasn’t you.”

Chandler
didn’t understand what she meant. She hadn’t been a virgin. “How
did you let yourself down?”

“I
didn’t want to make the same mistake twice. But I did. I feel so
stupid. The worst thing was I didn’t see it coming. Normally, I
stay away from guys.”

“I
still don’t understand,” Chandler confessed.

Cathy
started to shake her head, but the feeling of rubbing her face
against his chest was an especially nice one.

Chandler’s
heart was starting to beat faster. He figured she could rub him
anywhere to get a reaction out of him. He took a deep breath, and her
head rose up with his chest.

“I
had a boyfriend in my freshmen year. I was away from home for the
first time, and I was eager to do things that grown-ups did. I was
very immature. I thought I was having fun and being very cool, but
when – it was time to sleep with each other, he proved that I
wasn’t special to him. I was just a girl to have sex with. He hurt
me so much I had to go to the hospital. I wanted to stay away from
men forever.”

Chandler
tightened his grip on Cathy. The thought of any one hurting her
pissed him off. “Where is he now?”

“In
jail. He stalked me and even tried to kidnap me. Scott found me in
time.”

“When
is he getting out?” Every muscle in Chandler’s body tensed up.

“Not
for a very long time. Don’t worry about him. The point is: I can’t
trust my own judgment. I never could.”

“So
because you slept with me I must be evil?”

“Basically,
yes. I never make good decisions.”

“What
are you saying, Cathy?”

“If
I like you, then there is something wrong with you. It’s really as
simple as that.”

“What?
No, it isn’t. Just because you made a mistake years ago doesn’t
mean you did now.”

“Please,
we don’t get along, we have nothing in common, and you have a
girlfriend.” Cathy felt even worse about herself. She was the other
woman.

Chandler
was hurt by her words. They got along just fine this evening. They
had tons of things in common. However, the girlfriend was a whole
different story. He had to get rid of her. “I’m going to end
things with my girlfriend.”

“Please,
don’t do that. You don’t have to dump her because of me. After
Saturday, we will never see each other again.”

“Cathy,
don’t say that.”

“It’s
true. I live here now. You live in Birmingham. We aren’t going to
be a couple. There is no need to pretend. This was a
one-night-stand.”

Chandler
didn’t know how to answer her. He had to sort through his feelings
for her. For now, it was enough that she was lying beside him.





Chapter 6 – Deeply In Love






The
next morning, Brianna and Scott checked out of the hotel. Both were
pleased with how things went and sorrowful that they had to wait a
whole week before they could make love again.

Scott
looked over at Brianna and grinned. He had never felt happier in all
of his life. When they reached his car he hated having to let go of
her hand, so he could lay their bag in the trunk. He was so used to
her touch it felt wrong to let go of her.

They
had made love five times while they stayed at the motel. Scott had
never seen Brianna more alive. He should have known this would be
perfect. Everything about her was perfect.

Brianna’s
fingers lingered by Scott’s hand when he let go, brushing over the
palm of his hand to his fingertips.

The
simple touch of her letting go of him was once again sending blood
rushing to his penis. “I can hardly wait for our wedding night.”

“Me
neither. Thank you, Scott. Now I can worry about normal bride
things.”

“Normal
bride things?” he asked with a grin.

“Stepping
on and ripping my dress, flowers not being right, drunk relatives.”

“Don’t
worry. The most important thing is that we are married by the end of
the night, so we can go on our honeymoon. I’m definitely looking
forward to that. We are going to stay in bed throughout our entire
honeymoon.”

“I’m
not going to argue.” Brianna got in the car and buckled her
seatbelt.

Scott
got in beside her, fastened his seatbelt and started the car. It was
time to take her home.

Brianna
reached over and laid her hand on his thigh.

The
heat of her hand so close to his penis was making his breath shallow.
It was going to take all of his concentration to get her home safely.






Scott
brought Brianna home and reluctantly turned her over to her parents.

“In
a few days, you will be all mine.” He was looking forward to their
life together.

“I’ll
be counting the minutes.”

“I’ll
stop by in a few hours to check on you.” Scott bent down to her and
kissed her.

Charles
cleared his throat. In his mind he understood that Brianna was going
to be Scott’s wife, with everything that entailed, but in his heart
the thought sickened him.

He
feared sex would be too much for his daughter. He doubted he would
sleep at all on her wedding night. Charles worried he would get a
call, telling him she hadn’t survived it. 


Eva
laid a hand on Brianna’s shoulder. “We have so much to do. I’m
glad you’re finally home.”

“Goodbye,
Scott. I’ll see you later.”

“Goodbye,
Brianna.” Scott walked backwards to his car. He waved to her,
knowing he had a silly grin on his face. He wished tomorrow were
Saturday. The wedding couldn’t come soon enough.

Brianna
went into the house with her mother.

They
talked about seating arrangements and flowers. Brianna tried to
pretend she cared, but her thoughts kept returning to Scott. They
were going to be so happily married.

She
had such a good feeling about their marriage. They would never fight
and quarrel like many couples did. They would love each other and get
along.





Chapter 7 – You Have To Earn It






Jessica
stood in the hallway of the doctor’s house. She knew this was very
unprofessional of him, but the idea of someone taking three weeks to
help her intrigued her. She longed for that kind of attention.

When
he referred to himself as ‘Master’ it made her insides
melt. She longed to have this man spank her. Sex would be nice too.

“I
have a guest room for you. You may stay in it while you’re here.”
He walked past her and up the staircase. He was glad he had inherited
this house from his grandmother when she passed on. Thankfully, she
had also left him enough money to fix it up the way he wanted it. His
grandmother had always known what he wanted and needed. They had
gotten along perfectly. She understood that he wanted to help people.
His parents wanted him to take over the family business. When he had
flat out said no, they had gone into shock and threatened to disown
him. 


His
grandmother had stepped in and reminded everyone that her late
husband had built up the business from nothing. His late grandfather
had followed his dream, breaking with family tradition. Richard
should be allowed to do that as well.

Richard
once again found himself following his heart. He wanted to help
Jessica, but he felt something for her too. Richard had a feeling he
knew exactly what she needed. He would give it to her.

Chances
were she would become dependent on him.

If
there was chemistry between them, then maybe this could be a lasting
arrangement. If not, he would help her find an appropriate master.
She was obviously a submissive who had been forced to be aggressive
to find what she needed.

He
would help her with that too. She needed to learn to wait and let her
master decide when she received punishment or not. She would have to
be especially well behaved to get punished.

“This
will be your room. I expect it to be perfectly kept up. I have a
certain style I like to maintain in my home. I won’t allow you to
disturb that.”

“Of
course, sir.” Jessica could feel herself reverting to the way she
had spoken back at school in Texas.

Richard
stopped and stared at her in her beautiful blue eyes. He gave her a
cold stare. He wasn’t about to lose the upper hand with her. “I
clearly told you I will be your master, address me as such.”

Jessica
dropped her voice and whispered her response. “Of course, Master.
I’ll respect you, as well as your property.”

His
lips curled up a little. She was incredibly sexy. “I’ll give you
an hour to settle in. When you are, you may join me in the kitchen.”

Jessica
had a feeling he was honestly trying to help her. He could see
through everything she was trying to do. She wouldn’t be able to
pull a fast one on him. “Thank you, Master.”






Jessica
joined him in the kitchen. He was already cooking. It had taken a bit
of nerve to come downstairs, so she was late.

“I
want you to finish cooking. I have to make an important call.”
Richard left the room without looking at her. He went into his office
and called a friend. He needed to cancel the plans he had made. Now
that Jessica was here, she would need his complete attention.

Jessica
looked through the cupboards and found the things she needed to set
the table. She sought him out to tell him their food was finished.

“Thank
you, Jessica.” He planned to praise all of her good behavior. It
was classic positive reinforcement.

He
wondered how long it would take her to realize she needed to be good
to get a spanking.





Chapter 8 – Fooled






Chandler
parked outside of Brianna’s house. He was lucky to get a spot
because over twenty cars were surrounding her house. If someone
hadn’t just pulled away, freeing up a parking spot for him, he
would probably be lurking in the bushes now.

All
the lights were on in the mansion, and the garden was lit up. He
could hear the sound of many women’s voices all talking at once.

This
was something he would have gladly hid from a week ago. Now, he found
himself lurking outside of this function in the hopes of spying on
his Cathy.

Things
hadn’t gone well when they woke up together the next morning. Cathy
had kicked him out of bed and started to clean. She washed the
bedding and once again explained why this wouldn’t work.

When
Chandler promised to dump his girlfriend, Cathy went at him, telling
him if he could so easily exchange his girlfriend for someone new, it
could only be a matter of time before he dumped her too.

Chandler
had driven her home, but Cathy had fumed at him. She had been mad at
herself as well. At the hospital, she avoided him. Chandler needed to
speak with her.

One
thing had become very clear to him; he was hopelessly in love with
Cathy. Not seeing her caused him actual pain. When she avoided him,
it hurt. He took it very personally.

He
worried about her. It was too easy to picture some guy hitting on her
at the nightclub they wanted to go to. Cathy was a good catch. Many
men would want to take her away from him. She was the type of woman
who would have men fighting over her. Chandler would see to it that
he won all of those fights.

He
wanted to talk Cathy out of taking Brianna to a strip club. That was
the most important thing at the moment. Prevention was the best cure.

While
he waited, he thought up several reasons why they shouldn’t go. His
plan was to say Brianna looked a little pale and advise them that she
stay in for the rest of the evening. That way Cathy couldn’t go
either.

He
didn’t want her to go to a club. Those men would all look at her
and think she was easy to have.

She
wasn’t.

In
fact, she was impossible to get because she was now his. Well, if she
said she was his, then he wouldn’t argue with her.

More
women were leaving the house. Most of them were older. They must be
the relatives. Once all of them had cleared, Cathy and Brianna would
come out giggling away with a wad of money in their hands.

No,
not his Cathy. He wouldn’t allow it.

No
one had come out for a long time. The lights in the house were slowly
going out one by one.

Chandler
saw a woman standing in the window in an upstairs bedroom. She had
her hands on her hips, and she was staring at him. The second he
noticed her she closed the curtains.

He
wasn’t sure, but he thought he saw Brianna getting into bed behind
Cathy.

Did
that mean they weren’t going out? Did it mean Brianna wasn’t
feeling well? Should he go in and offer his help?

He
figured Cathy saw him. She knew he was here if they needed him.

Ten
minutes later, Cathy and her mother came out. They said goodbye to
Mrs. Banks who was giving them a plate full of cake, lots of
different kinds. He’d bet that cake was for Scott.

Chandler
had to wonder what it would feel like to have someone bake a cake for
him, like Brianna sometimes did for Scott. That must be nice.

Would
Cathy ever do that for him?

He
didn’t have much of a sweet tooth, but he like the idea of someone
going out of their way to do something nice for him.

Chandler
sunk down a little in his seat, so Mrs. Greene wouldn’t see him.
Cathy scowled his way, but thankfully, she didn’t make a scene. He
would have been hard put to explain what he was doing here.

Once
they were gone, he started his car and the long journey to
Birmingham.

He
had made a fool out of himself. Cathy had obviously been lying about
the strip club, and he had fallen for it. He felt so stupid now.

Still,
he was thankful that no idiots would be hitting on his girl this
evening.





Chapter 9 – Jealous






“Rebecca,
did you pack a suitcase for me?” her husband asked her when he came
from work. He had left early, so they could leave right away.
Tomorrow was the big day. Scott and Brianna were going to tie the
knot.

“I
was thinking we should call and say the twins have a fever,” she
answered.

“What?”

“I
don’t feel like going.”

“It’s
your brother’s wedding. You shouldn’t want to miss it.” He
shook his head. “What is going on between the two of you?”

“We
never got along.” She shrugged her shoulders. She had resented him
while they were growing up. Scott was older and better at everything.
Now, he was a lawyer after working his way through grad school, and
he was marrying a girl with special needs, and everyone thought what
a great guy he was. She could never top that.

All
anyone ever talked about was how wonderful Scott was and what a good
family Brianna came from. They were quick to say that: even though
Brianna was born with a silver spoon in her mouth, she wasn’t the
kind to put on airs.

Of
course, she didn’t, because Brianna was perfect. But would she be
able to give him children. Her parents wanted grandchildren. That was
something Perfect Brianna couldn’t give him.

Or
would she do it anyway and die for her efforts, thus becoming a saint
in everyone’s eyes.

“Becky,
we’re going. You know we have to pick up your sister Sharon in
Montgomery on the way. We can’t cancel. Pack as quickly as you can,
and then we’ll leave.”

“Brad,
I really don’t feel like it.”

“I
don’t care. I’m not going to lie for you.” Brad started to pack
his suit and several other things. “I’m going – with or without
you.” Brad left her standing and went to pack for the twins.
Everything was such a battle with her. He worked as hard as he could
to earn money, so she could stay home with the kids. Still, she made
it very clear she wasn’t happy or satisfied with him.

He
thought more and more about getting a divorce. This simply wasn’t
working out.






After
a very uncomfortable trip in the car, they arrived at Rebecca’s
parents’ house just as Chandler was picking up Scott for his
bachelor party.

Chandler
had called Brad, so he knew what to expect. He had a bag packed and
ready. 


Chandler
helped Brad carry in their things while Sharon greeted Scott and told
him how happy she was for him. Chandler was hoping to see Cathy.
Should he ask where she was?

All
he could do was think about her. It wasn’t only because of the sex,
which had been great. It was because of everything else too. He liked
her. They worked together so well, and she meant something to him.
Why hadn’t he seen it sooner?

When
she pushed him away, it hurt. Several girls had dumped him over the
years, mostly because he had neglected them. He would never do that
with Cathy. He wanted to talk to her and hear what she had to say.
Now that the sexual tension was out of the way, it was clear that he
had liked her all along.

Rebecca
gave Scott a weak smile and hugged him. “I’m really happy for
you.”

“Thanks.”
Scott could see it in her eyes. She was lying. He never understood
why they hadn’t gotten along. He assumed they would once they were
older.

Scott
was disappointed. He hadn’t begrudged her happiness at her wedding.
In fact, he had worked hard to make everything perfect. They had
celebrated out in their parents’ garden. Scott had worked for days
building things, cutting the grass to perfection and trimming the
hedges for her.

He
frowned a little before Brad greeted him. Brad sincerely wished him
the best.

John
and Karen greeted their daughters, son-in-law, and grandsons. They
asked Sharon about her job and Rebecca about the boys.

Rebecca
shook her head a little. Why didn’t anyone ever asked about her
personally?

Coming
home had been such a bad idea. Now she had to pretend to smile while
wonder boy got married.





Chapter 10 – Handling Her With Care







Jessica
was frustrated. She thought about leaving and not coming back to this
house as she packed a bag to go to the wedding.

Scott
had been the one to invite her. The only reason he invited her was
because she wrote to him, telling him how wonderful her life was, and
thanking him for being the one who cared enough to set her on the
right track. He felt obligated to invite her. A no from her
wouldn’t have disappointed him. Luckily, she was allowed to bring
along a guest.

Richard
would be her date. They were going to drive off early in the morning.

“Good,
I see you’re packing. Have you thought of everything you need?

She
nodded without looking at him.

“When
you’re finished, I want you to pack a bag for me too.”

Jessica
rolled her eyes. He had been bossing her around the whole week. She
had done everything he wanted, but her needs hadn’t even been
talked about, much less seen too.

Richard
saw her rolling her eyes. He grabbed onto her tightly. “At this
rate you will never get a spanking.”

“What?”

Richard
left the room. He didn’t look back at her. She had been purposely
doing things wrong the whole week. He realized she would never figure
out she had to be good to be punished, so he dropped a hint.






An
hour later, she stood in the door to his office. “I packed for you,
Master.”

Richard
took the bag from her and looked through it. He had everything he
would need. “Very good.” He liked the thought of her going
through his things and picking out what he should wear.

“I
also picked out a suit for you to wear. I brushed it to make sure
there was no dust or lint on it. I also took the liberty of setting
out a pair of matching shoes. I hope my choices please you.”

Richard
grinned to himself. She spoke as only a true submissive could. It was
now time for him to be a good master.

“I’m
very pleased with your choices. Please step inside and close the door
behind you. You have earned yourself a punishment.” He stressed the
word ‘earned’.

Jessica’s
heart was beating so quickly. Had he said what she thought he said?

“Jessica,
I’m waiting. I don’t like to wait,” he called out to her.

“Of
course, Master.” She closed the double doors and went to stand in
front of his desk like a naughty little girl would. Her nipples
stiffened merely thinking about getting a spanking from him.

Richard
sat down behind his desk and opened his bottom drawer. He removed a
paddle. He lifted it up, so she could see it. “Do you know what
this is?” he asked her coldly, knowing she needed him to be that
way.

“It’s
a paddle, Master.” Jessica could feel a tingle in her fingers. She
wanted to reach out and grab onto the paddle. She wanted to rub the
sensitive tips of her fingers over the seemingly innocent wood.

“Have
you ever been paddled before?”

“Yes,
Master,” she admitted.

“Tell
me about it.” He laid the paddle down on his desk and looked at
her. She was gorgeous.

“I
was paddled at school.”

“Why?”

“I
was listening to music. It was too loud.”

“That’s
rather strict,” he commented.

“I
did it repeatedly despite being warned not to. Scott was clear if I
did it again, he would use the paddle on me. I was curious.”

“Are
you curious how I paddle?” he asked her.

“Yes,
Master.”

“Tell
me how you earned the paddling you’re about to receive?”

“I
packed for you, thus pleasing you.”

“Very
good. You’re making progress. You have learned the first lesson I
wanted to teach you. The second lesson is the hardest.”

“What
is the second lesson?” Jessica asked, assuming the faster she
learned it, the faster she could get punished again.

“The
second one is very difficult to learn. It could take years.”

Jessica’s
face dropped in fear she would have to wait so long before she would
get punished again.

“Don’t
worry, Jessica. I won’t leave you on hot coals.” He paused and
looked her over. “Unless you ask me to.” He had to smirk at the
face she made. She didn’t like the sound of hot coals. “The
second lesson is learning that you’re completely normal. You
clearly need to be spanked every once in a while. There is nothing
wrong with you.”

Jessica
glanced away from him. She found it very hard to believe she was
normal, and that every one else was wrong. It was too implausible.

“Jessica,”
Richard called out. “I was clear. There is nothing wrong with you.”

“But
why am I so different?”

“Different
doesn’t mean there is something wrong with you. You simply need to
find a man with similar corresponding interests. It’s that simple.”

“Do
you have similar interests?” she asked.

“Perhaps.
Time will tell. For now, I’m interested in you. If you will please
remove your clothing, your punishment will begin.”

This
was the moment Jessica had been waiting for since she moved in here.
Nevertheless, now that it was here she hesitated. He was her
therapist, and he was asking her to get undressed. That wasn’t
okay. “I thought you wanted to cure me?”

“I
can’t cure you because you aren’t sick. I’m here to help you
make healthy choices. Your body and mind tell you that you need to be
soundly spanked. What you used to do to get what you needed was very
dangerous and unhealthy.”

Richard
could see she didn’t understand. “Every time you’re given
something, it reinforces your behavior. If I give you a punishment, I
do so knowing you will increase the type of behavior I want to see
from you. You packed my bag with care. The care was the most
important thing. That’s a trait I wish to see more often. I’m
reinforcing it by giving you a well-deserved paddling.”

Jessica
exhaled. She had been holding her breath. He had said exactly what
she longed to hear these past four years. She was normal. Could he be
right?

“Jessica,
I’m still waiting for you to undress, completely. You will have no
secrets from your master. That is also a lesson you need to learn.”

“Yes,
Master.” Her right hand slowly moved to her left shoulder. She
pushed the spaghetti strap of her dress off her shoulder. Her left
hand did the same. She pushed her dress down further, so her breasts
were bare.

Jessica
couldn’t resist looking at him to see how he was reacting to her
body. Again he had his eyes on hers. He wasn’t looking at her body.

Jessica
pushed her dress down even further. She bent forward, so her breasts
would sway at his eye level, so she could lift up her foot and remove
the dress. She repeated the same movements to remove her underwear.

“Very
good. You may lay your things on the chair in the corner.”

“Thank
you, Master.” She walked over to the chair and bent slightly,
making her body look long and emphasizing her buttocks.

“Stay
where you are.” Richard stood, grabbing the paddle. “I want you
to stand facing the chair with your hands on the chair’s arms.”

Jessica
got into position. She pressed her legs tightly together in
anticipation.

“Spread
your legs, Jessica.”

“But
this is better for me,” she protested.

“Do
you want a spanking or not? You have to learn that the Master decides
how punishments are carried out, not you. You aren’t in control of
this, and you never will be. The only thing that lays in your hands
is earning a punishment, but how that punishment is carried out isn’t
up to you. Spread your legs.”

Jessica
lifted up her foot and moved it away from her other leg. She needed
the pressure on her clitoris. Maybe he didn’t understand about
women’s bodies.

Richard
grew inpatient. He reached between her legs, stroking over her
clitoris as he moved her legs the way he wanted them.

Jessica
was feeling very weak in her knees. Moving in with him was either the
best idea she had ever had or the worst idea.

Richard
moved behind her. He knew she was swooning from his rough touch. He
let the paddle soar down at her; so new pleasure would be added to
what she was already feeling.

Jessica
gasped and moaned. This was great, but she needed so much more.

“Good
girl. Let’s see how many you can take with the paddle.” He gave
her a hard sharp swat, which made her rock forward. Her bottom
immediately returned to position, ready for more.

Richard
grinned to himself. This was exactly what she needed. A woman like
her was a rare find. She worried she wasn’t normal.

Couldn’t
she see that she was extraordinary? 


Richard
gave her ten more. He stopped when it was clear she was crying.

“I
can take more,” she whispered.

“I
decide when I stop, Jessica. It disappoints me when you don’t call
me Master.”

“I’m
sorry, Master.”

“Prove
it by never letting it happen again.”

“Yes,
Master.” She beamed at him eagerly. He had punished her, and he was
still interested in her. This was all she wanted in life.

“If,
and this is a big if. If you’re very good at the wedding tomorrow,
I’ll spank you afterwards. I’ll be watching you. I don’t know
anyone else, so you will have my complete undivided attention.” He
took a step closer to her, wanting to touch her.

“How
do you want me to introduce you to my friends, Master?”

“How
do you want to introduce me?” His lips were so close to her face.
He wanted to kiss away her tears.

“I
don’t want anyone to know I have to see a therapist.”

“I
see you haven’t learned lesson number two yet. There is nothing
wrong with you. You’re here for that reason.”

“And
if it takes me years to learn?”

“Then
you will be here a very long time.” He laid his hand on her hip and
moved her, so she was directly in front of him.

Jessica
closed her wet eyes and leaned forward, hoping he would kiss her
back.

Richard
took hold of her face and kissed her deeply. “I have a feeling we
were made for each other.”

Jessica
sighed, feeling a deep love for the man standing in front of her. Her
heart had finally found a home.





Chapter 11 – Bachelor Party






Scott
was grinning from ear to ear when they parked outside of the arena.
“Are we going to a game?” He asked Chandler.

“You’ll
see.” He got out of the car and smiled at the guys. “You said you
didn’t want to go to a strip club. Naturally, we all understand
that. Why would you want to look at other women when you already have
the most beautiful one in the world as your bride? However, I wanted
your bachelor party to be something to remember anyway. Inside is
your party. I hope you like it. Grab your bags guys.”

Scott
was surprised to see all his friends grab gym bags out of their
trunks.

“Don’t
worry, Scott. Your mom packed a bag for you. Soon, Brianna will be
the one doing things like that for you.”

Scott
took the bag Chandler offered him. He couldn’t help but think
Chandler sounded a little envious.

“Thank
you. Why do I need to change?”

“Life
is a game. Let’s play.” Chandler and the others went in.

Scott’s
jaw dropped. “Are they who I think they are?”

“Yep,
meet Alabama’s finest.” Chandler was proud to give Scott such a
memorable party. 


Scott
couldn’t believe the state’s professional basketball team was
standing in front of him.

“Which
one of you is Scott Greene?” one of the professional players asked
them.

Scott
raised his hand like a kid in school would.

“Good
then you’re on my team.”

The
men went about picking teams. The teams were made up of half
professionals and half of Scott’s friends.

They
played a real game with the professionals and had the time of their
lives. There was a photographer taking pictures of the guys. Chandler
was glad he had thought of that. It would serve as proof the guys
hadn’t been in a strip club. He wanted Cathy to know he was being
faithful to her. Besides, Scott and Brianna weren’t the type for
wild stuff.

Chandler
had been thinking things through, and he was sure he and Cathy would
be the perfect pair. He was a doctor, and she was a nurse. That was
something they had in common. It also meant she understood about him
working long hours and being on call, so they wouldn’t fight about
the phone ringing in the middle of the night.

The
sex had been fantastic. They wouldn’t have any problems in that
area either.

When
he wasn’t being a jerk, they got along too.

Tomorrow,
Cathy wouldn’t be able to avoid him. Tomorrow he would be walking
her down the aisle.

That
thought made him grin.

Of
course, they would visit often. She could see her parents as often as
she liked. It would also be a chance for him to see Scott. Chandler
hated the idea of Scott moving away. In fact, Chandler had tried to
convince him to stay in Birmingham, telling him his hospital would be
the best if Brianna needed anything.

Brianna
had also been whispering in Scott’s ear. She wanted to be closer to
her parents. Of course he had listened to her. So he applied for a
position in their hometown, and found one. Scott would be making so
much more money if he worked in law firm in Birmingham, but he didn’t
try to find a job here.

When
Chandler asked, Scott answered him he wouldn’t be one of many, and
he had a realistic chance at partner. Everyone knew him, and he
figured he was doing the best he could to provide for Brianna.

Still,
his and Cathy’s house would be bigger.





Chapter 12 – The Big Day






“My
mom told me what the guys were up to last night. They played
basketball. I just thought I would tell you in case you were
wondering.” Cathy sat down in a soft chair in Brianna’s room and
studied Brianna’s face. “Did you even worry?”

“No,
I knew about the basketball thing for a while now. Chandler ran it by
me before he pulled strings to get the team to play with them. They
don’t usually do things like that, but Chandler has treated a
couple of those guys at the hospital, and he made a large donation to
the team.” Brianna smiled at Cathy. She knew her best friend
couldn’t stand Chandler.

“I’m
so sorry you have to walk down the aisle with him. I think the
problem is you two have too much in common. Sometimes people who are
very similar simply don’t get along. They need to be friends with
their opposite, so they can see how special they are. Thank you for
doing this, and for everything else you’ve been doing for me,
Cathy.”

“Oh
Brianna.” Cathy threw her arms around Brianna and gave her a hug.
“I’ve been glad to help in every way I can. Just think in a few
hours you will be my real sister. This is the best thing that could
happen to me.” 


Brianna
was glad to see Cathy was back to her usual self. Cathy hadn’t been
relaxed in so long, ever since they moved back home.

“I’ll
throw the bouquet to you. Watch for it.”

“Brianna,
I don’t know. I don’t even have a boyfriend.” Cathy looked away
from Brianna. She still couldn’t confess she had a one-night-stand
with Chandler. At least, she couldn’t confess her misdeeds today,
maybe in a couple of years. This was Brianna’s special day, and
Cathy wouldn’t do anything to ruin it.

There
was a knock at the door. It opened, and her mother came in with the
dress. “I ironed it one last time. I think it would be best if you
knelt down. Cathy, and I will help you into it.”

Brianna
removed her robe and knelt down in her corset and sexy white
underwear. A scarf covered her hair. Her mother had done it for her
early this morning. She felt a little naughty to be wearing white
although she wasn’t a virgin anymore. No one knew that only her and
Scott. It was a special little secret only they shared.

The
dress was placed over her, and as she stood up it fell into place.

Brianna
felt like a transformation had just taken place. She was no longer a
caterpillar. She had become a beautiful butterfly.

Cathy
and Eva went to work closing the tiny pearl buttons, which closed the
dress in the back. When Brianna was all buttoned up, she went over to
her full-length mirror to look at herself. She remembered looking
into the same mirror and thinking of herself as an ugly duckling who
would never get married. Today she felt beautiful and lovely, like a
real southern belle.

Eva
fished her handkerchief out of the sleeve of her blouse. She already
regretted getting a dress without pockets. She dabbed at her eyes as
she looked at her daughter. Brianna was going to be a married woman
in a couple of hours. Her baby was going to leave the nest for good
and have a nest of her own.

Cathy
laid her hand on Brianna’s shoulder. “You look fantastic,
Brianna. Scott loves you so much already, and when he sees you in
this dress, he is going to faint.”

“I
can’t wait to see him in is tuxedo. I’m sure he will look amazing
in it.” She smiled at herself, hoping Scott would be pleased with
her.

The
doorbell rang downstairs. Eva went to the banister of the upstairs
staircase and told Charles to see who it was. The women were on high
alert. They feared Scott would stop by and see Brianna before the
ceremony.

“It’s
Scott,” Charles called over his shoulder, warning them.

Eva
and Cathy both moved in front of Brianna to protect her and block his
line of sight. The young couple didn’t need any bad luck.

Charles
moved the door, so Scott couldn’t look inside.

“Will
you please give this to Brianna. You have to hold it exactly as I am.
Give it to her right away. I’ll see you later.” Scott handed the
wrapped up gift to Charles and turned away. He got into his car and
drove home to get ready. Today was the big day. This evening he would
be taking his wife to their new house. Scott was ready to take the
next step and make the last major change in his life. He was about to
become a husband.

“He’s
gone,” Charles called out.

The
women all sighed with relief.

Charles
went up the stairs with the gift in his hands. “I’m supposed to
give this to you right side up.”

Brianna
took the gift and laid it down on her desk. She opened the card.

“You
once told me on the days you ate raspberries, nothing bad has ever
happened to you.” She read aloud. She could hardly believe he
remembered what she had said all of those years ago.

Brianna
opened the gift. “It’s a bowl full of raspberries.”

“You
aren’t honestly going to eat that, are you?” Eva’s forehead
wrinkled up.

“My
soon-to-be-husband was pretty clear I should.” Brianna shrugged her
shoulders.

“But
your dress. It will stain.” Eva feared the dress could get ruined
before they left the house.

“We
could hold up a sheet and feed her them one by one,” Cathy
suggested. She felt her brother had done something completely
romantic. She would never find a guy who would do things like that
for her.

Why
had she slept with Chandler? What had possessed her? Sleeping with
guys always backfired.

She
should have waited until her wedding day like Brianna was. No man
would ever treat her the way Scott treated Brianna.






Charles
was the only man in a room full of women. He felt out of place. There
was a knock on the door. It was the groomsmen.

“It’s
time,” Charles called over his shoulder. He was getting a terrible
sinking feeling in his heart. He wanted to drop to his knees and beg
God to watch over his baby tonight. She looked so happy. She didn’t
have a clue about what happened between a man and his wife in the
bedroom. Would this be her last day on earth? To lose her because of
something so avoidable would break his heart. Scott would never
recover from something like that either.

Charles
wanted to call the whole wedding off.

Eva
gave him a kiss on his cheek before she left to go to her spot. She
knew how hard this was for him. He had kept her up all night with his
worries.

She
was worried too, but she had faith Scott would be careful with
Brianna. He truly loved her daughter.

Chandler
grinned to himself. He could see Cathy next to Brianna. They were
both excited and smiling. Would Cathy smile like that on their
wedding day? Chandler asked himself.

The
women were filing out. Charles held his arm out to Brianna.

“No
more jokes, Daddy. I’m warning you.”

“You’re
still my daughter, Brianna,” he warned her right back.

Brianna
narrowed her eyes at him. “You aren’t planning anything are you?”

“Of
course, he isn’t, Brianna.” Cathy felt a need to go in between
them before things got worse. “He loves you too much to do anything
to ruin your big day.”

Chandler
stepped forward and took hold of Cathy’s hand. “Cathy’s right.
Simply relax and smile, Brianna. Everything will go as planned. Let’s
go. Scott is getting nervous.” He led Cathy out of the door and
around the corner.

They
had to walk around the sanctuary to get to the door. Through the
glass windows they could see everyone. Thankfully, no one could hear
them.

“How
are you, Cathy?” Chandler asked.

“Fine,
thanks. And you?” Cathy hoped she sounded cordial.

“I’m
worried about you,” Chandler confided in her.

“Shouldn’t
you be worried about your girlfriend finding out what happened
between us?”

“No,
I explained that I have someone new when I broke up with her.”

“You
broke up with her? Because of me? That wasn’t very clever of you.”

“Why
not?”

“Because,
after today, we are never going to see each other again.” Cathy
beamed as they reached the sanctuary doors. Out of sight meant out of
mind. If she never saw him again, she would never have to worry about
being a notch on his headboard.

That
wasn’t what Chandler wanted to hear. He wanted to give her a real
chance. They could go out and see if they liked each other. Maybe
they would end up in his bed and maybe they would end up in front of
the altar. He didn’t want to give up without a fight. Cathy was
different. That could only be good.

Scott
saw Chandler’s face and worried. He wished the two of them would
get along better. He feared he and Chandler would grow apart because
they didn’t live in the same city. They both had demanding jobs. It
would be hard to keep their friendship upright if they lived in the
same city, but the two-hour drive back and forth would probably be
their end. It was such a shame Chandler didn’t have anyone with
whom he could settle down.

Then
Scott saw something in white, slowly moving towards the door. It was
Brianna. She was coming closer. Today was the day she would become
his wife. She would sleep next to him every night and they would get
to spend their days together too.

So
many years of courtship were finally coming to an end. He was
standing at the altar and Brianna was going to be his wife.

Brianna
reached the door. Everyone stood up and admired her.

Charles
took a deep breath. The big moment was here. He took a step forward,
holding onto Brianna tightly. He told himself this wasn’t easy for
any father. Still, he feared he was leading her to her death.

Brianna
was glowing as she looked at Scott. He looked so good in his tuxedo.
He looked so happy to see her too. Her life was perfect.

Scott’s
jaw dropped when he saw Brianna. She looked perfect. It was hard to
believe this beautiful creature was walking down the aisle to him.
She wanted to be his wife. He felt so honored. She looked so happy.

Brianna’s
eyes were fixed on Scott’s. She didn’t look around at her guests.
He was the only thing that mattered to her at the moment.

Charles
stood at the altar and exhaled frustrated.

“Who
gives this woman in marriage?”

Brianna
held her breath. She worried her father would want to make a joke
again.

Charles
cleared his throat. “Her mother and I do.” He lifted Brianna’s
hand to his lips and kissed it before he placed it in Scott’s hand.
He stepped back and sat down next to his wife.

Eva
grabbed onto his hand and gave it a squeeze to reassure him.

Brianna
stared into Scott’s eyes. She was worried she might cry. The Pastor
was talking to them, but she couldn’t listen. The only thing that
held her interest was Scott.

Scott
was feeling the same way. He half listened to the pastor, so he knew
when he had to say something, but he was so caught up looking at
Brianna.

All
to soon, he heard the pastor talking to him. “Will you, Scott
Robert Greene have Brianna Elisabeth Banks to be your wife? Will you
love her, comfort and keep her, and forsaking all others remain true
to her, as long as you both shall live?”

Scott
took a deep breath. He feared he might say the wrong words. “I,
Scott Robert Greene, take thee, Brianna Elisabeth Banks, to be my
wife, and before God and these witnesses I promise to be a faithful
and true husband.”

The
pastor smiled at him approvingly before he turned to Brianna. “Will
you, Brianna Elisabeth Banks have Scott Robert Greene to be your
husband? Will you love him, comfort and keep him, and forsaking all
others remain true to him, as long as you both shall live?”

“Yes,
I will.” Brianna closed her eyes. That wasn’t what she was
supposed to say. She took a deep breath and tried again.

Scott
grinned at her. He was so in love with her.

“I,
Brianna Elisabeth Banks, take thee, Scott Robert Greene, to be my
husband, and before God and these witnesses I promise to be a
faithful and true wife.”

Scott
nodded at her, reassuringly. He had never loved anyone as much as he
loved her.

The
pastor called for the rings.

Chandler
stepped forward and gave the smaller one to Scott.

Cathy
took Brianna’s flowers. She met Chandler’s eyes for a moment. He
was acting so serious. It was clear marriage was something he took
seriously. She looked away, so he wouldn’t read anything into her
behavior.

Scott
picked up the plain round golden ring and lifted Brianna’s left
hand. He held the ring up, so she could see it. “With this ring I
thee wed, and all my worldly goods I thee endow. In sickness and in
health, in poverty or in wealth, ‘til death do us part.” He
slipped the ring onto her finger. The corners of his mouth curled up.
The ring was finally in place. She was his.

Brianna
looked at her hand for a brief moment. Then she turned to Chandler
and took the ring out of his hand.

Brianna
copied Scott. She held the ring up as she spoke. “With this ring I
thee wed, and all my worldly goods I thee endow. In sickness and in
health, in poverty or in wealth, ‘til death do us part.” She
slipped it onto his hand, and then they locked their fingers
together. They would be facing life together now. They were one,
joined in love, before God, their families, and their good friends.

Andrew,
a professor at Brianna’s college as well as a good friend of hers,
stood and went to the front. He picked up the microphone and looked
at Scott and Brianna. He considered himself to be a good friend of
Brianna’s. If Scott didn’t treat her right, Andrew would want to
step in, gladly.

He
sang of the beauty of marriage, of it being a gift, and of sharing
the burden.

Jenny
looked at Martin. He was like her foster father. Her parents had
given up on her long ago, but the Dean of her old college never had.
He stood beside her throughout all of her bad decisions and took
personal pride in her accomplishments.

“He
had a great voice, doesn’t he?” Jenny said to try to cover up the
fact that her heart had just taken a huge leap.

“Yes,
he is especially gifted.” Martin forced himself to hide his grin.
Since he had gotten Jenny back from her x-boyfriend, she hadn’t so
much as glanced at another man. He would see to it that the two of
them were introduced. Jenny needed practice talking to proper young
men. The fact that they were so far from home would mean any mistakes
she made could easily be forgotten.

Jessica
leaned into Richard’s arm. He had been holding her hand since the
service started. She had filled Richard in on everything on the long
car ride here. She was so glad to be here sitting next to him.

They
had made love last night. He had been so pleased with her that she
got another spanking. If she were good today, she would get another
one when they got back home.

Richard
leaned over and kissed the top of her head. It was clear his
submissive would like to have a wedding. Perhaps in a couple of
years, he mused. He was so taken with her. Their meeting had changed
both of their lives for the better.

Chandler
tried to catch Cathy’s eye. Cathy felt Chandler’s eyes on her, so
she fixed her eyes on Andrew. After all, this was Brianna’s big
day. It was Cathy’s job to make sure it went off without a hitch.
Whatever drama Chandler had planned would be successfully avoided.

Andrew
congratulated the couple and sat back down.

The
pastor stepped forward and had Brianna’s parents and Scott’s
parents come forward. Each set of parents lit a candle. Then they lit
a candle for Brianna and Scott with the fire of their own candles.

The
pastor blessed Brianna and Scott and gave them the candle from their
parents. He told them it was a sign that their parents would always
be there for them, and that they would help them carry the burdens of
their daily lives.

“Brianna
and Scott have agreed to live together in Matrimony. They have
promised their love for each other by these vows, the giving of these
rings and the joining of their hands, I now declare you to be husband
and wife. Scott, you may now kiss the bride.”

Brianna
couldn’t believe it, but Scott winked at her before he leaned down
to kiss her. She blushed a deep dark red.

The
pastor stepped back and lifted his voice. “Ladies and gentlemen, I
give you Mr. and Mrs. Scott Greene.”

Everyone
stood up and clapped for the happy couple.

Charles
saw that his daughter blushed at a simple kiss. What would happen
when Scott wanted more this evening? He needed to have another talk
with Scott.





Chapter 13 – Congratulations






Brianna
held onto Scott’s hand. She didn’t want to let go of him now that
he was finally hers. Unfortunately, that was something she had to do
constantly. So many people wanted to hug her and shake Scott’s
hand. Both of them couldn’t stop smiling.

Charles
had a professional company plan the wedding. He didn’t want his
daughter to have to worry about anything today. “My baby is
married.” Charles held his arms open wide. If today was his baby’s
last day, then it should be perfect.

Brianna
hugged him tightly. “Thank you for behaving yourself today.”

“Were
you really worried?” he asked surprised.

“Yes,
Daddy. I honestly was.”

Charles
smiled at her. She was a thing of beauty. He loved her with all of
his heart. He was so glad he had been the kind of father who actually
took time to be with his family. They were the most important things
to him.

Charles
had to move along the line. He shook Scott’s hand. “Take good
care of her. I can’t begin to tell you how much I love her.”

“I
will. You don’t have to worry.”

Charles
forced himself to smile. “You can start calling me ‘dad’
any day now.”

Eva
hugged her daughter tightly in her arms. “It was perfect.”

“No,
it wasn’t. I goofed up on the words.” Brianna blushed as she
thought about it.

“It
was perfectly imperfect. Your mistake was adorable.”

Brianna
saw Scott nodding out of the corner of her eye. Still, she wished she
had done it correctly. She was embarrassed. 


Karen
hugged Brianna. “I thought it was nice too. Welcome to the family,
Brianna. We are so glad to call you one of us.”

“Thank
you, Karen.”

John,
Scott’s father, gave Brianna a bear hug. “I don’t know how my
boy did it, but he managed to get the prettiest, nicest and smartest
girl in town to marry him. Welcome to the family.”

Their
parents joined them in line greeting their guests and thanking them
for coming to share their big day with them.

Chandler
linked his arm through Cathy’s. They both stopped in front of
Brianna and Scott. Cathy pulled her arm away. “I’m going to head
over to your house and help out there. Take your time here. I have
everything covered.”

“You
forgot to say congratulations,” Chandler whispered into Cathy’s
ear.

Cathy
squinted her eyes at him for a split second. “Congratulations. You
two are the perfect couple.”

Chandler
hugged Brianna lightly, not wanting to overstep any boundaries with
Scott. “I’m so happy for both of you. Cathy is right. You two
were made for each other.” He boxed Scott in his arm and gave him a
playful smile.

Cathy
hugged Scott, and then she and Chandler took off.

When
they were out of earshot, Cathy turned on Chandler. “That was it.
We never have to talk to each other again. We’re over.”

“We
don’t have to be over. What we had was a beginning.” Chandler
wanted this to work out.

Cathy
felt like sticking her fingers into her ears and screaming la la
la to block him out. Instead, she stood up straightly. “I have
a lot to do today. Please, don’t get in my way.”

“I
know – you’re in a take-no-prisoners mode. I understand, and if
you need my help, in any way, you can call on me. Believe it or not,
they are my friends too. I want this to be a day they will never
forget.”

Cathy
shook her head. There was something so infuriating about him. “Just
drive me to Brianna’s house.”

“Gladly,
but first we have to finish our job here.”

“We
are finished.” Cathy meant that in every way she could.

“No,
darling, we aren’t. We still have to sign as witnesses for the
marriage of our best friends.”

He
was right. The pastor had warned them not to take off. Cathy could
see the pastor still talking to several people in the sanctuary. That
meant she had to stand next to Chandler for a while yet.

“I
was thinking, maybe, we could go out together. Perhaps if we got to
know each other on a different level, we could leave this childish
bickering behind us.”

“You
started it,” Cathy protested, sounding exactly the way she didn’t
want to.

“Then
I offer you my apologies. Guys always pick on the pretty girls.”

Cathy’s
jaw dropped. She looked at him as if he had to be kidding. He made it
sound like he had simply pulled her hair at the playground. What
happened between them hadn’t been sweet and innocent. “There is
no us, and there never will be.”

Chandler
took a deep breath. “Why not?”

“Why
would I want to be your girlfriend when we can’t even talk to each
other normally?”

“We
talked normally – afterwards. I told you everything about me.”
Chandler was offended by her constant rejection. The more she pushed
him away the closer he wanted to get to her.

“I
don’t want to think about that night.” Cathy hurried off to the
bathroom to hide from him.






“Uncle
Martin, Jenny, thank you for coming.” Brianna hugged each of them.

“We
wouldn’t have missed your wedding for the world.” Martin moved in
front of Scott. “Thank you for not ruining the name of my school.
I’m relieved this worked out so well.”

“I
told you I loved her and I would do right by her.” Scott glanced at
Brianna and Jenny. They were talking about Brianna’s dress. Brianna
had such a good heart, no matter what the doctors said, she had seen
the good in Jenny right away.

Jenny
stepped down the line. She reached her hand out to Scott.
“Congratulations. I’m happy for both of you.”

Scott
shook her hand back. “I’m glad things are working out so well
with you too.”

This
was the first of many uncomfortable handshakes. He noticed several
girls were here from their college back in Texas. They were Brianna’s
friends. They all thought Brianna was going to suffer under his
strict rule.

The
truth was he hadn’t laid a hand on Brianna since the day he told
her he loved her. He and Brianna had a very natural and relaxed way
with each other.

Hannah
hugged Brianna and congratulated her. She stood in front of Scott and
motioned with her head in Brianna’s direction. “Your girlfriend
from back home?”

“Yes,
she just didn’t know it at the time.” Scott grinned from ear to
ear.

“It
was nice of you to try to spare my feelings. I wish you all the
best.”

“Thank
you. I wish you the best too.”

Hannah
nodded and moved on.

Scott
had to suffer through a herd of girls from his floor. The only one he
had personally invited was Jessica, who was now hugging Brianna and
telling her how happy she was. Scott noticed that Jessica had a date
with her. Her date was congratulating Brianna. It was hard for Scott
to tear his eyes away from Brianna. He didn’t like that strangers
were touching his wife.

“Thank
you for inviting me Scott. I’m so glad you two found happiness
together.” Jessica truly meant what she was saying. Now that she
had Richard she didn’t need to pine after Scott any longer.

Her
date was now standing beside her. He had his arm around her, letting
Scott know they were very close. “Thank you. I see you’re doing
well too.”

Jessica
looked at Richard and smiled at him. “I have it good with my
Richard. Oh, I forgot to introduce you. Scott this is Dr. Richard
Jones, Richard this is Scott Greene, the groom.” She had filled in
Richard about Scott.

“It’s
nice to meet you. Thank you for joining us today.”

“Thank
you for the invitation. It’s a real pleasure meeting you. Jessica
speaks so highly of you.”

Scott
was surprised to hear that. He looked back at Jessica after Richard
let go of his hand. “I’m glad to see you’ve made the best you
could out of your life.”

“You
were a big help along the way.”

“I’m
glad to hear that.” Scott gave her a brief smile and then turned to
hug Sharon. “I cried the whole way through. You know what this
means?”

“No.
Tell me what it means.” Sharon had always been his sweetest sister.
She was a good-hearted person.

“It
means I’m next. I don’t even have a boyfriend.” She had a huge
smile on her face, which told Scott that she wanted to have a wedding
too.

“Don’t
you dare pick the first best guy. He needs to be something very
special to get my little sister.”

Richard
had been eavesdropping. Scott was clearly the overprotective big
brother type.

Richard
didn’t need to be jealous. He had worried. That was new for him.
Normally, he had his emotions in check. It was becoming very clear to
him that he would never be able to give up his Jessica. She was a
keeper. He would keep that information to himself until her training
was completed.

Brad
gave Brianna an awkward hug. He figured with time he would be more
relaxed with Brianna, his new sister-in-law. “Welcome to the
family.”

“Thank
you, Brad. I’ve never had a sibling. Now I have three sisters and a
brother.” It was plain to see that Brianna was thrilled to have him
as a brother. Brad had to smile at her. No wonder everyone loved her
so much. She was sweet, unlike his Becky.

Brad
hugged Scott slapping him on the back and congratulated him. They
talked about the game last night.

Rebecca
stepped forward next. She had a son on each hand, so she couldn’t
hug anyone or shake anyone’s hand.

Brianna
hugged Rebecca. Rebecca still hadn’t said anything, so Brianna bent
down and greeted her nephews, telling them how much they had grown.

“You’re
so blessed to have them, Rebecca. I hope I can give them some cousins
to play with,” Brianna confessed.

Rebecca
could see the pain on Brianna’s face. “That would be nice.” She
moved on to Scott and let him hug her. He was giving up a lot to be
with Brianna. He must really love her. “You did well.”

“Thank
you, Becky.” Scott was waiting for the rude back stabbing comment,
which usually followed nice words from here. It didn’t come.

Andrew
was the last one to come out. “Brianna, you were charming, the most
beautiful bride I’ve ever seen.”

“Thank
you, Andrew.” She rose up on her tippy-toes and kissed his cheek.
“You sang so beautifully. It was an amazing gift. We both thank
you.”

For
the first time in his life, Scott was able to look at Andrew without
feeling jealous. “You’re very talented. Thank you for taking the
time out of your busy schedule to be here and performing for us
today. We appreciated it.” Scott shook his hand.

“Of
course, I still have something planned for the reception.” Andrew
was eager to show them there were no hard feelings. The best man for
Brianna had won, and Andrew could gracefully admit defeat. “This is
a nice church. You will enjoy working here.” Andrew said to Brianna
before he moved down the line, which was starting to disperse.

Eva
spoke with him, making him feel like an important part of the
wedding.

The
pastor had been waiting for them. They too had to sign some papers.
One last time, Brianna would use the name Banks.





Chapter 14 – The Reception






Scott
and Brianna were surprise by how little time they had for each other.
They were constantly mingling with their friends and families.

Both
were looking forward to the meal, so they could sit down, especially
Brianna. She was starting to feel a little dizzy. She went into the
house and asked for a glass of water. Strangers were working in her
mother’s kitchen. It was weird to see someone other than her mother
in the kitchen. It was worse having to ask for something in a place
she knew so well.

Brianna
took her glass into the breakfast nook and looked outside of the
window at her guests.

Scott
had seen her go in and worried about her. When he spotted her in the
kitchen, drinking a glass of water, it reminded him of her birthday a
couple of years ago. She had passed out because of the heat.

Scott
wrapped his arms around her placing his hands on her tummy. “Are
you all right? We can call it a day whenever you want. I got what I
wanted out of this day, you’re my wife now, and you’re coming
home with me.”

Brianna
didn’t turn around and look at him. She leaned into his body and
closed her eyes. “I heard there is going to be cake. I’d like a
piece.”

Scott
grinned a little. “Still, I’m serious. It’s a warm day out, and
that dress must weigh a ton.”

“I’m
fine, Scott. I’m just getting a little tired.”

“Would
you like to go into your old room and lie down awhile?” He had
emphasized the words ‘old room’
letting her know she now lived with him
in their house.

“I’m
fine. Besides, if I lie down in this dress, I probably won’t be
able to get back up again.”

“Then
I’ll see to it that you remove it before you go to bed tonight.”

“I
bet you will.” Brianna turned to him, and carefully laid her head
on his chest. She feared she might smear him with her make-up.

“You
would win that bet. I’m so glad we don’t have to worry about
anything. I’m looking forward to sleeping with you in our bed.”

“Me
too.”

“Come
on, I’ll walk you to our table. You can sit down and drink your
water.” Scott walked her outside and passed everyone, so no one
could stop her.

Everyone
slowly took their places, and the many round tables spread throughout
the garden.

Chandler
told Scott he would like to have a private conversation. He wanted to
confess that he was in love with Cathy. The two of them walked to the
side of the house.

Charles
spotted Scott talking to Chandler. He knew he could barge in and have
a talk with Scott.

“May
I steal my son-in-law away for a moment, Chandler?”

“Of
course, sir.” Chandler lifted his eyebrows and smirked at Scott
before he went off to see what Cathy was up to. He could talk to
Scott later. The day was still young.

He
saw that Cathy was running herself ragged. “Cathy, everyone is
taking their place at the table. May I escort you to your chair?”

He
had asked so charmingly that she couldn’t say no.






“Scott,
I know I’ve said this before, but I’m worried about this evening.
Brianna is so weak.” Charles confessed.

“I
swear she will be fine. I’d never do anything that would hurt her.
I give you my word.”

Charles
nodded at Scott, but he didn’t feel relieved. The only thing that
would make him feel better would be hearing Brianna’s voice saying
she was fine, afterwards.

They
went to the head table and sat down. The second Scott sat down
someone started to clang their knife against a glass. Others joined
in, making the noise impossible to ignore. Scott stood and helped
Brianna to her feet. They kissed while the waiters served the food.

As
soon as they sat down, the next person thought it would be funny to
make them stand up again.

Whenever
Scott or Brianna wanted to take a bite of his or her food, someone
would clang away.

Rebecca’s
twins caught on and wouldn’t stop.

Brianna
needed to sit down. She needed a break. It was a warm day and sweat
was running down her back. She feared she might not be able to make
it through the day if she didn’t get a chance to stay off her feet
now.

Once
again, the clanging started.

Brianna
had enjoyed the kisses, but she worried she wouldn’t have energy
for the rest of the day. They had to eat, listen to the speeches,
which had been written especially for them, cut the cake, and then
dance. She wanted to dance with her father and then have Scott cut
in. Those were all memories she wanted to make today. 


At
first, it was funny, but when it happened every time they sat down,
Scott got up and went over to Rebecca.

“Could
you please stop them? Brianna was dizzy before. She should be lying
down, but she didn’t want to miss her own wedding day. You
understand, don’t you, Rebecca?”

“They’re
just kids, Scott,” Rebecca protested.

Brad
saw Scott talking to his wife and worried that she was causing
trouble again on Scott’s wedding day. He wished she were more
mature. He heard what was going on so he headed to their table
quickly. “It’s okay, Scott. I’ll get them to stop.”

“There’s
a big surprise,” Rebecca said sarcastically. “You’re on his
side again.” Rebecca shook her head after Scott left. “He doesn’t
have children so he thinks he can tell us how to raise ours. You
should have told him off.”

“He
told you his heart sick wife is already having trouble staying on her
feet, and you think the boys should be able to do whatever they want
just because they are kids?”

One
of the twins giggled and picked up his knife again.

“If
you do, you will get a spanking,” Brad warned him.

“Sure
him you would spank.” Rebecca moved her chair so she didn’t have
to look at her husband anymore. She loved him so much, but she was
bitter. Ever since the twins were born he had ignored her. Why didn’t
he understand that she needed attention too? All they did was talk
about the boys. They didn’t have anything else in common they could
talk about anymore.

“Boys,
up you go. We’ll go into the kitchen and see if you two can’t
have an ice-cream.” Brad stood and held out his hands so each boy
would take one.

“You
can’t give them ice-cream before they eat,” Rebecca protested.

“Today
is a special day. Did you forget that? It’s your brother’s
wedding day.” Brad turned and left her alone. It was getting clear
that only a clean cut would help. He didn’t hold her in high
regards anymore. Marriage was so disappointing. 


Richard
had heard them talking. He could see exactly what was wrong. She had
even hinted what she wanted. Perhaps, she was like his Jessica. That
would mean she needed attention. Rebecca was sitting alone at a table
on her brother’s wedding day, trying not to cry.

Richard
knew he shouldn’t do it, but he couldn’t stop himself. He had to
help her. Jessica was chatting very nicely with her friends from
school.

“Excuse
me, darling.” He gave her a kiss under her earlobe that had her
friends giggling.

Richard
found Brad in the kitchen. He was giving his kids fruit salad. Brad
wasn’t the bad guy. He was being pushed and stumbling backwards
instead of standing his ground like he should.

“Brad,
right?” Richard held out his hand to Brad.

“That’s
right.” Brad shook Richard’s hand back.

“I
couldn’t help but overhear what just happened between you and your
wife.”

Brad
pulled his hand away and sucked his cheeks in to mask what he was
thinking. He was embarrassed and mad that this stranger would
approach him and say something like that.

“I’m
a therapist. Forgive me, but that you two have problems was very
clear. Because the solution is also very clear, I thought I would
step forward and just come out and say it.”

“Really?
You saw us discussing something a couple of minutes long and think
you can solve all of our problems. Save it. We don’t live around
here. We won’t be coming in for any sessions.”

“I
don’t live around here either. Believe me, I’m booked out. I’m
only offering free advice.”

Brad
took a deep breath. “What is it? What is so obvious that you could
see it in a couple of minutes, but I can’t even see it after years
of marriage?”

“Your
wife is lonely. She needs attention, so she acts up.”

Brad
rolled his eyes and shook his head, thinking this man was only
stating the obvious.

“She
wants you to take her in hand the same way you would the children.
She wants you to spank her.”

Brad’s
jaw dropped. “I would never hit my wife.” He turned away from the
man who claimed to be a professional and checked to make sure his
boys hadn’t heard what the sick man had suggested.

Richard
shrugged his shoulders and left. He wasn’t about to debate the
merit of taking time to discipline a woman.

Brad
told the boys to carry their bowls out to mommy. He followed them out
and sat down next to Rebecca. What had just happened was simply so
extraordinary that he had to share it with someone. He whispered in
Rebecca’s ear what had happened.

She
didn’t answer. She got up and left the table.

Brad
looked around for Sharon. He waved her over to their table and asked
if she could watch the boys for a moment. He warned her that they had
to leave Brianna and Scott alone.

Brad
found his wife crying in Mr. Banks office. “I’m so sorry that man
upset you so much. I would never raise a hand against you.”

Rebecca
jumped to her feet. She wanted to scream and pull her hair out.
“Would the thought of spanking me disgust you so much?”

Brad
was getting a feeling the man might have hit the nail on the head.
No, that couldn’t be right. The idea was absurd. Still, the idea of
her naked body, draped over his lap was an enticing one.

“Brad,
I asked you something.” Rebecca’s feelings were hurt.

“I’m
sorry. The caveman in me was just picturing it.” Blood was starting
to flow to his penis.

“You
have a caveman in you?” she asked in disbelief. 


“Oh
yes. And he would like nothing better than to smack your sexy ass,
but as a modern man, I realize you have basic rights, and one of them
is the right to feel safe in your home.”

“Maybe
– I would feel safer with the caveman.” Rebecca simply couldn’t
come out and say what she needed from him.

“Am
I understanding you correctly? That stranger was right?”

“It’s
just that – sometimes I feel so stressed out – and out of step
with the world. I get so stuffed full with emotions. This is
something I’ve always suffered from. When I lived at home, my dad
spanked me, and afterwards I felt okay again.”

“Why
didn’t you come to me and tell me this sooner? We have been married
for years already, and this has been going on since the beginning.”

“I
was too embarrassed.” Rebecca stood in front of her husband
twisting her fingers against each other. She feared he would reject
her now that he knew the truth.

Brad
could see what she needed now. He would play the part. It might save
their marriage and lead to sex, a rarity at their house. “But you
weren’t embarrassed to act like a bitch. All of these years you
have been pushing me away with your actions. The only reason I took
your crap was because of the twins.”

“I’m
sorry, Brad. I didn’t want to push you away.”

“But
you did time and time again.” Brad stood up and looked her in the
eyes, clearly seeing what needed to be done. “Wait until I get you
home, you won’t be sitting comfortably for at least a week.” His
face remained stone hard as he spoke.

Rebecca
threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. She didn’t say
anything. She only hoped he meant what he said.

Brad
took her back out to the reception once his penis had relaxed. He
sincerely couldn’t wait to go home. They would be leaving in the
morning and dropping Sharon off at home again. The boys would need a
little time to play before they could go to bed. It would be over
twenty-four hours before he could touch his wife like they both
needed. He could hardly wait.

Rebecca
saw the man at the table next to theirs look over at them and smile.
She mouthed the words ‘thank you’.






Chandler
gave his speech, talking about knowing what you have when you have
it. He looked over at Cathy often.

She
made a point of never looking at him.

He
would have his work cut out for him, but by God he wasn’t about to
give up. That feeling alone told him she was something special. If
she were only a one-night-stand, he would have lost interest with her
by now.

No
woman had ever interested him more.

Chandler
lifted up his glass and toasted the bride and groom.






Jenny
had her eyes on the man who had sung at church. She noticed he didn’t
have a date with him.

She
walked over to him and smiled at him. “You sang beautifully at
church. I was wondering what kind of background you have in music. I
might major in it, like Brianna did.”

Andrew
looked at her and his jaw dropped. “Umm – Hi.”

“Hello.”
Jenny gave him a nice smile.

“I’m
a professor for Music. I’ve been singing all of my life, and I play
several instruments. Do you play something?”

“I
play the guitar.”

“Would
you play for me? I have one here. Maybe you could accompany me later.
I’m going to sing again.”

“Sure.”
Jenny was glad she had been taking a feather out of Brianna’s cap
and practicing every day. She sat down and looked at the song he
wanted her to play. “By the way, my name is Jenny.”

“I’m
Andrew.” He smiled at her again. When she started to play, he
praised her. She was especially good.

Andrew
spent the rest of the day trying to convince her and her father that
she should transfer to his school to study music.

Martin
hated that it was so far away. Andrew assured him he would keep an
eye on her. He told him that she would easily find a babysitter for
her beautiful daughter, who was already a year old.

Before
they left for home, Jenny had given Andrew a kiss on the cheek.





Chapter 15 – The Wedding Night






Brianna
sighed happily when Scott walked into their house. He was holding her
in his arms, carrying her over the threshold. “Welcome home, Mrs.
Greene.”

“This
is all ours. I can hardly believe it.” She spotted her piano and
looked at her husband. “Is that for me?”

“Yes,
of course it is. I bought it for you as a wedding present. I know we
aren’t swimming in money. Yet,” he added. “Still, I want you to
have what you need. I felt you needed a piano.”

“Thank
you, Scott.” She kissed him deeply, letting her tongue roll around
his. “Thank you. I’m going to love being married to you.”

“I
know. Being married to you is going to be the best thing that will
ever happen to me.”

“Will
happen? Scott, it did happen. We’re already married.”

“You’re
right, darling. We are old married people now. And as such, we can
head right to our bedroom and make love all night.”

“By
the time you have undressed me, you’ll be too tired to do
anything,” Brianna teased him.

“Is
that a challenge? Because I’ll rise – to the challenge.”

Brianna
wrinkled her nose. “I got that.”

Scott
chuckled and laid his wife down on the bed. “I’ll be right back.
I just have to get a pair of scissors, so I can get at you quicker.”

“You
wouldn’t dare.” Her dress had cost a fortune.

“No,
I was only kidding.”

“You’re
acting so – playful.” Brianna was seeing a side of him she had
never seen before.

“Why
shouldn’t I be? Before you stands a man, who has achieved
everything in life he ever wanted. I have a degree in Law, I passed
the Bar, I’m moving up in my law firm, and I married the only girl
I have ever loved. What more could I want?”

Brianna
stood up and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Yes, I’m your
wife, and I love you back. The question is what are you going to do
with me, now that you have me alone in your bedroom, at your house?”

“First,
I’m going to undress you. I want to see what you’re wearing under
the most innocent of dresses. Second, I’m going to lay you down on
our bed, and third, I’m going to make love with my wife for the
first time.”

“We
already made love,” Brianna blushed, thinking about it.

“Yes,
but you weren’t my wife then.”

Brianna
pulled her arms away from Scott and planted her hands on her hips.
“Well, I certainly wasn’t your mistress.”

“I
know, darling. I’m simply pointing out that tonight will be
something special because we are married now.” He gently took hold
of her face and kissed her. “I may now kiss the bride.”

Brianna
couldn’t suppress a giggle. “I’m so happy, Scott.”

“So
am I. Turn around, so I can open up your dress.”

Brianna
turned and moved her hair out of the way. “Today was a good day.”

“That,
my dear, is an understatement. Today was the best day. My heart
stopped beating when I saw you at church.”

“Really?”

“Yes.
You were a vision. I had to pinch myself.”

“Ouch.”
Briana wrinkled her nose again, picturing it.

“The
point is I pinched myself, and you were still there, so I married
you. Now we are home where we belong.” Scott was having a hard time
opening the tiny buttons. 


“You’re
right. We belong here. It amazes me that we have a house of our own.”

“About
time is all I have to say about the matter. Can’t I just cut these
open? You’re never going to wear the dress again.”

“My
mother puts on her wedding dress every year on her anniversary to
make sure it still fits. It fit every year, except the year she was
expecting me.”

“That
means I’ll have to do this once a year,” Scott surmised with a
sigh.

“Probably.”
Brianna thought it might be a nice tradition. “What was your
favorite part of the day?” Brianna asked him.

“I
have several favorites. The part where you walked down the aisle, the
part where you promised to love me the rest of your life.” He
paused for a moment, thinking he shouldn’t have said that. He
should have said ‘our lives’.
“I liked the part where the pastor pronounced us man and wife. That
was fantastic. I liked dancing with you too.”

“That
was nice.” Brianna remembered dancing with her father and then
Scott stepping in to take over. “I belong to you now.”

“I
belong to you too. I’m glad you got to eat the cake. I was worried
when I found you in the kitchen.”

“I’m
tougher than you think.”

“I
know. Still, you’re mine to worry about.” He opened the last tiny
pearl button. “It’s open. You can step out of the dress now.”
Scott lovingly moved the dress down her shoulders. Stroking over her
soft warm skin as he moved the white satin fabric away.

Brianna
stepped out and turned, so he could see her in the underthings, which
were picked out to entice him to make love with her.

Scott
smiled at her. She looked so sexy but still so innocent. The white
lace encircling her body emphasized her beauty, pointing out that she
was a woman, but the color made this somehow holy. She was his, and
he could sleep with her whenever they wanted without feeling they
were doing something wrong. “I love you, Brianna.”

Brianna
sighed. She was anxious, worrying he wouldn’t approve.

Scott
left his eyes on her as he removed his clothes. He liked that he
could be so natural with her. Once he was naked, he stepped back to
her and tilted her head back. “Are you up to this?”

Brianna
grabbed onto his hardened penis and stroked it with her hand. “Don’t
worry about me. You’re the one who needs to be taken care of.”

“Isn’t
that the truth. It feels like I’ve gone years without you.” He
leaned down and kissed her with a deep-rooted intense passion, which
took her breath away. Scott opened her corset and tossed it on the
bed. He wanted her now.

Now
that the corset was gone, his hands ran over her body and squeezed
her breasts with a carnal need. His mouth turned to the side to allow
her a quick breath of air, but then he molded himself to her again.
His tongue was in her mouth exploring her and claiming her.

Brianna
could feel that he wanted to be inside of her as quickly as possible,
so she pushed the tiny white lace underwear, which she had been so
aware of all day, down.

She
was about to open the garter belt when his hands moved her away. “I
want you to leave those on.”

“Really?”

“I’ve
dreamed about making love to you while you wear something like that.
In fact, I’ll buy you stockings and garters in any color you want.”

“I
didn’t think you were the type.” Brianna was surprised.

“I’m
a man, and I have a pulse, so that automatically makes me the type.”
His hands reached down and petted the skin the stockings and garter
belt didn’t cover. He squeezed her gently and pulled her closer to
him. “I am a very happily married man.” He kissed her mouth and
kneaded her backside with increased need.

Brianna
broke away from his kiss and hands and lay down on the bed. “Now,
please.” She moved her feet, so he could lie down between her legs.
“I missed you so much.”

“I
know, darling. I missed you too.” Scott laid his right hand on her
knee and rubbed over the stocking and up to the area it didn’t
cover. “I love that you aren’t shy with me. You give yourself to
me so completely.”

“You
haven’t been holding back on me have you?” Brianna teased him.

“No,
I give myself to you with my heart, my soul and my mind.”

“At
the moment, I’m interested in your body.” She smirked, feeling
deliciously naughty to be talking the way she was. 


“Yes,
ma’am.” Scott leaned over her and kissed her, careful not to lay
his weight on her. “Are you ready for me, darling?”

“Yes,
I am.” She gave him a very serious look.

Scott
understood that she needed him. He sat back and took hold of her left
leg and hugged it against his body. He rolled her slightly to the
side and entered her slowly. His right hand reached around her leg
and clasped onto her breast. He squeezed and thrust in a slow rhythm,
rocking his body into hers.

Brianna
moaned and called out his name, making him feel like a great lover.

Scott
moved her leg off his shoulder and grabbed onto her hips with both of
his hands. He lifted them off of the bed and thrust deeper and a
little harder.

Brianna
immediately responded to rougher sex. She was panting and reaching
for him. She grabbed onto his wrists and held him tightly.

“I’m
coming, baby.” Scott felt his sperm shooting into her body. He
thrust on, wanting to give it all to her, as if it were a precious
gift.

He
leaned over her and kissed her. His hands kneaded her breasts, and he
couldn’t fight the urge to thank her for the wonderful sex they had
just had. “I love you with all of my heart.”

“Me
too.” Brianna yawned and covered her mouth. “I meant, I love you
with all of my heart too.”

“I
know. Sleep, darling.” Scott lay down next to her and laid his arm
around her. She was finally his. That gave him such a feeling of
peace.





Chapter 16 – Garden Work






“Brianna,
your mother wanted me to call you. We’re going out to eat with
Scott’s parents this evening. The women want you and your husband
to join us, so I’m formally inviting you.”

Brianna
laughed a little and copied her father’s tone. “My husband and I
graciously accept your charming offer to join you at the country club
this evening.”

Charles
laughed a little. “Now tell me how married life is treating you.”
He had been so relieved when she called him the morning after the
wedding. Scott had insisted she call. Brianna had been thoroughly
embarrassed, but Charles had finally been able to sleep.

“I
had no idea I’d be this busy. I know I only work part-time at
church, but it seems like I constantly have something that needs to
be done.”

Charles
immediately began to worry. “What have you been doing?”

“I
picked cherries this morning, and then I made jam.”

“Brianna,”
he said sharply. “I don’t want you overdoing things.”

“I
won’t, Daddy, but I don’t want Scott coming home and having so
much to do. He is working so hard. He wants to move up quickly.”

“That
I understand, but still he is your husband. He knew when he married
you that you have many restrictions. He will have to make time to do
little things like that, or at least hire someone to do it, if he
can’t do it himself.”

“Daddy,
he is trying to save up, so we can afford something like that in a
couple of years. But for now, we have to do all the work. Real people
do that.”

“Your
mother and I are real people. We have help because no one can do it
all alone, especially not you.”

Brianna
rolled her eyes and sighed. She had never felt healthier. Married
life was suiting her well. “I have to mow the lawn, and then I’m
finished. I’ll let Scott carry the heavy bag with the clippings.
You don’t have to worry, Daddy. I’ll take it easy.”

“No,
Brianna. That’s too much. You’re making your mother and I worry.”

“Dad,
how could I be making mom worry when she doesn’t even know?”

“Brianna,
watch your tone. You may not be living under my roof anymore, but I
still demand respect.”

“It’s
Friday, Daddy. Scott will finally have some time for me this weekend.
I don’t want him doing yard work,” she protested.

“Brianna,
I’ll take this to Scott if you don’t listen to me.”

Brianna
couldn’t quite suppress her giggle. “You worry too much, Daddy.”

“Yes,
I do. No more work today. Work on getting prettied up for your date
with your husband tonight. We want a nice evening out.”

“Sure,
Daddy. We’ll see you then.”

Brianna
went into the kitchen and started to label the jars of jam she had
made today.

The
phone rang again. She rolled her eyes, thinking it was her father,
calling to see if she were outside pushing the mower around.

She
was pleased to hear her husband’s voice. “Hello, Scott.”

“My
mom called me. She said we are all going out tonight.”

“I
know. My dad called me.” She was smiling as she spoke with him on
the phone. She felt like she was flirting.

“I
was hoping for an evening at home in bed with you.”

“Me
too.” Brianna sighed, disappointed. They still hadn’t cooled down
yet. Their love life was going strong.

“This
weekend I want us to take time for us.”

Brianna
didn’t say anything.

“Let
me guess, we have some sort of obligation we can’t get out of.”

“No,
we’re good. I was just thinking about what I should wear this
weekend.”

“You
don’t have to worry about that. We’re going to run around naked
this weekend.”

“That
was exactly what I was planning to wear.” Brianna tried to sound
coy.

“I
have to go now, but I’ll be looking forward to seeing you when I
get home.”

“You’ll
see lots of me. I love you, Scott.”

“I
love you too, Brianna.”

After
they hung up, Brianna got to thinking; it honestly would be best if
she got the mowing out of the way. It wasn’t that hot out today. If
it were taken care of, they would have more time for themselves. Her
husband wanted to spend time with her. What more could a wife want?

She
went out to the garage and got the mower. An hour later, she was
finished. She was hot and sweaty. She went inside, showered, and did
her hair. Once she was dressed, she went into the kitchen to finish
labeling the jars.

That
was how Scott found her. “Hello, darling. You were busy today.”
He wrapped his arms around his wife as she sat in her chair. His
right hand slipped down the front of her dress and cupped her breast.

“I
missed you, Scott.”

“I
wish we had time for a pit stop in the bedroom, but my parents are
going to pick us up any minute now. There is a tournament at the club
and parking is sparse. I have to hurry.” He squeezed her breast a
little, and then went to take a shower and put on a fresh suit.

Just
as he was stepping back into the kitchen, the doorbell rang. “That
must be my mom and dad.”

“I’ll
slip into my shoes and grab my purse.” Brianna stood and felt his
eyes on her. She knew she was wearing the kind of dress he liked. She
wanted to turn him on.

The
weekend would start as soon as his parents dropped them off.





Chapter 17 – First Marital Spanking






Karen
greeted Brianna and asked how she was doing. John looked around the
house. He was glad to see Scott was keeping it up. The men talked
about the air conditioner on the way to the club.

Karen
asked Brianna about the garden. Brianna spoke of the cherry harvest.

Eva
greeted her daughter and Karen with a hug. The women sat together and
chatted. The men spoke of the tournament.

“I’m
glad to see you’re taking care of your house Scott. With the hours
you work that isn’t a given. Nevertheless, everything is perfect
inside and out.”

“Thanks,
Dad. But I haven’t been doing much.”

“The
lawn was freshly cut and those shelves were put up.”

“I
put up the shelves last weekend. But I didn’t cut the grass. I was
going to do that tomorrow. Brianna must have done it.”

Charles
couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Brianna,” he called out,
butting into the ladies’ conversation. “Did you, or did you not
mow the lawn this afternoon?”

Brianna’s
first thought was to lie. “I was feeling fine, so I got it out of
the way.”

“I
don’t believe it. We talked about it on the phone. She lied to me.”
Charles was shaking his head and looking at his wife.

Scott
wasn’t sure what was going on. “What’s the problem? Brianna,
aren’t you feeling well? You promised not to lie to me about your
health.”

“I
feel fine. My Dad is just making a mountain out of a molehill.”

“You
sassed me on the phone, and now you’re trying to play down the fact
that you lied.” Charles felt Brianna had changed since she got
married. She didn’t take him seriously anymore.

He
leaned back into his chair. If she were still his to take care of, he
would have seen to it that her tone changed. However, she wasn’t
his anymore. She had lost respect for him.

“Brianna,”
Scott called to her across the table. “Did you promise not to mow
the lawn?”

“My
Dad called, and you know how he likes to worry. I was outside this
morning, and he feared going out again might make me too tired to
come along this evening. But you can see that I’m fine.”

“You
sassed him?” Scott found that hard to believe, but Brianna sure
looked guilty of something. 


“I
giggled about his worries. I wasn’t trying to be rude.”

“Brianna,
look at me. Did you or did you not sass your father and then disobey
him?” Scott knew she wasn’t raised to act that way. If she could
look him in the eyes and say she hadn’t, he would believe her.

“Maybe
a little,” Brianna admitted, not feeling at all comfortable with
everyone’s eyes on her.

“Did
you mow the lawn after he said not to?” Scott demanded an answer.

Brianna
nodded. “I only wanted to be able to enjoy the weekend with you.”

Scott
understood what she was getting at, but still it was clear she acted
in a way that he couldn’t tolerate. “Dad, do you think I could
borrow the car for a while. Brianna and I need to go back home for a
moment.”

“Sure,
son.” John reached into his pocket and laid the keys in Scott’s
hand.

“Brianna,
come on.”

Brianna
stayed sitting. She was blushing red. He wasn’t truly going to
spank her, was he? He had done it before, but that was so long ago.
It had been years.

Scott
stood behind her chair and touched her elbow, hoping to get her
moving.

Brianna
looked at her mother for help.

Eva
had already heard from Charles how smart-mouthed Brianna had been.
“Your husband is waiting for you.” She made a motion with her
eyes that Brianna had better hurry.

“Go
ahead and order without us.” Scott took hold of Brianna’s arm and
escorted her out.

“How
could you have done that?” Brianna whispered as the left the club.

“I
didn’t feel I had a choice.” Scott opened the car door for
Brianna and waited for her to be sitting with her seatbelt closed
before he closed the door.

He
started the car once his buckle was on.

“Scott,
that was so embarrassing.”

“Yes,
it honestly was.”

“Let’s
just go home and wait awhile. Then we can go back.”

Scott
snorted.

“You’re
not seriously – going to – Are you?”

“Brianna,
you did see that you hurt his feelings, didn’t you?”

“Yes,
but he was only being oversensitive. I don’t live under his rule
anymore.”

“That’s
right, darling. You live under mine.”

“That’s
so barbaric.”

Scott
left his eyes on the road, saying nothing as he drove home.

“Remember,
we talked about this. You said our life wouldn’t be like that.”

“I
remember saying I wouldn’t let you act like Rebecca. You were.”

“No,
I wasn’t.”

“Yes,
you were. It was uncanny.” Scott parked the car and looked over
their garden. It looked perfect. Like one of the houses in the garden
magazines Brianna liked to read. Brianna had wanted this house
because of the garden. She was doing a marvelous job keeping it up
and the house as well. But at what cost?

“I’m
sorry I can’t afford help yet. Until I can, I’ll be the one
helping you.” Scott got out of the car and went over to Brianna’s
side. He opened the door to help her out.

“You
don’t have to pretend to be so gentlemanly. It isn’t fitting
right before you want to spank me,” Brianna barked at him.

She
was mad that her father still had so much control over her, that
others still felt they could tell her what she was capable of doing
and what not, and foremost she was mad at herself.

Brianna
had honestly believed she would never have to be spanked again. She
was a grown up, and they didn’t do stupid stuff and sass other
people. As a strong southern woman, she should be a pleasure to be
around at all times, and she hadn’t been.

“You
just made this a lot easier for me.” Scott took hold of her hand
and marched her in the door.

“I
doubt this would be difficult for someone like you.”

“Someone
like me?” he repeated.

Brianna
blushed red. Why couldn’t she control her thoughts today?

“Explain
what you said, Brianna.”

“I
only meant that you – must have a routine with this sort of thing –
because of your experience,” Brianna stammered. She wasn’t
looking for trouble.

“I
assure you, when I spank my wife, it will be a whole other ballgame.
Go to our room.” Scott was so mad he felt like spitting.

It
was true, they had met in an odd way, but he thought she realized he
had done that job, so he could go to grad school. He hadn’t done it
because he liked to beat on women, and he hadn’t done it to gain
experience, so he could better spank his wife one day.

Scott
closed his eyes tightly. He knew this moment would come one day. He
had to decide how he wanted to spank his wife. Her behavior called
for it. It was clear he had to do it.

Should
he use a hairbrush like back at college? Or his belt like her father
did?

He
went into his bedroom and looked at her. She had her arms folded over
her chest, and she was looking out of the window. “I wasn’t
trying to do anything wrong. I meant well. I wanted to spend the
weekend with you. How could that be wrong?”

Scott’s
shoulders slumped. “I know that. You aren’t a bad person.”

Brianna
turned to look at him. “Then why are we here? Why, Scott?” She
wiped away a tear.

“I
could have forgiven and forgotten the disobedience, but your attitude
lately is a little off. The way you talked to your father, and just
now to me, is something I can’t ignore.”

“So
if you’re ever in a bad mood, I can pull you away from an evening
out, embarrassing you, and then take you home for a spanking?”

“We’ll
cross that bridge when we come to it.” Scott felt a bit at a loss
because they didn’t have a desk in their bedroom. That meant no
desk chair for him to pull out, place in the middle of the room and
then sit down on. He sat down on the bed.

“This
isn’t fair.”

“You’re
right. A nice evening out with the family would be better than this.
We’re missing the appetizers.”

“This
isn’t funny,” she snapped at him.

“I
know that. Come here, so we can get it over with.”

“No.”
Brianna turned back, so she was looking out of the window. She was
the wife in this marriage, a grown woman. They didn’t bare their
bottoms, and go over their husband’s knees.

“Brianna,
come here. The others are waiting. You’re being rude to me as well
as our families.”

“Let
them wait.”

“I’m
not feeling especially patient at the moment,” he warned her.

“I
assumed if something like this were to happen, no one would ever know
about it. This is embarrassing.”

“I
can only agree. You have to take blows to your adorable little
backside as well as to your pride this evening.”

“The
nerve,” Brianna said, turning around to glare at him. “How can
you make jokes about this? What you’re planning to do is going to
hurt me. More than just physically,” she added.

“I
know, but I also know you will be your sweet normal self when this is
over, which it never will be if we don’t start.”

“You
only want to do this, so the others will think you’re a strong man
who has the little woman under control.”

Scott
sprang to his feet and grabbed onto Brianna. He moved back to the bed
and sat down. She was standing beside him. “You know the routine.
Lower your panties and lift up your dress.”

“And
if I don’t? What are you going to do? Drag me back to the country
club and make this public?”

“That’s
an idea worth considering. Brianna, what is wrong with you? I don’t
even recognize you anymore.”

Brianna’s
face fell into a frown. “It’s just that I meant well. This is
hurting my feelings. Nobody is allowed to do that. You said so.”

Scott
looked at her. He watched a tears trickle down her face. “Yes, I
did. However, I also told you that I would never let you embarrass
yourself or me. You did. I have to see to it that it won’t happen
again.”

Brianna
covered her face with her hands. She was sniffling.

“Brianna,
you’re acting like you have never been spanked before.” His arm
wrapped around her and pulled her onto his lap. He held her tightly
as he realized that this wouldn’t be quickly accomplished. “What’s
wrong?” he asked softly.

“You
aren’t going to respect me anymore.”

“What?”
He pushed her head away from his chest, so he could see her face.

“You
won’t be able to think highly of me anymore.”

Scott
had to grin. Her thoughts were so ridiculous, and the words she chose
were even more ridiculous. “You think that?”

She
sniffled and nodded.

“There
is no woman I admire more than you. I think highly of you, and I love
you. I respect you. Should I tell you what would truly impress me?
What would make me think that my Brianna is a real lady?”

She
nodded, figuring he would say if she behaved and acted like an adult.

“If
you didn’t make excuses when someone calls you on your bad
behavior, and if you took your punishment like a lady.”

Brianna
narrowed her eyes as she looked at him confused. “I thought you
would say that I should be good to begin with.”

Scott
held her in his arms and looked down at her. “That isn’t going to
be possible. I happen to know you have a natural fire in you. I’m
going to beat down the flame a little but I would never want to put
out that fire. I love you for it.”

“You
love me?”

“Yes,
with all my heart. No matter how naughty you are. I’m going to set
you on your feet. Then I’m going to spank you, soundly. Afterwards,
we will return to our families. However, this evening, when we get
home, we are going to come back into this room and use it for what it
was supposed to be used for.”

“Sleep?”
Brianna asked.

“I
meant sex. This room is for us to make love in. Sleeping is an extra
bonus.” He stood her up on her feet and looked at her pointedly.

Brianna
lifted up the skirt of her dress and lowered her panties.

Scott
had never taken the time to actually look at a girl before he spanked
her. He thought girls looked sweet and innocent when they were naked.
There was something about them that needed to be protected. He even
felt they needed to be defended, sometimes from themselves.

However,
Brianna’s naked body was giving him entirely different thoughts. He
had so many good memories about the pleasure her body could give his.
She was even sexier when she was naked. She was a goddess.

“Come
over, darling.” Scott had decided a hand spanking would be more
than enough. His Brianna needed to feel that he was close to her.

Scott
rubbed his hand over her bottom. The good thing about spankings was a
husband got to see so much of his wife’s body. He got to know her
better.

He
landed a sharp smack.

Brianna
peeked over her shoulder. “Ouch.”

“Don’t
worry, darling. You will feel this yet. I’m just taking my time to
enjoy the view.”

Brianna’s
head flopped down. “My hand. You forgot to hold my hand.” She
reached back with her right hand. Scott took hold of it and held it
firmly to her lower back.

“I
love you, Brianna.” He smacked her hind cheeks several times with
as much force as he could muster. “But I didn’t recognize you
this evening.” He was aiming for white skin and quickly losing his
target. He had spanked every inch of her bottom already.

Scott
had no plans to hit the back of her thighs. Her dress was too short
for that. He didn’t want anyone to know he had to take his wife
home for a spanking. He didn’t want anyone to talk badly about her
behind her back. This was their secret.

Now
Scott was aiming for pink. He was giving her a sound spanking. She
needed to know he hadn’t gone soft just because they were married.

Brianna
hadn’t been spanked in so long that she felt she couldn’t take it
anymore. “Scott, stop. Please stop.”

Scott
laid his hand on her warm bottom. “Are you all right?”

“I
need a break.”

“A
break?” That hadn’t happened before.

“It
hurts.”

“Too
much?” he asked concerned.

“I’m
fine. I just need a break.”

“Brianna,
are you all right or not?”

“I’m
really sorry you had to spank me.” The tears started to flow, and
Brianna couldn’t stop them.

Scott
had seen his wife get this emotional before. It was always a sign to
stop. He moved her, so she was lying against his chest.

“I
was feeling so strong and healthy, and then my Dad started to remind
me that I wasn’t. I wasn’t in the mood for his negative talk.”

“I
understand. The thing is –”

“Don’t
say it,” she interrupted him. “I’m a special case, and people
worry more about me.”

Scott
had to smile because that was exactly what he wanted to say.

“In
the rare moments, I feel normal, someone always comes along and
bursts my bubble. I hate that. And when I try to keep my happy bubble
in place, I get in trouble for being rude.”

Scott
hugged her tightly and kissed her. “Thank you for sharing that with
me. I’ll keep it in mind next time a situation like this one
arises.”

“Why
are you the only one who honestly listens to me?”

“I
swore to make you happy, and I will. You’re the only one who knows
what will make you happy, so I listen to you.”

“I’m
sorry you had to do this so soon in our marriage.” Brianna bit her
lower lip. 


Scott
kissed her on her lips.

Brianna
grabbed onto his face and passionately kissed him back. She let her
tongue slip into his mouth.

Scott
longed to make love with her on the spot, but they had to return.
They had already been gone to long.

“Scott,
I don’t think I can wait. I need you now.”

“Soon,
darling. The second we come home.”

“No.
Now, and then again.” She kicked away her panties. Her hands went
to his belt, opening it. She opened his zipper and pulled out his
shirt. She pushed his shirt up, out of the way and tried to pull his
trousers down.

Scott
was too far-gone to stop her now. He never would have thought his
Brianna would be so demanding sexually. But he loved it. It made him
feel desirable.

He
lifted himself up, so she could yank his clothes out of the way. His
hardened penis sprang free. A second later, Brianna’s hand wrapped
around it. With her other hand, she pushed her dress away from her
breasts. She leaned forward to kiss Scott, again with her tongue,
kissing his mouth deeply. Scott reached around her and opened her
bra.

Brianna
only let go of his penis for a moment to get rid of her dress and
bra. Her fingers wrapped around him again. She positioned herself
over him and slowly let her body sink down surrounding him.

Scott
couldn’t believe how wet she was for him. He knew his wife loved
sex, but this was especially fast.

Brianna
leaned back and placed her hands on his legs. She lifted her body and
lowered it. Her body felt so open for him to see. Something about
being naked on top of him made her feel beautiful.

Scott
was feasting on the sight of her body. She was very lean, her breasts
were small, but she was his wife. That fact made her perfect. She was
the most beautiful woman in the world, at least in his eyes.

“Scott,
help me.”

Scott
took hold of her hips and held her in place while he thrust upwards
moving with quick thrusts up and down. Scott watched himself
disappear into Brianna’s beautifully presented body.

“Please,
please, please,” Brianna begged.

Scott
tried to hold back, but this was too erotic. Brianna lifted up her
right hand and squeezed her own breast.

Scott
forced himself to slow down, or he would have come immediately. He
wanted to watch her come before he did.

When
the moment arrived, he pulled her hips down, so he was completely
inside of her, filling her. Her body shuddered around him, making him
come too.

Brianna’s
body was shaking and jerking as she came. She laid her forehead on
his shoulder. It took her a long time to settle down.

Scott
was lazily running his fingertips up and down Brianna’s spine.
Scott always held her close and waited for her heart to settle down
before he let her go. “You know, we have an amazing track record.
We have made love every day of our marriage. Sadly, our record will
be broken on Monday I have to go out of town for a few days.”

“But
you said they wouldn’t send you away until after they promoted
you?”

“And
I was right,” he informed her with a huge grin on his face.

“Scott,
that’s fantastic. Congratulations.”

“I
was so surprised when one of the partners came into my office. He
told me he was very happy with my work.”

Something
was bugging Scott. He had a feeling he was overlooking something.

Brianna
interrupted his thoughts. “You’re going to take me to my
appointment at the Mayo Clinic, aren’t you?”

“Of
course, I am. I promised you. You don’t have to worry about that. I
told them I needed time off for that every year. You’re my
responsibility now. I waited so long for you to be.” He wrapped his
arms around her and rolled her, so they were side by side facing each
other.

“Are
they mad about that at work? It isn’t normal for someone in a
starting position to demand something like that.”

“We
pride ourselves on being a small business. Family is very important.
In fact, they wouldn’t have hired me if I hadn’t been engaged.
Mary, a lady I work with has two kids, and she got a call last week,
saying her daughter was sick. She got up and informed the partners.
Then took off. We divided up her work. No one complained about it.
They called it helping
her out.
Everything went smoothly.”

That’s
when it hit Scott. He figured out what was bothering him. “Brianna,
we have made love every day since we got married,” he stated.

“And
the weekend before that,” she added.

“Yes,
but that isn’t normal. You should have gotten your period. You have
never gone two straight months without getting it.”

“But?”
Brianna looked down at her stomach. It was too tiny. There was no way
she could be.

Scott
had to grin. “A wedding night baby,” he declared full of pride.

Brianna
covered up her tummy. “Do you really think I could be?” She
couldn’t believe it. It was a possibility she never actually
thought about.

“I
think you are. That’s amazing.” Scott was thrilled.

“Let’s
not tell anyone until we are sure. If my father finds out I mowed the
lawn pregnant, he will really flip out.”

Scott’s
mind was racing ahead. “Brianna, we are going to be parents.
Luckily, I got that promotion. We need to fix up a room for the baby
and pay for a gardener to take care of things outside for you. A maid
would be a little too expensive for us. Cathy and my mom will have to
help you when you need it. I’m sure your mom will help out too.
You’re going to need lots of rest.”

The
plans were all made, so he took a moment to kiss her. “I’m so
happy. You hear about couples trying to get pregnant for years and
years. Here we are expecting right off the bat.” 


“I
love you, Scott.”





Chapter 18 – A Little Secret






Brianna
and Scott talked and made plans as they showered and got dressed. In
the car they spoke about possible baby names.

Charles
raised an eyebrow when he saw his daughter and her husband returning.
They were both grinning and holding hands. It was clear Scott hadn’t
taken Brianna’s actions seriously. He had hoped for better.

Scott
pulled out a chair for Brianna and helped her sit down.

Charles
was pleased to see that she had to cringe as she sat. Maybe Scott
wasn’t so bad after all.

“I
want to apologize for my behavior earlier. I’ve been a little too
concentrated on being the perfect wife that I forgot to be the
perfect daughter.” Brianna beamed at her father. She was thinking
about the word Grandpa.

How
would her parents react to that? Would they be happy for them or
would they be annoying and worry, killing all the joy? 


“That’s
all right, Brianna. I’m glad you two are back with us. We waited
with the meal. Go ahead and pick something out.” Charles was
pleased to see that his daughter was back.

Scott
and Brianna shared a menu, so they could continue to hold hands.
After they ordered, Scott held Brianna’s hand on his lap.

John
raised an eye as he looked at his son. He worried Scott had been too
soft with her. Brianna had been acting odd lately. Cathy was acting
strangely too. She cried at night. When they asked her, she said she
missed her old friends from work. John feared that Brianna was
ignoring Cathy.

“Brianna,
Cathy asked about you. She says you haven’t had much time for her
since you got married.”

“Oh,
I’ll call her on Monday. Tell her I’m sorry.” Brianna felt like
she was about to cry.

She
looked at Scott and smiled. Her emotions were telling her that she
was pregnant. “I would call her tomorrow, but Scott is leaving on
Monday, and I want to spend time with him before he leaves.”

That
started a conversation about Scott’s success.

When
the men had a moment to themselves, John pulled Scott to the side.
“You didn’t let her wrap you around her little finger, did you?
If she needs to be punished, you have to do it, or she will see you
as being weak.”

“I
spanked her.” Scott couldn’t stop grinning.

“Then
why are you so happy?”

“She
was very sorry when I was finished. She wanted to make it up to me
for dragging me away from our meal.”

John
understood. “Yes, that can happen. Not always, but it does happen.”
John smiled to himself. He was glad the two of them were so happily
married. The only thing that bothered him was that they were ignoring
their friends. He would remind Brianna to call Cathy on Monday.






Cathy
was glad she had the house to herself. She had driven for over an
hour before she stopped at a pharmacy and bought a pregnancy test.
Now she was waiting for the results.

‘Please,
let it be negative’, she
prayed. She wanted to know why every time she made a mistake it
backfired. Twice in her life she’d slept with a man. The first one
ended up hurting her, and the second one got her pregnant.

Chandler
had been bugging her since it happened. He cornered her at the
wedding several times. He left her thousands of messages on her
phone.

Why
didn’t he understand that she wanted to forget what had happened.
He didn’t like her. He didn’t even know her. Pity was the only
thing keeping his attention on her.

If
only she hadn’t cried, he would have forgotten her like he did all
of his other conquests.

It
was time. The five minutes were over. She could go and look now.

Her
feet wouldn’t move forward. She was scared stiff. She didn’t want
to know what it would say.

Cathy
scolded herself, she needed to go and see. If it were negative, then
all of her worries would be gone. If it were positive, she needed
time to figure out what would be best to do. Maybe she should move
away and raise the baby all alone. It was clear no one should ever
find out about this.

How
could she have ruined her life like this? It had taken so much effort
to get back on track again.

Cathy
took a step forward and walked into the bathroom. The pregnancy stick
was still lying on the side of the bathtub. Two lines were clear to
see from where she stood in the doorway. She picked it up and
compared it with the package.

She
was pregnant.

Cathy
sank down to the floor and leaned against the bathtub. She wept,
feeling all alone.






Chandler
left another message on Cathy’s cell, asking her to call him back.

He
was worried about her, but it was time to face the truth. She didn’t
feel the same way about him.

It
was time for him to be a gentleman and take her unsubtle hints. She
wanted to be left alone.

Could
he forget her as easily as she had forgotten him?





Chapter 19 – Surprise






Scott
walked into the pharmacy, telling himself he was a married man. He
had nothing to be embarrassed about.

Scott
searched the aisles until he found what he was looking for. He
sighed. There were at least twenty different types of pregnancy tests
to choose from.

“Can
I help you, sir?” The woman was eyeing him, trying to figure out
what he was doing in the feminine hygiene aisle.

“Yes,
my wife hasn’t been feeling well lately, and she is late. This
would be our first child, so I don’t have a clue about pregnancy
tests.” 


The
pharmacist had to smile. She could hardly believe how relaxed this
guy was about buying a pregnancy test for his wife.

Scott
listened to her and then decided. He hoped Brianna would be okay. The
added worry of her health problems was ever-present.






Scott
entered the house with a grin. Brianna rushed to the door. “Have
you got it?”

“Of
course, I do. Should we do the test right away?” he asked her
eagerly.

“Yes.”
They went off to the bathroom together. Scott explained the test,
repeating what the pharmacist told him.

The
test was quickly taken, and the results showed up immediately.

“Scott,
it says eight weeks.”

“That’s
how far along you are.”

“But
we have only been married for seven weeks.” Brianna bit into her
lower lip as she worried.

“No
one is ever going to find out. They aren’t going to ask you about
our wedding date. Brianna, you don’t have to worry. I think it’s
even funny. Who cares when the baby was made? It has two loving
parents. That’s all that matters.” He hugged her and whispered
his congratulations into her ear.

They
made plans and talked about her going to see a doctor.

Their
hearts were filled with joy.





Chapter 20 – Pretending To Be All Right






Cathy
rang Brianna’s doorbell and waited. Brianna was going to be leaving
for her yearly trip to Minnesota where the best doctors would look
her over.

The
door opened, and a vibrant Brianna smiled at Cathy. “Come in. How
are you feeling?”

“I’m
fine. I simply can’t kick my cold.”

“I’ll
heat up some soup for you.” Brianna went into her kitchen.

“You
have soup?” Cathy asked.

“Yes,
I do.”

“You
only make soup when someone is sick?”

“I
wasn’t feeling well this morning, so I made a pot full of soup,
just in case. But I’m feeling so much better now.” Brianna had
thrown up again this morning. Scott sat on the bathroom floor with
her until it passed. She was so thankful to have him by her side.

“I
hope you didn’t catch my flu.” Cathy said, thinking it was
expected from her. She knew perfectly well she didn’t have the flu.

“No,
I’m positive I didn’t. Have a seat on the sofa. I’ll bring you
a bowlful.”

“Thank
you, Brianna.”

Cathy
sat down and looked around. The house was an older one. One that was
very simple, but it made Brianna very happy. She was happy to play
house with Scott.

“I’ve
applied to several hospitals. I was thinking it might be time to move
out from home. I’m getting the feeling my parents are counting the
minutes until they finally have us all out of the nest.”

“Nonsense.
They have been alone the past four years. I know they are glad to
have you. You don’t need to apply for different job. Maybe you
should look for an apartment. Are you having problems with your mom
at work? Are you together too much?” Brianna asked, concerned. She
slipped a bowl into Cathy’s waiting fingers.

“No,
but I worry it might become a problem. She’s the head nurse, so she
will clearly end up favoring me.”

“Still,
family is important. We are truly sisters now. That’s so great.”

Brianna
and Scott had decided to wait until she was in the fourth month
before they told anyone, but she just couldn’t wait. “In fact, I
want you to be more than an aunt to our baby. We want you to be the
godmother. You need to be here to see your god-child growing up.”
Brianna laid her right hand lovingly over her tummy.

“You’re
pregnant too?” Cathy set the bowl down on the coffee table.

“Yes.
Who else is pregnant?”

Cathy
realized her mistake too late. “Never mind. It’s a lady from
work. You don’t know her.”

“Don’t
tell anyone, not even your parents. We want to wait until I’m past
the third month.”

Cathy’s
jaw had dropped. She was jealous from her head to the very tips of
her toes. Brianna and Scott were expecting a baby. Of course they
were. They were perfect. They would have a perfect baby, and
everything would be perfect. Someone like Brianna would never let
herself get into an impossible situation like Cathy had. “I won’t
tell anyone anything. Your secret is safe with me.”

Brianna
smiled at her best friend. “I wish you weren’t so sick. You
aren’t even strong enough to get excited about this.”

“I
think I’ll just finish my soup and head out. I can’t risk you
getting sick too. Especially not now.” Cathy quickly drank her soup
and stood up. “I’m very happy for you, Brianna. I know you’ll
be a great mother.”

“Thank
you, Cathy.” Brianna hugged Cathy, but Cathy didn’t hug her back.

“I
don’t want to risk making you sick. You have to be careful for two.
I’ll see you when you get back from Minnesota.” Cathy let herself
out.

She
went home and cried in her bed. Why couldn’t she have happy
thoughts about her baby?

Maybe
she should call Chandler.

Cathy
quickly changed her mind. She would wait until after the three month
mark too. Brianna was right about that.

Besides,
the idea of pushing off a very uncomfortable talk would be the best
thing for her. She couldn’t deal with her problems today.

Tomorrow
was soon enough.





Chapter 21 – Advice






Scott
sat on a very uncomfortable chair and waited for Brianna’s doctors.
The car ride here had been long. Brianna had been sick most of the
way.

Brianna’s
doctor entered the room and shook their hands. He asked her
questions, and Brianna admitted she was pregnant.

Her
doctor stopped smiling. “Pregnant?” he repeated

“Yes,
in my second month.”

“I
wish we’d had a chance to talk about this beforehand.” He closed
his eyes. “This isn’t a good idea.” The doctor explained to her
why she shouldn’t have gotten pregnant. He spoke of the strain of a
pregnancy on her body and advised her to get an abortion.

When
she protested, the doctor turned to Scott. “If she were my wife; I
wouldn’t risk it.”

The
doctor left them alone, so they could discuss everything alone.

“I
can’t, Scott. I can’t do anything that could hurt our baby.”

“What
have I done? I should have known. I should have asked first.” It
was Scott’s job to protect Brianna, and now he had brought her into
danger. This was a lose/lose situation.

He
held her in his arms as if he thought she would pass away any second
now. “I can’t live without you.”

“Please,
Scott, no. We can’t hurt the baby.” Brianna wept on his shoulder.

“Brianna,
we have to listen to the doctors. They are the experts.”

“Scott,
no.”

“Brianna,
I won’t let you die.”

“But
you love baby. I know you do.”

“Of
course, I do. We will mourn our baby, but I won’t mourn you,
because you’re going to stay with me.”

The
doctor came back and spoke with Scott about the abortion. 







Scott
opened the door to their hotel room for Brianna. She had just walked
out of the hospital, telling Scott that they were gaining up on her.

Scott
followed her out. She was upset and in danger. The doctor had
explained that her heart probably couldn’t beat for two. Other
doctors were called in, and they all confirmed the first doctor’s
opinion. They had said things that Brianna hadn’t wanted to hear.
They all felt the risk was too great.

Scott
convinced the doctors to let him take her home. The procedure would
be done there, he told them.

Brianna
kicked off her shoes and lay down in bed once they returned to their
hotel. “No.” She repeated the word over and over.

“I’m
so sorry, Brianna. I’ll make this up to you. I don’t know how,
but I will.”

“I
want to keep my baby.”

“I
know you do, darling, but the doctors don’t think it’s a good
idea.”

“I
think it is.”

Scott
sat down on the bed and buried his face in his hands. How could he
have done this to her?






Brianna
woke up sick the next morning. The long car ride, the terrible news
that had felt like a slap in her face, sleeping in a strange bed, and
the baby were making her feel awful.

Scott
wanted to listen to the doctors and not to her or to his own heart.
That hurt her too. Why couldn’t he see that it was impossible to
hurt the baby? A baby that God had given them to love and to take
care of. How could they hurt their own child? Brianna knew she
couldn’t do it.






Scott
heard Brianna throwing up in the bathroom. He had hardly slept, so it
was difficult for him to get up now. He threw the covers back and
stumbled into the bathroom. “It’s okay, darling. I’m here now.”

He
sat down on the cold tiled floor and held her hair back.

“I’m
finished for now. I only need to wash my face. Then I’d like to lie
down.”

“Sure.”
Scott helped her to her feet. When she looked up in the mirror, he
saw she looked like hell. He wanted to apologize again, but she had
scolded him to stop doing that last night.

Brianna
went back to bed and waited for her morning sickness to pass. “I
feel a need to warn you. I will not do anything to hurt my baby. If
you don’t agree with that, we will have to go our separate ways.”

Scott
got into bed and looked at her. “Get some rest. It’s a long drive
home.”

“I
mean it, Scott. I’m keeping the baby.”

Scott
closed his eyes. “So you have already decided this, without me?”

“Yes,
I had to. You were listening to people who don’t know me. They only
know my medical records. Me, the real Brianna, is a fighter. I don’t
only fight, I win. I always win. And I will again. Life knocks me
down and puts me through trials, but in the end I’m always standing
on my feet. This won’t be any different.”

“You’re
right, darling. The problem is everyone has to die eventually. It’s
wrong to provoke fate.”

“So
you think that it is wrong for me to want a child. Everyone but me
gets to have a baby. I get to be sick and get better, like a yo-yo
moving up and down, but I’m denied a real life. You probably think
someone like me is especially lucky to get married. I would agree
with that. I am thrilled to be your wife, but I’m more than that.
I’m baby’s mother and not just some sickly lady. I’m tougher
than I look. I’ll do this. You’ll see.”

“Are
you trying to be a trooper and do what is right? You don’t have to.
I know you’re afraid of dying. That’s understandable, everyone
is. You don’t have to die because of this. We will do what we have
to, and it will be the hardest thing we will ever do, but we’ll be
there for each other.”

“I’m
serious. I will not get an abortion. And that’s final.”






Brianna
and Scott hardly talked to each other on the way home, other than to
try to convince the other to see the errors in their thinking.
Brianna wanted to get Scott on her side. Scott wanted Brianna to know
he couldn’t live without her, and that she needed to listen to her
doctors.

Once
they got home, Brianna went into their bedroom and packed a bag.

“You
aren’t going anywhere.” Scott took the bag from her.

“Yes,
I am.” She tried to grab the bag from him.

“You
think your parents will go along with what you want? They won’t.
They won’t risk losing you.”

Brianna
grabbed the bag from him. “I feel in my heart that I can do this.
Goodbye, Scott. I wish you hadn’t made me choose, but you did. I
chose to help our helpless little baby.” She left slamming the
door.

Scott
sat down and took a moment to cool down. He knew perfectly well her
parents would side with her doctors. That would break her heart, and
she would need him to be strong and comfort her. He needed his
strength for something like that.

Scott
folded his hands. “God, I haven’t called upon you in a long time.
Today I once again call on you, wanting something. I know I should
have thanked you for all the wondrous things you have given me, but I
didn’t take a moment to do so other than in church. I have a
request. I need help with Brianna. I got her pregnant, and now she
has to pay the price. She has been forced into a position no woman
should be forced into. She has to kill her own child. I understand
she can’t do that. So I have to be the bad guy and make her do what
she has to, so she can survive. Help her to find it in her heart to
forgive me afterwards. And help me to forgive myself.”





Chapter 22 – When A Man Loves A Woman







Cathy
sat next to Brianna, holding her hand. Brianna had confided what had
happened.

It
was hard not to sit next to Brianna and ask God what he was thinking.
Why did he let Brianna get pregnant? Brianna, who desperately wanted
a baby and a family, but couldn’t have one. 


Cathy
was pregnant with a child she didn’t want. Why hadn’t god made
Brianna healthy? Cathy should be the sick one. She didn’t have a
special someone, and she couldn’t think of the baby as being
special.

“I’m
not going to get an abortion. No matter what anybody says.”

“I’ll
stand behind your decision, Brianna. You can count on me.”

“Cathy,
I can do this. I can feel it. In fact, I think this is something I
could excel at. I’ll be the world’s best mom. I know I’ll live,
and so will the baby.”

“The
problem is if you’re wrong, you’ll be dead wrong.”

“Then
I wouldn’t have to listen to anyone say ‘I
told you so’.”

Cathy
laughed a little. That felt good. “I know you can do this. You’re
going to spend most of the pregnancy in bed, but you’ll do that
gladly for your baby, and then you’ll be a mother. Not any kind of
mother. You’ll be the kind the other mothers don’t like because
you’re going to be perfect.”

“Naturally,
my child deserves perfection.” Brianna lifted her nose up in the
air in a snobby way, playing along.

“Your
house will always be clean, your child will wear perfectly laundered
things with no stains. Not even grass stains on the knees.”

“They’re
so easy to get out.” Brianna smiled. This play felt so good. 


“Your
nails will be perfectly done and hair just so. Oh, if you have a
daughter, you two will wear matching outfits.”

“That
I would like to see.” Scott had listened to them talking at the
door.

First,
he had gone to her parents’ house, looking for her. He confessed
what had happened and how the doctors felt about it. They had sat
down and talked for a very long time.

Her
parents told him they would stand behind Brianna’s decision. They
didn’t want her to be ruined. Losing the baby would break her
heart.

Charles
wanted to hire a nurse to stay with Brianna constantly. She would
need a maid and a gardener. The house had to run smoothly. Nothing
would be allowed to upset Brianna. If they took great care with her,
it could work. Scott saw the hope in their eyes. They wanted a
grandchild.

He
went to his parents’ house and found out that Brianna was upstairs
with Cathy. Scott had to explain again. His parents took the news
harder than hers did.

Karen
cried and told them Brianna had always wanted a baby of her own. His
parents promised to help where they could.

Everyone
was going to pull together to make this happen.

Scott
asked Cathy if he could talk to Brianna in private.

“We
are going to play this by ear. As long as you’re feeling well,
there will be no talk of hurting the baby. Nevertheless, if this
becomes a matter of life and death, I’ll have to step in. However,
everyone said they would help you out. You’re going to get lots of
rest and care. If you feel up to this, I will help you. I believe in
you and in our child. Forgive me. I panicked. I just don’t want to
lose you.”

“Thank
you, Scott.” Brianna threw her arms around him and hugged him
tightly. “I love you so much.”

“We
are only going to have one child. We have to make this one count. I’m
going to get you pickles and ice-cream and rub your feet. We want to
make this the best nine months of your life.”






None
of the doctors Brianna went to see thought their idea had merit. They
all tried to talk her out of it.

Scott
felt sick to his stomach at such moments,

Then
they found a lady doctor who listened to Brianna tell her how much
she wanted to keep her baby. She agreed to help Brianna try. A
sonogram was taken of the baby.

After
seeing a picture of the baby, both knew they couldn’t end this
pregnancy. Scott had to accept the fact that he might be a single dad
very soon.

He
held onto Brianna’s hand and promised to love and care for their
child for the rest of his life. He would say anything to help Brianna
relax and be happy.

The
longer she was relaxed the older the baby would be when it was born.
He couldn’t lose both of them.





Chapter 23 – Lost






Cathy
figured it was time for her to go see a doctor too. She had to grow
up and face the music.

Cathy
knew of a doctor in Birmingham with a good reputation. She wanted to
go to him. The fact that he was far away was an extra plus. No one
needed to know about the baby yet. The baby deserved the best doctor
even if she wasn’t the best mother.

She
figured that she would get use to the idea of having a baby once she
started to show.

Cathy
couldn’t put off telling Chandler anymore either. She would stop by
his office on her way to the doctor. He worked Tuesdays, so she could
slip in, whisper in his ear what had happened, and leave quickly.

He
would have a new girlfriend by now, and he would have forgotten her.
That was okay. She merely wanted to keep the baby. She could do this
without a man in her life.

Cathy
parked her car. She was running late. She hardly had any time left to
talk to Chandler.

Cathy
truly would be dumping the information on him and running out.

She
would have left the house sooner this morning, but her morning
sickness was acting up again. She had to stay sitting at the table
and eat crackers until she felt strong enough to go.






Cathy
stood on the street corner across from the hospital and stared at the
light. She didn’t have time to wait for the light to turn green.
Besides, the light was about to change anyway. The cars had just gone
by. The light needed a moment to change. She quickly looked for cars
as she stepped out into the road.

Cathy
didn’t realize the cars coming from around the corner behind her
had the right of way.

The
driver saw Cathy in the road and hit her brakes. The car ran into
Cathy’s side and sent her flying to the curb.

Cathy
was certain she was okay. She was completely conscious. In fact, she
felt like getting up and clearing the road, so traffic wouldn’t get
jammed up. This was an especially bad place to have an accident.
Ambulances needed to be able to go through here.

“It
was my fault. I thought the light was about to change. Is your car
okay? My insurance will pay for it. I’m so sorry.”

“Miss,
you need to lie down. You’re bleeding.”

“No,
I feel fine.”

Paramedics
started to arrive. They wanted Cathy to lie down on a stretcher, so
they could get her into the hospital.

“There
is nothing wrong with me. I just did something stupid.”

“Please,
lie down. You’re bleeding.”

Cathy
looked down and saw she was bleeding. She was losing the baby. “What
have I done?” she cried out.






News
quickly spread in the hospital that Cathy, who was still considered
to be one of their own, was hurt. Chandler took off running when he
heard the news. He found Cathy and took hold of her hand.

“What
happened?” he asked.

Cathy
looked away from him. Telling him she had lost the baby was somehow
harder than telling him that she was pregnant.

The
doctor taking care of her told Chandler the sad news.

“No,
Cathy. Don’t cry, sweetheart. I’ll make this better. Just you
wait and see. We can have other babies. As many as you want.”

Their
colleagues were a little surprised, but a nurse brought in a chair
for Chandler, so he could stay with her.

“I’m
sorry. I was on my way here to see you. I was in a daze. I didn’t
see the car. It was my fault.”

“It’s
okay, sweetheart. Don’t blame yourself. I’m here.”

Chandler
stayed by her side. She had also broken her leg. She needed to stay
overnight and Chandler had an extra bed brought into her room, so he
could stay by her.

He
lay in her bed with her and held her while she cried. She admitted
she hadn’t wanted the baby, but she didn’t want it to die either.

When
her parents arrived, he spoke with them out in the hall, explaining
what had happened. He left out the miscarriage because Cathy asked
him to.

Her
parents asked about the extra bed.

“That’s
for me,” Chandler admitted. “I love your daughter with my whole
heart. I think I always have.”

All
three of the Greenes were surprised to hear him say that, especially
Cathy.

Her
parents visited with her until Cathy started to doze off. Her pain
medicine was working. Chandler said goodbye to them and told them he
would drive her home tomorrow. Chandler was taking charge, making it
easy for them to see him as a future son-in-law.






Cathy
slept, and Chandler watched her. She admitted she wanted to see him
to tell him about the baby. Chandler pictured her doing so and him
telling her what wonderful news that was.

As
a doctor, he knew she would probably be able to have other children,
but as her boyfriend he worried. 


“I
love you, Cathy.” He wasn’t sure where his feelings came from,
but they were there. His heart ached in pain as he thought about her
being pregnant and alone. Had she been afraid to tell him sooner?
Three months had gone by since they made love. She must have wanted
to wait to tell him until after it was too late to do something about
a pregnancy. Did she fear he wouldn’t want it?

He
would have. He loved the idea of living with her in a house and being
a family. Children belonged in that dream. He would prove to himself
that he could be a good parent, better than his parents had ever been
to him.

His
child wouldn’t be afraid to run into his arms just to tell him he
saw a strange bug outside, like Chandler had been as a child.






Cathy
could hear snoring when she woke up. She turned her head and saw
Chandler sleeping in the bed next to hers.

“I
don’t remember you snoring?” She tried to make a joke even though
she only wanted to cry some more.

Chandler
woke up and moved, so he was sitting. “Sorry. Did I wake you?”

“No,
I was already awake. The snoring surprised me.”

Chandler
smiled at her. “I snore when I’m sick and when – I cry.”

“You
cried?”

“Of
course, I did. You’re hurt and our baby is gone.”

“Would
you have wanted the baby?” Cathy dared to ask.

“Yes,
I would have married you so fast it would have made your head spin.
The very next day I would have signed the papers for a house, a big
one with a garden. Then I would have let you drag me from store to
store to pick out furniture and tiny clothes.”

“But
you don’t even love me.”

“Don’t
say that because I do.”

Cathy
leaned over to him a little. “We hate each other.”

“No,
we don’t. We have been pushing one another away for a long time,
but we are like magnets; either we push each other away, or we pull
each other together as closely as we can possibly get.”

Cathy
looked away from him and cried.

Chandler
took hold of her hand and held it. “I’m so sorry about the baby.”

Cathy
couldn’t look at him. She couldn’t admit she hadn’t loved the
baby. She had seen the baby as an unnecessary bother, who would ruin
her life. Her baby died without ever being loved.

Cathy
cried harder, and Chandler moved closer to her. “I know this isn’t
a help, but we can have other children, as many as you want. I’m
sorry I said that. It’s one of those stupid things that men say
when they have no idea what to say, but they want to do something to
make their girlfriend feel better.”

“I’m
not your girlfriend.”

“That
again,” he sighed. “When you’re feeling up to it, let me know.
I’ll take you out and wine you and dine you. Maybe when you get to
know me, you’ll like me in return.”

“Chandler,
I do like you. But it’s hard to believe you could like me back. You
date a new girl every month. Very beautiful girls,” she added. “I
don’t want to be one of many.”

“You
wouldn’t be. I meant it when I said I would marry you. You can
start planning with your mom. I’ll take you to meet my parents.
I’ve never done that before. I’ll show you how serious I am.”

“I
believe you believe what you’re saying. I just don’t believe it.”

“Then
give me a chance to prove myself or fail. What do you have to lose?
It’s not like you have a boyfriend. I could spend time with you and
charm you. Besides, you need someone to hold doors open for you and
to drive you around in the next couple of weeks. I’ll be that
someone.”

“Do
you have a girlfriend?”

“Yes,
I’m laying next to her.”

Cathy
turned her head, so she could see him. “You’re so stubborn.”

“I
know. I’m a rich spoiled brat.” He grinned at her. “I always
get what I want, and I always want the best.”

“I’m
not the best.” She shook her head.

“You’re
the nicest, smartest and sexiest woman in the world. Of course, I
would want you.”

“I’m
not sexy.” She frowned at him.

“The
memory of you on the counter with your legs opened wide for me will
stay with me forever. Nothing could top that.”

Cathy
blushed and turned away. “Nothing good came from that evening.”

The
door opened, and a nurse looked in. “Dr. Bentley, are you going to
work today. Mr. Wilson in administration wants to know.”

“We
lost our baby yesterday. Cathy still needs me.”

“Of
course, Dr. Bentley. I’ll inform Mr. Wilson, so you can stay with
Cathy.” She looked over at Cathy. “I’m so sorry, Cathy. Get
well very soon.”

Cathy
gulped and nodded at her.

“Chandler,
why are you being so nice to me?” Cathy asked after the nurse left.

“Because
I love you.”

“How
can you be so sure?”

“It
hurts to be away from you. The thought of you going to a strip club
with the girls scared me so much. I assumed one of those
perfect-looking guys would notice you and take you away from me. It
was the logical outcome in my mind. I was so relieved you had only
been teasing me.”

“You
drove down because you worried I would fall in love with a stripper?”
Cathy wasn’t sure if she should be mad at him, or if that was the
most ridiculous thing she had ever heard.

“Yes,
I drove down, made a fool of myself, and then went home to my
apartment. All in a day’s work for a normal stalker.”

Cathy
smiled at him for a moment before she remembered why she was here.
Chandler took hold of her hand and stayed by her side.





Chapter 24 – Caring






Cathy
wasn’t sure how she should put this. “Chandler could you step out
for a moment?”

“Why?”
He cocked his eyebrow as he studied her.

“Just
give me a second.”

“No.”

“What
do you mean no?” Cathy had asked him politely enough to leave. Why
wouldn’t he go?

“I
mean that I’m staying here.”

“I
wasn’t kicking you out for good. I only have to go to the bathroom.
I need a nurse.”

“I’ll
help you.” He rose to his feet and went to a cabinet. He pulled out
the bedpan.

“No.
I need a nurse.”

“I’ll
be your nurse.”

“I
would prefer a professional nurse.”

“I’m
sure I’m capable of emptying a bedpan.”

“But
I’m –” Cathy couldn’t bring herself to say what she needed to
say.

“But
nothing. Lift up your cute little bottom.” Chandler smiled at her
embarrassment.

“I’m
bleeding. I would prefer a woman’s help.”

“I
know that. You’re right. I forgot to get you sanitary napkins.”
He went back to the cabinet and got out a couple of pads.

Cathy
blushed and turned away. “Go.”

“Nope.”
Chandler was eager to prove he loved her no matter what.

“Don’t
you need a moment to yourself too?”

“I’m
good.”

“I
can hold it until you can’t,” she threatened him.

“Cathy,
you don’t have to be ashamed. I’m a doctor. I understand about
things like this. Your leg is broken. You need help. When you’re
allowed to go home, you’ll move in with me. I have an elevator, and
a staff, who will love to help you.”

“You
have servants?”

“No,
I live in an apartment where I have the option of help.”

“What
does that mean?”

“It
means I can call for room service, or for help going to the
bathroom.”

“I’m
going home to my parents,” she told him defiantly, 


“Your
parents have to work. At my place you would have help around the
clock.”

“Help
from strangers, who would want that?”

“You’re
absolutely right. No stranger should have to help you. Lift up your
bottom. If you can’t do so, a doctor, me, will be appointed to do
so for you.” The words he chose were funny, but the tone he
delivered them in was very serious.

Was
Chandler getting strict with her? He wouldn’t do anything like
that, would he?

“I
would feel more comfortable with female help.”

“I’ll
be sure to let my staff know that for when I’m at work.”

“Chandler,
this isn’t going to happen.”

“For
crying aloud.” Chandler lifted up the blankets and did what was
necessary, removing the blood filled napkins.

Cathy
thought she would die of embarrassment.

Chandler
covered her back up and waited for her to pee. “Come on, Cathy.
Even your eyes are full of water. You have to go, so just do it.”

“I
can’t believe you did that.”

“It
was nothing special. I helped another human being in need of help.
You do it every day.”

“I
know, but you don’t.”

“Yes,
I do. I just help in a different way. You’re giving me the
impression that you have a very low opinion of doctors.”

Cathy
rolled her eyes. She desperately needed to go to the bathroom now. “I
can’t believe you wiped my bottom.”

“Believe
it. If you don’t behave, I’ll be doing even more to your bottom.
Now be a good girl and pee for me.” Chandler had overheard several
things over the last couple of years. From what he heard he knew the
women in Brianna and Cathy’s family got spanked when they didn’t
behave. He had never talked about it openly with Scott because he
felt it was a very sensitive topic.

Nevertheless,
he hoped the threat would help him get Cathy to do what he wanted her
to do.

Cathy
looked away from him, and then he heard her going. He smiled, proud
of himself. The threat had worked.

“Finished?”
he asked.

“I
hate you.”

“That’s
fine.” He wiped her clean and helped her into the hospital
underwear and the sanitary pads. He carried away the bedpan and
cleaned it up. While he was in the bathroom, he went too. He needed
to go too. He was glad the battle had been quickly fought and won. 


Chandler
sat down and smiled at Cathy. “It’s a shame the light in here
isn’t right.”

“What’s
wrong with the light?” Cathy asked. She was still deeply
embarrassed about him cleaning her up.

“I
can’t do my show.”

“Your
show?”

“The
animals. Did you forget that?” He was surprised. He had honestly
bared his soul to her when he showed her that.

“I
remember. It was very nice of you to cheer me up. What you have to
understand is – since that day my life has taken a turn for the
worse.”

“Is
that honestly true? Or did things start to go bad when you started to
avoid me?”

Cathy
had to look away. There was truth in what he had said. Things started
to go bad after she pushed him away. “I don’t want to think about
anything. I want it all to go away.”

“I
know, honey. If I could go back in time, I would change everything.
Our baby would still be alive.”

“I
didn’t want the baby. I wasn’t thrilled to be pregnant.”

“Cathy.
Never say that. I understand that you were scared, and you thought
you were alone, but you may not say anything bad about our deceased
child.”

“I
wasn’t saying anything bad about the baby. I was saying the baby
died unloved. If things had been different, I would have been
excited, but I wasn’t. I feel so guilty.”

“Cathy,
you made a mistake. Something terrible happened. However, you were on
the way to me to tell me the truth. That’s what matters.”

“I
was on the way to tell you that I planned on raising the baby all by
myself. I was planning to move away from here. I wanted to go where
no one knows me.”

“I
would have stopped you before you could do anything stupid.”

“I
crossed the street without looking both ways. That wasn’t exactly
clever.”

“I’ll
watch over you better. We will get married as soon as possible.”

“I
don’t recall you asking or me saying yes.”

Chandler
moved his chair as close to the bed as possible. “That’s okay,
Cathy. If you need to take it out on me, you can.”

Cathy
tried to roll away from him, but she couldn’t.

Chandler
took hold of her hand and said nothing. He simply had to be here for
her.





Chapter 25 – In-Laws






Chandler
laid down his phone and looked at Cathy sleeping in his bed. Her
broken leg was sticking out. He had just gotten off the phone with
her father. He wanted them to come and visit. Chandler told him they
would tomorrow.

Cathy
had been living with him for over a month now. They were getting
along so well. He knew her parents hated the idea of them living
together. They wanted Cathy to come home.

Cathy’s
mother realized immediately that Cathy had more than a broken leg.
She wanted to know why Cathy was in the maternity ward. Cathy
explained it to her on the phone. Her mother had been mad and
heartbroken about the baby.

Chandler
felt he and Cathy were doing great. They simply needed to be alone.

“I
told you not to watch me while I’m sleeping.”

“I’m
sorry, Cathy. I can’t help it.” He sat down next to her and gave
her a smile.

“Is
something wrong?” Cathy pulled herself up, so she was higher on the
pillows. She wanted to feel like she was sitting across from him.

“You
know me so well.”

Cathy
shrugged.

“I
just talked to your father. He wants us to visit.”

“Why
is that a problem?”

“I’m
worried they will talk you into staying with them,” he admitted.

“Oh,
and you love having me here, so you can care for me.”

“I’m
addicted to you.”

“Addicted?”
Cathy smiled at him.

“I’m
not kidding. I like having you here.”

Cathy
nodded at him. He was telling her his secrets. She had to be very
careful not to hurt his feelings. “We’ll visit, and then we’ll
come back home again.” She laid her hand on the side of his face.
“You need to shave,” she teased him. Old habits truly do die
hard.

Chandler
moved his head, so he could kiss the palm of her hand. “I’ll get
you your crutches. We can go shopping once you’re dressed and have
eaten breakfast.”

“Shopping?
I don’t know about that.”

“For
an engagement ring. This evening I’ll take you out, wine you and
dine you. Then, when you least expect it, I’ll ask you to marry
me.”

“Sounds
like you want to sweep me off of my feet.”

“That’s
the plan.” Chandler grinned at her. She was perfect for him. It had
taken a while, but she realized it too now.






Chandler
held the door open, so Cathy could enter her parents’ house. She
insisted that she didn’t have to knock.

They
were surprised to see Brianna standing at the stove. Cathy couldn’t
help but look at Brianna’s tummy. It was starting to round out.

“Hi.”
Brianna turned and smiled at them. “They’re here,” she called
out.

“Brianna,
you shouldn’t be on your feet.” Chandler switched to his doctor
mode.

“I’m
fine. I’ve never felt better.”

Brianna
was thrilled that Cathy and Chandler were finally a pair. “I’m so
happy for both of you. I hoped this would happen.”

“Really?”
Cathy gave Chandler a puzzled look. She hadn’t seen this coming.

“You
two have always had passion.” Brianna stepped forward to Chandler
and gave him a hug. Then she turned to Cathy. “How can I help you?
Do you need to lie down?”

“I’ll
help her. I’ve been getting a lot of practice doing that.”
Chandler stepped forward and took hold of Cathy’s elbow. There was
no need for Brianna to help.

“So
I heard you are going to tell us what the baby’s gender is this
evening.” Cathy’s mother had been talking to her daily. She hated
that Cathy was living with Chandler in sin.

Cathy
told her they couldn’t have sex because of her cast, but still her
mother worried.

Cathy
moved her hand to get a better grip on her crutch.

Brianna
saw something sparkle. She took hold of Cathy’s hand and looked at
the ring. “It’s huge.”

“Chandler
picked it out. I’m never going to be able to go swimming again. The
weight of this clunker would pull me under.”

“You’re
engaged. Congratulations. This is fantastic.” Brianna looked up at
Chandler. “Wow, when you make up your mind to do something, it’s
full steam ahead.”

“I
knew what I wanted, and I was prepared to do anything to get her.”
Chandler helped Cathy into the living room. He sat her down on the
sofa and grabbed a chair from the kitchen, so her leg was propped up.

He
gave Cathy a magazine and went back to the kitchen. “Tell me what I
can do to help.”

“I’m
fine. Go take care of Cathy.”

Chandler
closed his eyes. “I know you don’t want anyone to worry about
you, but we are. This whole power woman thing you are doing is making
it worse. Scott worries about you constantly. I think he would feel
better if you rested more.”

“I
rest all the time.”

“Really?
Because Scott told me that you are always doing something. He told me
he thinks you do it because you know you won’t be around much
longer. He thinks you are working ahead for when you are gone.
Brianna, believe me, he would rather have you rest more often, and
have you longer than have whatever project you are working on
finished. This isn’t easy for him either. I’m sure your unborn
child feels the same way.”

Brianna
had a lump in her throat. She had her back to Chandler. His words
hurt her so much, mostly because they were true. She was working
ahead, preparing the house for when she was gone.

It
also hurt that her husband was confiding in his best friend and not
in her. Did he feel he couldn’t come to her with his worries?

John
had heard Chandler and Cathy arriving. He had been upstairs changing
for the family meal. He heard everything Chandler said to Brianna.
John agreed with him. Chandler was making a very good impression on
him.

John
went to her and laid his hand on her shoulder.

“We
don’t want to upset you. We are all worried. Maybe if you let us
help you more, we could worry less.”

“I
didn’t mean to make Scott worry.” Brianna was in tears.

John
hated that she was crying. “We know that. You have to understand.
We Greenes are very selfish people. We want you as well as the baby.
Karen will be back from the grocery store soon. Let her finish up in
here. Go in the living room and talk to Cathy for a bit.”

Brianna
nodded at him. “I’ll just wash my face first.” Brianna kept her
head ducked as she passed them on the way to the bathroom.

“Chandler!”
Cathy called out from the living room.

John
looked at Chandler for a moment, unsure what he should say to him.

Chandler
also said nothing. He went to see what Cathy needed.

“You’re
right, your bedside manners suck,” Cathy scolded.

“I’m
sorry, but it needed to be said. I thought as a doctor, she might
listen to me.”

John
had followed Chandler into the living room. He saw his baby tucked up
on the sofa weak because of her broken leg. Nevertheless, it was
clear she was the one with the power at the moment. She was the boss.

“Help
me up.” Cathy reached for Chandler.

“You
should keep your leg elevated, honey.”

Cathy
flashed him a mean look. “She is in the bathroom crying, and I have
to go to her, thanks to you.”

“I
was trying to help.” Chandler helped her to her feet and gave her
the crutches.

“Typical
doctor, but what she needs is a nurse. Nurses have the necessary
medical knowledge and a heart to tell people what they need to hear
in a manner in which they can understand it and still feel good about
themselves.” Cathy stormed off as fast as she could with her
crutches.

Chandler
looked at John and shrugged his shoulders. He had wanted to make a
good impression on him. Now, he had blown that chance. John was
already furious at him because he lived with his daughter in sin,
supposedly.

“Don’t
worry about it, son. In the long run your words will help. Someone
had to tell her.” John could see that Chandler was surprised.
“Scott calls me too.”

Chandler
was relieved that John wasn’t mad at him. He had even called him
son.

“Now
that I have your attention, I’d like to ask what your intentions
are with my daughter.”

“Yes,
that’s also something I wanted to talk to you about. I asked your
daughter to marry me, and she said yes. I’m asking for your
permission to marry her. I would be honored to be the man at your
daughter’s side. I love her with every fiber of my being. She seems
to be able to tolerate my presence – sometimes. I was thinking
that’s a good start.”

“That
definitely doesn’t hurt. There is just one thing you have to know
about my daughter, she’s headstrong.”

Chandler
cracked a smile. “Really? I hadn’t noticed. I’ll have to watch
out and see if I notice that trait.”

“I
like you, Chandler. I always have, so I’m giving you a warning.
Don’t let her dance on your toes. She will, if you let her.”

“I
won’t. The problem is she is often right.” 


“Women
often are. Otherwise, they’re perfect.” John smiled at his
soon-to-be son-in-law.






Scott
and Karen arrived at the same time. Scott helped her carry in the
groceries. He was informed that his wife was locked up in the
bathroom with Cathy because Chandler and had told her off.

Scott
looked ready to sock him. “We aren’t allowed to upset her.”

“We
aren’t allowed to stand by and watch her work herself to death
either,” Chandler tried to defend himself.

Karin
stepped in between the two tall men. “Scott, you two had a doctor’s
appointment yesterday. Tell us what the doctor said. Is there cause
for worry?”

“She
said Brianna is doing great. Her heart rate, which is usually low, is
almost at a normal rate. Brianna doesn’t have morning sickness
anymore. She said Brianna needs to rest, but that she should also
move around too. Brianna only heard the last part. She has been
cooking, cleaning and getting Alex’s room ready.”

“Alex?
Who’s Alex?” Chandler asked. “And why is he going to stay with
you?”

Scott
had to grin. He had let it slip. “Alex is my son.”

“A
boy.” Karen covered her mouth because she had spoken too loudly.
She knew Scott and Brianna had wanted to announce the baby’s gender
during the meal. That was the purpose of the evening.

“The
baby has a name already?” On the car ride down here, Cathy had
admitted that she was a little jealous that Brianna was still
pregnant and she wasn’t. Chandler was suddenly able to relate. He
wanted to have another child with Cathy. He missed the baby.

Scott
nodded as he walked over to the bathroom door and knocked. “It’s
me, Brianna.” He hoped she hadn’t heard his slip up.

The
door opened, and Cathy came out. It was the first time he had seen
her on crutches. “Cathy, are you okay?”

“Yes,
I’m fine. Brianna will you help me to the sofa?” Cathy wanted to
get Brianna to come out of the bathroom.

“Can’t
your fiancé help you?” Brianna asked her, while she quickly wiped
away her tears with toilet paper.

“Fiancé,”
Scott repeated. “Cathy, congratulations. I’m so happy for you
two. You couldn’t have gotten a better guy. That is so fantastic.
I’m not used to you two being a couple, and now you’re engaged.”

“Chandler
is a go getter. He chased me for a long time. I tried to run, but a
car hit me and he caught up with me,” Cathy teased Scott.

“Catherine,”
Chandler called out her name, strictly.

“I
was just kidding. He asked me last night in a private room in the
best hotel in Birmingham. It was very romantic. I couldn’t say no.”
She looked over at Chandler and gave him a smile that made him forget
he was mad at her. 


Brianna
stepped forward and looked at her husband. “Scott, can you come in
here for a moment?”

Scott
felt his shoulders slump. He figured he was in trouble. He stepped
into the tiny bathroom, closed the door, and looked down at his tiny
wife, feeling like he had been called to the woodshed.

“Chandler
told me you have been talking to him, telling him how you feel about
me and the baby. It pains me that I have behaved in a way that made
you feel you couldn’t come to me.”

“Brianna,”
Scott tried to stop her.

“Please,
let me finish. You have been so terrific to me throughout this
pregnancy, even after what the doctors said, you listened to me and
not them. I want you to be able to look back and think I was terrific
during the pregnancy too. It isn’t only my baby. He’s ours.”

Scott
closed his eyes. He hadn’t expected her to say that. He expected
her to scold him for going behind her back. “I think you’ve been
fantastic. What you are doing for the sake of our child moves me to
tears.”

“I’m
not only a mother. I’m a wife too. I want to be there for you. If I
do something that bothers you, I want you to feel that you can talk
to me. You can always talk to me.”

“I’m
sorry, Brianna. I’ll come to you with my problems. I simply didn’t
want to burden you with my worries. I would really appreciate it if
you could slow down a little.”

“I
will, Scott,” she promised.

Scott
wrapped his arms around her and sat down on the toilet. He had to
chuckle a little. “I can’t believe we just had such an important
moment in my parents’ spare bathroom.”

Brianna
laughed a little as she leaned into his body. “Can I help your
mother cook now? She has six people to cook for, and Cathy has to
keep her leg elevated.” Brianna would hate to sit in the living
room while Karen did all the work.

“We’ll
both help her.”





Chapter 26 – A Child Is Born






“Everything
looks great. Your little fellow can be born whenever he wants to.”
Those words gave Scott such relief. The doctor talked with them about
birthing Alex. They felt a planned C-section would be best.

The
doctor wanted to do it on Monday when the complete staff of doctors
was at the hospital. She wanted everyone on hand just in case.

Brianna
couldn’t believe it. “I did it, Scott. I told you so.”

“I’m
ashamed I ever doubted you, darling.”

After
they had made their appointment, the doctor smiled at them. “I
suggest you two go home and enjoy your last weekend of peace for the
next couple of years.” She was so glad a couple like them was going
to have a baby. They would be excellent parents.

Scott
helped Brianna to her feet. Her tummy was so huge, and the rest of
her was so thin. Still, he felt she looked amazingly beautiful. She
had a tough pregnancy, but she never complained.

“Thank
you for everything doctor. We’ll see you bright and early Monday
morning.”

Scott
drove Brianna over to her parents. Brianna didn’t want to be alone,
and Scott had to go to work and get several things done before he
could call it a week.

Scott
told his bosses he was going to be a father on Monday. They warned
him not to forget the cigars when he came back to work.

Mary
laughed and told him she would rather have chocolate.






Outside
a thunderstorm was starting to brew together, a storm that people
would talk about for many years to come.

Karin
got off work and wanted to hear what the doctor had to say about
Brianna and Scott’s baby. She loved that they would finally be
having a grandchild who lived here in town. She planned to spoil Alex
and let him wrap her around his little finger.

Karen
hoped he would be born soon, so she could hold him in her arms. She
wanted to be there to hear his first words and see his first steps.
She had missed so much with Rebecca’s boys because they lived so
far away.

Karen
jumped a little when she saw all the lights on the street and in the
houses go out. The sky lighted up with several thunderbolts.

Her
first thought was she should head right home and see to things there,
but her second thought was she needed to go to her daughter-in-law.

It
was as if an instinct made her car stay on the road to Eva and
Charles house. She suppressed thoughts of things starting to melt in
the freezer and drove a little faster.






Scott
lifted his coat up over his head as he ran to his car. It was the
kind of weather that made him think they should add a fireplace onto
the house. He would be happy when he had gotten Brianna home. He
would take her home and feed her. It amazed him how much she could
eat lately. She looked better than she ever had before. He always
thought she should eat more. This was proving him right.

He
got into his car and shook the water off of his arms. The rain was
coming down in buckets.

Scott
started his car and turned the wipers on high before he slowly took
off to get his wife. He could hardly see the road. Suddenly, the
power went out. Scott smirked to himself. This was the perfect
weather for a candlelight dinner.

He
was surprised to see his mother’s car parked outside the Banks’
house. He parked behind her car and ran inside, not bothering to ring
the bell.

“Hello,”
he called out loudly.

“We’re
up here, Scott. Come quick.”

Scott
raced up the stairs taking them three at a time. Everyone was in
Brianna’s old bedroom. The room was lit with candles, and Charles
was lighting even more. Brianna was walking around slowly. Her mother
had her arm wrapped around Brianna like she could fall. His mother
was leaning close to a candle trying to read the time on her watch.

“What’s
going on?”

“Brianna’s
water broke at the first crack of lightning,” Charles answered him.

“I
think our son is afraid of lightning. He wants me to hold him.”
Brianna tried to smile at her husband, but she felt the pain building
again. She dropped to her knees.

“I
don’t believe it. That was just two minutes apart,” Karen called
out. “And I almost went home.”

Scott’s
jaw dropped. He knelt down in front of his wife. “Brianna, remember
the doctor said you were going to have a C-section on Monday
morning.”

Charles
snickered and turned away.

All
three women looked at him like he had lost his mind.

“What
do you suggest I do? Should I hold him in and merely suffer all
weekend,” Brianna snapped at him.

“Umm
no. Of course not. I’ll call the hospital.”

“The
phones are dead, Scott,” his mother informed him.

“Then
I’ll drive her to the hospital.”

Brianna
nodded at him. She had wanted to go to the hospital as soon as all of
this started, but the others told her it was too late.

“Scott,
we are going to stay right here where it’s warm. My grandson will
not be born in a car or on the side of the road in a thunderstorm.”

“Scott,
hold my hand.” Brianna was still kneeling on the floor, and she
reached up to him.

Scott
took her hand. She was panting in pain. “I’m so sorry I did this
to you. Brianna, talk to me.”

Brianna
looked up at him and screamed out.

Scott
tightened his grip on her. He feared she was dying, and he wanted to
hold her in place. “I’ll get you to the hospital. They will help
you, darling.”

“Scott,
I came from the hospital. The roads are flooded. I hardly made it
here. We would never make it. She is better off here. This is going
to go very fast.”

Brianna
screamed again.

“Do
you feel like you have to push, baby?” Eva asked.

“No,
I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scream. It just came out of me.”

“You
don’t have to apologize for anything, or for anything that may
happen. Do what you must to work your way through the pain.” Karen
took off her watch and went into Brianna’s bathroom to wash her
hands.

“The
water still works,” she called out as she washed her hands.

“Scott,
I need to get some sheets. Can you take over with her?” Eva asked.

Brianna
was panting and trying to crawl to her bed. Her body cramped up, and
she screamed out again.

Scott
picked her up and laid her on the bed. “I’m never going to touch
you again.”

Charles
had to laugh aloud. “Sorry. I’ll go look for some more candles.”
He left the room, thinking his son-in-law was making promises he
could never keep.

Charles
stopped a moment. He was positive Brianna would live. It was obvious
she would. He would have his daughter and his grandchild. Charles
felt it in his heart.

The
bad thing about her constantly surprising him with her strength was
that he wasn’t surprised by it anymore.






Brianna
had been pushing for almost an hour now. Karen was trying to get her
to push harder, but Brianna was getting tired.

Scott
hated himself in the meantime. What man could cause his wife so much
pain? He was a selfish jerk. “I’m sorry, darling. Please, don’t
die. Stay with me, Brianna.” Scott was holding her hands. He could
feel that she was getting weaker.

“Shut
up, Scott.” Brianna was having another contraction. She pushed with
all of her might, squeezing Scott’s hands. She lifted up her upper
body, but then the contraction was over. Exhausted, she fell back on
her pillow.

“Come
on, Brianna. You can do better than that.”

“Don’t
yell at her. She is doing her best,” Scott snapped at his mother.

“I’m
this close to kicking you out,” Karen told him.

“Brianna
needs me.”

“Just
hold my hands.” Brianna was starting to sit up again. She pushed as
best she could before she had to lie down again. “Why is this
taking so long?” she asked in despair.

“This
is completely normal. You are doing great. Still, I think it would be
better for the baby to be born soon.”

Several
feeble attempts later, Karen started to panic. “Scott, I need your
help.” She gave her son a look that told him he needed to be
strong. “You have to push on her stomach on the next contraction.
Here,” she showed him how she wanted him to push.

“I
can’t do that.”

“You
have to. Your son needs your help, now.” She pleaded with her eyes.



Scott
nodded. Brianna was so weak in the meantime that it scared him. He
would save both of them.

Brianna
moaned.

“Hold
my hands, baby.” Eva held her hands out to her daughter who clasped
onto them and squeezed them hard.

Scott
took position and prayed he wasn’t doing any harm.

“Now!”
Karen called out.

Brianna
and Scott pushed together.

Then
they heard a cry. Brianna dropped back down on her pillow, trying to
catch her breath.

Karen
handed the baby to his father. “It’s a boy. You’re a dad.”
Her eyes were filled with tears.

“You
did well, my little treasure. You did real well.” Eva petted over
Brianna’s face.

“Good
night. I want to sleep now.”

“Not
yet, Brianna. I’m not finished with you. Besides, you want to say
hello to your healthy son, don’t you?”

“Is
he honestly healthy, like Scott? Please, don’t let him be sickly
like me.”

“Sickly?”
Scott said. “You are the strongest person I know.” Scott lifted
up the baby, so she could see him. “This is our son, Alex. Alex,
this is your mother, the most amazing person I know.”

There
was a loud knock at the door. They heard Charles answering it. “It’s
the other grandpa. Your third grandson was just born, not even five
minutes ago. Come in my office, we’ll have something to drink and
celebrate while the kids say hello to their baby.”






Two
weeks later, Brianna paced back and forth behind Alex’s
pediatrician. “Everything looks fine. You can see his heart on the
screen. The beat is sure and steady. I can’t see any leakage. As I
told you before, the chance of him having the same heart condition as
you do, would be very rare. He’s perfect. That’s exactly what I
wanted to see. You don’t have to worry, Mrs. Greene. Your son is as
healthy as a horse.”

Brianna
sighed relieved. This procedure wasn’t covered by their health
care. She had secretly gone to her father and asked him for the
money. He had gladly given it to her, so she would have peace of
mind.

She
went to her son and beamed at him while she redressed him.

“Tell
me, how have you been feeling?” The doctor asked. He had been her
pediatrician too.

“Tired.
I’ll be glad when he is sleeping through the night. The baptism is
this weekend. I’m hoping things will settle down after that.”

“You
know you need to get your rest.”

“Don’t
worry. My husband has been keeping a protocol. I have to sleep eight
hours every day.” She didn’t tell the good doctor she would get a
spanking if she didn’t. She didn’t genuinely believe Scott would
do that. It was simply his favorite threat.

“Alex’s
godparents take him a lot too. They have moved to town. I think you
may know him. Chandler Bentley started working here last month,
that’s him. I think they want to have a baby too. They are so much
help.”

“I
heard about him. A lot of the young nurses talk about him. I didn’t
know he was married.”

“Not
yet, but in a couple of months. The wedding plans are in full swing,
now that Cathy’s cast is off. In fact, they’re going to his
parents’ house next weekend. Cathy hasn’t met them yet.”

“I
heard that he is rich, like extremely rich.”

Brianna
smiled. She had known her doctor so long that they could chitchat
like this. “You heard right.”





Chapter 27 – Meeting His Parents






Cathy’s
eyes grew as she looked at her mother. The house Chandler was parking
in front of was huge.

It
looked like something out of an old movie about the civil war. The
driveway had been perfectly straight and gone on for miles. The house
was surrounded with perfectly cut boxwood bushes. Other plants were
also there, giving the arrangement of plants some color.

Chandler
got out of the car, and a man in a suit appeared seemingly out of
nowhere to take Chandler’s keys.

“What
have I gotten myself into?” Cathy whispered into her mother’s
ear.

Chandler
looked at Cathy to see what she would say about this. Would she think
it was all too much and leave him?

Cathy
gave him a reassuring smile. She knew all about his relationship to
his parents. She also knew her parents were along in the hopes of not
having to come back soon again.

Chandler
hoped his parents wouldn’t say anything that might hurt Cathy’s
feelings. “Here goes nothing,” he said. He walked up to the door
and rang the bell.

“You
have to ring the doorbell at your parents’ house?” Cathy said
what her parents were also thinking.

Chandler
shrugged at Cathy. He felt like apologizing in advance for whatever
his parents might say.

A
maid in uniform opened the door. “Hello, Mr. Bentley. Please, come
in. Mr. and Mrs. Bentley are awaiting you in the library.” 


“Thank
you.” 


“Hi,”
Cathy said to the maid, making Chandler grin.

“Good
afternoon, ma’am.” The maid gave John and Karen a nod, and then
she went off.

“Follow
me.” Chandler led his Cathy and his soon-to-be in-laws into the
library. “Mother, father, how nice to see you again.” He went to
his mother and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Then he shook his
father’s hand.

“I
have someone I want you to meet. This is my fiancée Cathy.”
Chandler said proudly.

Cathy
stepped forward and shook their hands.

“And
these are her parents, John and Karen.” Chandler stood back while
everyone shook hands and very politely said hello. He had such a bad
feeling about this. He loved his Cathy just the way she was, but it
would be easier to introduce her to his parents if she were an
astronaut, and her parents were oil billionaires.

His
father got everyone a drink, and they all sat down on the sofas by
the fireplace.

“Cathy,
tell us about yourself.” Chandler’s mother looked Cathy up and
down as she spoke.

Karen
was starting to squint her eyes. She would jump in and defend her
daughter if Mrs. Bentley did anything to hurt Cathy’s feelings.

“I’m
a registered nurse. Chandler and I work at the same hospital.
However, we met in Birmingham.”

“Fascinating.
The thing that surprises me is how quickly you two want to get
married.”

Cathy
looked over at Chandler. They had been engaged for months already.

Mrs.
Bentley followed Cathy’s eyes over to Chandler.

“We
have known each other for a couple of years, and we have been engaged
for a while too.”

“Why
did we first hear about the engagement a couple of weeks ago?” She
smiled at him, but her eyes were trying to burn holes into him.

“Cathy
broke her leg recently. I didn’t want to tell you about the
engagement and then have to tell you, you couldn’t meet her right
away because of the injury. I didn’t want to tease you.”

“You
broke your leg,” his mother repeated. “Was it a skiing accident?”

“Umm,
no. I got hit by a car,” Cathy confessed, feeling like an idiot.

“Oh
my. How did that happen?” Mrs. Bentley’s hand went to her heart.

“Like
the chicken, I was trying to get to the other side of the road.”
Cathy smiled, trying to made light of the situation. She felt this
wasn’t getting off to a good start.

“It
was right in front of the hospital. She was on her way to see
Chandler.” Karen felt a need to turn things around. She was so glad
her daughter didn’t have to meet these people all by herself.

The
short talk went on for a long time. It was painful, and it was clear
Chandler’s mother wasn’t impressed with them. 


Things
stayed tense until Mr. Bentley offered to take them on a tour of the
house. Everyone stood eager to leave the uncomfortable atmosphere in
this room.

“Chandler,
do you have a moment for me?” his mother asked. The others left.

Chandler’s
body stiffened as he waited for the blow to come.

“I
think she is a very nice girl.”

“So
do I, Mother. I can only agree with you wholeheartedly.”

“Still,
do you think she is up to our standard?”

“No,
she definitely isn’t. She is much better people than we are. I feel
lucky someone like her even considered a pompous jerk like myself.”

“Chandler,
this isn’t a joking manner. Her people come from a farm.”

“They
aren’t farmers. They live on an old farm. They have lots of land.
See it positively.”

“Is
this some game to get our attention? Trust me, you have it.”

“No,
Mother. I brought home the only woman I have ever loved. I want you
to meet her. I’m not here to ask your opinion about her.”

“Chandler,
she is so obviously beneath you. I fear she only wants to marry you
for your money.”

“Don’t
worry about her. I know her better than I know you.”

Mrs.
Bentley pursed her lips together mad. “Chandler, I’m afraid I
have to put my foot down. If you marry her, you are disinherited.”

“Fine.”
Chandler turned away from his mother and went out into the hall. He
saw the others looking at paintings in the hallway. John, Karen and
his father were all in earshot. They had to have heard what had been
said.

“I
believe we could call it a day,” Chandler announced.

“One
moment, Chandler,” Mr. Bentley stopped him. “I just heard
something that interested me.” He turned, so he was looking at John
and Karen. “Mr. Greene said if his wife acted as badly as your
mother just did, he would spank the daylights out of her. I repeat,
the daylights. Did you mean that?”

John
could feel blood rushing to his face. He glanced over his shoulder
and saw that Cathy was still looking at old pictures of Chandler as a
baby on the far wall. “Yes, I did. I believe a man has to take
responsibility for his family.”

“Do
you also believe that, Chandler?” Mr. Bentley asked his son.

“Cathy
and I have discussed that topic. Our decision on the matter is, of
course, private.”

Mr.
Bentley was nodding to himself. “I know you are listening, Lisa.
You can come out now.”

Mrs.
Bentley exited the room with her head held high. “I acted to the
best of my conscience.”

“Don’t
you remember where I found you? Don’t you remember meeting my
parents? They didn’t approve of you either, but I said I would
marry you or no one. I married you. You were already three months
along with Chandler.”

Mr.
Bentley turned to his son. “We lived in a tiny apartment, and we
hardly had any money. It was the happiest time of my life. I learned
things in that time you couldn’t read in a book, or learn at an
expensive school. I had great life-changing experiences. We fought
together to survive. I’m not kidding you. Paying rent and buying
food is very hard to do when you don’t have a job.

“Things
changed when you were born. My mother swallowed her pride and brought
us here. I had to work for the family business. I was gone a lot. The
sad thing was Lisa was so thankful she copied my mother’s stuck up
ways. I won’t let history be repeated. It wouldn’t work anyway
because you have a high paying job, and your fiancée works too. The
truth is you don’t need us. Nevertheless, I would like to be a part
of your life, now. If you two have children, I want them to recognize
me.”

Chandler’s
jaw dropped. He looked at his mother in shock.

“I
have worked very hard to make more out of myself. I did it, so you
would have a better life than I did.”

“I
have a good life, because of her.” They all looked over at Cathy.
She was walking back towards them with a huge smile on her face. She
linked her arm in Chandler’s. “I was looking at your pictures.
You were such a cute baby.”

“Aren’t
I still cute?” he automatically teased her.

“Of
course you are. Did I miss anything?” she asked.

“No,
Cathy. We can start the tour now. I want you to call me Carlton.”
He held his arm out to Cathy. “After the tour, we will grill some
steaks, and my wife will tend the bar for us. Isn’t that right,
Lisa? I’ll have you know she used to be a bartender at the best
club in downtown Memphis. All the men hit on her, but I was the guy
who got her in the end. Isn’t that right, darling, in the end I got
you.” His pun/threat wasn’t lost on her.






They
actually ended up getting along. Lisa mixed drinks, twirling the
shaker in her hand. The three men made the steaks and talked.

When
they heard where the Green’s came from, they asked if they knew the
Banks family.

John
was proud to announce that they not only knew them, but they were
family. They bragged about their grandson Alex.

Lisa
giggled feeling a little tipsy. She and Cathy talked about silverware
patterns and porcelain plates. Lisa wanted Cathy to register for
gifts. Karen couldn’t believe the three hundred and sixty degree
change in Lisa. The threat of a spanking was working wonders on her.

The
wedding was going to be huge. They decided to hold it here on the
estate. Carlton promised Chandler a lot of money as a wedding gift.
In fact, they started talking about building a house. It had to be
something up to the Bentley standard.

Cathy’s
jaw fell as the dream house plans got larger and larger. “I don’t
want to clean a house of that size,” she told them.

“You
can hire people to do that for you,” Lisa told her.

“I
don’t want to hire people.”

In
the end, they toned down the size of the house and Cathy agreed to
have a maid come in a couple of times a week. Her head was spinning,
and it still hadn’t come to a stand still.

Chandler
promised her they would have a normal life and nothing like it was
here.

That
evening Karen drove them home because the men were a little drunk,
and Cathy wasn’t used to using her leg yet.





Chapter 28 – Time Goes By






A
couple years later, when Brianna once again became pregnant,
everyone was happy with her. They helped her, so she had enough rest,
but they knew she could do it. Cathy and Chandler had a daughter who
was their pride and joy.

The
family was growing, and everyone was healthy and happy.

Scott
held Brianna’s hand and was very calm the second time around. They
were blessed with a beautiful daughter, who they named Christina.

On
a day-to-day basis no one noticed that Brianna had problems. She
always smiled and saw to it that her family had what they needed. She
loved her children and her husband.

When
Alex was sixteen and almost grown, Brianna started to feel more
tired. Looking up at a son who was taller than she was made her
dizzy, she told Scott if he noticed.

Brianna
tried to talk about making plans for when she wasn’t alive anymore.
However, Scott told her they could talk about that later. It still
had time he told her.

Scott
had seen his Brianna fight all sorts of sicknesses and health
problems, but she always came out the winner. He had pushed his
worries about her heart to the back burner. He didn’t take it very
seriously anymore.

Scott
was careful she didn’t overwork herself and that she got enough
rest, but he didn’t honestly think she would die at a young age. He
pictured them sitting together on the porch and watching their
grandchildren playing in the garden. They had so much to live for.






Alex
came into the kitchen and stared at his mother. “Mom, have you got
a moment?”

“Of
course.” She washed her hands and dried them on the towel.

“I
don’t know how to tell you this.” Alex started pacing up and
down. “I was parking and – nobody got hurt – I scratched the
paint off of the font fender. There is an area this big where the
paint is gone.” He lifted up his hands to show his mother. “Dad’s
going to kill me.”

“Alex,
he isn’t going to kill you. Sit down and tell me how it happened.”

“I
was parking backwards and looking where I was going. I wanted to pick
Sam up. It was on the way to school. The school bus was coming, and I
wanted to be out of the way because of the little kids. I backed into
his driveway, and the front of the car arched, and I scrapped the car
under their mailbox. It fell over. They said not to worry about the
mailbox. Still, I was hoping you could bake something for them as a
thank you.” Alex looked away from his nodding mother. “I really
am sorry. Dad is never going to let me drive again.”

“Of
course, he will. You’ll only get better with practice.”

“He’ll
see that differently. This is the worst day in my life.”

“That’s
terrific. It means you have had a great life up until now.” Brianna
tried to cheer her son up.

“This
isn’t a joking matter, Mom.”

“I
know, honey. I’ll talk to your dad. I’ll tell him, and then I’ll
set him loose on you after he has cooled down. Chances are he will
just make you pay for the damage you caused. That will mean less time
with your friends and more time at work, but you are getting quite
the muscles with those grain sacks. Your dad used to work there too.
He’ll understand.”

“I
wish I had your faith in mankind.” Alex got himself a glass of
water and sat down at the table to drink it. His nerves were slowly
calming down.

“Alex,
I need you to run to the store and get these ingredients for me.
Please hurry.” Brianna laid a list down in front of him.

“You
want me to drive to the store?” He emphasized the word drive.



“Yes,
please. Your father will be home any minute. I think it would be best
if you and the car weren’t here when he came home.”

The
kitchen door opened, making both Brianna and Alex jump. Christina
walked in and pointed over her shoulder. “There’s a dent in
Alex’s car.”

Alex
hung his head. “Even she noticed it.”

“Alex,
I told you to do something. You have to help me, so I can help you.
Christina, do you have time to help me with some baking?”

“Sure.
What are we having?” Christina had her father’s sweet tooth.

“Cheesecake
for your dad, and a carrot cake for the owners of the mailbox your
brother knocked over.”

Alex
sighed and left the kitchen. He decided to take his time getting the
ingredients. Then he thought that might make his father even madder
at him.






Scott
came home and found his wife in the kitchen baking with their
daughter. “What are the two most beautiful women in the south
making for me tonight.”

“We’re
making you a cheesecake because Alex knocked over Sam’s mailbox and
dented the car. We are also making something for Sam’s parents.”
Christina blurted everything out. She was a terrible tattletale.

Brianna
had been working on trying to cure her daughter of being so cruelly
blunt.

“What?”
Scott left the room. He was back in a flash. “Alex isn’t in his
room,” he declared upon returning.

“I
sent him to the store to get a few things I need,” Brianna told
him, her heart was pounding. She needed to calm him down, so she
could calm down.

“You
let him drive?”

“No,
I forced him to drive. He didn’t want to. He feels very badly about
everything. I wanted him to get right back in the saddle. I was
thinking he should work every Saturday until the damage is paid off,
and not just every other like he was before. This should be a
learning experience for him.”

“Valuable
lessons can be learned, walking to and from school, not to mention
work every Saturday.”

“Scott,
being able to drive is an important lesson. We want him to be a
confident driver before he moves out and goes to college. He has to
practice now to obtain that.”

“I’m
going to go outside and wait for him.” Scott was furious.

“Don’t
you want to hear what happened first?” Brianna asked him.

“My
son can fill me in.” Scott went outside and paced up and down.

Scott
was the first thing Alex saw when he rolled up. He very carefully
parked the car and went out to his obviously mad father. His mother
hadn’t been able to calm him down.

“I
know it looks bad, Dad, but I’ll work and get the money together to
pay for this. This was my fault, and I’ll take care of everything.”

Scott
was walking around the car, looking at the damage. The only thing he
could think to say was ‘How?’

Alex
repeated the story. Scott gave Alex a long speech about going slow
and looking in every direction. He told Alex the mailbox could have
been a child, making Alex feel even worse.

Brianna
had Alex drive her over to Sam’s house where they apologized and
gave them the cake.

Brianna
was glad to be home when it was dark. She was having one of her
spells. Things would go dark in front of her eyes for a moment. A
second later, she was fine again. Her spells mostly happened when she
was tired. 


When
the news was over, she and Scott went to bed.

“Do
you think you overreacted with Alex?” she asked her husband of
seventeen years.

“No,
I just acted the same way my father did when I scratched up the car.
What Alex did was nothing compared to what I did with Rebecca.”

“What
did you do?” Brianna asked.

“I
was Alex’s age, and I thought I was a true adult because I could
drive a car. The bad thing was my mom had me constantly driving my
sisters around. I was eager for Rebecca to get her license, so she
could help out with that. She had her learner’s permit, so I took
her out to the barn and explained everything to her. I explained
things too quickly in my haste to get out of carting the others
around.”

Scott
had to laugh for a moment before he could continue. “I told her to
back out of the barn. We both had our eyes fixed on the wide open
barn door. Before I knew it, she had driven straight ahead into the
wall. That’s why the back of the barn has a different color than
the rest. It’s newer wood.”

“That
explains why your Dad was so mad when he caught Cathy and I doing the
same thing.”

Scott
laughed and moved closer to his wife. “Thank you for making a
cheesecake. I didn’t really need it. That was all acting. I agree
with you. He needs to practice and accept the consequences of his
actions. I think we have great kids.”

Scott
wrapped his arm around her and moved her to the middle of the bed.
Brianna opened her legs for him and lifted her nightgown up, so it
wouldn’t be in the way.

Scott
pulled down his boxers and looked at his wife. They had a routine for
this. Everyone knew their part. He brushed his fingers over her
clitoris until she made exactly the right sound. They knew each
other’s bodies so well in the meantime.

Scott
slowly entered Brianna and rocked his hips. His hands rested on her
knees and thrust into her. His backside was resting on his heels, and
his back was straight.

Brianna
laid her hands over his. She was thinking she shouldn’t be doing
this. She didn’t feel well, but this felt so great. “I love you,
Scott.”

“I
love you too, darling.” He leaned over her and kissed her. He kept
thrusting because it was already late, and they needed their sleep.
This weekend he would take his time and make love to her properly.
Tonight was only a quickie.

When
they finished, Brianna pulled down her nightgown and rolled on her
side. Scott gave her a kiss and whispered that he loved her in her
ear before he lay down next to her. 


Brianna
looked over her shoulder at him. “I love you too, Scott.” She
rolled back into her comfortable position and closed her eyes.






Scott
was awakened by the alarm the next morning. He sat up and turned it
off. “Brianna, time to get up.” He stood up and stretched before
he went into the bathroom to shave.

When
Brianna didn’t join him, he called out to her again.

He
brushed his teeth and showered, figuring she probably wanted a couple
of more minutes of sleep after the chaos yesterday. She would get
dressed after the kids were out of the house. She did that some days.

After
his shower, he went back into their bedroom and called to her again.
She didn’t move. Normally, she would tell him she wanted to sleep
for five more minutes.

“Brianna,
do you want to sleep in today? Should I see the kids off to school?”
He walked around the bed, so he could look at her face. Her body
wasn’t moving, not in the slightest. He watched to see if her chest
was rising and falling. It wasn’t.

He
reached out and touched her. She wasn’t cold, but she wasn’t warm
either. She was gone.

Scott
sat next to her and stared at her. He’d had so many years to
prepare for this moment, but he hadn’t done it. He had always
pushed it off for later.

Scott
sat next to her as long as he could. He feared the children would
wake up and see their mother like this. He didn’t know what to do,
so he went into the kitchen and quietly called his mother.

“Mom,
– Brianna didn’t wake up this morning.” He was overcome with
tears.

“Scott,
are you okay? Tell me what happened,” Karen called out. She hadn’t
been able to understand him.

“She’s
dead.” It took Scott a moment to be able to continue. “She passed
away in the night. I don’t know what to do. The kids are still
sleeping.”

Karen
needed a moment, so she could think straight. “Honey, you need a
doctor to declare her dead. Leave her lying in bed. I’ll send
Chandler over to you. I’m going to get dressed and come and help
you with the kids. I’ll be there as soon as I can. Everything is
going to be all right.”

Karen
knew she was lying to her son. This was one of the things that not
even a mother’s presence could fix.






Scott
went back to Brianna and laid down next to her, so he could look at
her.

It
was impossible to believe that he wouldn’t be able to look at her
face anymore. They were going to come and take her away, and he would
never be able to see her again. He wouldn’t be able to talk to her
when something happened, and he needed her opinion. He would be
sleeping in this bed alone for the rest of his life.

There
was a knock at the door. He realized he only had a towel wrapped
around his waist. How could he think about getting dressed when his
wife was dead? Another wave of tears hit him as he slipped into a
pair of jogging pants. He went to open the door and saw Chandler and
Cathy.

“The
kids are still sleeping. I didn’t know what to say to them. I still
don’t know.”

“It’s
okay. You were right to let them sleep. They can’t go to school
today anyway.” Cathy tried to hug her big brother, but he pushed
her away.

“Maybe
there is still something you can do?” He didn’t honestly believe
that, but the thought of her not being in his life anymore was simply
so wrong. It was unfathomable.

Brianna
and the kids were the constant in his life, the pillar upon which
everything else rested on.

Chandler
dredged doing it, but he had to. He checked Brianna over and declared
her for dead.

Scott
asked him how long, and Chandler guessed around midnight. 


Cathy
had both hands over her mouth to muffle her screams. She couldn’t
believe that her best friend had passed away.

Chandler
made the necessary phone calls and told Cathy she should wake up the
kids and ask them if they wanted to see their mother one last time in
a natural environment.

Cathy
shook her head. She still needed a moment. Her shoulders began to
shake, and Chandler feared she was going to scream. He took her in
his arms while she bit into her own clenched fist.

Karen
and John stepped into the room. She saw her daughter crying, and her
son kneeling next to the bed, looking at his dead wife.

Brianna
was no longer a part of their lives. They would have to go on without
her somehow.

“What’s
going on here? Why didn’t anyone wake me up?” Alex walked out
into the hallway and saw his grandparents standing in the door to his
parents’ bedroom.

“I’m
so sorry, Alex. Your mother passed away last night.” Karen covered
her mouth. The look on her grandson’s face as he heard that his
mother was gone would be one that would haunt her the rest of her
life.

Christina
heard what her grandmother had said too. She stormed past everyone
and went to her mother. “Mama, wake up.”

When
Brianna didn’t move, Christina reached out and shook her mother.
She felt wrong. Her mother wasn’t the right temperature. Christina
panicked; she called out louder for her mother to wake up.

“Chandler,
do something.” Karen couldn’t bear to see Christina so upset.

Chandler
let go of his wife and picked up his bag. “Cathy, help me. Hold her
arm.” Cathy helped him give her a shot.

Christina
threw herself in her father’s arms. She repeated the word ‘Daddy’
over and over again.

Karen
called Brianna’s parents. Charles was on the phone.

“Charles,
Brianna passed away in her sleep last night. I’m so sorry. She is
still at home. You should come right away.” Karen could hardly talk
through her tears.

John
had followed Alex into his bedroom. Alex still hadn’t said
anything. He was only sitting on the edge of bed.






The
next days went by in a daze. Scott didn’t know where things stood.
This was so confusing. He had figured there would be some sign. He
assumed Brianna would pass away in a hospital bed.

People
talked to him and promised him their help, but he didn’t know what
needed to be done. He was thankful that his family was helping him.

Before
he knew it, the day of the funeral arrived. His mother and Cathy were
always at his house, cooking and helping him with the kids. They had
so much food, and no one felt like eating.

His
mother picked out a suit for him to wear to the funeral. Today he
would see his wife for the last time, then never again. He needed
more time. He wasn’t ready to give her up.

Was
there no one he could plea to, or make a bargain with? He had thought
of everything? Was there something he could do to turn back the hands
of time?

If
there was a solution, he had to think of it quickly before they put
her in the ground. The trouble was he couldn’t think.

The
church was packed. It was fuller than on their wedding day. Brianna
had touched so many lives. People came from very far to say goodbye
to her.

He
saw so many faces that would usually make him light up with joy.
People he hadn’t seen in years. Dean Martin was there with Jenny
and Andrew and their two kids. He saw older versions of the girls who
had gone to college with Brianna. He saw his sister Sharon standing
next to Brad and Rebecca. Their four children were also here.
Colleagues from work were here, neighbors and friends.

He
simply didn’t know what to say to all these people. His mother
guided him and the kids to the front of the church.

“Brianna,”
Scott whispered. He covered his mouth as he looked at her. His eyes
were filled with tears, and he couldn’t see her clearly. He tried
to blink them away, but they were replaced with new ones. She was
laid out in front of the same altar where they had been joined as
one. Why hadn’t that saved her? His strength should have kept her
alive.

Christina
grabbed onto his hand and hold onto him tightly. Alex was finally
able to cry. He broke down and had to sit down. He buried his face in
his hands.

The
service started and ended. Scott couldn’t remember what had
happened. Suddenly the casket was closed, and Brianna was being
carried out. He rose to his feet to follow her. Their whole family
did. Brianna’s parents were clinging to each other as they walked
out next to Scott and the children.

So
many people were crying because God wanted his angel back.





Chapter 29 – Saying Goodbye






Scott
told his parents he needed more time. He couldn’t leave Brianna
yet. Everyone else had already left. He wanted to be alone with her.

He
knelt down next to her grave. “Was I a good husband to you?” He
sat down on the grass surrounding her grave. He wrapped his hands
around his knees. “Because you were an amazing wife. You always
gave me the feeling I was everything to you. I loved you so much. I’m
sorry for every mistake I ever made, for all the pain I caused you
when your life was made up of so much pain. I should have taken out
the garbage more often and listened to you when you wanted to talk
about dying.” He felt so guilty about that.

“Believe
me you were a very good wife and a good person. I regret so much. You
deserved a better husband than me. One who would have seen you for
what you truly are, namely perfect.”

“I
don’t know what I’m going to do without you. You are the loving
heart who held our family together. You always knew what was the
right thing to do for us, even if it got you into trouble with me. I
don’t think our kids even know half of what you did for them. It
hurts me so much to know they have to finish growing up without you.
They need you so much, and I can’t replace you. No one can. You
were the best.” Scott wiped away his tears. His eyes were burning
in pain. They hadn’t been dry since Brianna had passed away.

“I’ll
love you forever.” He looked around his wife’s new home. He
intended to visit her a lot. “I don’t know how to make it in this
world without you. I need to talk to you and to hear your opinions
before I make decisions. I feel so lost without you. All those years,
I thought I was guiding you, but it was really you guiding me. You
made me want to be the person I am today.

“All
because I wanted to impress you. It was always all about you.”

The
wind blew through his hair, flipping it back and forth. His hair
wasn’t even gray, yet. He got cheated out of the chance to grow old
and gray with his Brianna.

There
was a hole in his heart. He honestly didn’t think it could ever
heal. Brianna was the only woman he would ever love. He couldn’t
feel this strongly about another person. His life was all about his
family, Brianna and the kids.

He
decided he would make sure they understood what a wonderful person
their mother had been.

He
couldn’t hold the tears back. Brianna honestly wasn’t here
anymore, and he couldn’t pick up his cell and talk to her either.
He would never see her again.

No,
that couldn’t be. That was clearly too much to ask from someone. No
one should have to give up their soul mate.

The
pain was too much to bear. Who could he turn to to make it better? He
usually went to his wife when he needed someone to hold him, but she
was gone. He buried his face in his hands.

Scott
cried, feeling so alone.

The
hours went by, and he knew he had to get up off the cold ground and
go home to his children. They needed him to be strong. He had to be
there for them.

His
breathing was heavy as he got to his feet. “I’m so sorry,
darling, but I have to leave you now. The kids need me to pretend
everything is going to be all right. I have to go home and lie to
them now. I’ll do it exactly like I figure you would want me to.
I’ll try to smile at them and convince them you are in a better
place.”

He
broke down again. “Oh Brianna, I hope you really are. Please, God
let there really be a heaven, so Brianna can go there and finally
know a life with no pain. Please, God, don’t leave my wife in the
cold ground. Don’t do that to her.”

“Scott,”
his mother called out to him. “Baby, we have to go now. Everyone is
waiting for you.” She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around
him.

“I
can’t leave her, mom. My feet just won’t move. She’ll be all
alone once I’m gone. Brianna didn’t like to be closed in
anywhere. She won’t be able to bear it if I leave.”

“Oh,
baby.” his mother began to cry too. How was she going to get him
away from here? Those two had been together since they met. Why did
this have to happen so soon? The children weren’t grown up, and
Scott hadn’t had a moment to prepare because daily life had gotten
in the way.

“Baby,
Alex and Christina need you. They don’t have anyone else. They need
their dad to be strong for them. The children need to see that you
are there for them. I know it’s hard, baby.” Karen couldn’t
imagine waking up next to John and finding him dead beside her. She
wasn’t ready to give up her husband either. Now her baby had to do
exactly that, and he was so young. It was so unfair.

Karen
had been crying the whole time, but now her shoulders started to
shake too. This whole situation was just so wretched. It was her job
to protect her child from pain, and here he stood a strong man with a
broken heart, and she couldn’t fix it. No words would help to heal,
and no medicine could erase his pain.

“Christina
is crying for you. Brianna would want you to go to her.”

Scott
bowed his head and covered his eyes with his fingers. He was
picturing Christina crying, and Brianna saying he needed to go to
her. She would have wanted him to take care of everyone else first
and then worry about her.

His
father also walked over to them. He locked his arm in Scott’s and
starting walking him to the car. “Your daughter needs you, now.”
He saw a job that needed to be done and walked his son to the car.
“Alex is hiding in his room. You need to have a talk with him too.
I already tried, but he needs to hear everything is going to be all
right from you.”

They
had reached the car. John pushed Scott into the car, making certain
Scott didn’t hit his head. John walked around and got in.

Karen
quickly got in before her son could jump out of the car and go back
to his Brianna. God was testing their boy hard.

John
sped through the town and parked in front of Scott and Brianna’s
house. It was only Scott’s now. So much was about to change, and
not for the better.

Scott
looked at the house and at all the cars parked up and down the
street. He didn’t want to face anyone, but it wasn’t a choice he
had.

Brianna
had left a hole in a lot of people’s hearts. They needed to shake
Scott’s hand and say something nice about her before they could go
back to their normal lives and go on.

Scott
would never be able to go on. He would be stuck this way until he
died one day. He folded his hands, once again praying there really
were a heaven, and that he would be able to see Brianna there again.

Scott
got out of the car so quickly it scared his parents. He swiftly
walked up the steps to his house and opened the door.

All
eyes were on him as he walked in. He saw Christina on her Grandfather
Charles’ lap. She looked so young, much younger than her fourteen
years.

He
swiftly walked over to her and lifted her away from Charles. Scott
hugged her tightly. He couldn’t help it. He had wanted to be
strong, but no comforting words escaped his lips.

Scott
couldn’t hold his tears back. His whole body was rocked with tears.
His head was buried in his daughter’s shoulder.

Christina
held onto her dad, thinking he had finally come home to make
everything better. She held onto him tightly and let herself cry.

Scott
sat down on the sofa with her in his arms and bawled. In the back of
his mind, he knew everyone was watching him and probably thinking
what he was doing wasn’t good for Christina, but he felt her
relaxing a little in his arms.

His
mother stood behind him and laid a hand on his shoulder. His father
also moved over towards him.

Cathy
couldn’t bear the sight of them anymore. She laid her head down on
Chandler’s chest and also cried. Her best friend was gone. Cathy
and Brianna had been more than sister-in-laws. They had been together
since grade school, never going more than a couple of days without
seeing each other. They raised their children up together. 


Eva
moved, so she was sitting on Charles’ lap.

Charles
held her closely and whispered in her ear how much longer they had
gotten to be with her. “Every day with her was a blessing. She
proved all the doctors wrong. Brianna stayed alive so much longer
than they said she would. She fought to be with us, but she was just
too tired. Our baby, needed to rest.”

“Daddy,”
Christina said. “I have to go to the bathroom.”

Scott
wiped his eyes and looked at her. He had to smile because she looked
so guilty. “Okay, baby.” He stood up and set her on the floor.
Karen took hold of her hand, and went off with her.

Scott
watched them leave. He had worried he would never let go of her.

People
started to step forward and shake his hand. They gave him their
condolences, and most left then.

An
hour later, only the family was left. Most of them had cornered Scott
and told him they would help him with the kids as much as they could.

He
nodded and thanked them, although he felt it would be best if he
stayed home for a while and cared for them himself. They needed to
feel he was there for them. It would be what Brianna would have
wanted him to do. She had spoken about that often.

Scott
had always scolded her not to say such things. He had broken his
promise to her. He had said he would listen and take her seriously.
Still, he had stopped her every time she tried to get things settled.
He had robbed her of that peace of mind.

His
hand moved over his mouth, and he took off for the bathroom.

The
family traded worried looks. No one thought he was capable of caring
for the kids at the moment.

“Should
I move in for a week or so?” Cathy offered.

“No,
honey you have your own children to take care of.” Her mom went to
her and laid her arms around her. “I’ll stay with him.”






Scott
washed his face and looked at himself in the mirror. He looked like
hell. He looked so bad he had to smile.

His
jaw locked into a frown. How dare he smile when his wife never would
again? She deserved for him to be devastated. She had been the best
wife a man could imagine. He was lucky to have gotten her. So many
other men would have loved to be with her. Nevertheless, she had
chosen him.

He
washed his face again and brushed his teeth.

Scott
needed to find Alex and talk to him. He hadn’t seen him since the
funeral. He knew what was going through his head. Alex blamed
himself.

Scott
knocked on the door and waited for an answer.

“Go
away.”

“Alex,
it’s me. May I come in?”

There
was a long pause before Alex answered. “Fine.”

Scott
almost smiled again. ‘Fine’, was probably the last word to
describe how his son felt.

He
pushed the door open and saw Alex on his bed. “How are you holding
up?” Scott asked as he closed the door behind him. He went over to
his desk, pulled out Alex’s chair and sat down.

Alex
shook his head. He wiped tears away from his eyes. He couldn’t
speak at the moment.

Both
men sat, not saying anything for a long time.

“I
can’t believe I’ll never see her again.” Alex bit into his lip
hard.

Scott
couldn’t help but think that was something Brianna would do. She
did it without thinking about it. It meant she was contemplating
something important to her.

“I
know, son. She was amazing.”

“She
was somehow more than the other mothers. She was nicer, and she had a
presence about her. People knew she was something special.”

Scott
remembered Brianna saying that about her own mother. She had become
what she wanted. She had wanted to be like her mother and have her
children think she was something special. 


“We
were so lucky to get to spend so much time with her.”

“But
it would have been more if I hadn’t scratched the car.”

Scott
had to smile. “I keep thinking things like that too, if I had
helped out more at home, or if I hadn’t worked so many hours. I’m
her husband, and I didn’t see it coming. God seemed to have changed
his mind about her. He sent her to earth, but then he realized she
was an angel. He made her sick, so she could go back to heaven. But
then he saw she was needed down here. He held out as long as he
could, but he must need her up there too. Your mother would want to
help where she could. You know how she is.”

That
last word didn’t taste good on his tongue. He shouldn’t use the
word is anymore. Brianna had become a was.

“But
I think I still need her,” Alex whispered.

“I
guess we all feel like a baby bird who has been pushed out of their
nest. We all have to learn to care for ourselves now. But we have one
another to lean on. We need each other to get through this. I’ll be
there for you, and you’ll be there for your sister, and for me.”

“Mom
would like that.”

“Yes,
she would.” Scott had to smile a little again. Brianna would be
very proud of him at the moment.

He
would make that his goal in life. He would act in a way that would
make her proud of him.





Chapter 30 – A German Lullaby






Callie
set her hat down and stepped back. She could tell that the tourists
were Americans. Their accents told her they were from the South. She
would sing a country song to get their attention, and then see which
songs she would sing from there.

A
couple people in the group came over. One was a man with his two
children. He had his hands on their shoulders. The man looked so
prepared to care for them and protect then.

Callie
found it hard not to be jealous. She hoped the kids knew how good
they had it. She guessed they were around her age.

Why
had God taken her father away from her? Didn’t he see how lost she
was without him?

Now
Michael was gone too. It was getting hard to picture him waiting for
her and easier to picture him with a girlfriend from college.

College
years were said to be the best in a person’s life. Michael was
either having the time of his life, or missing out because of her.

The
children wanted to turn away, but the father held them in place.

Callie
stopped singing. Her instincts were telling her to go. She bent down
and picked up her hat, thanking the crowd for her money.

“You
have a very good voice,” the man said.

“Thank
you, sir.”

“My
wife used to like to sing. You reminded me of her. Thank you for
that.” He let go of his son’s shoulder and held out a
twenty-dollar bill to the young lady.

“Thank
you, sir. That is very generous of you.”

“Are
you all right? I have a feeling that you aren’t.”

“I’m
fine. Don’t worry about me.”

“I’m
still worried. Why would you be singing for money if you didn’t
have to.”

He
was still holding the money out to her, but Callie was afraid to
reach for it. She was getting a feeling like she had done something
wrong, and she had gotten caught.

“My
parents aren’t that rich, and I’m one of five. They can’t
afford to send me to college, but I want to study music. It’s my
dream.”

He
nodded at her and stepped closer to her, so she could take the money.
“I think that’s what you should do. If my wife could have heard
you, she would have wanted to join in. Thank you. I wish you all the
best.”

“Thank
you, sir.”

Both
of his children thanked her too.

“Sir,
do you want me to sing you something in particular? I could.”
Callie felt that this family was in pain. It was clear the mother had
died and that they still missed her.

“The
only thing I would want to hear would be Schlaf, Kindlein, Schlaf,”
the girl answered.

“I
know that song. I’ll sing it for you.” Callie took a step back.
She could feel the girl’s pain. She sang the German lullaby a
couple of times.

When
she was finished, the family thanked her and moved on.

Callie
looked to her left and saw that man, who sometimes followed her
around, was there again. He lifted up his hundred-dollar bill and
moved his chin a little. It was clear what he wanted to hear, her
story.

Callie
felt that her story wasn’t finished yet. What was the point of
telling her story when it had no ending? Every story needed a happy
ending. She wasn’t even close to hers.

Callie
shook her head and walked away from him. She went off in the same
direction that the family had, just in case the man would try
something funny. Callie hoped that the man from before would step in
and help her if need be.

Scott
was glad for the time off from work. His kids needed him. He may not
have been able to show Brianna the world, but he was able to show
them. She hadn’t left him all alone. They had two wonderful
children and so many good memories.

This
trip to New York was to take their minds off of losing Brianna. They
traveled all this way only to see that reminders of her were
everywhere. Even a kid singing on the streets of New York could help
them remember what a wonderful person their wife and mother was.

“Who
wants to go get one of those famous hot dogs that you see in the
movies?”

Alex
perked his head up. “I’m a little hungry.”

Christina
looked up at her father with a smile on her face. “Okay. We should
take a picture in front of the sign for our album. Mom would want us
to fill it up with good memories.”

“That’s
right, baby. She would like that.” Scott hugged her close to his
body.

Brianna
would be proud of him.
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