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To you, the readers and fans of The Escort Series. You’ve been asking for more for years, and here it is. I hope you enjoy!
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MARC

 

“Harder. Do it harder.”

I grunt and wipe the beads of sweat from my forehead. “If I do it any harder, I’m going to bend it.”

Lincoln makes a noise in the back of his throat. “It’s not gonna bend.”

“Will you shut up and let me finish? Slow and steady will get the job done.”

“We’re never gonna finish if you don’t do it harder.”

“Where’s Nathalia? She may be better at this than you,” I retort.

“You know she’s out of town. You’re stuck with me,” he says with a grin.

“Give it to me.”

“You finally ready?”

“I think you’re trying to get me worked up,” I say on a huff.

“I like when you’re all worked up.”

“Yeah, I know. Now, give it to me.”

Lincoln bends over and grabs the large, framed picture and hands it to me while I steady myself on the ladder. After a few tries, I get both nails to catch on the hooks at the back of the frame.

“Is it straight?” I ask.

Lincoln backs up a few steps and stares at the picture. “Yeah, I think it looks fine.”

I climb down a few ladder rungs and make my way to where Linc is standing, and take a look for myself.

“Good. Are we done now?”

Lincoln laughs. “Yeah. For now.”

Linc, Nathalia, and me all moved into our new house together about a month ago, and we’re still decorating. It took us a long time to find a house we all agreed on and for the deal to finally go through, but we’re all pleased with the outcome.

Traveling between Nathalia’s hotel suite, my house, and Lincoln’s, was exhausting. We all lived too far from each other and knew we couldn’t keep it up.

Our new home isn’t as close as we’d like it to be to The Cell Estate, which we all own together, but we couldn’t turn this one down. The Cell Estate is our very own fetish club, so to speak. We have member’s only nights, and a couple days out of the week we open it up to whoever wants to try it out.

The estate sits on a large piece of land with a few buildings, each one with different options for our members. The main lounge consists of a large bar with tables and couches for people to mingle at. A dance floor sits further back for more of the club vibe. Upstairs holds bedrooms for people to use, a few of them having glass doors, used by people who enjoy being exhibitionists. And the voyeurs who like to watch get to do so from outside the room.

My ex-boss has allowed some of her escorts to work at the club in case there are couples who are wanting to hire somebody to be their third for the night. Her friend, who runs a female escort company got involved, so we have both male and female escorts available to our customers.

One of the other buildings is two stories as well, one floor being occupied as a male strip club, and the other a female strip club.

We also have fetish rooms, which are Nathalia’s favorite. She likes to call them S&M rooms, but each one is a little different from the next. Some are more extreme with St. Andrew’s Crosses, whips, floggers, and gags. While others are filled with different costumes for role playing, and some with mini fridges that have whipped cream, chocolate, strawberries, and whatever else people like to eat off each other.

“What else do we have to do?” I ask Lincoln as we walk into the kitchen.

“Get the furniture set up outside on both the balcony and pool deck.”

I wave my hand in the air. “That’s gonna have to wait until tomorrow. It’s already getting dark.”

“You seem stressed,” Linc says, coming up behind me and rubbing my shoulders.

“Probably because you were talking shit about my hammering abilities,” I answer in a playful tone.

He lets out a deep chuckle. “Oh, come on, baby. You know I only have good things to say about your ability to nail things.”

“Mmhhmm,” I moan as his hands start rubbing my neck.

He turns me around, leaving me backed up against the island in the kitchen. His body presses up against mine as his hands rest on the table behind me, barricading me between his arms.

“You wanna go for a swim?” he asks, leaning forward and kissing my neck. “It’ll relax you.”

The scruff on his face scratches my skin before his tongue dances over the same spot.

“Maybe we could do something else,” I suggest, pulling him even closer.

“Nobody can see us in the pool.”

“Let’s go.”

We make our way outside, not bothering with changing into swim trunks, because we both know we’re going to end up naked. The French, glass doors open up to a spectacular view. Our home sits on an elevated lot, and depending on where you are, you have a view of The Strip in the distance, mountains and lakes, or a golf course. We have no neighbors nearby, giving us the privacy we enjoy.

Both of us strip down, our clothes making a trail from the door to the steps of the pool. I get into the crystal blue water first, leaving me enough time to watch as Lincoln descends the steps in all his naked glory.

His body is taut with tanned muscle, the product of his five day a week workouts. He always says he’s getting old, so to him, working out is fighting off the aging process. He’s far from old at thirty-nine, and he definitely has a body that can rival that of a twenty-year-old fitness model.

Linc submerges himself in the water, coming up and running a hand through his inky black strands of hair. His blue eyes hypnotize me as he comes closer.

“Feel relaxed yet?” he asks.

“No. You gonna help me out with that?”

He smirks. “How can I help?”

I reach my hand out under the water and stroke the length of him. “We can come up with something.”

My dick starts to harden as I feel his do the same in my hand. I thank god for heated pools, because this would be difficult to do in cold water.

“Mm,” he moans. “Sit on the steps.”

I take a few strides and sit on the second step from the top, allowing my cock to stand tall above the water. Lincoln kneels on one of the lower steps between my legs, and takes my shaft in his hand. He strokes it three times before his tongue and lips take over.

“Yeah,” I groan, dropping my head back.

His mouth moves further down, taking me to the back of his throat. Fuck, this man drives me wild. Linc comes back up and licks the underside of my head with his tongue, knowing how much I love it. His hand continues to stroke me as his lips and tongue concentrate on the tip.

“Linc, I want to be inside you.”

He lets out a small growl before standing up and moving to the edge. We’re in the shallow end where the water only reaches our waists. Lincoln’s back faces me, his legs already spread apart. As soon as I reach him, my hand skims across the top of his muscled back before gliding down the center, finally landing on his firm ass.

“Marc,” he says in a husky tone.

I press myself onto his back and he tilts his head, allowing me to reach his neck with my mouth. I languidly lick a path on his neck before sinking my teeth into his flesh, eliciting a lustful groan from him.

My hands continue to caress his ass, my fingers finally finding their place right where they need to be to prepare him for my size.

“I can’t wait to be inside of you,” I whisper.

His only response is a pleasure-filled moan. With one hand, I push down on his back, forcing him into a better position. Now, with his body bent over, I slide one finger into his tight opening. His grip tightens on the edge of the pool, and I lean closer, placing kisses on his body as I continue thrusting my finger into him.

“More,” he demands.

With the water acting as lubricant, I fit another finger inside and begin stretching him even more. Lincoln begins pushing back, fucking himself on my fingers.

“Fuck, Linc,” I growl.

“Give it to me, Marc. I’m a big boy. I don’t need much prep.”

I can’t help but smirk at his cocky tone, but I do as he says and remove my fingers, taking my throbbing shaft in hand.

“All right, big boy, I hope you’re ready.”

Before he has a chance to respond, I thrust inside of him. I grunt as he lets out a deep roar. My hands find place on his waist, keeping him steady as I move in and out of him. The water splashes around us, as well as making a loud smacking sound with each thrust.

“Goddammit. You feel so good,” he rumbles.

“You feel even better. Your ass was made for my dick.”

I move my hands to grab his shoulders and fuck him mercilessly, reveling in the lustful noises he’s making. Knowing I’m not going to last much longer, but also wanting to watch as he comes, I make him change positions.

“Turn around. Wrap your legs around me.”

As soon as I pull out, he’s turned around and leaning against the wall of the pool. I quickly step in between his legs, which wrap around my waist, and thrust myself deep inside of him.

“Yes,” he exclaims, throwing his head back.

With his hands bracing himself and keeping his back from being rubbed raw on the edge, I wrap one arm around him and continue to push deep into his tight ass. My free hand strokes his thick cock a few times before I feel my orgasm building.

“Shit, Linc. I’m about to come.”

And I do. I come deep inside him, yelling into the night sky as I do so.

My hand moves to stroke him again, and after just a couple minutes, he cries out while ribbons of white shoot up, landing on my hand and in the water.

“Jesus Christ,” he pants.

“The pool wasn’t a bad idea,” I say with a grin as I begin to pull out of him.

“I don’t know. I hurt my wrist and back a little,” he says with a chuckle.

“So maybe we should’ve put the furniture out here already.”

He laughs. “Yeah. We’ll know for next time.”

“We could’ve done this in the house, ya know?”

“I know. I just wanted to christen the pool.”

We embrace each other, his strong arms wrapping around my back while my hands squeeze his ass cheeks.

“This is self-cleaning, right? Because I don’t know how guests will feel about swimming in a pool that we have sex in.”

He just grins and leans in to kiss me. I bite down gently on his bottom lip before letting him go.

“I love you.”

“I love you, too,” I say, covering his mouth with mine one more time.

“You hungry?”

“Very.”

We exit the pool and grab our clothes before walking back into the house, leaving a trail of water behind us. Once we’ve dried off and put on some lounge clothes, we head into the kitchen and Lincoln begins making dinner.

I won’t admit it too often, but he’s definitely the better cook between the two of us. Nathalia has us both beat, but when she’s gone, I prefer Lincoln’s food over my own.

“So, March twenty-sixth is the bachelor/bachelorette party, right?” he asks, placing bell peppers, onions, and carrots on the counter in front of me.

“Yeah, it’s supposed to be. It might end up just being a bachelorette party, because Troy’s trying his hardest to convince Jace to do a boys’ weekend trip to California.

I take out a knife and start chopping the vegetables as he pulls out the wok and some beef.

He laughs as he pours the oil in the wok. “A whole weekend, huh? How will the ladies feel about that?

I shrug. “Don’t know. Jace isn’t even fully on board. We’ll see what happens.”

“Hmm.”

“You talk to Nathalia today?” I ask.

“Just earlier this morning. After her marketing meeting at the hotel, her and her dad went out to spend some time together.”

“Yeah, she sent me a text earlier. I’m glad she’s able to have some fun, too.”

Nathalia has to take trips to California sometimes to handle business with her father who owns quite a few hotels both here and there. She’s not supposed to be back for another couple of days, because her and her dad decided to spend some quality time together since they don’t get much of it.

Meeting her father was a little nerve-racking considering our unique situation. He had already known and gotten along well with Lincoln, and Nathalia told him about our relationship, but I’d be lying if I said that made me feel any more comfortable.

Surprisingly, everything went well. All three of us met up with him at his lavish home where he had his chef prepare dinner, and then afterwards, the three of us men went into his study for cigars and brandy while Nathalia claimed to have a phone call to make. I think she just wanted us to spend time together.

Olivier LaBelle is a good man. Confident, honest, a brilliant business man, but also a kind man. He loves his daughter more than anything in the world, and supports her in all she does. He didn’t bring up our different kind of relationship, obviously having already been made privy to it. He just made sure he got to know the guy his daughter loved, like any father would.

“Is Garrett still planning on making a trip out here?” Lincoln asks over his shoulder. “You can bring those vegetables over here, by the way.”

I walk over to the stove with the bowl full of cut up veggies and drop them into the wok. “Yeah, he’s finally doing it. He’s been talking about it long enough. I think he’s terrified of the big city,” I say with a laugh.

“He’s really never left Ashland?”

“Nope.”

“Well, if you’re gonna go anywhere on your first trip out of state, Las Vegas is the place to choose.”

I chuckle. “He may be in over his head. We’re gonna have our hands full.”

“I’m sure it’ll be all right,” he says with a grin. “He may never want to leave.”

“That’s what my mom is afraid of. She said I better watch over him and make sure he doesn’t get into anything crazy.”

“Like become an escort, or get into a relationship with a guy and a girl?” he asks, lifting an eyebrow, an amused look on his face.

“Ha-ha,” I say dryly. “I don’t think Garrett would be into any of that.”

“Grab some plates,” he says as he stirs up the food. “Garrett’s a good guy. I’m sure he’ll have a good time and have plenty of stories to tell his friends when he gets home.”

“I don’t doubt that.”

Me, Lincoln, and Nathalia took a trip to Ashland Oregon to meet my family about four months ago. I had already informed them that everything had worked out with the three of us, and they were happy to hear it. When I surprised them with a visit home in the middle of trying to figure out how all this would work with Lincoln and Nathalia, I know they were concerned with what the outcome may be, but my family has always been supportive. They’re happy as long as I’m happy, and they all loved Lincoln and Nathalia.

My mom was so happy to have another lady in the house, and my dad loves anybody who enjoys a good scotch, can talk sports, politics, and business, and Lincoln is that guy. Nathalia fell in love with my mom and will talk to her on the phone from time to time without me ever hearing a word from my mom. She giggles like she’s on the phone with a friend, and it makes me so happy to know that she truly loves my family.

Lincoln makes our plates while I grab some drinks, and we walk into the living room and plop ourselves in front of the TV and watch sports recaps.

“Thanks for dinner, babe,” I say, giving his thigh a quick squeeze.

He turns and smiles at me. “You’re in charge of dessert.”

My brows furrow in confusion for a brief second. “I don’t…” Lincoln sends me a look and I’m suddenly aware of the kind of dessert he wants. “You’re insatiable,” I say with a laugh. “We had dessert before dinner.”

“But this time, the roles will be reversed.”

“Mm. Well, let’s hurry up and eat.”
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LINCOLN

 

I don’t bother washing the dishes. As soon as we finish eating, I neglect the plates in the sink, and make my way upstairs with Marc hot on my trail. I joke about getting old, and some days I feel old, but nothing about my libido has changed since I was a horny teenage boy, wanting to fuck anything that moved.

Marc brings something out in me that I can’t seem to control. With him, I yearn for the roughness, the raw sexual energy, and that passion that burns like lava.

As soon as we get into the room, I yank my shirt off, and then my phone dings from my pocket.

“Thalia wants to Skype,” I tell Marc.

“Pull it up on the TV,” he says, lying down on the bed.

We have an Xbox One in our room, and that with the Kinect allows us to Skype with people via the TV. The camera is much wider than on a computer, so it can see most of the room, no matter where we go, and the picture of Thalia will take up the full screen of the TV.

Once we get Skype open, Thalia video calls us, her beautiful face filling the screen.

“Hey, guys!”

“Hey, beautiful. How’re things going?” I ask.

“Great! Me and Dad have done a lot of sight-seeing and shopping. Well, I’m the one doing the shopping, but you know,” she says with a grin. Her black hair falls over one shoulder as she lays on her stomach in front of her computer.

“We miss you,” Marc says. “You coming home to us soon?”

“Aww. I miss you both so much. I’ll be home tomorrow night or early Monday morning. What have you been up to?”

“We finished the office, hung some photos, and took a dip in the pool.”

After the words leave my lips, I look over at Marc who’s already looking at me with a grin.

“Were you about to go to sleep?” she asks, and I can tell she’s looking at my bare chest.

“Not quite.”

A wide smile crosses her face. “Were you about to do something else?”

Marc answers this time. “Lincoln’s insatiable.”

She laughs. “Oh, like you’re any better.”

“Yeah, I don’t know why I’m the one who’s made out to be the sexual deviant,” I say.

“You had a sex club,” Marc retorts.

“You created a whole sex estate.”

“You corrupted me by then.”

“You were an escort.”

We all burst into laughter.

“Now, now, boys. Let’s just kiss and make up,” Thalia croons from the screen.

“Are you looking for a show, Ms. LaBelle?” Marc asks in a husky tone.

She bites her lip. “Maybe.”

“We’ll give you a show, but you have to give us one, too. Strip,” I demand.

I can see the excitement on her face as she sits back and begins removing her clothes. Marc and I do the same, all three of us watching each other.

“Let us see all of you,” Marc purrs.

She gets on her knees, her pussy in direct view of the camera on her laptop. Her dainty fingers slide over her lips before slightly spreading them apart for us to see. Thalia’s face comes back into view as she adjusts pillows on the bed and leans back, allowing us to see her whole body while also letting her watch us, too.

Marc and I are both stroking our growing erections as we watch her spread her legs apart and touch herself.

“I need something to watch, guys,” she says in a playful tone, but the need in her voice is evident.

I glance at Marc’s face as I grip my dick in my hand, and lift a brow. As he moves towards me, I lie across the bed, giving Thalia a good view, and he crawls in between my legs.

He replaces my hand with his as he strokes me up and down while licking around my head. Finally, his lips encircle me, and he takes me to the back of his throat.

“Fuck,” I grunt, my fingers pulling on his dark blonde hair.

I glance over at the TV screen to see Thalia’s fingers gently probing herself, and rubbing circles on her clit.

My eyes roll back as Marc hollows his cheeks, sucking me deep once again. I hear him slurping before he removes my cock from his mouth with a pop, stroking me with fervor. He looks towards the TV, eyeing Thalia as she continues to pleasure herself.

I quickly pull Marc up and flip us both over until I’m lying across his body. The hunger in his eyes penetrates my soul, making me want to give him the best fucking of his life.

Kissing his hard chest, I make my way to his stomach and find that his cock is already leaking with his arousal. I can’t help but lick it up, loving the taste on my tongue. After sucking his thick length into my mouth, coating him with my saliva, I move my mouth further down, licking the smooth, taut skin under his balls.

I can hear Thalia’s moans and whimpers coming through the speakers as she watches, and it only spurs me on. My tongue licks around his tight opening, provoking the sexiest moans from his mouth.

“Jesus, Linc,” he breathes.

Without waiting another second, I quickly make my way to the night table and grab a small bottle of lube. I can’t wait any longer to get inside of him, and lube will help hurry that along. After coating my fingers and sliding them into his taut entrance, I scissor them a few times before extracting them and coating myself with a liberal amount of lube.

Positioning myself, I push just my head in before covering his body with my own. I place a soft kiss on his mouth before licking the seam of his lips, opening them up for my tongue. Marc growls, pulling my face closer as his fingers entwine in my hair. My cock slips in deeper, causing him to pull away from my mouth and let out a small gasp.

A feminine moan makes me turn my head towards the TV. Thalia’s eyes are filled with wanton lust, and her fingers are moving furiously over her clit.

“Fuck him, Lincoln. Let me see you fuck him,” she begs.

I obey, pulling out and pushing in deep with one quick thrust. Marc calls out, his hands squeezing my back tighter and tighter with every subsequent thrust.

“God, you feel so good wrapped around my cock,” I whisper into his ear right before biting down on the skin below his earlobe.

Marc hisses, his nails digging into my shoulders. “Harder, Linc. Fuck me harder.”

Once again, I obey. I fuck him like it’s going to be the last time I fuck anybody. Getting onto my knees, I push his legs farther apart and watch my dick disappear inside of him. His cock is plump as he jerks it, looking for a release.

With another glance at Thalia, I notice her eyes are now closed as she seeks her own orgasm. After several more pumps into his ass, I roar, pouring myself deep into my lover. Marc’s muscles flex, his head back and eyes squeezed tight, and I can tell he’s on the verge of finding that blissful peak.

I give him two more hard thrusts before pulling out and readying my mouth for his load. In the background, I hear Thalia cry out as she orgasms, and just a few seconds later, Marc coats my tongue with the evidence of his relief.

After collapsing next to Marc, he turns and gives me a sleepy smile before kissing my lips.

“Well, I’m gonna sleep good tonight,” Thalia says, rearranging her position on the bed.

“Always happy to help,” Marc responds with a smile.

“Can’t wait to see you guys in person. I miss you and love you so much.”

“We love you,” I answer.

“Oh, guys! Off subject, but Emilie texted me earlier, and she wants to surprise Adrienne with a bridal shower. Do you think we can do it at our place?”

Marc moves under the covers. “Of course.”

“I’m surprised with all the planning Adrienne’s put into this wedding, that she hasn’t already planned a shower.”

“You’re not supposed to plan your own bridal shower, silly,” Thalia tells me. “It’ll be in about a week, and Emilie’s inviting some of their co-workers and friends. Shouldn’t be too big, but I doubt you guys will want to be around for all the girly festivities.”

“Definitely not,” I say instantly, making Thalia laugh.

“We can hang out with the guys or something,” Marc adds.

“Okay. Just wanted to run it by you, so I’ll text Emilie later and let her know we’re good to go. But for now, I’m gonna hit the sheets. I’ll talk to you both tomorrow.”

“Okay, goodnight.”

“Love you,” both Marc and I say simultaneously.

“I love you guys. Goodnight!”

She blows a kiss into the camera before giving a little wave, and then the screen goes black.

“That was fun,” Marc says.

“Indeed,” I reply, leaning over to kiss him. “I’m gonna go clean up.”

When I come out of the bathroom, Marc walks in, obviously having used the bathroom down the hall.

“Is there an equivalent to a bridal shower for the guys?” I ask Marc as I pull back the covers.

He laughs. “I don’t think so. If there is, I’ve never heard of one.”

“I guess we can just go drink and play some poker.”

“Always a good time to me. I’ll be sure to get in touch with Jace tomorrow. It’ll be nice to have all the guys together for poker. Haven’t done that in a while.”

“Your brother should be here by then.”

We both climb into the large king size bed and pull the covers up.

“Oh yeah. It’ll be a good night then. I can already hear the guys giving him shit.”

I shake my head with a smile on my lips. “Can’t wait to hear it.”

Marc lays on his right side, and I curl my body around his, my arm draping over his waist.

“Night, Marc.”

He answers by pushing his ass into my crotch. I’m sure he’s already half asleep. The man falls asleep faster than anybody I know.

With all the wedding talk that’s been happening lately, I can’t help but wonder if Thalia’s ever thought about a wedding of her own. It’s not possible for us three to get married, and it hurts to know I can never give her a wedding. Same for Marc. While I’m sure he hasn’t sat up and planned what kind of flowers he wants or color theme, I wonder if he’s ever thought about getting married. Whether it be to a man or a woman. None of us can marry the other two, and it wouldn’t be right for two of us to get married.

I stay awake wondering if they’re both okay with just living together forever, because that’s all we have. No bridal showers, bachelor parties, weddings, or honeymoons. However, maybe I can come up with a way to have a ceremony, even if it’s not legally binding, and then plan our own kind of honeymoon. Something that gives us all a wedding day without the marriage certificate.

I fall asleep with those thoughts, and a plan to start looking into things tomorrow.
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NATHALIA

 

“Is it weird to get married in a purple dress? Because I’d totally get married in a purple dress,” Emilie exclaims as we sit down for lunch.

“I’m glad you love the color of the bridesmaid dress I picked out,” Adrienne says with a laugh. “But I don’t know about getting married in a solid purple dress. Maybe white with purple.”

“True. I don’t want to look like Barney.”

“Do you think you and Troy are headed that way soon?” I ask her.

She shrugs. “I don’t know. I think if we were to get married…”

“When,” Adrienne chimes in with a grin.

“When we get married,” Em says with an eye roll, “it wouldn’t be some big, extravagant thing, anyway. I don’t think he’d want to go through the whole process again, considering what his ex put him through right before their wedding. Plus, I’m okay with something small and a little wacky. A purple wedding dress would be just one non-traditional thing at our wedding,” she says with a laugh.

“What about you, Nathalia?” Adrienne asks. “Have you ever thought about some sort of ceremony for you and the guys?”

I nod. “I have. I’ve never talked about it, but of course I’d love to be married to both of them. I mean, I know the paper doesn’t change what we have. We’re going to be happy no matter what, but what girl doesn’t fantasize about her dream wedding?”

“You can still have a ceremony of sorts. It will be like a wedding, and everybody can dress up. There will be cake and dancing, and a moment for you all to tell each other how you feel; pledging your love and devotion to one another. I think it’ll be sweet,” Adrienne says.

“I don’t know what the guys will think about that, but I’d love it. It’s something I should definitely broach with them at some point.”

“Yeah, and if you think about it, we’ve all been with our significant others for almost the same time. Marc just kept you hidden from us while we were all going through our own relationship stuff,” Em says with a smile. “Maybe it’s time for us all to get married and start having babies!”

I almost choke on my water. The baby thing is a lot more complicated with two men. The girls laugh as the waiter comes by to take our order, but my mind is reeling with thoughts of babies. How would that even work? I’m not even going to think about that right now. Let’s just take everything one step at a time.

After placing our order, Emilie turns to look at me, still sipping on her drink. “No babies?”

“If you think coming up with some sort of three-way ‘wedding’ ceremony is tough, I’m sure you can imagine how having babies might be complicated,” I say with a grin.

“Well, you can just make sure you have one by each. Oh my gosh! Little dark-haired Lincolns and light-haired Marcs. How adorable!”

Adrienne laughs while she shakes her head. I admit, the thought of two mini Marcs and Lincolns is a beautiful thing, but once again, that’s something we haven’t discussed yet.

“How many babies do you want?” I ask, deflecting.

“Four. Two boys and two girls,” she says with confidence.

“Thought about this already, I take it?”

She grins. “Just a little.”

“Does Troy want babies?” Adrienne asks.

“I’m not really sure. He’s never said, but I know he’d be such a good father. I really hope he does.”

“What about you and Jace?” I ask.

“I’m sure we will at some point. I want a couple, and I know he does, too. We just haven’t talked about when. I think I’d like to wait a couple years.”

I nod my head in understanding.

“Well, I don’t know about you ladies, but I am dying for bachelorette party night,” Em says with a wide smile. “We’re gonna have so much fun!”

“I know, I can’t wait!” Adrienne exclaims.

“I can’t wait to use one of those rooms,” Em says, wiggling her eyebrows.

“Which room?” Adrienne asks.

“Don’t know. All of them.”

I laugh. “I like them, too.”

“I know we’re not supposed to see the guys, but towards the end, I’m grabbing my man and taking him to a room!” Em states.

Adrienne furrows her brow a little. “Jace mentioned something about Troy wanting to go out of town instead. A final boys’ bachelor weekend or something.”

“What?” Emilie squeaks. “I haven’t heard about this. This is Troy’s idea?”

Adrienne shrugs. “I guess.”

Em chews on her lip for a few seconds before shaking her head and changing the subject. “So, I hear Marc’s brother is coming into town soon.”

“Yeah, he is. Marc’s excited. This is the first time his brother has left their home state.”

“Wow,” Adrienne exclaims. “We’ll have to be sure to show him a good time.”

“I can only imagine what the guys have in mind,” Em says, rolling her eyes.

“According to Marc’s mom, he’s supposed to keep him out of trouble while he’s here.”

There’s a brief pause before we all start cracking up. Vegas and trouble pretty much go hand in hand.

“Yeah, right. Good luck with that,” Em says, pushing her light brown hair over her shoulder.

“How old is his brother, anyway?” Adrienne asks.

“Thirty.”

“I thought he’d be younger by the way his mom seems to want to keep him out of trouble.”

I giggle. “Garrett’s the baby.”

“Maybe she’s worried he’ll want to follow in big brother’s footsteps,” Em says with a laugh.

“Escorting and all that?” I say with a grin. “Yeah. Marc’s mom dealt better with Marc being bi than with him being an escort. She doesn’t like to talk about that part of his life. She acts like it never happened.”

“I can understand that,” Adrienne says.

“Oh, A! I forgot. You free on Sunday?” Em asks Adrienne.

“Uhh. Yeah, I think so. Why?”

Sunday is the day we’re supposed to have her bridal shower.

“Me and T were talking,” she says, looking at me, “and she was telling me about her new place with the guys and how the views are spectacular, and I realized we haven’t been yet. Plus, I think it would be nice to take some pictures of us with those views in the background. So, you want to come with?”

The lie rolls off her tongue so smoothly. I’m impressed.

“Oh. Yeah, sounds good to me. I’d love to see it. You have everything set up already?”

“We’re almost there,” I answer. “I keep buying little things here and there and then I have to try to find a place for them.”

She nods. “So, pictures? I guess I should wear something decent?”

I now realize why she mentioned pictures. If she hadn’t, Adrienne might have come over in something she’d be embarrassed being in at a surprise bridal shower. Em is good.

“Yeah, a nice dress or something,” she says casually with a one shoulder shrug.

“Cool.”

Me and Em have been meeting up and sending texts with different ideas for the bridal shower. We’ve come up with games, decorations, and what kind of food we want. I’ve never been able to plan something like this before, and it’s actually been a lot of fun. I’ve never had a lot of close girlfriends, but I really hit the jackpot with Adrienne and Emilie.

“Well, ladies. Unfortunately, I have to get back to work,” Adrienne says, making a face. “I have a surly businessman who wants his wife to have the best, most extravagant birthday ever. So, I need to get back to planning that.”

“I guess I should stop by The Coffee House, too. I hired a couple new workers, and I should make sure they have everything under control,” Em chimes in.

“Well, I have absolutely nothing to do today, so I guess I’m gonna go home and wait for my guys to get there.”

“Don’t rub it in,” Adrienne whines.

“Sorry.” I laugh. “But I was just working in California, so I deserve a little break.”

“I guess,” Em jokes with an eye roll. “How was that, by the way?”

“Fine. Just coming up with ways to maximize the hotel’s revenues, coordinating promotional activities, blah, blah. But, after the work was done, me and my dad got to do a lot of sight-seeing and shopping.”

“I’d love to go back to California,” Em says, and Adrienne nods in agreement.

“Where are you going for your honeymoon?” I ask Adrienne.

“Jace won’t tell me,” she says with a pout. “But if I know Jace, I’m sure it’ll be amazing.”

“Aww!” Emilie squeals.

Adrienne throws a napkin at her as she gets up. “Love you, girls! Talk soon, okay?”

“Kay, love you!” Em says.

“Bye, Adrienne.”

She walks off and goes to pay her check while me and Em stay behind to discuss the bridal shower some more. After about half an hour, we finally leave, and I head home to my guys.
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MARC

 

“When does his flight get in?” Nathalia asks.

“Five after four.”

“Well, by the time he gets his luggage and you guys make it back here, it’ll be close to dinner time, so I’ll make sure to have something ready.”

I wrap her up in my arms and kiss her. “Have I told you how much I love you?”

She looks up at me and squints her eyes like she’s thinking. “I don’t think so. How much?”

“Probably more than I could put into words,” I answer honestly.

“That’s an awful lot, Mr. Edwards.”

“Indeed, it is.” I lean down to kiss her full pink lips again.

“Lincoln will probably get home sometime after you leave, but he’s gonna make sure he’s got some spare time while Garrett’s here.”

“Yeah. It’ll be good for him to have time off, anyway. He works too much.”

“You know Linc. Always wants to be in control, even if he’s already delegated the work to others.”

I laugh. “Yep.”

As of now, Lincoln owns four clubs, not including The Cell Estate. He likes to pop in to each one from time to time to check out how everything is running, plus he deals with all the behind the scenes stuff; finances, supplies, dealing with the health department, and everything else. I understand the work. I own two clubs with Jace and Troy, and then of course The Cell Estate, however, Lincoln doesn’t like to give up a lot of control. So, while I have partners, Linc likes to deal with most everything himself.

“Well, his room is already set up.”

“He won’t need much,” I say. “However, I am glad our bedroom isn’t on the same floor as his. I don’t intend on not having sex while he’s here.”

“I guess I’ll have to try to be quiet,” she says with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“I like you loud. Our rooms are so far apart I doubt he’d hear anything, anyway.”

“Good,” she purrs, getting up on her tiptoes to give me a kiss.

“I guess I should get going. Traffic gets crazy, and I want to make sure I get there with plenty of time.”

“Okay, baby. Drive safe. See you guys soon.”

“Will do. Love you,” I say, giving her a couple quick kisses before turning away.

“Love you more.”

I turn back, looking at her over my shoulder. “Nah. I doubt it.”

She just rolls her eyes and starts looking in the fridge.

I decide to take Nathalia’s black, Mercedes-Benz GL-Class—a large SUV—so there’s plenty of room for his luggage. The drive takes about thirty-five minutes, due to traffic, and it takes me another fifteen minutes to find parking and get inside. Inside, I wait nearly a half hour before I see my baby brother walking towards me.

His hair is a bit darker than my dark blonde, looking more brown than anything unless he’s in the sun. He’s only two inches shorter than me at five foot ten, and his blue eyes are a shade darker than my own.

“Hey, man!” he greets with a wide grin. “I fuckin’ made it!”

I laugh as I pull him into a hug. “I’m glad. It’s good to have you here.”

“I thought I was gonna have a heart attack when we started taking off, but I survived.”

“You’re so sheltered,” I respond, laughing at him.

“That’s why I’m here. My big brother can show me around Sin City and corrupt all my innocent qualities. I can become a deviant like you.” He slaps me on the back as we start walking towards baggage claim.

“Deviant? Me? Plus, Mom told me to keep you out of trouble, not bring trouble to you.”

“What am I? Six?”

“Anyway, I doubt you’re innocent. Just because you haven’t left Ashland before doesn’t mean you aren’t already corrupted.”

“Whatever, man,” he says, chuckling. “Let’s hurry up and get out of here. I can’t wait to see this sinful desert that you’ve called home for so long.”

On our way back to my house, I make sure to drive down The Strip just for him. Usually, I avoid it at all costs. His eyes light up, making him look like a kid on Christmas, and I can’t help but laugh. However, his happiness is contagious, and I find myself smiling just because.

“Dude, there’s so many people,” he exclaims.

“I know. Just wait until night time.”

“What are those guys out there handing out?” he asks, pointing out the window.

I laugh. “Oh. We call them card flickers. They’re advertising adult entertainment,” I say, trying to hold in my laughter. I can’t wait for him to see what they are.

“Huh.”

“Nathalia’s making dinner for us. We can go home and eat. You can relax, shower, nap, whatever you want to do, and then we can head out if you want.”

“Sounds good, man. I appreciate you guys letting me stay with you.”

“You’re my brother. Of course you’re staying with me.”

He gives me an appreciative smile. “So, do I get to meet your friends, too?”

“That’s a dumb question. We’re gonna be playing poker and drinking with them on Sunday. The girls are having some bridal shower stuff going on.”

“Cool. Now, only two of them are still escorts?”

“Yeah. Kade and Nico. The other two have settled down.”

“Well, man,” he says, clapping his hands and rubbing them together, “I’m stoked to be here. I can’t wait to experience all kinds of shit. I wanna do everything!”

I glance over at him with a brow raised. “Everything?”

“Yup. Everything.”

“Don’t tell the guys that. They may get you into a whole lot of shit.”

“Like what? Escorting?” He laughs as he continues to look out the window.

“People keep saying that, but I can’t see you being an escort.”

His head turns in my direction. “Why not? I have the looks,” he says with a wink.

“Please. Don’t even think about it. Mom will kill me…and you.”

“Maybe I’ll just get with a guy then. She’ll be okay with that.”

“That’s more of a lifestyle than random crazy shit you get into in Vegas.” I pause. “Don’t worry. We’ll have plenty of stuff for you to do without changing up your career and sexual choices,” I say rolling my eyes.

He laughs. “I love you, bro.”

Twenty minutes away from The Strip is the neighborhood where I live. Seven Hills, a thirteen-hundred-acre community that emulates Rome’s grandeur and architecture. When I pull up to my house, Garrett’s mouth drops.

“Dude, what the fuck? Don’t you get lost in here?”

“No,” I say with a chuckle. “Come on. It’s not that big.”

He scoffs. “Yeah, sure.”

I pop open the trunk and help him get his luggage out. When we walk through the living room door and make our way to the kitchen, he starts taking everything in. The trey ceilings, spiral staircase, wet bar, and marble floors.

“Something smells good,” I announce, coming into the kitchen.

“That’s just me,” Nathalia answers, turning from the stove with a smile.

She looks so sexy in just her jeans and white tee. Nathalia can make anything look good. Femininity pours off of her; a classic beauty.

“Maybe I should just eat you,” I whisper roughly into her ear.

She smiles, smacking my chest lightly before peeking over my shoulder. “Where’s Garrett?”

I turn around, thinking he was still behind me. “Hey, G!”

Garrett comes around the corner. “Sorry, I got caught up looking out the window. Amazing view out there. Hey, T,” he greets Nathalia with a grin.

I’ve only ever heard Emilie and Garrett call Nathalia T, Lincoln calls her Thalia, while I always call her by her full name. She seems to roll with whatever people feel like saying.

“Garrett! So good to see you again.”

She walks around, opening her arms for a hug. Garrett embraces her gently before looking at the stove.

“Thanks for cooking. If I want a good meal, I have to go to my mom’s.”

She laughs. “It’s no problem. Marc can show you to your room, and we can all sit down to eat in about twenty minutes. Lincoln is upstairs taking a shower.”

“Okay.”

“Come on, man,” I tell him, turning around and walking down the hall. “There’s a bathroom right over here that you can use. Towels and everything are already in there. Just make yourself at home. I’ll see you back out there when dinner’s done.”

“Thanks, Marc. ‘Preciate it, bro.”

I smile at him before leaving him to his own devices.

“So, what’re you making?” I ask, wrapping my arms around Nathalia as she cooks.

“Chicken Cordon Bleu with mashed potatoes, green beans, and banana crumb muffins for dessert.”

“Yum.” I playfully bite her neck, causing her to squeal.

Lincoln strolls into the kitchen wearing dark denim jeans and a black t-shirt that fits him like a glove.

“Hey, you’re back.”

“I am,” I reply, walking over to give him a kiss. “How was work?”

He rolls his eyes. “Scotch worthy.”

“That bad, huh?” I say with a laugh.

His answer is to walk over to the wet bar and pour two fingers of the amber liquid into a glass.

“How was his flight?”

“Fine. He thought he might die on takeoff, but he didn’t.”

Nathalia and Lincoln both laugh.

“Does he want to go out tonight?” Lincoln asks.

“He does,” Garrett answers, walking into the kitchen.

“Hey, man,” Lincoln greets, extending his hand to Garrett. Glad you made it.”

“Thanks. Me too. I appreciate you guys letting me crash here.”

“It’s no problem.”

“I mean, I could stay here forever, and you’d probably never notice in this place.”

Nathalia giggles while me and Linc snort.

“Well, boys, dinner is done. Can you help me take everything to the table?”

All three of us move to help her, and once we’re all seated around the dining room table with our plates full, I ask Garrett, “What do you want to do first?”

His eyes light up. “Everything.”

“Bars, clubs, shows, casinos?”

“Yep,” he says, shoving a fork full of food into his mouth.

We all laugh and continue eating. Looks like we’re gonna be busy.

“You want to come with us?” I ask Nathalia.

She finishes chewing her food and wipes her mouth with a napkin before answering. “No, no. That’s okay. You guys go ahead and have some fun.”

“You sure?”

“Positive. I’ll hang out with you guys tomorrow.”

After we finish our food and help Nathalia with the dishes, I go upstairs to change while Garrett does the same, and Lincoln just finishes his outfit with a blazer.

G and I end up dressing similar with jeans and button ups; his is a light blue while mine is white. The three of us leave, arriving at The Strip almost thirty minutes later.

Since it’s only eight o’clock, we start by parking at one of the casinos and going inside to gamble a little and have a drink.

“Damn, maybe I should play the penny slots. These black jack tables aren’t being nice to me,” Garrett says.

“Trust me, the slots won’t be any nicer,” Lincoln responds.

By the time we’re done at the casino, we’ve only won about a hundred dollars between the three of us. We exit The Luxor and make our way down The Strip, popping into a few here and there to have another drink or just so Garrett can look around.

“Oh, man. I can’t believe there’s naked women on these cards!” Garrett exclaims as he collects a few of them from the ground. He’s officially aware of the card flickers and what exactly they’re selling.

“Well, they’re not naked, naked. They do have stars on their tits,” I say with a laugh.

“Are you planning on calling one of them?” Lincoln asks as G slides some into his pocket.

“Nah. Just souvenirs. Plus, I’m sure if I called, the woman on this card,” he holds it up, “wouldn’t be the woman who would show up.”

We laugh, agreeing with him. Towards the end of the night, we end up at a strip club per Garrett’s request. The girls are aggressive, hanging around us, asking if we want dances or insisting we buy them drinks. Garrett looks a little stunned, but ends up getting a lap dance before leaving.

“Have fun, baby brother? You didn’t get too excited, did you?”

He punches me in the arm. “Shut up.”

Our night ends at two-thirty in the morning when we finally drag ourselves through the door.

“Man, I had fun tonight, guys. When do I get to see y’all’s sex mansion?”

Lincoln barks out a laugh. “We can show you whenever you want.”

“Good. And Marc, I expect to get in for free,” he says, giving me a wink.

“Yeah, yeah. Go to sleep. I’ll see you later.”

“All right. Night, guys.”

Lincoln and I make our way upstairs, strip off our clothes, and join Nathalia in the bed.
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Saturday went by fast with the four of us going downtown. We all experienced the SlotZilla zip line, had lunch at the Heart Attack Grill—a hospital-themed restaurant that Garrett got a kick out of. We all got the Quadruple Bypass burgers and Flat-liner fries.

Garrett wanted to go to the Mob Museum, which we’d never been to either, and was actually pretty interesting. Then we were off to the Golden Nugget that holds a two hundred-thousand-gallon shark tank that Thalia could’ve stayed at all day.

Before ending our night on Freemont Street, watching the free light show, we stopped by a restaurant called Nacho Daddy, where you can order a scorpion in whatever shot you’d like. Not a single one of us were brave enough to try it, even though we did enjoy giving everybody else shit for not trying it.

Thalia’s now rushing around the house with Emilie as they do last minute preparations for Adrienne’s surprise bridal shower.

“You ready to get outta here?” Marc asks, walking down the stairs.

“You bet. The girls are freaking out about games and decorations.”

Marc laughs. “Have you seen Garrett around here?”

“No, I haven’t. I’ve been hiding in the kitchen so they don’t put me to work.”

“Good plan.”

Marc comes over and presses his body against mine, his hands cupping my ass through my jeans. “Well, now I have some time to molest you.”

I allow my hands to drop to his waist, pulling him even closer. His soft lips graze over my mouth before his tongue clashes with mine. I moan into his mouth and then he sucks on my tongue, releasing a deep growl from my throat.

His hand moves to the growing bulge in my pants, and he runs his palm over it a few times, getting it even harder.

Pulling away from his mouth, I say, “You better cut it out. I’ll get you back for this later.”

He smirks. “I just wanted to touch you.”

“Touching leads to other things, and we don’t have time right now.”

Marc gives me a chaste kiss on my lips before backing away. “Okay. I’ll leave you alone.”

“Hey, guys!” Thalia calls from the living room.

When we enter the bridal shower zone, we find Garrett being abused by the girls. I say abused, because there’s no way this is enjoyable for him.

“What the hell?” Marc asks.

“What are you guys doing to him? Is this a Halloween theme?”

Garrett turns around and we get the full view. Marc and I both start cracking up, and Marc takes out his phone to take a photo.

“Oh my god. I’m keeping this forever.”

Emilie puts her hand on her hip. “This is not a Halloween theme. This is a wedding dress.”

Me and Marc exchange looks.

“He looks like a mummy to me,” I say.

They have Garrett wrapped in toilet paper, with more toilet paper on his head.

“We’re practicing for the game. We all have to come up with the best wedding dress.”

“I think that’s cheating,” Marc says.

Thalia laughs. “Practice. We’re calling it practice, plus Garrett looks nice.”

“Why are you letting them do this to you?” Marc asks through more laughter.

Garrett tries walking closer to us, but the toilet paper wrapped around his legs is quite restricting.

“You try telling those two no,” he says quietly. He turns around and speaks louder for the girls to hear. “I’m always happy to help two beautiful ladies.” Once again facing us and talking out of the side of his mouth, he says, “Get me out of here.”

I bark out a loud laugh. “Sorry to take your doll away, ladies, but we have a poker game to get to.”

“Aww,” Emilie whines.

Thalia giggles while she saunters towards me. “Fine, you can take him.” She wraps her arms around my waist. “You guys have fun.”

“Yeah, you can let Troy win, you know,” Emilie pipes in.

“Like any of you need the money. You all can let me win,” Garrett says as he rips the toilet paper from his body.

Marc comes forward, resting his hand on Thalia’s hip and presses a kiss to her cheek.

“Love you. We’ll be back later.”

She gives me a kiss before turning to kiss Marc. “Okay.”

“Come on, G,” Marc says. “Time to get out of the dress and hang with the guys.”

“You’re a real comedian, Marc,” Garrett says dryly.

After saying good-bye, the three of us climb into my black Mercedes and make the drive to Jace’s house. He and Adrienne have lived together since they became engaged. Marc told me about the night he proposed to her. It was initially supposed to be the night he asked her to move in with him, but he knew he wanted more. So, after becoming engaged, they moved in together, and she began planning their wedding. Considering planning events and parties is what she does for a living, she wasn’t about to have anybody else do it for her.

“Damn, this is a nice house,” Garrett says as we pull into Jace’s driveway. “So, who all is gonna be here?”

“Just the guys. Jace, Troy, Nico, and Kade,” Marc answers.

As we’re getting out of the car, Adrienne walks out of the house wearing a royal blue dress, and her thick, curly hair falls down her back. She’s absolutely stunning, but her personality makes her that much more beautiful. She’s got the heart of a saint.

“Hey guys!” she squeals, walking towards us with a huge smile on her face.

“Hey. You look great,” Marc says, giving her a hug.

“Thanks. Em wants to take pictures or something today, so I figured I’d try to look decent.”

“You’ve definitely surpassed decent,” I reply, leaning in and kissing her cheek.

“Adrienne, this is my brother, Garrett. Garrett, this is Adrienne, Jace’s soon-to-be wife,” Marc states.

Instead of extending her hand, Adrienne goes for the hug.

“So nice to meet you.”

“You too,” Garrett replies. “Congrats on getting married soon.”

“Thank you. I gotta go, but hopefully all of us will get to hang out soon.”

“We’ll make sure of it,” Marc replies.

“Bye, guys. Have fun!” she says, walking towards her car.

As we approach the front door, it swings open and Jace welcomes us inside.

“Hey, fellas.”

“Jace, this is Garrett,” Marc introduces.

“The baby bro,” Jace says with an easy grin. “You guys look a lot alike. It’s good to finally meet you. Come on in. The rest of the guys are already inside.”

“Nice to meet you, too,” Garrett responds.

“Hey, Linc,” Jace says, slapping me on the back of the shoulder.

“You ready to give me your money?” I ask.

He laughs. “Yeah, right. We’ll see.”

Jace leads us through the house, finally getting to his man cave, complete with a poker table, pool table, wet bar, and a big screen TV mounted on the wall.

“Hey, this is Garrett, Marc’s brother,” he announces. “Garrett, that’s Troy, Kade, and Nico,” he says, pointing at each of them.

“Oh, damn. Marc he’s better looking than you,” Nico says.

“He wishes,” Marc replies, hitting Garrett on the back.

“What’s up, guys?” Garrett says, walking over and shaking each of their hands.

“How you enjoying Vegas?” Troy asks from his seat at the poker table.

“So far, I’m loving it,” Garrett responds with a big grin.

“Uh-oh,” Troy says, looking at Marc. “I think he’s gonna wanna stay here.”

“Has Marc taken you anywhere?” Nico asks.

“What do I look like?” Marc quips. “Of course I’ve taken him places.”

“I mean, good places,” Nico adds, wiggling his brows.

The guys laugh, and Garrett responds with, “You mean strip clubs?”

“Not just any strip clubs. The good ones. Hey, look, don’t worry about it, man. I got your back. You hang out with me, and you’ll be having the time of your life.”

“If you hang out with him, you’ll probably get kicked out of every place you go to,” Marc says.

Kade nods his head. “True story.”

“Garrett, you drink liquor, right? Not just beer? Because Nico still can’t handle the man’s drink yet. So, don’t let him rub off on you too much,” Troy says.

“Shut up, man,” Nico exclaims. “That drink Marc made was disgusting.”

Marc laughs. “No, it wasn’t. Stop being a baby. That was so long ago anyway. Speaking of drinks, anybody want one? I’ll make them.” He throws a wink at Nico who scoffs.

As Marc walks to the wet bar, I take a seat between Troy and Nico, while Garrett sits on the other side of Troy and next to Jace.

“How’s it goin’, man?” Troy asks me.

“The usual. Work, work, and more work.”

“I feel ya, and we only have two clubs. How’s The Cell doing?”

“Really good. The membership is double what we expected, but I suppose that’s a good thing.”

“Definitely.”

“Hey, you guys wanna see Garrett in a dress?” Marc says as he places a glass of scotch in front of me.

“What?” everybody asks at the same time.

“The girls got ahold of him before we left.”

Troy shakes his head. “Don’t let ‘em get you, man.”

“They’re hard to say no to,” Garrett responds. “Plus, it was only a makeshift toilet paper dress. Marc delete that damn photo.”

“No, I think I’ll hold onto it.”

Marc takes a seat across from me, between Jace and Kade. It’s always fun to be around the guys, because they’re constantly giving each other a hard time about something. Their relationships are like that of brothers. Bickering, but loving each other.

“Yeah, Emilie is a handful,” Troy adds with a smile on his face.

“She’s feisty,” Garrett says. “And Nathalia uses her sweetness to manipulate you. She’s too nice, you can’t say no to anything she asks.”

I snort at the same time Marc lets out a laugh.

“All right, boys. Put your money on the table. Forty dollars gets you in the game. Twenty dollars gets you in the side pot for best hand,” Jace announces.

“Just give me your money now, guys. I’m winning that best hand with quad aces,” Nico says, tossing his money on the table.

“Whatever, man. You barely get anything higher than two pair,” Troy retorts.

“You’re just mad I bluffed you out of that one hand.”

“Don’t even bring it up,” Troy says, lifting his hand.

Jace collects the money and starts handing out chips. After about an hour and a half of playing, only Kade has gotten out. Nico is barely hanging on with a handful of chips, but we decide to take a break to get something to eat.

Nico and Kade go into the kitchen to bring out some food, and the rest of us stand up to stretch our legs.

“So, you ready to be married?” I ask Jace.

His smile is instantaneous. “I’ve been ready, but I completely understand the term bridezilla now. Holy hell. I love Adrienne, god knows I do, but she is stressing out over every little thing. I’m just glad she has Emilie to talk to, because then they stress and figure things out together. I don’t understand things like the perfect centerpieces, and what flower is the right kind of wedding flower, or who should and should not sit together at the reception.”

“Yeah, but then I have Em in my ear about all this stuff when I have no clue either,” Troy says as he joins us. “She gets off the phone and she’s stressed out like it’s her wedding.”

“Sorry, man,” Jace says with a smirk and a lift of his shoulder.

“Have you and Emilie talked about marriage yet?” I ask Troy.

“Not really. She’s skirted around it a bit, but we haven’t made plans. She’s only told me that by knowing what Adrienne is going through with her wedding, she knows she wants a small, simple wedding. Which would be fine by me, because I went through all that planning shit before, and it didn’t turn out well. I’m good with simple.”

“So you do want to marry Emilie?” Jace questions with a grin.

“I love her,” he replies simply.

Jace gives him a playful smack on the arm, all while grinning. “You guys are perfect together.”

Troy suddenly looks at me, an apologetic expression blankets his face. “Sorry, man. I know you three can’t get married, and we’re over here shoving all this wedding talk in your face.”

I give him a smile. “Don’t worry about it. It’s not like it’s something I haven’t thought about. I love Marc and Thalia deeply, and living together has been great. I’ve thought about what a next step for us could be. I’ve wondered about how having a family would work. It’s complicated and definitely something we need to discuss further, but I’m sure we could have some sort of ceremony to solidify our union, legal or not. It’s what matters in our hearts.”

“Well, you know we’ll help with whatever we can. Just let us know,” Jace says.

“I appreciate it. I still need to talk to Thalia and Marc about this. See where they’re at.”

“Marc’s there. I know he is,” Troy responds with a smile.

“Marc’s where?” Marc asks, sneaking up behind me.

I startle for a moment, but turn around with an easy smile and wrap an arm around his waist. “Just here, with me,” I reply, giving him a quick kiss.

He looks confused, and his eyebrows pinch together as he takes in the expressions on his friends’ faces. They can’t stop grinning.

“Okay,” he drags out, letting it go. “Ready to eat? We placed the food on the bar over there.”

“You guys are gonna love these pork sliders,” Jace says, walking towards the food. “I mean, I made them so of course they’re delicious.”

Troy rolls his eyes, but follows his friend, leaving Marc and I alone.

“You okay?” he asks.

“Of course. I’m with you,” I answer, peering into his beautiful blue eyes. God, I love this man.

He smiles a slow, sexy smile. “You’re being sweet.”

“Aren’t I always?” I ask with a grin.

He laughs. “No, but I love you in any mood you’re in,” he says before leaning in and pressing his soft lips against mine.

“Mm,” I groan. “I love you, too.”

“Get a room,” Garrett mumbles as he walks by.

When we turn to look at him, he gives us a wink.

“Let’s eat, so I can get back to winning,” I reply, smacking Marc on the ass before heading towards the food.

“So, what’s up with this bachelor weekend trip thing?” Marc asks between bites.

Kade and Nico look around, confused. “What? A weekend trip?” Nico questions, brows furrowed like he’s upset he’s been left out of some sort of secret. “I haven’t heard about any trip. I thought we were doing a regular ass night on The Strip.”

Jace sighs. “That was the plan. Troy’s the one hounding me about this trip.”

All eyes go to Troy who’s taking a sip of his drink. He briefly makes eye contact with everyone before speaking. “Oh, what? Like I’m the only one who wants to get out of Vegas for a while? Come on, fellas. We’ve done The Strip a million times. How often are we gonna get to do this? Lord knows when these two youngins are gonna settle down,” he says, gesturing to Nico and Kade.

“What about you and Em?” Jace asks. “Y’all will be next, and I’m sure it’s not too far off.”

Troy gives a one shoulder shrug and a strange look crosses his face momentarily. Marc and I share a look, but we don’t say anything.

“I don’t know, man. Em’s been acting a little weird lately. Maybe all this wedding stuff is making her realize she doesn’t want one. I don’t know.”

Jace tilts his head with his brows pinched together. “I doubt that’s the case. What do you mean she’s being weird? Y’all okay?”

“Ah, we’re fine,” he says, waving it off. “I just want a trip with my boys. What’s wrong with that? You know it’ll be a good time.”

Nico puts his drink down and claps his hands together once. “Yo, I’m down. Y’all need to let me know when this is gonna happen, though, so I can figure my schedule out. Where y’all thinkin’ of goin’?”

“Cali,” Troy says with a small grin. “Not too far from here, but a new scene.”

“I’m sure Thalia could get us into a couple of the suites in one of her father’s hotels,” I state. “Not for free, but for a good price.”

“Yes!” Nico shouts, shoulder bumping Kade. “We can see some beautiful California ladies and check out a few new spots. I say we do it.”

Kade and Nico start making plans while Troy looks to Jace. “Whattya say, man?”

Jace looks at Troy’s pleading and almost desperate face, then looks to both me and Marc. We shrug, not caring either way, and Jace turns to Troy again. “Fine. A weekend in Cali it is, but you get to take the blame when the girls ask why we aren’t doing our joint bachelor/bachelorette night at The Cell.”

Troy smiles, then bites down on his lip. “Shit. You think they’re gonna be mad? I mean, they still get to do whatever they want.”

Jace shrugs. “I don’t know. You can tell them, though.”

“All right, let’s get the game started again,” Marc says, walking to the table and cutting off all conversation of bachelor and bachelorette nights and weekends. “Y’all have some money to give to me.”

An hour later, Nico has gotten out of the game.

“Man, fuck this game. It’s stupid anyway,” Nico complains.

“Don’t be mad, baby boy,” Troy says with a laugh, raking in Nico’s chips.

“Yeah, whatever. With all my chips, you better win this damn game.”

“We better get going soon, anyway,” Kade pipes in. “We have that appointment tonight.”

Nico looks at his watch. “Yeah, we’ll leave in about half an hour.”

“You both have the same client?” I ask, folding my hand.

Kade shakes his head. “Nah. They’re friends.”

“Little four-play action happening tonight?” Marc asks, wiggling his brows.

Kade suddenly looks nervous, shooting a glance at Nico. “Do you think that’s what they want?”

We all laugh. “I’m sure it’ll be fun,” I state.

“You guys haven’t had sex with a client while another escort is there?” Troy asks.

“It’s not too bad, guys. You’re not fucking each other,” Jace adds.

“Have any of you all had a client together?” I ask, eyeing the guys around the table.

“I had another escort join me on a date with a client,” Troy answers. “None of these guys, though. She chose me and this guy Brandon from the website.”

“You guys had sex with her?” Kade asks him.

“Yeah,” he says with a shrug. “Like Jace said, it’s not like we were together. We just took care of her needs together.”

I look over at Marc and lift a brow. “What about you?”

Marc clears his throat and shifts in his seat. An obvious sign of nerves or discomfort, and I can’t help but wonder what the hell he’s about to say. He gives Jace a quick glance. Anybody else might’ve missed it, but I was watching closely.

“Uh, yeah,” Marc answers, looking at his cards.

“With who?” I ask, even though I already know the answer.

Jace stiffens in his seat, and I know he’s worried I’m going to get angry.

“A client of mine wanted to have a threesome, so she asked if I would bring someone along on our next appointment. So, I asked Jace.”

I feel every set of eyes turn and look at me, waiting for a reaction.

My smile is genuine. “That was a good choice.”

I’m pretty sure I hear Jace release a sigh of relief, and everybody else lets out a chuckle.

“You trying to say I wouldn’t have been a good choice?” Nico jokes.

Marc rolls his eyes, but meets my gaze from across the table. He’s trying to make sure I’m truly okay with it.

“Anyway, like I said, it’s not like you have to sleep with each other. You’re both professionals. This is what you do. Marc and I have been close friends for a long time, and that had no effect on our relationship. It’s just work,” Jace says, looking at Kade and Nico.

“Plus, you don’t even know if that’s what’s gonna happen tonight,” Nico tells Kade. “Neither one of us might not get lucky. Don’t worry about it.”

After Kade and Nico leave, the game continues for another couple of hours, leaving Troy the winner of the best hand, and Marc the winner of the game.

“Well, thanks for having us over,” I tell Jace, shaking his hand.

“Thanks for letting the girls take over your place for Adrienne’s shower. I appreciate it.”

“It’s no problem.”

“And hey,” he says quieter, pulling me away from Troy, Garrett, and Marc, who are putting all the chips away. “I hope you’re okay with what you found out tonight. It really wasn’t a big deal, and obviously, you know I don’t swing that way, but I know it may be weird for you to know I’ve seen Marc…you know.”

I laugh and squeeze his shoulder. “I promise I’m okay with it. I think Marc’s nervous about it, too. You guys are like brothers, and like you said, it was your job. I don’t think you sit around and fantasize about him or anything.”

“Definitely not.”

I chuckle. “No worries, then.”

“You ready to go?” Marc asks, sauntering towards us.

“Yep. Thanks again, Jace. See you later, Troy.”

“Yeah, man. Take it easy.”

Garrett, me, and Marc make our way out to the car and head home. Marc’s fairly quiet while Garrett talks about how much he likes the guys, and how he needs to play poker more often. He rambles on for a while, and I chime in when needed, but Marc’s silence is what I’m most focused on. Is he still worried that I might be mad? I’ll have to clear this up when we get some time alone.
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“Surprise!”

Adrienne’s jaw drops as she takes in the room before her. “Oh my god!”

“It’s your surprise bridal shower!” Emilie announces as she moves in for a hug.

“How long have you guys been planning this?” Adrienne asks, her entire face lit up with excitement as she comes to give me a hug.

“For a little while,” I say with a smile.

She walks around the room greeting the other women who’ve gathered here. Some are from her job; fellow event planners and some assistants. Emilie invited some women from the coffee house she owns, all women that Adrienne has become close to over the years. Then of course a couple ladies who Adrienne and Emilie have known since school. In the past year, thanks to my friendship with Em and A, I’ve been able to meet most of their friends who are here today.

“I can’t believe you were able to keep a secret, Em,” Adrienne says with a laugh.

“Hey! I’m a great secret keeper,” Emilie defends.

“Yeah, yeah. Thank you, guys, so much. I’m so excited!”

“Well, let’s get this party started!” Emilie shouts, fist in the air.

Adrienne hooks her arm in mine as we follow Emilie into the living room where a table is set up with supplies for a few games.

I pick up a bag of purple clothespins—purple because it’s one of Adrienne’s wedding colors, and hand one to each lady.

“Okay, ladies. From here on out, we cannot use the word wedding. If you do and someone catches you, they get your clothespin. The person with the most by the end of the party will win a prize.”

“Wedding, wedding, wedding,” Emilie chants before she gets her pin. “I have to get it out.”

I laugh as I move on, handing out the rest of the clothespins.

“For our first game, you each get a piece of paper and a pencil, and after placing the paper in front of your feet, bend over and try to trace whatever hand you write with, with your other hand. The catch is, you cannot bend your knees.”

The ladies line up with their papers in front of them, and then begin trying to trace their hands.

“Aww, fuck. This is harder than I thought it would be,” Emilie says.

“Jesus. I can’t…do it,” Cindy, Adrienne’s assistant, complains through grunts.

The women keep complaining, and with each complaint, I crack up some more. After a few minutes, everyone mostly gets it done, and examines their terrible hand tracings.

“Okay, so now we get to hear what Adrienne’s going to be saying on her wedding night,” I chirp with excitement.

“Oh god,” Adrienne groans.

“Yep. That’s one of them,” I say with a laugh.

“You said the word!” Emilie yells, reaching for my clothespin.

“Dammit!” I mutter, while Em giggles like a schoolgirl.

I read off the women’s complaints that I was writing down while they struggled with the task of tracing their hands.

“Adrienne will be saying, “Aww, fuck. This is harder than I thought it would be.”

We all howl with laughter.

“It better be fucking hard!” Emilie shouts.

“Oh, god! My legs are killing me. I’m not flexible enough for this.”

“You better shape up, Adrienne!” her assistant Cindy calls out.

“Jesus. I can’t…do it.”

“Stay strong, A!” another woman shouts.

I read another. “This feels funny in my hand. I can’t grip it right.”

“Practice your G.I. Joe Kung-Fu grip!” Em says.

“Oh shush!” Adrienne says as she playfully hits her.

“My back!” is another one I read aloud.

“He’s blowing that back out, Adrienne. It’s a good thing!”

Each one I read makes us laugh until we have tears in our eyes. We move onto the next game which begins with Emilie writing one sentence about where or how Adrienne met Jace. She hands it to the next person who writes their own sentence, then they fold the paper over until only their sentence is visible, and it moves on to the next. Adrienne ends up reading the entire thing when it’s finished, which ends up being an exaggerated tale of their relationship.

 

“Adrienne met Jace at a club while he was on a ‘date’ with another woman. She couldn’t stop drooling.

 

She drooled so much that Jace almost didn’t want to talk to her again.

 

Jace did talk to her again when he stole her phone and held it for ransom.

 

Adrienne went to retrieve the phone, and also the dick.

 

The dick made her keep coming back for more.

 

Um. I don’t know where to go from here. Jace must have been a good lay. They’re getting married.

 

This story is getting messed up. I can feel it. Jace wooed Adrienne by sending her on a scavenger hunt, leading her to things she wanted that she had mentioned to him before. Aww!

 

And they lived happily ever after. The end.”

 

Adrienne laughs. “Well, that’s mostly right. Thanks, ladies. I’ll be sure to show this letter to Jace later. I’m sure he’ll get a kick out of it.”

We all take a break to eat and have some champagne while talking about the wedding. Three women get their clothespins taken from them in the process.

“This wed…marriage celebration,” Emilie amends, “is going to be so beautiful.”

“Adrienne, you really have done a phenomenal job with everything, but I can only imagine how stressed you are. How are you holding up?” I ask.

She takes a deep breath. “I’m hanging in there. I think Em is right with this whole simple wedding idea. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’ve wanted an extravagant wedding my whole life, and I’m glad I’m able to use the talent I have with event planning to get it just right. Plus, I’ve made some contacts being in this business, so I’m getting good deals on a lot of things, but yes, it’s stressful. I’m just thinking about all of the things that could go wrong.”

“Nothing is going to go wrong, sweetie,” Emilie says. “Everything will be perfect.”

Adrienne gives her an appreciative smile before taking a sip of her champagne. “Soon it will all be out of my hands, and all I’ll be doing is waiting for the day. I can’t wait for the honeymoon. Jace is really keeping this a secret. It’s driving me crazy, but I love him for putting it all together.”

“Has he given you any hints?” I ask.

“Nope. I even tried asking what kind of clothes I need, hoping to get an idea based on that, but he said don’t worry about it. He said he’ll pack my bags, but when I said I need to make sure I have specific things, he said I can just buy some when we get there. Ugh. He’s not budging on this,” she says with a laugh.

“It’s kind of cute, though,” I tell her.

“Jace is a romantic. He won’t tell his friends that, but he is,” she replies, another smile lighting up her face.

“Well, I can’t wait for the bachelorette party,” Em announces.

“Seriously, Thalia, that place is made for parties. I can’t thank you guys enough for letting us use it,” Adrienne replies.

“Of course. Marc has done all the work in securing all the VIP areas. It’s gonna be a blast.”

“Yeah, and it may just be us if the guys are planning a weekend away,” Em says, rolling her eyes.

“You ask Troy about it yet?” I question.

She shakes her head. “Nah. If this is his idea, he can come to me and tell me he’s changed things around.”

Me and Adrienne just nod along, but something in Em’s tone makes it seem like she’s upset with him, but we don’t want to touch on that right now.

“So, T, you talk to those guys of yours yet?” Em asks.

“About what?”

“You know. The ceremony, the babies, all of that,” she says, waving her hand in the air.

“Oh,” I say with a laugh. “No, I haven’t brought it up yet.”

Truth is, I’m terrified. The guys have never talked about kids, and I’m afraid they might say they aren’t interested, especially considering our unique situation. As far as a ceremony goes, I don’t think they’d be against that, but I don’t think it’s my place to bring it up. I’d feel like I was asking them to propose. Can you propose in this kind of situation?

I shake my head, frustrated with my own thoughts. “I don’t know. We’ll see what happens,” I say.

I think Adrienne sees my frustration, so she diverts the conversation. “More games?”

“Yes,” I reply with a smile. “We have some more things planned.”

I gather all the guests into the living room, and we group up and play the toilet paper, wedding gown game. Even though Em and I practiced earlier, we didn’t win. Emilie won the scavenger hunt game, but gave up her prize to the second-place winner since she helped me pick out all the gifts. As the games come to an end, we treat ourselves to some cake, having already set up different flavors so we could all do a little taste testing.

The guests begin to disperse, leaving only the three of us. Both Adrienne and Emilie insist on helping clean up, so we turn up the stereo and have fun dancing around while putting everything away.

“Well, I guess I’m gonna head home,” Em announces as she pushes herself up from the couch.

“Me too,” Adrienne adds, “I had a blast.”

“Who knew cleaning up could be so fun?” I say with a smile.

“I think the dancing is what has me so exhausted. I can’t wait to go home and take a nap,” Emilie says.

I walk them to the door. “Thanks for helping me clean.”

“Thanks for the party,” Adrienne responds.

We hug goodbye and I shut the door, going back to collapse on the couch. I must’ve fallen asleep, because a little while later, the boisterous voices of the guys wake me up.
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MARC

 

“Hey baby,” I say to Nathalia when we walk in.

She stretches her arms and legs, clearly just waking up, then gets up from the couch to greet us. “Hey.”

I wrap my arm around her and give her a kiss. “How was the party?”

“It was a lot of fun, but I’m exhausted now.”

“Me too,” Garrett says. “Did you at least win the dress game?”

She moves from my arms to give Lincoln a hug and kiss. “Uhh…no.”

“Oh, come on, T. After giving my brother blackmail material for probably my whole life, you couldn’t at least win?” Garrett says with a shake of his head.

Nathalia giggles. “Sorry, Garrett.”

Garrett gives her a smirk. “I guess I forgive you.” He looks at me. “I’m gonna go lay down for a little bit. Any plans for tonight?”

“I’m not sure. We’ll probably eat in a couple hours, then we can figure something out.”

“That’s cool.”

“I’m gonna go take a shower,” I say before leaving the room.

Truth is, I just need to be by myself for a little while. The whole conversation about what happened between me and Jace a while back has me on edge. I’m not even sure why. Maybe I just feel bad for not telling Lincoln sooner. Nathalia knows, because it was one of the many conversations we had when she was my client. She was so easy going about my job and everything, so when she inquired about the work I did and what all I had experienced, I told her about my threesomes. She didn’t meet Jace until a while later, but I guess neither of us felt it necessary to bring up again.

Plus, Lincoln was being a little strange at Jace’s house. It was obvious him, Troy, and Jace were talking about something they didn’t want me to know about, because when I walked up, Lincoln tensed up a bit, while the guys had strange looks on their faces. Linc was quick to transition into a relaxed position, but I can’t help but wonder what they were discussing.

I spend fifteen minutes in the shower thinking about what I’m going to tell Lincoln. I know he didn’t seem upset when he found out, but I want to make it clear that I’m not keeping anything else from him. He needs to know how serious I am about the three of us working.

Our relationship is as serious as it can be, honestly. We have a home together, we own and run a business together, and the only other step in any relationship to prove how committed we are, is something we legally can’t do. Marriage.

“Marc?” Lincoln’s voice comes through the bathroom door.

I wrap a towel around my waist and open the door. “Hey.”

“Can we talk for a minute?”

“Of course. What’s up?”

“You were pretty quiet on the way home, and I just wanted to come see if you were okay.”

I lean against the sink and rub the scruff along my jaw. “I’m fine. How are you? That whole thing with Jace was a little awkward, huh?”

He grins widely. “I knew that’s what was wrong with you. I’m fine with it, Marc. If I were mad, you’d know.”

Linc walks towards me, resting his hands on my hips. His fingers dance along my dampened skin, teasingly dipping into the towel.

“I just don’t want you to think I make a habit of keeping things from you. It was a work thing, and I never thought twice about it after it was over.”

“I believe you. I promise, I’m not mad.”

I let out a sigh. “I love you. You know that?”

He gives me a heart-stopping smile. “I know.”

“I need to talk to you about something, and your hands are making it hard to concentrate.”

Linc leans forward and kisses a path along my jaw, down to my neck. “Am I making it really hard?” he whispers huskily.

I clear my throat. “Yes.”

“Maybe I should check just to be sure,” he says, his hands beginning to undo the towel.

I grab his wrists. “Later. And I promise to make it worth the wait, but I really,” I kiss his neck, “really,” I kiss his cheek, “need,” I kiss his lips, “to talk to you.”

He groans. “Okay, but maybe you can make it easy on me, and put some clothes on.”

With a grin, I kiss him one more time before leaving the bathroom and entering our bedroom to find some clothes.

“Where’s Nathalia?” I ask.

“Starting dinner.”

After throwing on some lounge pants and a gray t-shirt, I sit on the bed with Lincoln sitting next to me.

“Okay, I wanted to include Nathalia in this, but I think once I talk to you, maybe the two of us can come up with a really good way to involve her.”

His brows furrow. “You’re confusing me. What’s going on?”

“Have you thought about our future together? The three of us?”

Lincolns face contorts into one of worry, or maybe even confusion. “I know that we’re going to be together. Why? What’re you thinking?”

I smile to put him at ease. “I know we’re going to be together, because I couldn’t imagine not being with either one of you. What I’m curious about is our next step.”

“What would our next step be?”

I lean back against the pillows and look towards the ceiling. “That’s the big question.”

A minute of silence goes by before he speaks again.

“Do you want to get married, Marc?”

His question catches me off guard. While I know that’s the direction I was going, I wasn’t expecting him to ask that. I sit up and stare into his eyes.

“I do. I want to marry you, and I want to marry Nathalia, but…”

“But we can’t.”

I let out a sigh. “Right.”

“I’m not saying I don’t want that, Marc. I do. I’ve been thinking about it as well. It’s kind of hard to ignore when all these wedding activities are going on.”

A smirk crosses my face. “You want to marry us?”

“Of course I do. That’s what me and the guys were talking about earlier. I was telling them I needed to talk to you guys to see where you were.”

“Well, since we can’t really get married, what do we do?”

“We can have some sort of ceremony. Our friends and family can still come together to watch us pledge our love to each other. We can do all the same wedding activities. We don’t need a paper to validate what we have.”

“I agree,” I say with a smile. “I think the two of us should come up with a way to ask Nathalia. We can make it romantic like a proposal would be, and then we can start planning everything.”

“I have an idea.”

“You do?”

“I told you I’ve been thinking about this,” he answers with a wink.

I move towards him and cradle his face in my hands. “How’d I get so lucky?”

“You’re not the only one.”

Our lips meet, and our tongues swirl around each other’s, pulling moans from both of us.

“Guys?” Nathalia’s voice calls from downstairs.

“I guess we’ll talk about this plan of yours later,” I say, pulling back from his mouth.

“And I guess we’ll all get lucky later tonight,” he replies, waggling his eyebrows.

I laugh. “Oh yeah. Definitely.”

“Let’s go eat.”

At the dinner table, Garrett’s phone rings, and he excuses himself to take the call in the other room.

“Did he find a girl here already?” Nathalia jokes.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if he slipped his number to somebody,” I say with a laugh.

“Sorry about that,” Garrett says as he walks back to the table. “That was Nico.”

“Nico?” I question.

“Yeah, I gave him my number at Jace’s house. He said he wanted to take me out somewhere.”

“Oh god.”

Garrett chuckles. “He seems like a fun guy.”

“He is. So, you two are going out tonight?”

“Yeah, and Kade.”

“Okay, well, we’ll probably stay in tonight, but you can call me if you need anything.”

Garrett nods before digging into his food.

We continue eating while discussing everything from the bridal shower that took place here today, to my victory at poker. Garrett swears he’ll win if we play again, and Nathalia gushes about how much fun she had with the girls today.

When dinner is finished, Garrett disappears to his room to get ready for his night out with Kade and Nico. I can only imagine the crazy shit Nico is going to get him into tonight. However, that gives the three of us an empty house to have fun in all night long.

I smile to myself and look up to see Linc watching me. He winks like he knows what I was thinking about. When Nico shows up to get Garrett, the three of us disappear upstairs right away.
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As soon as we get into the bedroom, I make a stop in the bathroom to freshen up a bit. I know what the guys have in mind, and after cleaning up after the party, and making dinner, I feel like I look like a mess.

I strip off my clothes and wrap myself in my light pink, silk robe, put on some scented lotion, and spritz myself with perfume. When I exit the bathroom, the bedroom is lit only by a single lamp, giving off a soft, warm glow. My two men are already on the bed wearing only their underwear.

Marc gets up from the bed and saunters towards me with his hands behind his back. When he’s right in front of me, he shows me a blindfold.

“You ready?” he asks.

I nod my head and lick my lips. I love when we play with toys, and the blindfold always means the toys are coming out.

He slips the blindfold over my eyes and walks me to our king-size bed. I feel the sash of my robe being untied, and then a cool breeze over my skin as it opens completely. I don’t know who it is who’s undressing me, and I don’t care.

“Come on, baby,” Lincoln tells me as he guides me into lying across the bed.

I feel his mouth on mine, his tongue licking the seam of my lips until I open up for him. His tongue caresses mine, but before I can pull him closer to me, he pulls away.

The bed dips on the other side of me, and I know Marc has made his way to the bed.

I’m transported to my own kind of heaven when I feel two sets of hands caressing my body while two sets of lips kiss paths across my warmed flesh. I’ll never know how I became so lucky, but for now, I’ll enjoy every second of it.

Marc’s husky voice whispers into my ear, “You ready to play?”

I moan, my body writhing uncontrollably. “Mm. Yes, please.”

“Let’s roll you over,” he says, gently pushing me onto my stomach.

Their hands squeeze my ass and thighs while also tenderly rubbing my back. I feel the cool touch of one of Marc’s toys as he runs it from the top of my back to the bottom of my ass.

I bite down on my lip, anticipating the wonderful sting I know is to come. He makes me wait, causing my eagerness to grow with each passing second. Finally, after an achingly long time, his paddle hits my ass with a loud smack. I writhe and moan in pleasure.

My two men continue to please me in all the ways they know I like. They tease, kiss, lick, and spank almost every part of me until I feel like I could come undone with one final touch. Lincoln undoes the blindfold and I’m greeted with the beautiful sight of their muscled, naked bodies.

Our familiar way of making this triad work comes easy. As they kiss, I pleasure them both—one with my hand, and one with my mouth. While Marc licks the sensitive spot between my legs, Lincoln focuses on my breasts. And while Lincoln takes Marc deep into his throat, I straddle Marc’s face and watch every erotic moment while being pleasured by Marc’s tongue. Last but not least, when Marc slides into Lincoln from behind, Lincoln pushes into me as I lie underneath.

I’ll never tire of the way we make love, and I feel sorry for anybody who lacks even half the amount of love and passion we have for each other.

Once we’ve all cleaned up and are relaxing in bed, I think back to the conversation I had with Em and Adrienne. Marriage and babies. While I’m not sure I’m ready for the babies just yet, I’d love to be able to have a ceremony and invite our closest friends and family, so we can express our love to each other. I know we don’t need anything legal to make what we have any more real than it is, but I want them to know I’m not ashamed to pledge my life and love to them both. I want the pretty dress and nice flowers. I want what almost every girl wants. I want the fairytale wedding with the men I love.

The guys are quiet, and I think they’re asleep, but when I look on either side of me I see them both staring up into the ceiling, deep in thought.

“You guys okay?” I ask.

Marc looks to me first and smiles. “More than okay. Just thinking about some stuff.” He wraps his arm around my waist, and Lincoln sneaks in close on the other side and kisses my neck.

“I love you both so much,” I announce, snuggling up between my two guys.

“We love you,” they both say.

“Forever and always,” Marc adds.

“Mm,” I moan with a smile as my heavy eyelids finally close. “Forever sounds good.”

I hear them exchange a quick kiss before they both place kisses on my forehead and cheek.

Yeah, I could do this forever.
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MARC

 

It doesn’t take Linc and I long to find the perfect ring for Nathalia. After going to several different jewelry stores the following day, we come across a platinum, three-band wedding band, and an engagement ring with three, radiant cut diamonds.

We’ve decided to let her and I come shop for Linc’s ring, and he and her will shop for mine. That way we can all be involved in choosing the rings out. And while I’ll do the actual proposing to her, Linc will present her with the ring.

With the boys’ weekend coming up soon, and the girls constantly out doing wedding preparations, time isn’t on our side, but we don’t want to wait too long. Linc and I are both eager to propose to Nathalia, but we’ll make sure to keep it to ourselves as to not take attention away from Jace and Adrienne’s big day. Once they come back from their honeymoon, we’ll announce it to everyone, and hopefully by then, we’ll have a better idea of how we want our own ceremony to work.

“Hey, you have fun with Nico and Kade?” I ask Garrett when he stumbles into the kitchen in the middle of the afternoon.

He rubs his temples and squints in my direction. “Water. I need water and drugs. Lots of drugs.”

I laugh and go to the medicine cabinet to grab a bottle of Excedrin Migraine. After tossing it to him, and him failing to catch it, I decide to walk over and hand him the bottle of water. “Long night?”

“Mmm,” he groans, swallowing three pills at once. “Really long.” He finds his way to a stool and drops his head in his hands, trying to massage his headache away.

“Those boys are experienced professionals. I’m sure they got you to drink way more than you should’ve,” I laugh.

“Well, I had a lot of fun. Didn’t realize I had too much until I laid in bed and everything was spinning.”

“Yeah, that’s how that goes.”

Nathalia strolls in and takes one look at Garrett and frowns, then goes to the fridge. She makes some eggs and toast, and then places the plate in front of him. She goes back to the fridge and brings him some coconut water.

“Coconut water?” I question.

“Hey, this has five of the electrolytes found in blood. More than any of those sports drinks in there.”

I raise my hands in defeat. “Okay.”

“You may not feel like it, but you should eat, Garrett. I promise it will help in the long run.”

“Thanks, T,” he croaks, lifting his head to shovel some food in his mouth.

Nathalia stretches up on her tiptoes and gives me a kiss. “I gotta go run some errands. I’ll be back later.”

“Okay. Love you.”

“Love you more.”

I smack her ass as she walks away, and she just giggles without looking back.

“She’s a good one,” Garrett mumbles through bites of toast.

“Oh, I know it.”

“I’ll probably be staying in tonight. I think my body needs to recover.”

“That’s probably a good idea,” I say with a laugh, grabbing my own water bottle from the fridge. “The bachelor weekend trip is just a couple days away, and your liver needs to be prepared for that.” He groans and I pause to think about how to tell him my news. He’s my brother, and while I won’t tell anybody else, I want him to know. “The three of us are gonna be heading out tonight anyway, so you’ll have the house to yourself.”

“Oh yeah? Well, I’ll probably just be in the room the whole time.”

“Hey, G,” I say, moving closer to him. “Me and Linc are gonna propose to Nathalia tonight.”

His head whips up fast, and he instantly regrets the movement, because his hand goes to his head, but he says, “What? Propose? Are you serious?”

A wide smile takes over my face. “Yes. It’ll be our own version of a wedding, but we want to do something.”

Even though he feels miserable right now, Garrett gets up and rounds the counter to embrace me in a tight hug. “Wow, man. I’m so happy for you. This is great.”

I slap his back a couple times before we disengage, and neither of us can stop smiling. “Thanks, bro. Me and Linc picked out the ring earlier today, and we’re gonna propose tonight at her favorite restaurant. We aren’t telling anybody else just yet though, since this whole next week is going to be about Jace and Adrienne, so don’t tell anyone.”

“Yeah, yeah. Of course.” He goes back to his seat. “When are you gonna tell the parents? Mom is gonna freak.”

“I’ll tell them tonight or tomorrow maybe.”

“Wow,” he breathes, still smiling. “So, do you have any plans yet? Like where it’s gonna be and how everything is gonna work?”

“Nah, not really. We’ll start discussing that in more detail once Nathalia’s in on it,” I say with a laugh.

“Good idea,” he says, pointing his fork at me briefly.

“So, you’ll have to come back to Vegas for the ceremony.”

“Come back?” he questions. “Who says I’m leaving?” He cracks a smile.

“Oh god. Mom’s gonna kill me if I take her baby away from her.”

Garrett laughs but doesn’t say anything else, choosing instead to focus on his food.

Once he finishes, he comes around the island and puts his plate in the dishwasher. “Well, I’m gonna go lay back down.” He comes in for another hug. “For real. I’m happy that you’re so happy.”

“Thanks, man. I appreciate it. I have to go meet Linc, and then we’ll be back to get ready for dinner. I’ll see you later. Hope you feel better soon.”

“Thanks. I want all the details tomorrow. Well, not any of the celebration stuff, but you know.”

I ruffle his hair because I know he hates it. “Whatever. Get out of here.”

He grabs his coconut water and the bottle of pills before sauntering down the hall towards his room. I grab my car keys and head out to meet up with Lincoln to finish up any planning we have to do. Tonight’s the big night, and I’m surprisingly nervous.

 

[image: ]

 

Lincoln arranged for three dozen flowers to arrive just before we were set to leave the house. The roses vary in color, consisting of hot pink, light pink, and lavender, and they’re arranged artistically in a beautiful, clear vase.

Earlier, I took Nathalia out and bought her a new dress. She questioned my motives, but it’s not too out of the ordinary for me to spoil her, so she wasn’t too suspicious. Plus, I said I needed to buy a new suit for myself, which wasn’t altogether true, but I’ll wear it tonight nonetheless.

“You ready for this?” Linc asks me as we wait at the bottom of the stairs for Nathalia to come down.

“Yeah. You?”

“I’ve been ready,” he says with a grin.

I grab his hand and squeeze, leaning in for a quick kiss. “You look really good tonight.”

“Good enough to eat?” he says with a wicked glint in his eye.

“Mm. Always.”

Lincoln wears a classic black suit with a tie and shirt to match. The dark color makes his blue eyes stand out even more. He peers at me through thick, dark lashes, looking me up and down.

“Do I pass your inspection?” I question with a smirk.

I wear a rich midnight blue suit with a shirt that’s a bit lighter in color and matches my pocket square.

“Just trying to figure out how fast I could get you out of that suit without ripping it apart.”

“Hmm. I’m sure you’ll find a way.”

We hear heels clacking on the stairs, and both turn to watch as the most beautiful woman in the world comes towards us.

Nathalia’s silky black hair falls well past her shoulders, the bottoms loosely curled. Her wine-colored dress hugs her torso just right, with a small v cut in the front. The rest flows behind her as she walks, with the front being cut at the knee, and the back falling to her feet. She holds a nude-colored clutch that matches her shoes, and looks absolutely stunning.

“Wow, you two clean up nice,” she says with a smile, her manicured hand rubbing across the small amount of facial hair I just groomed before getting dressed. She plants her soft lips on mine before shifting towards Lincoln and placing her hand behind his head and kissing him too.

“Well, you are breathtaking,” he says, taking a step to admire her.

“Oh,” she says with a wave of her hand, blood rushing to her cheeks.

She notices the roses on the table in the foyer and rushes over to smell them. “For me?”

“Who else? We know roses are your favorites,” I tell her, walking in her direction and placing my hand at the small of her back.

“They’re beautiful. Thanks, guys.”

She leans forward for another sniff, gently touching the petals.

“Well, reservations are set for an hour from now, so we should get going,” Linc says.

“Where are we going?” Nathalia asks.

“Picasso.”

“Ooh!” she squeals. “My favorite French restaurant. What are you guys up to? Did you do something bad?” she asks playfully.

“Us?” I ask with mock offense. “We just want to treat our special lady to a night out. We’ve all been so busy, so we thought we needed a romantic date night.”

“Well, I’ll take it,” she responds with a smile that lights up her whole face.

On the drive to the restaurant, me and Linc try to make sure everything seems as normal as possible, but I know we’re both going over everything in our heads. We keep making eye contact through the rearview mirror while Nathalia talks, oblivious to our nerves and excitement.

Once we’ve all been escorted to our table—a booth set in the back corner for privacy—we order Nathalia’s favorite champagne and place our orders. Linc and I decided to wait until after we eat before proposing, and made sure to arrange for the waiter to bring over her favorite dessert from here—devil’s food cake and strawberry cheesecake ice cream—once the proposal is done.

The ambience is perfect with the dim lights and low music, while also having a view of the Bellagio fountains. The restaurant has a collection of original Picasso artwork which is probably half of the reason why Nathalia loves this place so much.

Tonight seems to be the fastest we’ve ever ate dinner, but perhaps it’s my nerves that’s making it seem that way. I feel all too ready to propose, and yet, not ready enough. I hope for the best, look at Linc who gives me a slight nod, and take a deep breath. Here we go.
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NATHALIA

 

Tonight has been perfect. Lincoln and Marc have been absolutely thoughtful. With the shopping trip starting off my day, and then the beautiful roses being delivered to the house, and now a trip to my favorite place to eat, I’m definitely soaking it all in and enjoying every second.

The guys are always pretty attentive and sweet, but we don’t get to go out very often because of our schedules, so it’s nice to get to dress up and have a nice night out together. I never want it to end.

Marc clears his throat and reaches across the table to take my hand while Lincoln sits to my left and rests his hand on my thigh.

“Nathalia,” he starts, his voice low and steady. “Lincoln and I are beyond lucky to have you in our lives. You came into mine when I needed you most. You listened to me, understood me, and didn’t judge me. I had been living a lie for so long, afraid to be who I am. You took my job in stride and didn’t let it bother you. There isn’t anyone like you in the world. You’re confident, beautiful, brilliant, and the kindest person I’ve ever met. I’ll never be able to thank you for everything you’ve done for me. On top of all that, you brought Lincoln into my life as well.”

He grins, looking over at Lincoln, and I smile, remembering how we all began. “You two were quite the handful in the beginning. I wasn’t really sure if my idea was something I should’ve brought to you,” I admit with a smile.

“Well, beyond the both of us trying to fight what we both knew would be inevitable,” he says, winking at Linc, “I’m extremely thankful for your idea. I never thought I’d love someone the way I love the both of you. I never thought it was possible to be so deeply in love with two people, but you guys make it so easy.” He makes sure to make eye contact with the two of us. “Lincoln, you brought an excitement to my life that I never knew I was missing. Yes, you fought me whenever you could, and wouldn’t just give into me, but I kind of loved that about you, as much as it may have frustrated me too.” They both laugh, knowing their own journey to finally admitting their feelings. “Relationships for me were rare and never worked for very long, but with you two, I just knew I was experiencing something special and new. I knew I couldn’t let either of you go, because I was finally happy. I was finally able to be myself. You two have made my life complete, and have filled my heart with so much joy and love. I will always cherish our journey, and while people may not understand how we make it work, I know that we’ll always get through whatever life puts in our way. The three of us are meant to be, and I don’t need anybody else to understand that to make it true. I love you both.”

I dab at my eyes with my cloth napkin, moved by Marc’s words. I squeeze his hand. “I love you so much.” I turn to Lincoln. “Both of you. You two mean the world to me.”

Lincoln shifts slightly to face me. “Thalia, you’ve been such an amazing friend to me for so many years. You’ve put up with a lot of my BS and dealt with my moods like a pro. I’ve loved you for a long time, and I’m glad we were finally able to move our relationship forward.” He glances at Marc. “With the help of someone else,” he adds with a grin. “I couldn’t believe my luck when you brought Marc to my club, because the moment I saw him, I knew I wanted him, and luckily you had an in,” he says with a laugh.

“I can’t imagine my life without either of you in it, and won’t even try to. You’re both stuck with me now,” Marc states.

I laugh, still dabbing at my tears.

“Nathalia,” Marc says, his voice a little less confident than usual. “Lincoln and I have been talking, and we’ve both been having the same thoughts for some time now, and we would like to know,” he pauses, and Lincoln shifts next to me, bringing out a small box, “if you would make us the happiest men alive by agreeing to spend the rest of your life with us.”

I gasp, my hand flying to my trembling lips. My eyes dance between the two of them before Lincoln opens up the box and my eyes land on the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen. I no longer try to keep the tears from falling, because my eyes are like waterfalls now.

“We know we’ll never get a traditional marriage with a license for each of us, but we want to marry you. We want to give you the wedding of your dreams, and we want all of our friends and family to be there to witness us profess our love for one another. We want us, forever.”

“Yes,” I answer shakily. “Yes, of course. Oh my god.”

Lincoln removes the ring from the box and slides it onto my finger. I take just a second to admire the beauty of the ring, and the symbolism of the three diamonds and three bands, and then I fling my arms around Lincoln’s neck and cry. Marc replaces him moments later, and I embrace him, crying on his shoulder.

Once I’ve composed myself a little bit, my men hug and seem to breathe a sigh of relief like they thought there was a chance I’d say no.

“I can’t believe this, guys,” I say, tears still slowly trickling down my cheeks. I keep looking at my ring. “Me and the girls were talking about the possibility of this, but I had no idea you both wanted this too. You have no idea how happy you’ve made me.”

“Of course we’d want this,” Marc says. “We want everything most people want. The wedding, the family, everything.”

“Family?” I ask, my heart skipping a beat. “Like, kids?”

Lincoln clears his throat. “Well, eventually. I’m not getting any younger, so we shouldn’t wait too long, but we can enjoy the three of us for just a bit longer.”

Marc and I share a laugh at his nerves. Lincoln would be a great daddy, but for a man who spent most of his life as a bachelor, I’m sure the thought of kids is a little scary.

“We were hoping to be able to keep this from the gang for a little while, though,” Marc says. “We don’t want to take the focus off Jace and Adrienne’s wedding, but after next weekend, we’ll let them know.”

“Oh yes, of course. I can’t wait to tell the girls, but I definitely don’t want to take a slice of her cake.”

“Speaking of cake,” Lincoln says, seeing the waiter approach with my favorite dessert. Let’s enjoy this, and then go home and enjoy each other.”

“Mmm,” Marc moans as I squirm in my seat.

And we do just that. The beginning of my very own fairytale. A fairytale I never imagined would be this perfect. This is different than the norm, and it’s even better than anything I could’ve dreamed up. Our happily ever after.
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EMILIE

 

“This man is stressing me out. I don’t know why he’s acting weird, but I swear if he doesn’t tell me about his plan to go on a trip this upcoming weekend, I’m gonna lose my shit.”

I pace through the hall, surprised I’m not wearing a hole through the floorboards by now, and chew on my thumbnail while Adrienne tries to calm me down over the phone.

“I think they just made it official. Don’t stress about it. I’m sure he’ll tell you when he sees you next.”

“Why wouldn’t he tell me before? Why is he waiting until the last possible minute? I’m worried, A. I think he wants to break up with me. I mean, things have been fine, but he seems to be acting a little strange lately. I feel this weird tension between us sometimes. Maybe he just wants to get away from me.”

I finally stop pacing and just let my body slide down the wall until my butt hits the floor. Thinking about my relationship with Troy being in trouble absolutely breaks my heart.

“Now why would he want to get away from you? You guys are great together. You’re always laughing and having fun. What’s wrong, Em? Did something happen? Why would he change so suddenly?”

I let out a defeated sigh. “I don’t know. Maybe I’m just too stressed out and letting things get to me more than they should.”

“Is the wedding too much? Am I putting too much on you?”

“What? No! I love being with you every step of the way. You’re my best friend. My sister. I love doing all the wedding stuff. Work has been hectic lately. A new coffee place opened up around the block and I have to worry about them stealing business. I’ve already noticed some minor sale decreases, so I need to come up with some new and fresh ideas to get people to stay with me. And I may have to fire one of my employees, which I hate doing, because not only do I feel like a bitch afterwards, I also have to make sure I hire someone competent enough to not piss me off and make me fire them.” I sigh again. “I just feel out of whack. I don’t know.”

“I’m sorry, Em. Let’s look at the plus side. We get to have a girls’ night, or hell, let’s make it a girls’ weekend too. If the boys can do it, so can we. We can go ahead with our original plan for the bachelorette party, and then we can spend the night together and wake up the next day and go to a spa or something.”

“Yeah, that sounds good.”

Even I can hear the disconnect in my voice. I should be more excited, but there’s too much twirling around in my head for me to be able to fully commit to being the good friend I know Adrienne needs. I feel terrible about it.

“Okay, Em. Well, I gotta go, but you let me know if you talk to Troy later and if he tells you the plan. Maybe you two should plan a special night together. Maybe it will help put your feelings at ease.”

“Yeah. Okay. Thanks, Adrienne. Sorry for unloading all my crap on you.”

“No worries. I’m here for you. No matter what. Love you.”

“Love you, too. Bye.”

After I end the call, I continue to sit in the hall for several minutes before finally forcing myself up. I need to snap out of this funk and talk to my man. I’m sure everything is fine and I’m just having a crazy flood of hormones that are making me think irrationally.

I jump in the shower and make sure I spend a good amount of time on my appearance. After I’m all shaved, moisturized, spritzed with perfume, and my hair and makeup done as flawlessly as possible, I find a pair of dark blue jeans that make my ass look great, and a loose-fitting, white top that shows just the slightest bit of my stomach when I move. With a pair of nude heels to finish the outfit, I’m ready to find my man and put all this nonsense behind me.

We’ve lived together for a year now, and up until recently, everything has always been perfect. I know I’ve been a little short with him lately, but I don’t mean to do it on purpose. I have been stressed out, and I’m not perfect. I let things get to me and it affects the way I am with people who have nothing to do with why I’m stressed. I’d never tell Adrienne, but the wedding stuff has gotten to me, but not because I don’t want to help her or because I hate being involved. I truly do love it, and I’m so glad I can share this with her. I just get into my head and start worrying about my own future. Will Troy want a wedding? Will he ever be over what happened with his ex? Are we just destined to live together forever without getting married?

I know it’s something we should talk about, but I worry I’ll stress him out with my own concerns about the future. And to be honest, I’m afraid of what his answer may be. Will he just be straight with me and say he doesn’t want to get married? Will I be able to handle that?

It’s not how I pictured my life. I want the marriage and the babies. I want the happily ever after. I’m not saying I need a wedding to be happy, but I do want to have his last name. I want to buy another house and have a say in everything that goes in it.

Troy isn’t set to come home for another couple of hours, but I think I’ll surprise him at work and try to convince him to come home early with me. Maybe we can have a little fun in his office like we’ve done in the past.

Tonight he’s working at the first club he started with Marc and Jace—Club Trinity. I already know he spends most of his time in the office working on everything that goes on behind the scenes—ordering stuff for the club, paying bills, going over payroll, and the list goes on and on.

The doorman lets me in right away since he knows who I am, and I hurry through the first floor of the club and make my way to the door that leads to the hall of offices. Troy gave me the code to the keypad so I can get in anytime I want without having to wait for him.

As I make my way to his door, my heart starts thundering in my chest. I don’t know why I feel so nervous. Maybe it’s because I haven’t been here in a while. I hope he isn’t too busy and gets mad that I showed up in the first place. With every step I take, I start regretting coming all the way down here.

His office door is closed, and I momentarily think about just walking away and leaving, but instead, I take a deep breath, push my shoulders back and knock.

“Yeah?” Troy’s voice rumbles from the other side.

I turn the knob and push open the door, slowly peering inside. “Hey.”

His eyebrows shoot up. “Hey, babe,” he says, surprise in his voice. “What’re you doing here?”

With a couple more steps, I’m inside the room, and I close the door behind me.

“I just wanted to come see you,” I reply, strutting towards him. “I guess I missed you a little bit.”

He smirks. “Oh yeah? Just a little bit?”

I lift one shoulder. “Yeah. A little.”

“Well, I guess I missed you a little bit, too.”

When I round the desk, he pushes his chair back, and I take the opportunity to sit sideways on his lap. I rub my hand across his head and lean in for a quick kiss.

“How’s work? You busy?”

He sighs. “Yeah, I guess we got a little behind on some stuff, so it may be a long night.”

I try to hide my disappointment. “Oh.”

His large hand rubs my thigh. “Sorry, babe. I’m glad you stopped by, though.”

I already feel like he’s dismissing me, and I feel both angry and sad at the same time, but I try to not be irrational.

“Well, can I help with anything?” I ask.

He rubs the side of his face, scratching at his beard. “Nah, it’s okay. If I just buckle down, I can get it done before closing.”

“Before closing?” I ask, my voice nearing a screech. “That means you’ll be home at like two in the morning?”

“No,” he replies, dragging out the word slightly, which only annoys me. “More like midnight. Hopefully sooner.”

“Well, geez. I guess I was wrong in thinking I’d get to spend some time with you on my day off,” I snap, getting off his lap.

Troy grabs my hand. “Babe, come on. Don’t be like that.”

“Like what exactly?”

He looks at me like he’s confused. “We spent some time together earlier today, but it’s not like I can be off when you’re off.”

“I feel like you can be off when I’m off. You’re the owner. You’re in charge.”

“Yes, Em. I’m the owner. That means I’m the one responsible for this place. It’s my job to make sure shit gets done, and with the wedding stuff going on, Jace hasn’t been around a whole lot, so I need to pick up the slack.”

“What about Marc?”

“He comes in, but he also owns more than this club, so he’s busy too. We all are. It’s just life, babe. I’m sorry.”

I scoff and pull my hand from his. “Yeah, so busy,” I say with a bite. “Have you been too busy to tell me that you’ve been off convincing the guys to go on some weekend long trip with you? Were you gonna tell me that you changed our plans from having a co-bachelor/bachelorette party just so you could leave town to have fun on your own? I’m just wondering, Troy, when you were going to tell me that bit of information, because it seems like everyone else already knows.”

I stand in front of his desk with my hands on my hips, fuming. He looks both surprised and upset.

“Em, I was going to tell you. It’s not like it was some big secret. I didn’t even know if we were going to go through with it. The guys just jumped on board yesterday.”

“So, you are the ringleader of this little trip? You aren’t following through on the plans we all made like a million years ago? And you knew yesterday and still hadn’t told me? Oh, okay. I get it.”

“Why are you so angry about this?” he asks, his brows furrowed.

“Why am I so angry?” I repeat, my voice getting higher and my temper rising along with it. “Maybe because my fucking boyfriend can’t keep his word. Maybe because the same boyfriend would rather go out of town with his friends than spend time with his girlfriend. Maybe because all I want to do is spend time with you but you’re never around. Maybe because I can’t trust that you’ll always be honest with me if you won’t even tell me your stupid weekend plans!”

By the end of my speech, I’m practically yelling and out of breath. My heart feels like it’s about to burst out of my chest, and the knot in my stomach makes me feel sick. I’ve never felt so angry before. I’ve never yelled at him like this.

Troy makes a noise that I can’t decipher. I don’t know if he just scoffed or laughed. Neither one makes me happy, so I stand my ground and stare him down until he decides to speak up.

“Wow,” he says, shaking his head. “I don’t know what’s going on with you, Em, but you need to…”

“I swear to god, Troy, if you tell me I need to calm down or relax, I might just snap right here in this office.”

“Well, it seems like you already did,” he says with a humorless laugh as he stands up from the leather chair.

“Excuse me?” I squeal.

“You’re actually questioning whether I’m honest with you? Seriously? After everything we’ve been through. I’ve told you all about my life. You know everything, Emilie. Everything. I don’t keep shit from you. You know the good, the bad, and the ugly. That you’d even question my honesty pisses me off.”

“Pisses you off?” I fire back.

“Yes. Pisses me off. Me not having the chance to tell you about the change in plans is not the same as me lying to you about something. It’s not anything to lie about. Why would I feel the need to keep it from you when I know we all have the same friends, and you’d find out anyway?

“It’s not about me wanting to hang out with them more than you. I spend more time with you than I do with anybody else. How can you not know that?”

“I never see you!”

“I’m fucking working, Emilie! What else do you want me to say? I see Jace and Marc when we have to get together for work shit. I hung out with them the other day while you guys had the bridal shower, and that was the first time we had all hung out in a while. We’re all busy with our own lives. You act like I’m out in the clubs with them all the time.”

I scoff, not knowing what else to say, and look away.

“I love you, Em. I do. But you’ve been different lately and I don’t know why.”

“I’ve been different?” I repeat back, laughing. “Okay. Well, I guess I’ll take my different ass back home and I’ll just see you when I see you. Have fun.”

He tries to say something else, but I’m too angry to listen, so I just slam the door behind me and rush down the hall. Tears burn the backs of my eyes, and I’m mad at myself for getting so upset.

When I get home, I quickly strip out of my clothes and climb into bed. I spend the rest of the night curled into a ball, crying like a baby.
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I toss the papers across my desk in frustration, unable to concentrate on what I’m supposed to be doing. I hate fighting with Emilie. I get that she’s mad because she thought I was keeping something from her, but never once did I think she’d be this upset. I wasn’t trying to lie to her. I needed to make sure the guys would agree to the trip, and then last night when I actually knew we’d be going to California, I didn’t tell her because she came home late and seemed stressed about work. She took some medicine for a headache, soaked in the bath, then went to sleep.

I’ve been worried about her because she seems to be going through something, but she won’t open up. Of course we have moments when everything is normal, but more and more I seem to do something that pisses her off, but I never know what it is that I do. I honestly wanted the trip with the guys because we haven’t had a lot of time to just hang out and talk, and I feel like I need my closest friends to talk to about what I’m going through. These guys are like my brothers and they’re in relationships, so I guess I’m just hoping they have some advice or can tell me that this is normal and everything will be fine.

I wish I wouldn’t have lost my temper and yelled at her like I did, but when I know I’ve been nothing but honest with her, and she accuses me of being a liar and incapable of her trust, it hurts. I want nothing more than to spend my free time with her, but lately, the more time we’re together, the more she seems to be frustrated with me. I don’t know how to get to the bottom of this, but I know I need to do something.

My work will be here for me tomorrow, so I decide to wrap it up and head home. I need to try to fix this before it spirals out of control. Unfortunately, traffic on the way home is backed up due to an accident, and I get home later than I wanted to. When I walk into the bedroom, I see Emilie curled up with the blanket wrapped around her, fast asleep. I guess our talk will have to wait until tomorrow.

Since I’m not tired yet, I head back to the kitchen and grab a drink. With my glass of Crown Royal, I sink into my couch and pull out my phone. It’s eleven, but maybe one of the guys will still be awake and willing to talk. I send a message to Jace but don’t get a response. The same with Marc. With my drink in my right hand, resting on my knee, I use my other hand to massage my head. I think back to when she started acting different and try to figure out what was going on and what might’ve sparked the change. Nothing immediate comes to mind, but I know she’s been heavily involved in the wedding planning, and work has been tough, so it might just be stress.

Emilie seemed to have moved on fairly well after what happened between her and my crazy ex, but I know that was quite the traumatic experience, and maybe she’s having some sort of delayed emotional response to it. I’d hate to bring that up if it’s not the case though and make her think about it again.

“Fuck!” I curse aloud, downing the rest of my drink and getting up to get another.

The trip is just a few days away, and the wedding right after, but after all that’s over, maybe it would be good for her and I to get away and spend some quality time together away from everyone.

I grab my Mac and start looking into some spots we could visit. After about ten minutes, I decide on staying at The Resort on Mt. Charleston. It’s only half an hour away from Vegas, but the resort makes it look like you’re nowhere near The Strip. I make a reservation, finish my second drink, and finally head to the bedroom. After a shower, I climb into bed next to Emilie who doesn’t even stir. Usually she’ll feel me get in the bed and curl into my side or wrap an arm around me, but tonight—nothing.

We both fall asleep with our backs facing each other and it feels like we’re already drifting apart. I hate this.
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When I wake up, the first thing I notice is that I’m the only one in the bed. I glance at the clock and realize I slept later than I wanted to, and Emilie’s probably already gone to work. The fact that she didn’t wake me up to say bye tells me she’s still pissed.

After I get up and get ready, I check my phone and see that both Marc and Jace responded to me this morning with apologies of the late response. Jace tells me that he’ll be at one of our clubs today to get some work done, so after I eat a quick breakfast, I head over there.

The club is empty, so everything is quiet except for the tapping of the keys on the computer in Jace’s office.

“Hey, man,” I say as I walk in.

“Hey.”

I drop into the seat across from him. “How’s everything lookin’?”

“It’s all good here. I just gotta finish up a few things then I’ll head over to Trinity.”

“I was there last night trying to catch up on things.”

“Oh yeah? What all needs to be done?”

“Just got to get a few more orders in, I think. I was hoping to catch up, but Emilie came by.”

“Oh yeah?” he says with a smile. “Had a little fun instead?”

I scoff. “Nah. I wish. We got into a fight instead.”

“What?” he asks, stopping typing and looking at me with furrowed brows. “What’re y’all fighting about?”

“I don’t even know, man. Nothing. Everything.”

“Uh-huh,” he says, motioning with his hand for me to go on. “I know there’s more.”

“I don’t know what’s goin’ on. There seems to have been this shift, and she’s been snappin’ at me, but I don’t be doin’ shit, so I don’t know how to fix it. She got mad at me last night for not spending time with her on her day off, even though we had spent the earlier part of the day together. She says she never sees me. Oh, and then she was pissed because she found out about the trip to California and said I was lying to her and would rather hang out with my friends than her, and she couldn’t trust me to be honest.”

“Damn.”

“Yeah, but besides all that, it’s just been little things here and there. I seem to say things that just piss her off, but shit, it’s nothing I don’t normally say. I’ll make something to eat and she’ll complain that it smells up the house, or that she doesn’t eat that, so why would I make it. But she’s never not eaten what I’ve made before, so I don’t know what she’s talking about. It’s just frustrating, man.”

“Sounds like it,” he agrees. “Adrienne hasn’t said anything, so I don’t have any inside information for you. So, y’all haven’t been spending time together? How is that possible? You live together.”

“I’m sayin’! I told her I spend more time with her than anybody else. I don’t know why she acts like I’m just running the streets with my friends. I’ve been working, but that’s it. I know our schedules haven’t been complimentary of each other lately, so when she’s off, I’m not, or when I have free time, she’s at work. I can’t control that, though. It’s just a busy time.”

Jace rubs his hand over his face and blows out a puff of air. “I don’t know, man. Maybe, ah, I don’t know if I should say it, and don’t tell Adrienne I did, but is it usually around a certain time of the month each time?” He makes a face that makes me laugh.

“I don’t know. I think it happens too often to be related to that.”

“Well, shit. Adrienne has her moments. I mean, we all do, you know? Shit gets hard, things get stressful, and sometimes you just take it out on the person closest to you. It’s not ideal, but if you’re usually only with one person, that person is gonna get the brunt of your feelings.”

“Yeah, I guess,” I say on a breath. “Usually you know when you’re fuckin’ up, though. You know? So you know to stop doing a certain thing or saying a certain thing, but it’s not like that, so I can’t figure out how to fix this.”

“Maybe it’s something you can’t fix on your own. You guys may just need to sit down and talk this out. Maybe she needs to get something out, but doesn’t know how to go about it.”

“I’ve been thinking, what if she’s having a delayed reaction to what happened with her and Carla? But if it’s not that, I’d hate to bring it up. I mean, what else could she be wanting to say but feels like she can’t tell me? I could only think it would have to do with us, and if she can’t talk about us, then it has to be bad, right?”

“Not necessarily, but I won’t pretend to fully understand women. I learn something new every day,” he says with a laugh. “I can try to talk to Adrienne and see if she’s noticed anything or if Em’s told her something, but you know how tight those two are. She may not tell me even if she does know.”

“Yeah. It’s all right, man. I have a plan to take Emilie over to Mt. Charleston after the wedding. Maybe that will be good for us.”

“Yeah, maybe.” His tone is hopeful, but I can sense he isn’t quite sure if it’ll actually help or not, and to be honest, neither am I.

“Okay, man. I’m gonna get outta here. I’ll go over to Trinity and finish up, so don’t worry about heading over there,” I tell him as I stand up. “How’s the wedding planning going? Y’all all set?”

“Pft. Adrienne doesn’t relinquish control over the wedding plans, so I assume everything is good to go. I got the honeymoon planned, and she has everything else figured out.”

I laugh. “Well, all right. So, we’re all set on leaving town Thursday? I know Kade and Nico are heading up a little later after they finish a job, and I assume Marc, Linc, and Garrett are getting there together.”

“Yeah, I’m ready.”

“Last weekend as a bachelor,” I say with a grin. “Married man by Sunday. I can’t believe it,” I say, shaking my head.

“I know, man. It’s crazy, but I can’t wait.”

“That’s good, bro,” I say with a genuine smile. “Well, I’m out. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Cool.”

Though I didn’t really solve my problem by talking to Jace, it felt good to be able to talk about it nonetheless. So I feel a tiny bit of tension leave my shoulders as I head to work for the next couple hours. At least this upcoming trip will take my mind off of stuff for a little while, then hopefully I can come back and figure all this shit out with Emilie.
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“What a shitty, stupid fucking day.”

“You okay?” Audrey asks, looking slightly scared and confused at my outburst.

“Just trying to put this cupcake in the display case, and of course it falls over, ruining the frosting.” I throw the cupcake into the trash with more force than necessary. “And don’t get me started on that stupid fucking chalkboard with today’s specials on it,” I say, pointing at the sign outside the store. “Looks like a first grader did a bad job at erasing what was on there before, and just scribbled over it. Can we get it clean, please? And have someone with good writing write the specials?”

“Yeah, okay. I got it,” she says, rushing out to bring the sign in.

I huff and swipe at my bangs to get them out of my face. “And where is Chris? I thought he was working today. I need someone to clean up the back. It looks like a tornado’s been through there, and I can’t be lifting all those boxes on my own.”

“Chris is off today,” Audrey says, struggling with the sign. “Ian is here. I think he’s in the back already.”

“Well, good.”

“And Nikki will be here soon.”

“When she gets here, send her to my office. Better yet, don’t. I’m not in the mood. Can you please go over the basics? She said she had experience, but apparently, she doesn’t know how to properly clean the machines or know how to mop the floor.”

“Okay.”

“Thank you.”

I storm off and peak into the back to make sure Ian is actually cleaning and not messing around on his phone. Good thing for him, he is, so I head to my office and take a deep breath. I also take a couple of Tylenol and down some water.

After about a minute, I wonder if maybe I’m overreacting to some things, but then I realize it isn’t absurd to expect your employees to do what they’re supposed to do. I mean, perhaps I’m taking a little of my frustration with Troy out on them, too, but I can’t do anything about it now.

I’m not sure when Troy came to bed last night, but what I do know is that when I woke up, he had his back to me, and was as far away from me as possible. That was the first time we ever went to sleep without a kiss or cuddling up together. More often than not, we go to bed at the same time, but on those rare moments when one of us has to work late and the other person is already in bed, we do just enough to let the sleeping person know that we’re there. A quick kiss, an arm draped around a waist, something. But last night it was like two strangers being forced to share a bed together. I looked at him and started to cry before I got angry at myself for crying and ran off to the bathroom to get ready for work.

I know I could have informed him that I was leaving for work—another thing we usually do, but I was still angry and wanted him to know.

Truth-be-told, I’m not even angry that Troy’s going out of town for the weekend. It’s not like I don’t trust him, because I do, but I guess it’s because he was out trying to convince the other guys of this new plan instead of sticking to ours. I just don’t know why he feels the need to not be around me for the weekend, and wants to orchestrate a whole new plan to leave town. I guess it just worries me.

All I know is that we need to get our shit together before the wedding, because the last thing I want to do is ruin the day for Adrienne and Jace. Me and Troy are set to walk down the aisle together, sit next to each other at the table, give the toasts, and it’s going to be really hard to act like there isn’t tension if we still aren’t talking to each other.

With a glance at my calendar on my desk, I realize I only have two days before he leaves for this weekend trip. With another sigh, I drink some more water in the hopes that it will help with my headache. All this stress and fighting is making me feel like crap, and that’s another thing I don’t need.

I massage my own temples while trying to figure out how to approach this conversation with Troy when I hear a knock on my office door.

“Yeah?”

The door creaks open and Adrienne’s beautiful face pops through the crack. “Hey.”

I force a smile. “Hey, come in.”

A crease forms on her forehead. “You okay?”

And just like that, the dam breaks and the tears begin flowing. I can’t control them, so I just cover my face and let it all out. I feel Adrienne’s arms around me, pulling me into a hug as she crouches down next to my chair. I throw my arms around her and cry on her shoulder as she rubs my back.

“It’s okay,” she whispers. “It’s okay. Let it out.”

I don’t even know how long I cry for, but eventually I pull myself together and grab a Kleenex from a box on my desk.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to cover you with my snot and tears,” I say, trying to laugh.

She rubs my arm. “What’s wrong, Em?”

I shrug and shake my head, using the tissue to dry the tears. “I don’t know. Everything.”

Adrienne stands and pulls the other chair around my desk until she’s sitting next to me. “Is this about Troy? Did you guys talk?”

I scoff and roll my eyes, getting another tissue to blow my nose. “Talk isn’t the right word. We ended up getting into a fight.”

“What happened?”

With a deep breath, I begin the story. “I had a plan to go visit him at the office and maybe have a little romantic time, but instead I ended up yelling at him for not telling me about this weekend trip, and he started yelling back, so I left and went home to cry myself to sleep. I don’t know when he came to bed, but we stayed away from each other the whole night and I left this morning without talking to him.” I take a shaky breath and look her in her eyes. “I’m worried, A. I think I really may have screwed this up. I don’t know what’s happening, but I can’t help but worry that we’re nearing the end.”

“How did it go from planning romantic time to you yelling at him?”

“I don’t know. I was hoping he’d be able to leave early, but he said he’d be there till closing, and I felt like he was dismissing me. Like I was just in the way. I got angry, and after he said it’s just been a busy time, I went off on how he must be too busy to tell me about his new plans, and then it just kind of escalated from there.”

Adrienne sucks in a breath and rubs my knee. “You know I love you, Em, and I always got your back, but you also know I always have to be honest with you. I really think you may have overreacted just a bit on this one. I know how Jace gets when things at work become too much, and I’ve even tried to do things to take his mind off of it, thinking I’m helping him out, but he seems to be like Troy with this. They just want to get the shit done so they don’t have to worry about it anymore. They’re workaholics and they don’t ever want things to become too much or fall behind on things, so they don’t feel better until they get their work done. There’s nothing we can do to help them except support them and understand that that’s the way things go. They’ll unwind and relax once they’ve completed their task. You know?

“I’ve even gotten all wound up at work when I’m coming up on deadlines, and clients keeping adding or changing things, and if my assistant comes in while I’m stressed out, I’ll likely snap on her. It’s happened before and I end up having to apologize later once I’ve calmed down. It’s never anything personal, but work gets to all of us. I know you know how that goes.”

I nod my head. “I know. I guess it was just that on top of him not telling me about his plans, plus me worrying about why he wanted to change plans at the last minute anyway, while also knowing that things have been a little weird with us for a few weeks. I just feel overwhelmed, and I know I can be over-the-top sometimes, and I let my anger get the best of me, but I just feel so out of whack. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. There are times that I don’t even feel myself, and though I’m aware of it, I can’t seem to fix it.”

I rub my right temple with one hand and wrap the other one around my stomach. “God, I just feel like so much crap. I’m exhausted, I keep getting headaches—probably from all the crying and stress, and now I feel sick. Blah. I’m over it. I want to sleep for like two weeks.”

Adrienne regards me for several seconds before standing up and grabbing my hand. “Well, no sleeping for two weeks for you, because then you’d miss my wedding and I’d never forgive you. However, I think I know what you need. Come on. Let’s go.”

I grudgingly let her pull me up. “Didn’t you just hear me say I feel like crap?”

“Yep.”

“And you’re still forcing me out of my little quiet bubble?”

“Yep.”

I let out a little growl. “Fine. I hope you’re leading me to mountains of sweets and alcohol.”

She just laughs and continues to pull me behind her until we’re in her car on the way to who knows where. At this point, I don’t even care. Calgon, take me away.
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Once I get the work done at Trinity, I send a text to Jace and Marc to let them know it’s done. Jace hits me back with a quick text, but Marc ends up calling.

“Hey, man,” I say, leaning back in my seat in the car.

“Hey. You busy?”

“Nah. Just got in the car, but I’m still in the parking lot. What’s up?”

“You and Jace are heading to LA together, right?”

“Yeah, on Thursday. Not really sure what time we’re gonna leave though.”

“Okay, cool. Well, me, Garrett, and Linc probably won’t be able to leave until Thursday evening, because Lincoln has some work stuff to do, but I wanted to let you know that Nathalia hooked us up with some suites in one of her dad’s hotels. I’ll send you the name and address in a text so y’all can just use GPS. Check-in is usually 3 o’clock, but nobody will be in the suites the day before, so they’ll be ready whenever you decide to get there. I’ve called ahead and told them everyone’s name, so they know to give you guys keys since we won’t be there till later.”

“Oh, wow. That’s awesome, man. Thanks.”

“No problem. I don’t think we should be there any later than eight, but it just depends on how fast Linc can handle business around here.”

“All right. No worries. We’ll try not to do any of the fun stuff without you guys.”

Marc laughs. “Appreciate that.” A pause. “Can you believe Jace is getting married? I guess we’re all finally growing up, huh?” he says with another chuckle.

“Yeah, it’s about time,” I say with my own laugh. “None of us can really have any regrets. We lived life to the fullest, experienced a lot, earned a shit load of money, and came out of the escort business with people we love. Plus, now we get to earn a lot of money without having to date half the city.”

A loud laugh bursts through the phone. “Yeah, I guess you’re right about that. Well, I’ll send you the hotel info when we hang up, and if I don’t talk to you again, I’ll see you guys Thursday night. Save us some drinks.”

“No promises.”

“Dick,” he says with a laugh.

After we hang up, I toss the phone on the passenger seat of my Rolls-Royce Phantom and drive off. Knowing Emilie will probably be at work for another couple of hours or so, I decide to just cruise around and clear my head. I turn up my music and drive for about an hour before I get bored and head home.

Aware that I need to do what I can to fix things with Emilie, I make sure I get there with enough time to make dinner for the both of us. As far as I know, it’s something that she does eat, and it doesn’t smell up the house, so she shouldn’t have any reason to get mad at me.

The beef and broccoli stir-fry is almost done, her favorite wine is already in the refrigerator, and some old-school R&B plays softly in the background. I check the time on the stove and anticipate she should be here within twenty minutes or so.

As I’m pulling the plates out of the cabinet, the front door opens and Emilie steps inside. We both make eye-contact for several seconds, both of us unsure of what we should say.

I start by giving her a small smile. “Hey.”

“Hey,” she replies on a breath.

She shuts the door behind her and steps out of her shoes, leaving them by the door. The keys dangle from her fingers before falling into her purse. She places the black bag on the table near the door, and I continue pulling out the glasses and silverware, but keep glancing in her direction. I watch as she slowly walks towards the kitchen.

I notice her eyes darting around the room, noticing the food cooking on the stove, and the table being halfway set. She finally looks up at me, and as soon as I open my mouth to ask her how her day was, she bursts into tears and rushes towards me.

I wrap my arms around her as she nuzzles her head into my chest. “What’s wrong, baby?”

Her only answer is to continue to cry, so I stroke her hair and rub her back as she lets it all out. I’m completely shocked to see her cry like this, because I’ve rarely seen her cry through our time together. Sure, she cries over movies sometimes, but this is different. This is real emotion. Raw and painful.

“Em. Baby. What’s wrong? Are you okay?”

I think I feel her shake her head against my chest. She sniffles and tries to say something, but it comes out a choked sob. After several more seconds, she tries again.

“I’m just so sorry.”

I take a small step back, still holding onto her, but now looking into her teary eyes. “Sorry for what?”

She shakes her head. “For everything. I’ve been awful to you. I’m so sorry, Troy. I just,” she stops talking, sniffs and wipes a tear from her cheek, “I’ve just been stressed and tired, and there’s so much going on.”

“What’s been going on? Are you talking about the wedding? Work? If you need to take a break, I’m sure they’ll understand.”

She steps away to grab a paper towel to dab under her eyes. “I can’t take a break yet. Maybe soon, but not right now. There’s a lot going on at work, and I need to be the one who handles everything. The wedding stuff is fine. I guess I can admit that there’s just a lot going on in my head.”

“Talk to me, babe. Tell me what’s going on in that head of yours,” I say, reaching out and grabbing her hand.

She sighs and looks down, nervously rubbing her foot back and forth across the hardwood floor. For some reason, that worries me.

“Troy, do you ever want to get married?”

The look on her face breaks my heart, because she looks so worried and sad. Almost defeated. I can still see unshed tears in her eyes, and the tracks of her previously shed tears running down her face. I can’t get over the sadness that radiates off of her, and it takes me a minute to process what she even asked. I guess I took too long to answer, because she continues.

“It’s okay. I understand. I mean, why would you want to go through all of that again? I know Carla really messed you up, and you had already planned what you thought would be a perfect wedding, just for it to turn to shit.”

Emilie walks away and throws the paper towel in the trash.

I rush forward and turn her around, gently gripping her by her shoulders. “Emilie, baby. That wedding never would’ve been perfect, because I didn’t have the perfect woman. I can’t tell you how glad I am that I didn’t marry that fucking psycho. Our wedding will be perfect because you and I are meant to be together. I was messed up for a while after what Carla did to me, and I didn’t think I could, nor did I want to even try to trust another woman. I thought I was content in my bachelor lifestyle, but then I met you. You mean more to me than you’ll ever know. Of course I want to marry you. Of course I do, baby. How could you think otherwise?”

She’s crying again, but this time I think they’re relief tears. Maybe even happy tears. “I don’t know. I told you I’ve been in my head a lot. With their wedding coming up, it’s hard to not think about our future as well. I guess I had just convinced myself that because of what happened with Carla, that you wouldn’t ever want to try again. And with you wanting to leave town, I thought maybe you just wanted to get away from me. I was just thinking of all the worst things.”

“No, baby. I wouldn’t let her ruin our chance at a future. When you came into my life, everything changed, because I knew all I needed in order to be happy was you. Only you.”

“Oh, Troy,” she sobs, throwing her arms around my neck, stretching up onto her tip toes to reach me. “I love you so much. I can’t believe I was such an idiot.”

“I love you, Em. Always and forever, no matter what.”

She pulls away quickly. “Don’t think I’m trying to force you into proposing any time soon. That’s not what this was about. I just needed to know it was possible.”

“Okay, baby,” I answer with a grin. “We have our whole lives ahead of us. You’re stuck with me forever.”

She smiles. “Good.”

I lean in and kiss her soft lips. “You taste like chocolate.”

“Adrienne took me for ice cream,” she says with a giggle. “But don’t worry, I’ll still eat dinner.”

“Okay, but then we go to the room and I’ll give you a different kind of chocolate,” I say, raising my brows.

She barks out a laugh. “Well, Mr. Thompson. I’m not one to turn down chocolate. You have yourself a deal.”
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After we finish eating dinner, Troy says he’ll do the dishes while I go jump in the shower. After our talk, I feel so much lighter. It’s amazing what stress and worry does to you and your mental health. I felt like I was going crazy, and I made myself sick with worry over nothing. Troy wants to marry me, and that’s all I need to know. I don’t care when it happens, as long as I know it’s going to happen.

I’m my own worst enemy, and apparently, because of how I was thinking and acting, I thought it was Troy who was being weird. He was only reacting to my behavior, and I let myself believe it was him who was being different. I can’t believe I thought he wanted to break up with me. All because of a trip?

“Emilie, you are a piece of work,” I say to myself as I strip out of my clothes in front of the bathroom mirror.

I get just enough time in the shower to shave before Troy joins me. The shower is enclosed in clear glass, so I have an almost perfect view of him as he slowly takes his own clothes off. Steam has fogged up the glass a little, but I can still make out his perfectly sculpted body. His dark skin is flawless and hard with muscle.

Water falls from directly above me, cascading down my back as I put all my focus on watching Troy step out of his pants. I lick my lips in anticipation. He’s absolutely perfect, and all mine.

When he’s completely undressed, he makes his way to the shower and opens the door. The large space seems to shrink in size as soon as he steps in. Troy is over six feet tall and all muscle, so he has the ability to make a decently sized room seem small.

His gaze is almost predatory as he looks me over, and I bite down on my lip as he approaches me, his cock already stiffening between his legs. Troy steps underneath the water, backing me up against the wall of the shower.

I look up at him as his hands find their place on my hips. His head dips down and I stretch up until our lips meet. His tongue licks water droplets from my lips before sliding between them, kissing me with a softness that makes me melt.

Our tongues continue their sensual dance, and he tortures me with pleasure as his fingers roam across my lower stomach and inner thighs. He touches every place around the area I want him to most. I begin to whimper and try grinding myself on him. His cock is hard against my stomach, and because of our height difference, it’s near impossible for me to rub myself on him unless he picks me up.

“Troy,” I plead between kisses, sucking his tongue into my mouth. “Please.”

One arm is propped against the wall above my head, and his other hand finally grazes over my clit. My body shivers despite the hot water that flows around us, and I moan loudly, digging my fingertips into his biceps.

His skilled fingers rub circles over my clit before sliding further down and thrusting into my warmth. I close my eyes and enjoy his touch while his tongue licks a path from my throat to my breasts.

“Oh god, Troy,” I moan.

Slowly, this big, beautiful man drops to his knees before me, and continues to kiss and lick his way down my stomach. My breathing becomes heavier, and I look down at him, witnessing the moment his tongue leaves his mouth and connects with my throbbing clit.

He lifts one of my legs and places it over his shoulder, giving him more access to me. His hands are firmly on my hips, keeping me in place, and his tongue works magic as he tastes how wet he’s got me.

“Oh my god. Yes, that feels so good,” I moan.

I hear Troy’s own moans of pleasure, and I love that he enjoys pleasing me in this way so much. His fingers dig into my skin as he begins fucking me with his tongue. My moans of pleasure turn into screams of ecstasy as he moves back to my clit, licking and sucking just right, bringing me to an orgasm that’s been building for a while.

“Yes!” I yell, my body convulsing as he continues to gently lick me.

Troy stands up, picking me up in the process, and slides easily into my wet pussy. My legs wrap around his waist as his hands grip my ass. My back slides up and down the wall as he thrusts into me hard and fast.

“Fuck, Emilie. You feel so good,” he groans into my neck.

I simply moan in response. His cock feels amazing inside of me, and I’ve been completely rendered speechless. I’m only capable of noises at this point.

After several more minutes, he slides out of me and places me back on my feet. He turns me around and slides into me from behind. I bend at the waist and hold onto the wall as much as possible as he holds onto my hips and thrusts in and out.

A couple minutes later, I feel his pace speed up and his hands tighten their grip, and I know he’s close.

“Give it to me, baby,” I purr.

When he comes, his deep roar of pleasure fills up the enclosed space, and bounces off the walls.

“Fuck, baby,” he grunts, his movements slowing down.

When I feel him slide out, I straighten up and turn around, wrapping my arms around his neck. “That was nice,” I say with a smile.

“Yes, it was,” he agrees, slightly out of breath. He pulls me closer to him and kisses my forehead.

I don’t remember the last time we had sex, and that thought alone makes me sad. I can’t believe how stupid I was being.

“I love you. You know that, right?”

He dips down and kisses my lips. “I know, baby. I love you, too.” He backs away and starts reaching for our loofahs and body wash. “I guess we should actually get clean now.”

I smile. “Let me wash your back for you,” I say, taking the loofah from him.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replies with a smirk.

Once we’re done with the shower, we dry ourselves off and put our robes on. We spend time in bed together, watching TV, making jokes, and laughing our asses off. Once again, everything is right in the world.

Before I doze off, I can’t help but wonder if things will be like this forever. Especially after I tell him the one thing I kept to myself tonight. Marriage is one thing, having a baby is a whole different thing. While he made it clear that marriage is something that will happen, I don’t know how he feels about having kids, especially before getting married. Because ready or not, baby Thompson is on its way.
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TROY

 

“So, everything’s good between you two again?” Jace asks as he puts some clothes into his suitcase.

“Yep. All good,” I reply with a grin.

“Did she say what was goin’ on?” he asks as he goes into his walk-in closet.

I sit on the corner of his bed. “Yeah. She was just worried I wouldn’t want to get married. You know, because of Carla.”

Jace’s head pops out of the closet extremely fast. “What? Married?”

“Yeah. You know. Kind of what you’re doing.”

“Ha-ha. Funny. So, did you propose?”

“What? No, fool. That wouldn’t be the way I’d do it, and she said she wasn’t trying to hurry me along or anything, but I guess with all the wedding stuff going on she’s been thinking about the future.” I shrug. “She just wanted to know where I stood on that, because I’ve never talked about it.”

Jace brings out a few shirts and throws them on the bed. “I see. So, my boy’s gonna get married, huh?”

“Eventually.”

“Well, you sound ecstatic,” he jokes.

I laugh. “Nah, it’s not like that. I’ve had a plan in my head, but your wedding is days away, and I’m not about to start talking about my own shit.”

“Shit, I don’t care. As long as you’re not getting married on the same day, it doesn’t bother me.” He looks at the shirts he brought out and takes one back to the closet.

“You know we’re only going for a few days. Why are you being such a girl?” I say with a laugh.

“Fuck off,” he shouts from the closet. “Anyway,” he says, walking back to his suitcase, “what’s your plan?”

“Well, you know how I had planned to take her away after the wedding?” He nods. “I’m still gonna do that, and I’ll propose to her there. I don’t wanna do it at the house, because though she hasn’t outright said anything, I know she hates thinking that I’ve had other women there. Plus, Carla’s been there.” My face automatically scowls just thinking about her. “Anyway, so I’ll propose while we’re away, and when we get back, I’ll have a realtor ready to show us some houses.”

“That’s awesome, man. I’m happy for you. Adrienne is gonna flip.”

“Yeah,” I say with a chuckle. “Then the process starts all over again.”

“Well, I don’t think Em will be as meticulous as Adrienne. I don’t think it’s possible for anyone to be this organized. This woman has lists and planners and sticky notes and fifty calendars with appointments, and I don’t even know what else. I’ve never seen her more OCD about something. I don’t want her to stress out, but she refuses to let anyone else plan the wedding.”

“That’s what happens when you marry an event planner.”

Jace shrugs. “At least she still seems happy. I just hope nothing goes against her plans. She might lose her mind. Her dad tried to suggest different food options and I thought Adrienne’s eyes were gonna pop out of her head,” he laughs.

“Jesus. Well, yeah, I don’t think Emilie will be like that, but who knows. I’d be just as happy with a small wedding as I would be with a big one. Whatever makes her happy.”

Jace points at me. “That’s the way to do it.” He looks at his suitcase. “I think I’m done.”

“Fucking finally.”

“Oh, shut up.” He pauses. “Fuck. I need my stuff from the bathroom.”

“You know, maybe Adrienne’s OCD, organizational skills will rub off on you, because you seem to be all over the place. Is this pre-wedding jitters?”

He comes out of the bathroom with a small black bag. “Jitters? I don’t think I have any jitters. I just don’t know how to pack, apparently.”

“Mmhhmm.”

“Do I need anything else?”

“Dude, what the hell?” I say with a laugh. “You’re acting like we’re going on some important two-week long trip. You need a few shirts, some pants, shoes, and everything you need to make sure you can wash your ass and brush your teeth. That’s about it.”

“Whatever, man. If I forget some shit, I’m blaming you.”

“That’s fine. I’m sure you can buy what you need there.”

I watch him as he looks through his bag again, glances around the room, and then looks at his phone. He’s definitely got the jitters.

“Okay, let’s go.”

“You sure?” I ask with a smirk before I get up. “Wanna do another walk through the closet and bathroom?”

“You’re an ass. Let’s go.”

I shake my head and laugh as we make our way through the hall and down the stairs. Adrienne is humming in the kitchen while she cooks.

“Hey, babe. We’re outta here,” Jace tells her, dropping his bag on the floor and wrapping his arms around her waist.

“Aww. I’m gonna miss you,” she says, nestling herself into his chest. “But when I see you again, we’ll be minutes away from being married!” she squeals.

He kisses the top of her head before kissing her lips. “You got that right. I’ll call you when I get there.”

“Okay. You guys be careful,” she says, stepping back and looking at me. “And make sure he’s back on time and not hungover. I’ve seen the movies.”

I laugh. “You have my word.”

She smiles and nods. “Good.”

“I love you,” she says sweetly, stretching up onto her tip-toes to kiss him.

“I love you, baby.”

I turn around and take a few steps to give them privacy.

“All right. Let’s go,” Jace says, walking past me, and towards the front door.

“Bye, Adrienne!” I yell over my shoulder.

“See ya later!” she yells back.
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About half an hour into the car ride, and after watching Jace check his phone almost the entire time, I finally ask, “What’s up with the phone?”

“Hmm?” he muses, still looking at the phone.

I look back at the road and focus on driving. “The phone. You’ve been messing with that thing all morning, and since we’ve been in the car, you’ve looked at it like twenty times. Who are you expecting to hear from?”

“Oh,” he says, putting the phone in the cup holder. “Well, I called my mom, and I’ve just been waiting to hear back from her.”

“Your mom, huh?” I question, taking a quick glance in his direction, eyebrows raised.

I know their history, and it hasn’t been the best. I’m aware that they haven’t been on great terms, and definitely haven’t been making weekly phone calls to each other. Years ago, after Jace’s brother was killed, his mom went into a depression and started drinking, which eventually led to her not working. It was because of his home situation that he left New York as soon as he was of age, and came to Las Vegas to make money. He needed a new start, and he needed some space from a toxic environment. He never wanted to worry about money like he and his mother had to do for a while, so the escort business was perfect for him.

Jace has sent money to her, but he’s never been sure whether she uses that on food and bills like he intends, or on alcohol.

“Yeah. I wanted to see if she was planning on coming to the wedding, but she hasn’t said anything.”

“When was the last time you talked to her?”

“Uhh, probably around two months ago. You know, I didn’t tell her about the wedding until about four months ago, and she seemed to be excited, but she also sounded like she was drunk.” He shrugs. “I just wanted her to know, you know? But because she was wasted, I couldn’t even go over everything. I couldn’t tell her how it happened, or what Adrienne is like. I couldn’t express my happiness, because she was so out of it—slurring her words and saying things that didn’t make a lot of sense. She stripped the happiness of it away from me.”

“I’m sorry, man.”

“It’s all right. It’s not like I haven’t been dealing with this most of my life, but this is my wedding, ya know? I already won’t have my dad or brother there, but I’d like my mom to be there. But I don’t want her drunk. That’s why I called two months ago. I wanted to check in with her again and hope she was sober.”

“Was she?”

“Probably as sober as she gets. I reminded her of the wedding and offered to fly her out here, and she kind of had some non-committal response. She’s acting like she has to look into her schedule, but I know she doesn’t work, so I don’t know what would keep her from coming.” He pauses, takes a deep breath, and stares out the window for several seconds. “I also mentioned that I didn’t want her to be drunk. She probably took offense to that, but as much as I want her there, I don’t want her to ruin the day.”

“That’s understandable.”

“Yeah, I know, but she has a different mindset. She wouldn’t see it as the right thing to do for the day, she sees it as her son trying to boss her around, and she ain’t havin’ that.” He sighs. “Anyway, so I called again last week, but she didn’t answer, so I called two days ago and left a message saying that if she’s willing to come, I can still book her a ticket, but she still hasn’t responded.”

“I’m sorry, bro. This is a tough situation for you. I hope you hear from her soon.”

He shrugs one shoulder. “We’ll see.”

We both go quiet for a while, and it leaves me with time to think about mine and Emilie’s families. I don’t have siblings, but my parents would be at my wedding, no questions asked. My mom has been pestering me with questions of marriage and grandbabies for a while now. She’ll be beyond excited to know that she’ll at least be getting a daughter-in-law. As far as grandbabies go, she’ll have to wait.

Emilie doesn’t have family, though. Adrienne and her dad are Emilie’s family. She lost her parents when she was a teenager, and Adrienne and her dad took her in and treated her like one of their own. I never thought about how she may feel not having a dad to walk her down the aisle, or a mom to help her pick out wedding dresses.

While getting married might be every woman’s dream, you probably have your parents in that dream, and I hope it doesn’t become too hard for her to deal with. She’s been through so much, and she’s the strongest woman I know. I can’t wait to propose and start our life together as husband and wife. I never thought I’d be that guy—the one ready and willing to be married. I spent so many years thinking I’d be happy to be single forever, and now I can’t imagine my life without her.

“What’re you thinkin’ about?” Jace asks, bringing me out of my daydream.

“Huh? Oh, nothin’.”

“Uh-huh, and you just normally stare off into space with a grin on your face when you’re thinking about nothing?”

“Was I smiling?” I ask, cracking a grin again.

“Yep.”

He looks at me expectantly, waiting to hear my reason.

“I was thinking about marrying Emilie, and how it’s weird to be that guy after spending so many years dead-set on staying a bachelor.”

Jace laughs. “I think I remember something about being an escort until you’re fifty, and not needing anything but money and pussy.”

I shake my head, laughing at my old ways of thinking. “Maybe I was a little cynical then. Perhaps a bit selfish.”

Jace raises a brow. “Perhaps.”

I chuckle. “Anyway, I think things are gonna be fine. Me and Em are good now, and we can get married and maybe travel a little bit for our honeymoon. Hopefully we can both find the time to be off, and just enjoy being newly married and seeing and experiencing new things together. Me and Emilie being completely carefree. That’s all I want.”
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EMILIE

 

A baby. I’m going to have a baby! I can’t believe it. I chew on my thumbnail while I pace back and forth in the living room. Yesterday, when Adrienne took me from work to go get ice cream, she also took me to buy a pregnancy test.

“I’m not pregnant!” I recall telling her, completely shocked that she’d think that.

“You said you’re tired all the time, getting headaches, and feel sick. I know I’ve never been pregnant, but a lady in my office is pregnant, and I remember her telling me these same symptoms when she was newly pregnant.”

Not once did I ever think pregnancy was a possibility. I mean, yeah, my mood has been all over the place, and the fluctuating hormones could definitely be why, but I’ve been on the pill for years. Which is what I told Adrienne, but then I remembered that I was really sick a couple months back, and during that time I had completely forgotten about taking the pill for about a week. I was too busy dealing with the effects of a stomach flu, and was constantly in the bathroom or lying in bed waiting for the sweet release of death.

But that means I’ve been taking the pills while pregnant. I rush over to my laptop and make a quick Google search. I breathe a sigh of relief when I read the first line.

There is no evidence that taking combination birth control pills or progestin-only pills while pregnant will harm your baby in any way.

After we bought the test, she made me go pee on it right there in the CVS bathroom. She wouldn’t even wait until after we had ice cream. Truth is, I was nervous to take the test. I thought about everything me and Troy have been going through. I’ve been freaking out over the fact that he may never want to marry me, and now here I am, possibly pregnant with his child. I wasn’t ready to confirm that. I couldn’t make an already rocky situation even more complicated.

Having Adrienne with me made it easier. I went into the bathroom and peed on the curved stick. They say wait two minutes for results, but I swear those two little lines appeared within fifteen seconds. I instantly started crying and burst from the bathroom into Adrienne’s arms.

She kept asking if it was positive or not, but it took me a while to even get the answer out. I was happy, scared, and nervous all at once. I’m still not even sure how I feel about this.

When I finally pulled myself from her arms, I said, “I’m pregnant, A. I’m pregnant.” And then I started crying again.

She comforted me. I could see that she was excited, but wasn’t sure how I felt so she tried to keep her happiness in check in case my tears were sad tears.

“How do you feel about this?” she questioned, hesitantly.

“I need to talk to Troy. I need things to be okay with us before I tell him. I can’t spring this on him now.”

She just nodded her head and wiped tears from my face. “For what it’s worth, I think you’ll make a fantastic mom.”

I smiled briefly before the tears took over again.

We then went for ice cream and talked about how amazing it would be to have a baby around. She’s already hoping for a girl, and talking about all the ways she’s going to spoil her. I couldn’t help but get excited myself. Having babies is something I always knew I wanted to do, but I thought I’d be married first. I definitely didn’t think I’d be having a rough patch with my boyfriend when it happened.

On the drive home, I knew I needed to apologize to Troy and make things right. I’ve been overreacting—maybe because of the hormones—over his trip, and I’ve been biting his head off for cooking meals that I felt smelled bad. Which might be the sensitive pregnancy nose people talk about. I’ve given him such a hard time because I felt like he may not want to marry me. He’s never said anything like that, but because I’ve been having my own insecurities about it, I’ve taken it out on him, and that’s not fair.

As soon as I got home last night and saw him, I wanted to tell him right then and there, but I didn’t want to tell him right before he left for this trip. He probably wouldn’t have gone, and I know Jace would want him there.

Plus, my main concern was to make sure he actually saw a future for us. I needed to know that marriage was possible with him, because how can I have a baby with someone who never wanted to marry me?

I worked myself up in the car ride home, scared out of my mind that he’d tell me he never wanted to get married. Then what would I say? Well, okay, but now we’re having a baby. Surprise!

Once we talked and he calmed all my fears, I felt so stupid for ever being so concerned. Troy is an amazing man and I’m so lucky to have him. I know for a fact that he’s going to be the best father to our baby, but I hope he’s not going to be upset about it happening so fast. We haven’t had a lot of time for us to just be a couple and enjoy life without the stress that I’m sure a baby brings to the table.

I know I told him he didn’t have to propose right away, but now that means we could be parents before we’re husband and wife. Would he want that? I’m not too concerned about doing things the traditional way, but I don’t know how he’s going to feel about this, and it has me stressed all over again.

I Google stressed while pregnant and see what comes up. That turns into a million other Google searches about pregnancy, because I have no fucking clue what being pregnant means. Can I take hot baths? Am I allowed to eat spicy food? Does the baby get shaken up if I go for a run? What about sex?

I end up on the computer for an hour and half, and finally slam it closed when my curiosity led me to a video of a woman giving birth. Not the best idea.

I call Adrienne in a panic. “Did you know it feels like you have to poop when you have to push the baby out? Did you also know that some women actually do poop? And you can tear and need stitches from your vagina to your ass!”

Adrienne laughs. “Stay off the internet, Em.”

“I really should, but I thought I’d try to educate myself a little.”

“Well, first things first. Make an appointment with a doctor. Get information from them first.”

“Yeah, I’ve already called, but I won’t be seen until next week.”

“Have you thought about how or when you’re gonna tell Troy?”

“I won’t tell him until he gets back. Definitely not an over-the-phone kind of announcement.”

“Yeah, definitely not.”

I get up from the couch and walk to the kitchen. “I don’t know how I’m gonna tell him. I mean, what if he gets mad? Or just isn’t excited? I should probably tell him at home, and not out in public, just in case.”

“It may be a shock at first, but I think everything will be okay. Troy is the best, and you know that. He’s gonna be great. Don’t stress out too much.”

I open the fridge and start pulling out a Coke. “Is it okay to drink Coke when you’re pregnant?”

She laughs. “I’m sure one here and there won’t be too bad, but you may need to cut down on your Coca-Cola addiction a bit.”

“Damn. I’m already having to cut out alcohol. Babies are demanding, aren’t they?”

“You’ll be fine,” she says with another laugh.

“Guess I’ll just drink some water for now. Thanks for talking to me. I’ll give ya a call later.”

“Okay. Bye, Momma,” she says with a giggle.

I scoff, but my heart fills with warmth and excitement when I hear it. I’m gonna be someone’s momma. Me! I can’t believe it, but I also can’t wait. I put my hand on my stomach and smile.
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TROY

 

“Damn, this is nice,” I say as I drop my bag on the floor and look around the large suite we have booked for the weekend.

“Hell yeah it is,” Jace says as he flops onto the couch.

Me and Jace will be staying in this suite—Presidential East, and Marc, Linc, and Garrett will stay in Presidential West, with Kade and Nico taking the Royal suite. Each one has two king beds, way too much square footage, numerous balconies, three bathrooms, and great views.

Jace’s phone dings and he quickly looks at it, hoping it’s his mom. “Oh, it’s Marc. They’ll be here in an hour.”

“Great. I’m gonna go take my shit to my room and call Em to let her know we’re here.”

“All right.”

After putting some things in the bathroom and hanging up some clothes, I lie on the bed and call Em.

“Hey, baby,” she answers.

“Hey, beautiful. Whatcha doin?”

“Oh, not much,” she says, her voice going a little high. “Just got off the phone with Adrienne, and now I’m just thinking about making a salad.”

“A salad? Are you okay?” I joke. “I thought you’d be eating up all my Oreos by now.

“Well, I thought about it, but I guess I’m just trying to be a little healthy. So, you at the hotel already?”

“Yep. The rest of the gang will be here soon, then we’ll probably go have dinner, and then who knows.”

“Oh, I’m sure you all will find plenty to do,” she says with a laugh.

“Well, I gotta send my boy off into married life right.”

“What does that even mean?”

“Shit, I don’t know. Get drunk, hit up the clubs. Stuff like that.”

She laughs at me. “Right. Well, as long as you all make it back in time and not drunk.” She pauses. “Or hungover.”

“Don’t worry, baby. I got this.”

“Mmhhmm,” she murmurs. “You know Adrienne needs this day to go off without a hitch.”

“It will be the most perfect wedding you could ever think of. Well, not including ours.”

The statement slips from my lips easy, because I know no matter what we do for our wedding, it will be the best and most perfect day in my life, but I can tell the statement takes Em by surprise. She goes quiet for a few seconds.

“Oh?” she questions, but I can tell she’s smiling. “Well, I’m no event planner, so it might be pretty boring in comparison.”

“I’m not worried about boring. You always seem to keep me on my toes. There’s a surprise at every corner when it comes to you,” I say with a chuckle.

More silence. “Yeah, well, that’s me. The springer of surprises. I hope you enjoy them.”

“I enjoy everything about you, Em. And when this wedding is over, I want to enjoy every inch of you every day for at least a week. We’re gonna hole up in the house, just the two of us, and really spend some quality time together. I feel like I’ve been sharing you a lot lately, and you know I don’t like sharing,” I tell her, my voice dropping. “I’m gonna strip you out of your clothes and worship that sexy body of yours. We’ll get drunk, because I know what alcohol does to you,” I say with a low laugh. “I love how uninhibited you get. I love hearing all those dirty requests come from that beautiful mouth of yours.” I grunt and adjust myself. “I can’t talk about it anymore.”

I hear her sniff, but then a small giggle comes through the receiver. “You’re crazy. But I can’t wait. I love you so much.”

“I love you, baby. I’m gonna go check on Jace and then wait for the guys. I’ll text you later.”

“Check on Jace? Is he okay?”

“Oh yeah. He’s fine. He’s just waiting to hear from his mom.”

“Ahh,” she says. “Yeah. Okay, well, I’ll talk to you later. Bye, baby.”

“Bye, boo.”

I toss the phone next to me before swinging my legs over the ivory-colored comforter. Jace’s voice carries into my room, so I know he’s on the phone. I choose to give him some time, so I pass the off-white leather bench at the foot of the bed, choosing instead to go to my own personal living room. The dark gray couch matches the embroidered chair that all face a flat-screen TV. The curtains are open on both balconies, allowing me to see the spectacular view of downtown LA and the Hollywood Hills.

I flip through the channels until I land on a sports recap show, and then prop my feet up on the coffee table.

A few minutes later, Jace knocks on my door before walking in. “Hey.” He sits on the chair and watches a few seconds of the show. “Nico called and wants to know if we’re drunk yet.”

I look at my watch. “It’s four o’clock.”

Jace shrugs with a grin on his face. It’s Nico. He also said him and Kade are gonna try to get here as fast as they can, but that we should just start the night and he’ll hit us up when he’s here.”

“Cool.”

“Marc said Nathalia made reservations for us at a restaurant here in the hotel for six.”

“Okay, so that’s where we’ll start?” I question.

“Yeah, and then—”

He’s cut off by the sound of knocking. We both get up and cross the expansive main living room to get to the main door. When Jace pulls the door open, we’re met with the excited faces of Marc and Garrett.

“Hey, guys,” Jace greets them. “Where’s Linc?”

“He’ll be here soon. He’s on the phone in the room,” Marc answers.

Garrett goes directly to the bar and pours a drink. We all watch him until he lifts his head and notices us. “What?”

Marc laughs. “Thirsty?”

“Is this a bachelor weekend or not? I’m disappointed I don’t see a drink in the groom-to-be’s hand already.” He looks to me and shakes his head. “And you. Where’s your drink?”

“You sound just like Nico.”

“I don’t take offense to that. Where is he?” he asks, taking a drink.

“He’ll be here later.”

Garrett nods and lines up five glasses and starts pouring what I think is Vodka into the glasses like he’s a bartender. He reaches back into the bar and inspects the label on a bottle before pouring that into the glasses as well. After pouring one more ingredient into each glass, he starts passing them out to us.

“What’s this?”

“It’s the beginning of our bachelor weekend,” he says with a mischievous grin.

A knock on the door interrupts Marc as he was about to question his brother. Marc walks off with his drink in hand and comes back with Lincoln. Garrett promptly hands him a glass as well, and lifts his in the air.

“To Jace, our bachelor, and the reason why we’re all here this weekend. May you have many happy years with Adrienne. There will be ups and downs, but as long as they’re in the sheets, you won’t have any problems. You’ll make many memories together as husband and wife, but as long as I do my job right, we won’t remember anything that happens tonight.”

He puts the glass to his lips and gulps down the entire drink. The rest of us shrug and drink our very own, Garrett made shots.

“Oh damn,” Jace exclaims, puckering his lips.

“Oh yeah,” Garrett says, a smile on his face. “It’s time to party, gentleman.”
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“Did you know that your feet can actually grow in size when you’re pregnant? I’m not talking swelling. Like they actually get bigger. And if you breastfeed, your nipples can crack and bleed. I thought pregnancy and having babies was supposed to be some beautiful, magical time, but bleeding nipples, huge feet, and shitting while pushing the baby out don’t sound very magical to me.”

“Are you going to greet me with facts about pregnancy every time?” Adrienne asks as she opens her door to let me in.

“Probably. You’re the only one who knows. I have to talk to someone about this!”

She laughs and walks to the living room. I close the door behind me before following her.

“Besides freaking out, how are you feeling?”

“I feel okay,” I answer, folding a leg underneath me as I sit down. “A little queasiness here and there, but no throwing up, so that’s good.”

I chew on my thumbnail and she notices. “What’s wrong?”

“Well, I spoke to Troy and he was telling me about all these plans he has for us, and how he can’t wait to spend undivided time with me and not share me with anyone.”

“Yeah, well, that sounds nice,” she says with a smile.

“Definitely, but I couldn’t help but think about how I’m gonna shit all over his dreams, because I’m pregnant, and all that means is that he will have to share me with a baby. We won’t have all this alone time.”

Adrienne tilts her head and her lips turn down at the corners. “Aww, Em. I really don’t believe he’ll think of it as you shitting on his dreams. Yes, it’ll be a huge shift in y’all’s lives, but having a baby is gonna be great. You two will be great parents, and you’ll have this tiny little person you created, and you’ll watch him or her grow right in front of your eyes, and that’s a dream for many people.”

“I know. I just don’t know if that’s his dream right now. I’m afraid he won’t be excited with me. It will make this pregnancy bittersweet. How can I be excited if he’s gonna be upset about it?”

She places her hand on my knee. “You’re getting ahead of yourself. You don’t know that he’ll feel that way.”

“Yeah, I know,” I respond, biting on my nail again. “I just want him to be happy. I want us to celebrate, and be that annoying couple who posts extravagant pregnancy announcement and gender reveal videos on social media. I want to complain everyday about pregnancy symptoms and then gloat about how my baby is the cutest and smartest baby on earth when he or she is here.”

Adrienne throws her head back and laughs. “And I’m sure you will.”

“Anyway,” I say, waving my hand through the air. “Enough about me. How’s everything going?”

She takes a deep breath and blows it out. “I think everything is okay. Catering has been handled. I’ve had the menu down for a while. The florist has quite the task, but I’ve told her every flower arrangement I want on the tables, and she knows what I want for my bouquet. Plus, we’re gonna have a massive floral arch for the ceremony. I’m really worried it’s not gonna come out the way I have sketched out.”

“You actually sketched it out?”

She looks at me like I should know better. “Uh, yes. I’ve also stopped by and helped with some of the arrangements.”

“Okay,” I say with a laugh.

“Anyway, the videographer had an emergency, so I have to scramble to find another one last minute.” When she said emergency, she used finger quotes and rolled her eyes, but I try to hide my smirk because she might actually kill me. “What else? Oh, I’m still putting together gift baskets for everyone.”

“Everyone? Like, every single guest?” I ask, shocked at the amount of work that would be.

She scoffs. “Yeah fucking right. I meant the wedding party. Bridesmaids, groomsmen, you know.”

“We don’t need gifts.”

“Shut up and let me thank you guys for putting up with me.”

“Okay, okay,” I say, putting my hands up in surrender.

“Oh, and get this!” she exclaims, her eyebrows going up and eyes growing in size. “The fucking wedding band canceled. Canceled! Like, who does that? They didn’t even give a reason. Just said they had to cancel. This is why I don’t trust musicians. Fuckin’ shady bastards. Oh, look at me, I can play a guitar, I can sing,” she mocks in a high voice. “I just can’t keep my word, because I’m an untrustworthy fuck.” She takes another breath. “Luckily, I was able to get a deejay, but only because I happen to have a lot of connections because of my job. I now owe someone a huge favor, but whatever.”

“Wow, sounds like a lot.”

“Oh, it is, but this is the wedding of my dreams. It has to be magical and perfect.” She leans over to grab a glass of water from the coffee table and takes a sip. “Oh, did I tell you about Jace reaching out to his mom?”

“Oh yeah, did she ever respond?”

She shakes her head with a disappointed look on her face. “Nope. Still haven’t heard from her. I think he’s more worried about her well-being than concerned she won’t show to the wedding. She’s had a drinking problem for a long time. I was going to meet her once, but when we got to New York, Jace went to her apartment first while I was still in the hotel. He wanted to make sure everything was okay. Apparently, she had empty, and half empty bottles all over the counter, and was pretty wasted. Jace was upset, because she knew we were coming over.”

“She has an addiction. It’s hard for addicts to get help.”

“I know. I just know how much it would mean to Jace for her to be here. I feel like that would be his perfect wedding. Forget everything else, he wants his mom, and I completely understand. I wish I could do something. I’ve tried reaching her myself, hoping she’d answer, but she hasn’t.”

“It’s out of your hands, A. She’ll only be around if she wants to be.”

Adrienne shrugs. “Yeah, I guess.”

I clap my hands together. “Okay, let’s move onto happier subjects. Like, how we’re about to have an amazing bachelorette weekend. We’re gonna see strippers, drink like fish, and…oh wait. I can’t drink. Fuck! Well, you’ll have to drink for me, but we’ll still see strippers, have an amazing time at the spa, and eat our weight in chocolate, or pickles. Ooh, maybe have some lemons.”

“Lemons? What the fuck?” Adrienne laughs.

“I don’t know. I’ve started craving sour things.”

She shakes her head. “Okay, you eat the pickles and lemons, and I’ll drink the alcohol.”

“Deal. So, tomorrow we head to The Cell, right?” She nods her head. “Okay, so tonight we should invite Nathalia over and just have a girls’ night. We’ll eat and watch movies or whatever.”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Okay, I’ll call her and let her know, and I have to go out and grab some things. We’ll be back here in like two hours.”

“All right. I’ll be here.”

I get up and head to the door. “Love ya,” I say over my shoulder.

“Love ya too.”
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An hour later, we’re about to start getting ready to go have dinner, but Garrett stops us with a single question.

“Is this gonna be some sort of stuffy, rich people restaurant?”

We all pause for a moment before Marc answers. “Well, I guess it could be classified that way.”

“This is a nice hotel, so yeah, it’s probably gonna be pretty fancy,” Jace says with a small shrug.

Garrett rubs his palm along the facial hair on his cheek. “Uh, no offense guys, but that sounds lame as hell. I mean, this is a bachelor party! We aren’t supposed to be dressing up in suits just to have dinner. I know y’all are all rich and used to this fancy lifestyle and all, but that’s not how this weekend should go down. Let’s pretend we’re all just college kids looking to have a crazy fucking weekend.”

“Well, I’d hate to be thought of as stuffy,” I say with a laugh. “I’m cool with anything.” And truth is, I wasn’t really wanting to go to this particular restaurant anyway. Nathalia made the reservation for us, and I didn’t want to tell Marc and Linc that I didn’t want to go. I had the same idea as Garrett—regular clubs, bars, and nothing too uppity.

When we were escorts, a majority of our clients were extremely wealthy, and we mostly frequented upscale establishments. So, in that way, we’re used to those types of places. And even though we all have a good amount of money, it’s not like we’re stuck-up, rich bastards. If I’m not conducting work, or taking Em on a nice date, I’m in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

“Yeah, Nathalia is the one who made the reservations. Maybe she thought we’d enjoy the food,” Marc says.

“That was nice of her,” Garrett responds, “but you know what else is good? In-N-Out.”

Me and Jace nod our heads. “Oh yeah, that is good.”

“Yeah it is. Nico took me to one the other night and I haven’t stopped thinking about it. Plus, I’m sure we could find some other places that don’t require a dress code in order to get in.”

Marc holds up his hand. “Okay, we get it,” he says with a laugh.

“I’ll call down and cancel the reservation,” Linc offers.

“And I’m still gonna change,” Marc says, looking at Garrett. “Not into a suit, don’t worry. We’ll meet you guys in the lobby in twenty. That good?” he asks, looking to me and Jace.

“Yep.”

When the three of them leave, Jace looks at me with furrowed brows. “You know, most of the clubs have a dress code. How are we going to get into some clubs without being somewhat dressed up?”

“You’re still thinking of upscale clubs. Those require no jeans or sweats, no hats, and collared shirts. I’m thinking we won’t be going to those kinds of places.”

He shrugs. “Okay. I’ll be ready in five.”

I choose to wear the same dark denim jeans I have on now, but change into a white and red t-shirt, and a pair of Jordan’s that match. A spray of cologne finishes the job, and I’m heading back to the living room as Jace emerges from his own suite.

He’s chosen to wear black jeans and a baby blue shirt. He slides his wallet into the back pocket of his jeans and then claps his hands. “Let’s go.”

Down in the lobby, we meet up with the other three guys who are waiting for us by the door. Garrett slaps Marc on the shoulder, laughing about something. They’ve all chosen similar outfits. Jeans, t-shirts, and tennis shoes, all in a variety of colors.

“Okay, I’ve already called a cab,” Garrett says, pointing to a yellow van that sits outside.

Once all five of us squeeze inside, Garrett tells the cab driver to take us to the nearest In-N-Out.

“I don’t think I’ve ever had In-N-Out,” Linc says, taking us all by surprise.

“What?” we all ask in unison.

“How could you not have had In-N-Out yet?” Marc questions. “We have them in Vegas.”

Linc shrugs. “I don’t know. I don’t eat a lot of fast food.”

Marc jokingly rolls his eyes. “Mr. Healthy. I forgot.”

“Well, you’re gonna enjoy the shit out of these burgers,” Garrett says excitedly.

“Where we heading after we eat?” Jace asks.

“Well, I figure we’ll just ask the cab driver to take us to a place the locals go. We’ll see where we end up,” I say.

“Yes!” Garrett exclaims. “And we’ll just keep asking people where they’d recommend going, and that’s where we’ll go.”

And that’s exactly what happens. We get to In-N-Out in about twenty minutes, and after we order our double-doubles, bacon cheeseburgers, and animal style fries, we end up sitting there for a little while just talking about our escort days. Garrett seems thoroughly entertained with some of our stories. We tell him about Marc’s sploshing incident and he almost chokes on his food. We may have mentioned Kade’s date with an extremely older woman, and he’s already planning on bringing it up when we meet up with them later.

After Garrett makes a call, another cab comes and gets us. “All right, good sir, please take us to a bar,” Garrett tells the driver.

The driver is not amused. “What bar?”

“We don’t want a high-end club. Just a hole-in-the-wall type place. Wherever you’d recommend.”

The driver doesn’t respond, but he starts driving. Garrett looks at us with raised brows and tries to hold in his laughter.

“So, you ready for married life?” Marc asks Jace.

“Yeah, man. I mean, I feel like we already live a married life,” he laughs. “I mean, we live together, take turns cooking dinner, watch stupid TV shows late at night. We’re basically married already.”

Marc is turned in his seat to be able to look back at me and Jace. “How’s Em? I haven’t seen her in a while.”

“She’s good. She’s been working a lot, but she’s doing okay.”

“When are y’all gonna get married?” Garrett asks from the front.

Jace looks at me with a little smirk. “Well, actually, I was planning on proposing soon. After the wedding.”

The van erupts in congratulations. “Wow, man, that’s great,” Marc says.

“Just don’t tell anyone. I don’t want it getting out before I actually get to propose.”

“We wouldn’t ruin that for you,” Linc says, looking at Marc. “It’s a very special moment.” Linc continues to look into Marc’s eyes, and Marc gives a tiny nod. I briefly wonder what they’re communicating, then Linc surprises us with an announcement of his own. “Marc and I recently asked Thalia to marry us.”

I feel like my eyes double in size. “What? Really?”

“Oh my god,” Jace says, reaching up and grabbing their shoulders. “Guys, that’s amazing. How is that—”

“How’s it gonna work?” Marc finishes. “I mean, we know it won’t be legal, but we want to have a ceremony anyway. Have our friends and families there, get to dress up and experience a wedding like any other couple would.”

“I already knew,” Garrett tells the driver. “He’s my brother, and he told me already, so that’s why I didn’t congratulate him just now.”

We laugh, and Garrett turns around to look at us. “What? I didn’t want him to think I was an asshole.”

Meanwhile, the driver never says anything.

We finally come to a stop and pay the driver before hopping out onto the street. We look around trying to find where he’s taken us.

I see a high-rise apartment building and a loft rental building. The bar is nestled in between them both. A group of hipsters pull open the door, letting the jazz music into the street.

“We’re at a jazz club?” Garrett asks.

“Hey, it was your idea to do it this way,” Marc says with a laugh.

“That cab driver hated me.”

“Come on, let’s check it out,” I say, walking forward.

When we get inside, we’re taken back into the seventies. It has a very old school vibe with wood décor and chandeliers. The jazz music is actually being played by a live band, and a sign says their happy hour is from six to nine, so we’ve made it at the perfect time.

The bartender is a friendly older gentleman. “Hey there, fellas. What can I get for ya?”

“You have any special cocktails? This is our first time,” Garrett announces.

“Oh yeah? Well, let me see what I can whip up for ya.” A few minutes later he places five glasses in front of us. “Okay, we got The Hunter, The Rustic, The Modesto, The Majestic, and a Rico Sunset. I’ll let you boys figure out who gets what,” he says with a smile. “That’ll be forty-six dollars.”

After we pay, we take a seat around the wooden bar and start tasting the drinks. One definitely has tequila as the main ingredient, while the others are made with vodka, gin, and rum. They all taste pretty good, and everybody ends up with one their happy with.

There aren’t many people in the bar because it’s pretty early in the night, but we still have a good time. Thirty minutes before we plan on leaving, a group of three guys come in and sit next to us at the bar. Garrett quickly strikes up conversation with them, and soon, we’re talking about what it was like being escorts. Thanks to Garrett, that bit of information was brought up. We don’t mind though. I’ve never been ashamed of being an escort, and I’m glad to have done it and to be done with it.

“So, you guys just got to sleep with a ton of women every night and get paid for it?” One guy asks.

We all kind of shake our heads. “Well, not really. I mean, you don’t sleep with all of them. Sometimes they just want a date or someone to talk to, or perhaps arm candy at some work function,” I tell him.

“But don’t get us wrong. There are still plenty of women who do want sex, and just that,” Jace says.

Jason, the one asking the questions, looks fully entertained. “What if you’re not attracted to them?”

“It wasn’t our job to be attracted to everyone we saw. It was our job to make them feel special, and handle whatever need they had,” Marc answers.

“Wow, that’s crazy, dude,” one of the other guys says. “Why’d you quit?”

“Well, we’re all settling down now,” I answer with a grin. “Usually, significant others aren’t okay with you sleeping with other people.”

They all laugh. “Yeah, yeah. I guess that’s true.”

“Shit, maybe I should be an escort,” Jason tells one of his friends. “I could use the money, and I don’t plan on settling down anytime soon,” he laughs.

“Yeah right, man. You’re too picky to be an escort. You wouldn’t have any clients.”

All of us laugh and continue to chat for a little while longer before we decide to find somewhere new.

“Hey, so where would y’all suggest going for our next stop on this tour?” Garrett asks them. After some discussion, they tell us about a place that used to be an old bank space.

“Awesome. Thanks, guys,” Garrett says, getting up from the stool. We all say bye and head back onto the street.

“Well, according to Google Maps, it’s not that far from here, so we might as well just walk,” Garrett says, putting his phone back in his pocket.

“Cool,” I say with a shrug. “Let’s go.”

With Garrett leading the way, Linc and Marc follow behind him while me and Jace take up the rear of the group. After about a half a block of walking, and passing a lot of other people looking to have fun in downtown LA, a group of four women slow down and stare at each of us with smiles on their faces.

Garrett slows down as well, making eye contact with them before looking back at us. “Hey, ladies.”

“Oh god,” me and Jace groan at the same time.

“Hey,” a couple of them respond, coming to a full stop. “Where you guys headed?”

“Garrett,” Marc warns under his breath.

Garrett gives him a sheepish smile. “We’re just about to go to some place that used to be an old bank vault.”

“Oh! The Reserve?” one of the girls asks.

“Yep. That’s the one,” he says.

“Want some company?” she asks him, stepping closer.

Me and Jace have already taken a few steps back, trying to distance ourselves while also getting out of the middle of the sidewalk.

“I’m afraid this is a guys’ night, ladies,” Marc intervenes. “But my brother would be happy to give you his number and you can call him a little later.” He finishes with a charming smile.

“Only men? But wouldn’t it be better with some ladies?” another one asks, stepping toward Marc while twirling a piece of blonde hair around her finger.

Marc tilts his head with a grin. “I’m taken,” he says, nodding his head in Lincoln’s direction. “And this one’s getting married,” he gestures towards Jace, “and this one is in a serious relationship. My brother is the only one available. Sorry.”

She looks to Lincoln with wide eyes. “Oh.”

“Here, give me your phone,” Garrett says to the brunette who asked if we wanted company in the first place. He types in his number and hands it back to her. “Text me later.”

She smiles and nods. “Okay.”

The other girls look a bit upset by not coming out of this with a number, but they continue on their way as we walk past them.

“Really, G? Trying to hang out with women during a bachelor party?” Marc says, shaking his head.

“What? I’m single,” he says with a shrug.

When we get to The Reserve, it feels like we’ve now traveled to the twenties. As we descend the stairs, they get progressively wider, and photos of people with animal heads are hung on our right. We have to walk through an opening that has a huge, round, steel door propped open. It’s a lot bigger than I imagined, with several rooms and two different bars. In one room, there’s leather seats that surround a table, big enough to seat at least twelve people. Another part has deep red, velvet couches, and chandeliers hang from the ceiling.

“Wow, this is quite the place,” Lincoln says.

After sitting at the bar for a little while, Garrett finds a girl to dance with, and Lincoln and Marc are huddled up like couples do.

“So,” Jace says, turning away from Marc and Linc as they have a quiet conversation amongst themselves. “Do you remember when we first met?”

“Of course,” I say with a laugh. “You were this young kid, coming into the business like a child walking into Disneyland for the first time. I didn’t think you’d last long.”

“What?” Jace asks with a loud laugh. “Why not?”

I shrug. “Didn’t seem like the kind of business you’d like for long.”

He smiles before taking a drink. “I liked it for a good while until I didn’t.”

“Well, I never thought I’d quit, so I feel ya there.”

“Women, right? They swoop into our lives and make us want to be better and do better.”

I chuckle. “Yeah, but only the right women. Some women make you want to die.”

We bust out laughing, and then Garrett walks up to us, shaking his head. “First of all, I love LA. I may have to move here. Second of all, they make you sick, right?” he says, gesturing towards Marc and Lincoln behind him.

Me and Jace turn and look at them and see them leaned into each other, laughing about something.

“So, you want to move to LA?” Jace asks him.

“Or you just feelin’ the LA girls?” I add.

“Well, I mean, yeah,” he says with a laugh. “There’s just so many. Where I’m from, I swear there’s like five available women.”

“Couldn’t do the small-town thing, man,” I say with a shake of my head. “I need the city life.”

“For real,” Jace agrees.

“Right? I’ve been deprived my whole life!” Garrett says, leaning over the bar and getting the bartender’s attention.

“What the hell are you talking about?” Marc asks him.

Garrett starts complaining to Marc about their small hometown, and I notice Jace check his phone.

“Anything?” I ask.

“Nah. I don’t have service down here, though.”

“Maybe just give her a call tomorrow.”

“Yeah, maybe,” he says, but I don’t know if he actually will.

We decide to leave after a couple hours, and when we emerge back onto the street, we hear a voice yell out, “There you fuckers are!”

“Nico,” Jace says before we even see him.

“Of course. The loudest damn person on the planet.”

“The party has arrived, gentleman. Let’s get going.”

Before we can ask what he’s talking about, a limo pulls up and Kade’s head pops out of the sunroof. He has a bottle of liquor in hand and a smile on his face.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” Garrett says, basically running to the limo.
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“You good with your lemons?” Adrienne asks, as I lick lemon juice from my finger.

“Yep. Want some?” I ask, handing her a slice dipped in sugar.

“No thanks,” she says with a laugh.

Nathalia looks at me funny. “Lemons dipped in sugar?”

I shrug. “I had a weird craving.”

“Okay, so what are we watching first?” Adrienne asks as she scrolls through the movies on Netflix.

“Well, this is technically the beginning of your bachelorette weekend, so you choose,” Nathalia says.

“Maybe wedding themed movies?” I suggest. “My Best Friend’s Wedding, Runaway Bride, 27 Dresses, Bridesmaids, Bride Wars.”

“Okay, okay. Let’s go with…” she taps her nail on her bottom lip. “Bride Wars. I love that movie.”

We settle in, all three of us sitting on the cream-colored couch that stretches in front of a huge seventy-five-inch TV. We laugh at their on-screen antics, and we talk about how much of a douche Chris Pratt is in the movie, and we lose our minds when we realize Kev from Shameless is the one marrying Kate Hudson.

“He looks so different! Look at that baby face,” I say, pointing at the TV.

When that movie ends, we take an intermission and get more snacks.

“I’m gonna make some popcorn,” I say, getting up to go to the kitchen. “Y’all want? Side note, I am adding Lawry’s salt to it.”

Nathalia scrunches her face up. “What?”

“It’s good! You can try some.”

Adrienne just shakes her head. “I’m good. I’m gonna get some chips and dip.”

“So, how’s everything going?” Thalia asks Adrienne. “You ready for the big day?”

Adrienne pushes her curls behind her shoulder. “Ugh. I think so.” She pauses and giggles. “I mean, I am ready to get married. I couldn’t be more excited about that. I just mean I’m stressing myself to death over every little detail, and thinking about the worst things that could go wrong.”

“I’m sure everything will be fine.”

“If you keep eating all this junk food, you probably won’t fit into your dress,” I tease.

“Shut up!” she says with a laugh, taking a swipe at my shoulder. “I just want everything to be perfect.” She takes a deep breath, her shoulders rising and falling with the action. “Jace hasn’t heard from his mom, and I can tell it’s affecting him.”

“That’s shitty. Have you tried calling her from a different number? You know, just in case she doesn’t want to answer a call from him,” Thalia says.

“We have. I’ve called from my phone, and from work, as well as at his office. She isn’t answering.”

“Maybe you’ll hear from her soon,” I offer, knowing there’s nothing else I can say to help.

Adrienne shrugs before grabbing her chips and dip, and plopping back down on the couch. “So, how have things been with you, Thalia? Work keeping you busy?”

“Things have been great,” she answers, beaming. “Everything is really good. Work is work,” she gives a one shoulder shrug, “but life is good.”

Me and Adrienne look at each other before looking back at Thalia who seems unable to keep a smile from her face.

“What’s goin’ on with you?” I ask, shoving some popcorn into my mouth. “Those men of yours spoil you with some good sex recently, or what?”

Adrienne laughs. “She has two men, she’s always spoiled.”

Thalia giggles. “Yeah, we all had a good night recently, but it was more than sex, they just…” she stares off dreamily.

“Well, damn. Seems like it was an amazing night.”

“Anyway,” she says. “What about you?”

I put a few more pieces of popcorn in my mouth, debating on whether I should tell her about the pregnancy. Adrienne knows because she forced me to take the test. If she hadn’t, even I might not know right now. I’ve just been reading a lot on the internet, and everyone says not to announce to people until after the first trimester, since it’s still possible to lose the baby. I can’t even think about something like that happening, and I hope that it won’t, but I also want to be able to share my excitement with my friends.

“Uh, well,” I say, chewing my food. I glance at Adrienne, who’s trying not to smile too wide as she watches me. “I’m pregnant.”

Thalia looks at me, frozen in shock, I think. Her eyes are wide and her jaw drops. “What?” she screeches, looking to Adrienne for confirmation. “Really? You’re pregnant?”

I nod. “I am. I can’t believe it either. It wasn’t planned, and I’m kind of freaking out, but I’m also excited. Mostly nervous. Troy doesn’t know yet, and I don’t know how he’ll react.”

“Oh my god!” she squeals, running over to me and giving me a hug. “I’m so happy for you. A baby! It’s gonna be so cute!”

“Well, obviously,” I joke, flipping my hair.

“What a great time. Weddings and babies!” she says, still excited.

“Well, hopefully just one baby,” I say with a laugh, “and I don’t know when we’re gonna get married, but I at least know that it’s in the plans. I was being a crazy bitch for a while, and thought Troy would never want to marry me, but he does. I just don’t know when, and now with the baby, I don’t know how everything is gonna work out.”

“Everything will be fine. How do you feel?”

“I feel okay right now. I’ve had some of your typical symptoms but nothing too bad or too crazy. At least not yet. It’s still early, so I’ll apologize now for my future hormones,” I say with a laugh.

“Do you know your due date?”

I shake my head. “Not yet. My appointment isn’t until after Troy gets back, which is good, because I do want him there for the first appointment.”

“I’m sure he’ll be excited,” Thalia says with a smile. It honestly makes me feel a little better, because for whatever reason, I feel like Troy might not be excited at all. I hate to think that way, but I can’t help it.

“Yeah, I hope so.”

I feel myself getting emotional over a what-if. What if he isn’t happy? What if he doesn’t want a baby right now? I don’t want to think about that right now, so I change the subject.

“Okay, what’s up next, A?” I ask, swallowing the lump in my throat.

“Hmm. Let’s go with Bridesmaids.”

She finds the movie and plays it, and we all settle in with our junk food, and for a little while, I don’t worry about what Troy might think about this baby. I hope he’s having fun with his friends, because when the baby comes, I don’t know how often we’ll get weekend trips away with our friends.
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TROY

 

The driver takes us to a club Nico has already picked out. We enjoy the twenty-minute ride in the limo that came stocked with several different liquors and mixers, and assure Nico and Kade that they didn’t miss out on much of anything.

“No strippers yet, right?” Nico asks, looking at his watch. “Nah, it’s too early for that,” he says, answering his own question. “But after this club, we should go find a strip club.”

“Are you allowed to go to a strip club?” Kade asks Jace.

We all start laughing. “The girls are spending their weekend at Marc and Linc’s club,” I say. “A fetish club, with strippers.”

“Oh,” he says plainly. “Well, okay.”

“How’d you even find us?” I ask Nico.

“I texted him,” Garrett responds, raising a finger.

“They’re BFFs now,” Marc says, rolling his eyes.

Kade, Nico, and Garrett strike up a conversation about something, and Jace starts telling Marc and Lincoln about his honeymoon, which is a story he already told me, so I decide to pull out my phone and send a text to Em.

 

Hey, I miss you.

 

Her response is immediate.

 

Aww. Do you? Well, I probably miss you more. What are you guys up to?

 

We’re in a limo on the way to some club. I can’t wait to be back with you. I have plans…

 

I can’t wait to take her to the resort in the mountains. For the longest time, proposing was something I never thought I’d do again. It didn’t take long before I realized how much Emilie meant to me. On our trip, I’m going to propose, and then we’ll get back to Vegas and start looking for a home. Our home.

 

Limo? Fancy. I’m on a couch with A and Thalia, watching chick-flicks and gorging on junk food. But let’s talk more about these plans of yours. ;)

 

They’re secret plans, but I think you’ll like them. I love you so much, Em.

 

I love YOU! I can’t wait until you’re back either. I have something for you as well. A sort of surprise, too, I guess…

 

A surprise for me? Well, now I’ll be thinking about what that could be.

 

You’ll never guess, but I hope you’ll like it. Just know that I love you more than anything, and I’m so excited for our future.

 

I’m excited, too, baby. We just got to the club, so I have to go. I’ll talk to you later. Love you.

 

Love you.

 

I put my phone in my pocket as soon as I get out of the limo.

 

“Where are we?” Jace asks, looking around.

“This is what you’d call a speakeasy, gentleman,” Nico says. “Dirty Laundry Bar.”

“What the? Dirty Laundry Bar?” I ask.

“Yep. Let’s go.”

We maneuver through another bar, and end up, once again, in an underground bar. Nico pulls out his phone and has to give someone a password before we’re let in.

“What was that about?” Marc asks.

“They have a daily password. You have to find out what it is before you can go in. I got it on Twitter,” he answers.

Me and Jace shrug our shoulders and follow him inside. The bar is very dark, lit only by the dimmest lights and candles. The roof is made out of bricks, and the rest is made up of wood.

It takes a while to get to the bar, because it’s jam fucking packed in here. When we get there, the bartenders are men in white t-shirts, black slacks, and black suspenders.

“Fuckin’ hipster central in here,” Jace whispers to me.

I nod my head in response. “It’s like a laundry room for real. Small.”

“Music is good, though,” he responds.

It takes a while for all of us to get our drinks, because the bartenders really make a show of making a lot of the cocktails. Once I realize this, I decide to order Crown straight. Easy and fast, and no need for a show.

“How the hell did you find out about this place?” Marc asks Nico.

“I got connections,” he replies with a grin.

“A client?” Me and Jace ask simultaneously.

“Yep. This girl invited me out to LA one weekend, and this was one of the spots we came to.”

Our drinks cost way too much, even for LA, but we all grab our glasses, and try to find somewhere to stand where we aren’t elbow to elbow with other people.

“Why is it so packed in here? I mean, it’s not a bad place, but there are definitely better bars,” Jace says.

“People like being a part of something that’s secretive. They make a password and fuckin’ scavenger hunt to find and get into this place, and that automatically makes it cooler to these younger folks,” I reply. “Give me a sports bar and I’m good,” I say with a shrug. “No need to sweat my ass off just standing in place.”

Jace laughs. “Fuck it. We’ll finish our drinks, hang out for a bit, then convince everyone to go somewhere else.”

Marc and Linc find their way over to where we are, slinking back into a corner and as far away from the crowd as possible.

“My brother has found another girl to dance with,” Marc says, cutting his eyes in his direction. “He’s also been corrupted,” he finishes, watching Garrett and Nico take a shot and laugh about something.

“Corrupted?” Jace questions.

“He probably wasn’t as innocent as you thought, man,” I tell him with a laugh.

Lincoln laughs and puts a hand on Marc’s shoulder. “He’s young and having fun. He’s been stuck in Oregon his whole life. He’s gonna let loose anytime he’s away from that small town.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Marc murmurs, looking back at Garrett. His big brother, protective instincts are coming out.

The four of us slip into a booth as soon as another group abandons it. Not two minutes after sitting there, a woman walks up to the table. Her caramel-colored skin sparkles thanks to the body glitter she appears to have rubbed over her chest and shoulders. Her dark, curly hair is wild around her oval-shaped face.

“Hey, guys,” she greets, taking her time to look at each one of us.

“Hey,” we all reply.

“Room for one more?” she asks, scooting into the booth, right next to Jace. “Why are you all sitting in the corner and not dancing?”

“It’s too packed to be dancing,” Jace answers with a laugh. “We’re already sweating, and there isn’t room on the dance floor for any more people.”

“I bet we could make room for us two,” she says with a flirty smile, bumping her shoulder into his arm.

I raise my eyebrows and look across the table at Lincoln and Marc. Marc grins and leans back, putting his arm around Linc.

Jace laughs his nervous laugh. “Nah, probably not.”

“Oh, come on. You’re too cute to be sitting over here where no one can see you.”

“You didn’t seem to have any trouble finding him,” Linc says.

She finally peels her eyes away from Jace and looks at Lincoln. “Well, I spotted you all when you first walked in. It’s pretty easy to notice a large group of attractive men.”

“So, you just watched him the whole time?” Marc questions.

Her confidence never waivers. “Not the whole time, no,” she replies with a smile, her white teeth peeking out from behind red lips. “Are you guys from around here?”

“We’re from Vegas,” I answer.

“Ooh. Sin City. Nice.”

Nico, Kade, and Garrett appear at the table, hollering about something.

“Oh, who’s this?” Nico asks, pushing his hand through his dark brown hair.

“I’m Candi,” she replies, extending her hand to him. “And who are you?”

“I’m Nico,” he answers, licking his bottom lip before smiling. I’m pretty sure I groan out loud.

“Candi, huh? So, you’re sweet?” he continues, making us all roll our eyes. Garrett and Kade look amused.

She looks unbothered by the cliché come-on. “Sometimes.”

“What are your plans for tonight, Candi?” Nico asks. Marc clears his throat, throwing him a look.

“Well, I was going to ask your friends the same thing. I happen to have a few friends here with me.”

“Oh really?” Nico asks dramatically, leaning back and looking at Garrett and Kade. “And where would they be? Are they as pretty as you?”

She giggles. “They’re around here somewhere.”

“And what would you like to do tonight, Candi?” he asks.

I lean forward, giving him a look like what the hell are you thinking? He ignores me.

“Well,” she replies, her voice becoming low and sultry as she turns and crosses her legs. “That depends.”

He squats down, looking into her eyes. “Depends on what?”

“On how much you’re willing to pay.”

There’s a long silence while we all take in what she said, and then all of us explode into laughter.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Jace chokes out.

She looks confused, turning to look at us. Her confusion soon turns into annoyance. Her lips purse together, and her eyebrows are pinched. “I’m not some street hooker,” she defends.

We can’t stop laughing at the coincidence, but she thinks we’re laughing at her. She moves to stand up, but Nico quickly blocks her.

“Wait, hold on, baby girl. We’re not making fun of you.”

She puts her hand on her hip. “Seems like it.”

“Are you an escort?” Jace asks.

She turns to look at him. “I am,” she replies, holding her head up higher. “And I won’t have you guys talking shit about my profession. If you have something-”

Nico gently takes her arm and turns her to face him. “We’re escorts,” he says, putting his hand on his chest.

“Well, some of us aren’t anymore,” Marc says.

“But most of have been,” I say. “Us three,” I say, gesturing towards myself, Marc, and Jace, “are retired. Nico and Kade over there are still in the business.”

She takes a minute to look at us to see if we’re joking or not, and then she starts laughing, too.

“Oh my god. I can’t believe it. What a weird coincidence.”

“These guys are all in relationships, anyway,” Nico adds, pointing to us at the table. “One’s getting married soon. We’re out here for a bachelor weekend.”

“Oh, well, that’s fun.”

“So, these friends of yours?” Garrett asks. “They escorts too, I take it?”

She nods. “You want to meet them?”

Garrett briefly looks at Marc and then answers. “Yeah, sure.”

Marc opens his mouth like he’s going to say something, but Lincoln puts a hand on his chest and gives him a look. Marc doesn’t say anything.

Nico, Kade, Garrett, and Candi all scurry off to find the other female escorts.

“Well, shit. Looks like my brother’s gonna hook up with an escort now,” Marc says.

“It’s not like you have room to say anything,” Linc says with a chuckle.

Marc sighs and the rest of us laugh. Nico rushes over with a huge grin on his face.

“Hey, we have somewhere new to go tomorrow night. Exclusive to escorts. Past and present.”

We all look at each other. Looks like our weekend just took an unexpected turn.

“But for now, me and the fellas are gonna hang with Candi and friends,” he says, grinning like a kid on Christmas.

“When did we get ousted from being ‘the fellas’ Marc asks as Nico runs off.

“And did they just abandon us for some chicks?” Jace questions with a laugh. “On my bachelor weekend?”

“Fuck em,” I say, raising a glass. “To the old heads.”

We all finish our drinks and then find another bar to spend the rest of the night in. It’s less crowded, not as loud, and more our style.

We still end up getting pretty tipsy, but nothing too bad. As we’re making our way into the hotel lobby, we spot Garrett getting into an elevator with some chick who can’t keep her hands to herself.

“I wonder if she was one of the escorts,” Jace muses.

Marc slaps a hand on his forehead and sighs.

Jace laughs. “Let the boy live.”

“I just hope he’s using condoms.”
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EMILIE

 

“Oh yeah, baby. Take it off!” Jillian screams drunkenly at the stripper.

Jillian works with Adrienne, and along with two other women from her work, I invited a couple girls I know from my job, and maybe a few other acquaintances Adrienne and I have known since we were in school. You’d think we would have a lot of friends, but it’s always been just me and A, and everyone else are just people we know and get along with well enough for short periods.

Thalia is here somewhere, but because she runs The Cell with Linc and Marc, she disappeared behind the scenes a little bit ago to take care of something.

“I never thought I’d be knocked up when you were having a bachelorette party. That was not part of the plan. I was supposed to be up there with Jillian’s drunk ass, yelling at strippers and throwing back shots like nobody’s business,” I tell Adrienne as we sit at a small round table several feet from the main stage.

She laughs, her face showing signs of being buzzed—flushed cheeks and glossy eyes. “You can still yell at the strippers.”

I make a face at her. “It’s not the same when you’re sober.”

“But you have this cutie little baby,” she says in the most ridiculous baby voice as she rubs my stomach.

I swat her hand away. “Stop it. Jillian will probably tell everyone in this building if she finds out.”

She takes another drink and adjusts the novelty veil we had her wear tonight. It’s attached to a tiara that reads Bride. It’s hideous but that’s okay. Her shirt reads, he popped the question, and ours say, we’re poppin’ bottles. Clearly, I bought these when I thought I’d be poppin’ bottles.

I make sure the bartender pours water in my glass, and I just pretend I’m drinking vodka so the other girls don’t ask questions. I’ve been drunk so many times, I can fake it. Plus, these bitches are gonna be so wasted, they won’t even notice.

“Come on, Em. Let’s go throw some dollars at these guys,” she says, getting up from the table and teetering a bit on her five inch heels. She reaches for my hand and smiles. I can’t help but return it and get up and join her. My best friend is getting married, and even though I can’t drink, we’re damn well gonna celebrate.

“Whooo!” I yell, approaching Jillian, Audrey, Cindy, and Misty who are oogling the man who’s currently dancing on the main stage. “Shake it!”

They turn and look at me, probably assume I’m as drunk as them, and start cracking up before joining in.

The men they have dancing in this particular room are damn near perfect, but I’m not surprised. Marc, Linc, and Thalia hired everyone themselves, and they all have good taste.

After we spend almost two hours giving money to the male strippers, and after the girls thoroughly enjoy their comped bottle of liquor, we head into the room with the female strippers. Equal opportunity and all.

We don’t yell as obnoxiously at them, but there’s still yelling money being tossed on the dance floor. Two of the girls get lap dances from a couple of perfectly shaped dancers, and the rest of us gather around a few tables and take some shots. I change it up this time and order a shot of apple juice while I get Crown Apple for everyone else.

“To Adrienne!” I announce, holding up my shot glass. “She’s more than my best friend. She’s been my family for as long as I can remember. Thank you for finding Jace. Actually, I thank myself for pushing you in his direction, because you wanted to act all scared of getting it on with that God-like creature.” We all crack up. “If Jace hadn’t come into our lives, I wouldn’t have met Troy, and both of our lives would be completely different.”

“Oh, so this is about you?” Adrienne jokes.

“Clearly,” I retort, rolling my eyes. “All jokes aside, you and Jace are great together. You’re welcome,” I say with a wink. “I love you both so much. You deserve only the best in life.”

We share a smile, and then everyone knocks back their shots. I do my best to pull a face and act like the juice burns my throat.

While we were in the female stripper room, we were comped another bottle of liquor, thanks to Thalia. The girls are definitely feeling the effects, and we all move into the main part of this estate and enjoy a regular club atmosphere with no naked dancers.

There are a lot of other people here, so the single ladies are having fun flirting with any and everything that crosses their path. There are a few male and female escorts who are on the clock, ready to be called upon if anybody wants some company. I have a feeling Jillian will be one of the ones that takes advantage of that. I feel sorry for the poor guy she chooses. Lord Jesus, that woman is crazy.

Thalia joins me and Adrienne on the dance floor, and the three of us dance our asses off while simultaneously laughing at Jillian and Misty who have taken to doing the robot. A terrible version of it at that.

A couple hours later, the group has lost some members. One is off in one of the fetish rooms with someone, and two others were beyond wasted and needed to take a cab home before it got even worse, and I think one just called it a night because her husband kept calling her.

Me, Adrienne, and Thalia end up at one of the bars that serves food. I order some chips and salsa and buffalo wings. I’m just hungry, but the other two need to soak up some alcohol with food. They shovel it in hoping it takes away some of the effects of all their drinking before they pass the point of no return.

“Fuck, I can already feel a headache coming,” Adrienne complains, rubbing her temples.

I lick the buffalo sauce off my fingers. “Drink some more water,” I say, pushing her glass closer to her.

She gulps it down while Thalia continues to scarf down the chips. “Where’s Audrey?” Thalia asks.

I look around lazily, not really trying to find her. “I don’t know.” The food is more important.

“What time is it?” Adrienne asks, her words only slightly slurred.

I press the home button on my phone. “One forty-two.”

“Well, if everybody else is already gone, let’s head out. I can eat some food at home, but more importantly, get out of these damn shoes and into my sweatpants.”

“Fine by me,” I say, finishing off another wing.

It takes about fifteen minutes to settle the bar tab, get the rest of my food in a to-go container, and get out the door. As I’m about to step outside, I catch a glimpse of Audrey talking to one of the male escorts. I smile and shake my head. I’ll have to get the gossip from her another time.

It takes us almost forty minutes to get to Adrienne’s house, but I’m not drunk, so the ride bothers me less than the other girls. I’m usually the one in the back seat complaining about the bumps and turns, and needing the AC on full blast. It’s almost fun being the sober one for once.

“I’ll be back in a few,” Adrienne announces as she ascends the stairs in her house.

“Think she’s gonna throw up?” Thalia asks me.

“Nah. She’s always pissed me off. We’ll go out and drink our faces off, be completely wasted, but this bitch never throws up. She’ll feel like shit, but she won’t puke. However, I’ve thrown up in people’s bushes outside of parties. I’ve thrown up in public bathrooms. And I’ve had to have someone pull the car over so I could throw up on the street. It’s annoying.”

Thalia laughs at me. She doesn’t seem as drunk anymore, but definitely not one hundred percent sober either.

“So, be honest with me. Are you really okay with all this wedding stuff being in your face when you can’t get married? Because, honestly, it was getting to me. Not because I can’t get married, but I think I was just letting myself freak out thinking Troy would never want to marry me because of his past. It was hard to get away from those thoughts with all the wedding planning and everything.”

She hesitates for a few seconds, gathering her thoughts. “Well, yeah. I guess you could say it was hard to not think about my own future. I think that’s natural, though. A friend gets married and you suddenly think about whether that’s in your cards or not. Or someone gets pregnant, and you start wondering if you want kids and when and how many.”

“Right. Exactly. But because of your unique situation, have you thought about just marrying one of them?”

She starts shaking her head immediately. “No way. I could never do that. I love them equally, and marrying one of them would make the other one feel less than, and that’s not the case. So as much as I want to get married, I love Linc and Marc so much that I’d never leave one of them out of such a special moment, plus we…” She trails off and starts chewing on her bottom lip.

“You what?” I question.

“Well,” she starts, looking both excited and nervous. “I didn’t really want to say anything.”

“Oh, well you have to now!” I say, bringing my legs up on the couch and sitting Indian style.

She glances at the stairs then looks back at me. “The other day the guys took me out to dinner, and-”

“Well, I feel better,” Adrienne announces, coming down the stairs in a thick, fleece robe, and her damp hair piled into a messy bun on her head.

“Did you take a shower?” Thalia asks.

“I had to. They always make me feel better.”

“So that’s your secret,” I mutter. “I couldn’t imagine standing in a shower while I was wasted. I’d probably fall and get a concussion.”

“That’s because you’re a drunky drunkerson,” she says with a laugh. “I wasn’t that drunk. Thalia, feel free to use a shower if you want to.”

“No, Thalia was just about to tell me something,” I say, looking back at her with pleading eyes.

“Uh, I don’t know,” she says, pushing a strand of hair behind her ear.

“What’s goin’ on?” Adrienne asks.

Thalia exhales. “I wasn’t going to say anything just yet.”

“Oh, just say it!” I plead.

“But I don’t want to take any attention off your wedding, Adrienne.”

Adrienne looks confused. “What do you mean?”

Thalia rubs her palms over the couch cushions. “Well, the other day Lincoln and Marc took me out to dinner.” She pauses, looking at us both, keeping us in suspense. “Towards the end of it, they proposed.”

Me and Adrienne both gasp at the same time. Thalia smiles and continues.

“They want to give me the wedding I’ve always dreamed of. They want us to dedicate ourselves to each other in front of the people we care most about. So, we’re going to have a ceremony and everything. I just didn’t want to steal any of the spotlight.”

Adrienne swats the air like that thought is ridiculous. “Please. I am so happy for you guys!”

“That’s amazing, T. Seriously,” I tell her.

A radiant smile takes over her face. Her happiness courses through her, and I feel bad she felt she had to keep that kind of news to herself.

Adrienne, ever the event planner, starts questioning her about what kind of ceremony and reception she’d want. Though it’s three in the morning, we all stay up another hour and a half discussing weddings and baby showers. Everything seems to be working out for everyone, except for the little fact that the father of my baby doesn’t know he’s going to be a daddy soon.

I stress myself out thinking about it once again, and wonder if I should just tell him over the phone right now just to get it over with. I shake my head. I can wait. He’ll be back tomorrow. Tomorrow’s the day.
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TROY

 

The escort club is one of the most amazing places I’ve seen. For one, this is definitely more of an upscale place, and everyone is dressed to the nines. Luckily, Candi informed Nico of the dress code, so we were all prepared before coming here.

It resides on the two top floors of a giant building, and upon walking in, you’re greeted with a grand, stark-white staircase. The floor is also a bright white that sparkles when the light hits it just right. There are black tables and chairs strategically placed along the walls, leaving plenty of open space for people who want to dance. The atmosphere isn’t too club-like. The music isn’t about to bust your eardrums, so people can actually have conversations. The lighting isn’t too dim either.

Our hosts lead us to a large bar that sits in the corner of the vast room. The white, marble top rests on an intricately carved black bottom, and three bartenders stand behind it.

Lincoln whistles. “Nice place.”

Candi nods. “We love it.”

“How new is this?” Jace asks. “I’ve been to LA plenty of times when I was working and never heard of this place.”

“Maybe about a year.”

“Makes sense that we haven’t heard of it,” I say.

“The owner of the escort company we work for teamed up with two other escort company owners in the surrounding area and they built this,” Candi says, gesturing to the room. “They knew how hard it could be for escorts to find significant others because of the nature of the job, so they figured maybe we could find others in the same career field who would understand.”

Garrett makes a face and I know he’s about to say something.

“Uhh. Not to be rude or anything, but doesn’t that just mean that as a couple you’d have more chances at having problems because you’d both be sleeping with lots of different people?”

“We don’t sleep with all of our clients,” she starts, “and people in this profession know that our job is just that. We aren’t falling in love with our clients.”

Garrett smirks and looks at his brother. “Tell that to this guy,” he says.

“Shut up,” Marc tells him.

Candi shrugs. “You can’t guarantee anything working out, in any situation, but we like to be able to come here and meet people who know our job and won’t judge us.”

Garrett nods at that, and I think we can all understand that statement. There were many times when we were afraid to tell other people what we did because the look you’d get would be one of disgust. Then you start getting life advice and told what we’re doing is wrong. People love judging others who don’t do things exactly the way they do.

After we get our drinks, we all start to split up. Garrett, Nico, and Kade all go off with some of the girls that brought us here. The rest of us linger in the main room for a little while before Jace suggests heading upstairs.

“I just want to see what’s up there. You can’t really tell from down here,” he says.

And it’s true. It’s darker up there, and while you see some people going up or coming down from time to time, you can’t really see what’s going on.

Jace and I lead the way while Linc and Marc follow behind us. When we get to the top, it splits off, so Jace and I go to the left while Marc and Linc go to the right.

“It’s suspiciously quieter up here,” I say. “I figured this would be more of the club atmosphere since it’s darker.”

“Yeah. It’s kind of weird.”

We continue walking around until we see an entranceway into a darkened room. It takes both of us several seconds before we realize what we see.

The décor is starkly different from downstairs. There’s a red, St. Andrew’s cross on the wall, which doesn’t seem to be one that ever gets used. There’s also two flat-screen TVs with what looks to be soft porn playing on them, and large couches in front of them where people sit and watch.

“Wow,” Jace says in a whisper.

“Yeah.”

“I wonder what Marc and Linc found.”

“Let’s go find them,” I say, noticing a couple of women looking our way.

We head back out towards the staircase and see Linc and Marc exiting the room they went to. Marc’s eyebrows go up.

“Fun stuff?” I ask.

He looks to Lincoln. “Uh, yeah, sure. I’m pretty sure there’s some glory hole rooms, and a couple prison cell type rooms with some people in them.”

“We got soft porn in there,” Jace says.

“Maybe that’s the room where you get turned on, and this is the one where you go to get taken care of,” Linc says.

“I still think our place is better,” Marc says with a shrug.

I laugh and throw my arm around Marc’s shoulder. “It is, now let’s go find the youngins,” I say as we descend the staircase.

“Lord knows what my brother has gotten himself into,” Marc says, shaking his head. “I’m afraid he’s gonna want to move to LA if we stay here any longer.”

“What’s wrong with LA?” Jace asks.

“Nothing, I guess,” he answers with a shrug. “But my mom will lose her mind when her baby up and decides to move. She still makes him dinner and takes it over to his house to make sure he’s eating right,” Marc says with a chuckle. “She’d probably blame me, but I’m used to that. Older siblings always get the blame for everything.”

Lincoln puts a hand on Marc’s shoulder. “I think you’re concerned about him wanting to move out here,” he says with a gentle smile.

“What? Me? Why would I care?” Marc questions.

“Probably just another older sibling thing. You worry he may be in over his head or get into some trouble or something.”

“Well, he would be in over his head,” Marc replies. “He’s never lived outside of our hometown. He only just got on a plane for the first time in his life. He wouldn’t be able to afford a nice place in LA. You know it’s expensive out here. Where would he work? He doesn’t even have friends or family here.”

Marc takes a breath and the rest of us look at each other and grin. It takes him a few seconds, but then he finally sees what we all do.

“Okay, maybe I am a little protective.”

As if he heard us talking about him, Garrett pops into our circle and puts his arms around both Marc and Lincoln’s shoulders. “Oh my god, I think I’m in love with this city.”

Marc rolls his eyes and the rest of us start laughing.

“What?” Garrett asks.

“Nothing,” I answer. “Why do you love it so much?”

He instantly breaks into a wide smile. “The girls, the nightlife, the never-ending things to do and see.”

“There’s girls back at home,” Marc chimes in.

“Not like these girls,” Garrett says with a laugh. “And you know we don’t have any sort of nightlife or anything to do there. It’s a town for old people.”

“Maybe he will want to move,” I whisper to Jace.

Jace shrugs. “Maybe.”

“Marc looks like he’s about to have a heart attack.”

“He’s a momma bear,” Jace says with a chuckle.

“Come on, guys. I scored us a booth with a couple of bottles,” Nico says, appearing out of nowhere.

“How the fuck did you manage that?” I ask.

“I don’t know why you guys doubt my skills so much,” he replies. “I’m a smooth-talking, charming kind of guy. I can get whatever I want if I play my cards right. Now come on and enjoy this free liquor. Is this a fucking bachelor party or what?”

“I could use some more liquor,” Jace says, following Nico to the other room. The rest of us fall in line and enjoy the next two hours, getting completely shit-faced.

 


[image: ]

[image: ]

EMILIE

 

We’ve been at the spa for an hour and a half, and so far, I’ve gotten a manicure and pedicure, and now I’m sitting in a chair eating some chips and getting my hair trimmed. What is it about hairstylists that make you feel like you can tell them your whole life story? Maybe because they don’t know you? Maybe because they’re stuck there with you and have to listen to whatever you say? I don’t know what it is, but I’ve already started spilling my guts to Jeanine.

“And that’s why I haven’t told him I’m pregnant yet. Do you have any kids?”

She nods as she runs a comb through my wet hair. “I have two little monsters. Three and five.”

“Oh wow. Are they a handful?”

“They are, but they’re amazing. They just love you so much at this age. You are the best and funniest person they know.”

“Boys, girls, or one of each?”

“One of each. My daughter is the oldest, and she thinks she’s the boss of her brother,” she says with a laugh.

“Girls,” I say, shaking my head. “We always think we’re the boss of someone.”

“I mean, we’re not wrong,” Jeanine says with a laugh.

“I want a boy and a girl, but I hope this one’s a girl. I know you’re supposed to say you just want one that’s healthy, and blah blah, but I really want to see Troy with a daughter. I think he’d be wrapped around her little finger.”

She chuckles and starts cutting off my split-ends. “Probably. That’s how my husband is with our daughter. But my little boy is a momma’s boy, so it’s okay,” she says with a smile.

Jeanine and I continue to chat it up for the next forty minutes, and by the time my hair is done, I feel like I’ve made another friend.

“Well, thanks for listening to me,” I say as I get out of the chair. “And thanks for making me look beautiful again,” I say, swishing my hair back and forth, wishing it always looked this good.

“No problem, girlfriend,” she says. “Good luck telling your boyfriend he’s about to be a daddy.”

“Thanks. Good luck with your little monsters.”

She laughs. “I’ll need it. They’re with my mom right now, so they’ve probably been eating all the cookies she makes for them.”

I smile at her before turning away to go look for Adrienne, but deep down I feel a pain I haven’t felt before. A realization hits me. I haven’t even thought about this until just now. My baby will never know my parents. He or she won’t know my mom’s cooking. Won’t know my dad’s jokes. Won’t know how amazing they were.

I’m glad Troy’s parents are as great as they are. I know his mom is dying for grandbabies, so I know my baby will have at least one set of loving grandparents, but it still hurts that my parents won’t be here to see me be a mom.

“Hey!” Thalia announces, coming out of the sauna. “Your hair looks great.”

“Oh, thanks!” I say, fluffing it with my hand, grateful to be out of my own thoughts. “Where’s A?”

“I think she’s getting a massage.”

“Oh yeah. Wish I could get a massage. Who knew pregnant women were at risk for miscarriage when getting massages in the first trimester? I could totally use one right now.”

Thalia shrugs. “I had no clue, but maybe in the second trimester?”

“Yeah. Well, I’ll let you go shower. You can find me getting a facial.”

“Okay.”

I have a little while before my appointment time, so I find a soft chair and pull my phone out to text Troy.

 

Hey baby. How goes it?

 

It takes him a couple minutes to respond, and a few tries.

 

Jey voo

Hey

I meant hey boo. Sorry.

Half sleep. My eyes won’t open all the way.

 

I laugh out loud. Must’ve had a long night.

 

Okay, weirdo. Text me when your eyes can open all the way. I love you.

 

He sends me an emoji of a thumbs up along with an emoji of what I assume represents drunk or hungover. I can’t help but smile at my phone before slipping it into my back pocket.

My facial takes about thirty minutes, and when I’m done, I meet up with Thalia and Adrienne in the locker room feeling refreshed and relaxed.

“Today has been amazing,” I say on a sigh as I drop onto a soft couch along the wall.

“Yes, it has. I’m fully waxed and body scrubbed and ready for my wedding night,” Adrienne says, wiggling her brows.

“Like y’all ain’t been doing it every single day anyway,” I say, playfully rolling my eyes.

“We haven’t!” she defends. “I told him we should stop having sex for a week up to the wedding.”

“Why?” Thalia and I both ask in unison.

She shrugs. “I don’t know. It’ll make us look forward to the wedding night even more. Anticipation and all that,” she says with a wave of her hand. “But I was on my period last week, so it’s been almost two weeks!”

“You’re crazy,” I say with a laugh.

“Whatever,” she says, taking her clothes out of a locker. “I don’t have that much longer to wait.” She pauses, pulling her oversized shirt over her head. “But it’s pretty hard to not jump him when he climbs into bed next to me every night.”

“Maybe you should’ve started sleeping in different rooms,” I joke.

“Shush,” she says with a laugh, throwing her towel at me. “Have either of you talked to the guys today?”

“I texted Troy. He seems to be hungover. He could barely type out a few words and said his eyes couldn’t open all the way.”

“I briefly spoke to Lincoln this morning,” Thalia says. “He said everyone got pretty trashed last night. They were able to get their hands on some free alcohol, so they didn’t let any go to waste. He also said Marc’s phone is missing.”

“Yeah, Jace texted me at some point in the middle of the night, or early morning I guess I should say. I still don’t know what he was trying to say.”

“Oh, and Garrett, Nico, and Kade never came back to the hotel room. Linc says he doesn’t think Marc is aware yet, because he was still passed out. Hopefully they’re okay and find their way back soon.”

“Jesus, is this some sort of Hangover movie situation?” I say.

“It better fucking not be,” Adrienne says, slipping on her shoes. “They all better make it to the wedding and not be all fucked up.”

I shake my head. “I’m sure they’ll be good to go by tomorrow.”

“Well, they’re supposed to be heading back this afternoon,” Thalia says. “As long as we have eyes on them come tonight, we should be fine.”

“Is Jace still staying with us tonight?” I ask.

“Yeah, if that’s cool. I know things have changed,” Adrienne says, eyeing my flat stomach.

“No, it’s fine. I know you don’t want to see him until you’re walking down the aisle,” I say with a grin. “You and your rules. I’ll still be able to talk to Troy, even if I have to drag him out of the house.”

“If you’re sure.”

“Yep, totally fine.”

“Okay, well, who’s hungry?”

“I could eat,” I state.

“Me too.”

“Okay, let’s go grab some food and then we’ll head back to my house for a special surprise.”

Adrienne’s face lights up, and I wonder what she’s up to.

“What did you do?” I question.

“Me?” she says with faux innocence. “Nothing.”

I look at Thalia and roll my eyes. “Mmhmm.”

“Let’s go girls,” she says, basically skipping out of the room.
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TROY

 

I try to open my eyes, but I’m instantly assaulted by the brightest light on the planet. I raise my arm in an effort to block the sun from my eyes, but it doesn’t work. In my drunken state last night, I left the curtains open, and instant regret sets in.

The window is about ten feet away, and I’m almost certain I can’t get out of bed. I glance around with squinted eyes, looking for the clock that I’m almost positive was on the end table last night. I roll over slightly, feeling the alcohol swishing around in my stomach, and spot it on the floor flipped upside down. Great.

I stretch my arms out and pat the bed, looking for my phone. Wherever it is, it isn’t within arms’ reach, and right now I don’t care to even look for it. I know Em texted me earlier, but I don’t know how much time has passed since then.

Based on the silence outside my door, I assume nobody else is up and about. I think Marc and Linc went to their own room at some point, but I’m not one hundred percent sure. They came to our room so we could continue to drink from the bar we have in the suite, and we were up until at least five in the morning. That’s the last time I remember looking at the clock, anyway.

When Nico announced that we had free liquor, none of us thought it would be in good taste to just let that go to waste, so amongst us seven, we finished the two free bottles, and ended up buying another one. And that one was also finished.

In our defense, the girls Garrett and Nico were trying to hook up with were also drinking from them, so we had a little help.

I can’t remember what time it was once we left there, but at that point we weren’t ready for the party to end, so we made sure it didn’t.

Most bars and clubs close down around two or three in the morning, but Nico being Nico found us another place to go. There was a party being thrown at a hotel by one of his clients. The woman, who he was pretty familiar with, was celebrating something. Maybe a promotion. I can’t really remember, but they had plenty of liquor in a suite where her and her friends were partying.

Nico talked to his client almost the whole time we were there, and Garrett found one of her friends to flirt with. The more Marc had to drink, the less concerned he was about what his brother was doing, and the more interested he became in Lincoln. I’m surprised those two didn’t dip out earlier to go be alone.

We left the three musketeers at the party, and me, Jace, Linc, and Marc went and spent nearly seventy-five dollars on fast food, then came back to the room.

My bladder encourages me to get out of bed, so I slowly roll to my side and gently push myself into a sitting position. Fuck. I haven’t had this much to drink in a long time. My head throbs and I feel queasy and lightheaded. I don’t know if I’m still drunk or just hungover. Maybe a little of both.

After I finish in the bathroom, I make my way towards the window so I can get the damn sun out of my face, and stumble across my phone. I don’t know if it fell out of the bed or if I just threw it. After closing the curtains, I sit on the edge of the bed and check my notifications.

There’s six missed calls and fourteen text messages. Jesus Christ, who was blowing up my phone?

A noise outside my door gets my attention. I hear a drawn-out groan followed by a cough, and then a knock on the door.

“Yeah?” I croak, my throat feeling a little dry.

The door opens slowly and Jace appears in the doorway looking as bad as I feel. His hand is on his head and his brows couldn’t be more furrowed.

“Hey,” he says, his voice sounding scratchy. “You check your phone yet?” he asks, holding up his own in his other hand.

“Nah. I was just about to. I have a lot of missed calls and messages, though.”

“Yeah.” He takes in a deep breath, like it’s taking all his strength to stand there. “I gotta sit down, man,” he says, making his way to a chair in the corner. “I got a voicemail.” He rubs his forehead again. “Just look at yours.”

I squint at my phone, because even that little light seems too bright right now. “Why did Marc call so much?” I ask. Jace just grunts.

I go to the text messages next. I have four from Marc.

 

Hello. We have ur friend’s phone.

Helloooo

Did you wanna come back and get it?

Call the phone.

 

I look over at Jace who has his eyes closed, so I don’t bother trying to talk to him. I check the text messages from numbers I don’t know.

 

Heyyyy

It’s Clarice.

Are you still up?

Where are you?

 

“Who the fuck is Clarice?” I ask, looking at Jace.

“Don’t know. Who the fuck is Alex?”

“Who?”

“I don’t know. I have messages from an Alex as well as someone who has Marc’s phone.”

I run a hand over my face. This is exactly what we don’t need.

A few other unread texts are from Nico and two from my mom. I don’t bother reading them just yet, choosing to check the voicemail.

The first message starts and now my ears are assaulted with music in the background as well as a lot of chattering voices. Finally, a high-pitched voice comes through.

“Troooooy. where are yooooou? Hey, it’s me. Clarice. Call me back.”

My heart starts racing. I play the next message.

“Hey. Call this number back.”

“Hey fucker. Why’d you just leave? Answer my texts.”

“Your friend left his phone. Call it and we can meet up.”

“Jace, what the fuck?”

He only shakes his head, eyes still closed.

I only recognize Nico’s voice, but the other two are female voices that I don’t recognize. How did they get my number? Why are they calling? What the fuck actually happened last night? I know we were all fucked up, but I didn’t think we were black out drunk, where pieces of our night are missing.

“Do you remember a Clarice from last night?” I ask him.

“Fuck no. Don’t remember an Alex either.”

“Alex,” I murmur, trying to see if it rings any bells. “What did your messages say?”

“Someone letting me know Marc left his phone with them. Some girl just saying my name and telling me to call her back, and Nico texting me a few times.”

“Seems about the same as me. But you said someone named Alex called you?”

“Yep.”

“There were a lot of people at that hotel party. I imagine that’s where Marc left his phone, and it was just people who were there that were calling us.”

“Sure,” he says, shrugging his shoulders. “Nico could’ve told them our names. They got our number from Marc’s phone. It makes sense.”

“Well, it needs to make sense. We don’t need fucking random chicks calling and texting our phones when we get back to Vegas. The girls would kill us. I definitely don’t think anything crazy happened.”

“Nah,” he agrees. “But we need to find Marc’s phone, and let these girls know that they can’t be calling us anymore.”

“Okay, so first things first. Let’s touch base with Linc and see if he got any similar calls. Maybe they’re already taking care of this phone situation. If not, then we’ll call one of these numbers back and see who answers,” I say.

“Let’s call Nico before we call one of these chicks. Maybe he stayed over there with them. Then we can eliminate a trip to go meet some people we don’t know.”

“Yeah, okay.”

I pull up Nico’s number on my phone, but it goes straight to voicemail. “Fuck!” I wait for the beep. “Nico, call me back, man.”

I press end and then find Lincoln’s number and hit send. It rings twice before he answers.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Linc. Quick question.”

“Okay,” he replies.

“Did you get any calls or texts from anyone about Marc’s phone?”

“No,” he answers, sounding confused. “Should I have?”

I let out a long breath. “Well, me and Jace have some messages from some people we don’t know. They told us they had Marc’s phone.”

“Oh, so he left it at the hotel?”

“That’s my guess.”

“Well, that’s better than at the club or in a cab. Just call them back and see when and where we can meet to pick it up.”

“Yeah. All right, man. I’ll hit you up later.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

“Linc didn’t get any calls,” I tell Jace. “We’re the lucky ones. He just wants us to call them back and figure out when we can get it back.”

“Call Marc’s number and see who answers.”

I click on Marc’s name in my phone, but instead of ringing, his voice message instantly starts playing.

“I think it’s dead. Or turned off. It went straight to voicemail.”

“Great.”

“So, you don’t happen to wanna call Alex, do ya?”

Jace groans. “No.”

“Ugh. Fine. I’m not calling Clarice though. I’m gonna call the other one who seemed sober when she left a message.”

The phone rings a few times before a female voice picks up.

“Hello?”

“Hi, this is Troy. I got a message from this number.”

“Oh, hey. Yeah, your friend left his phone at the party last night. A few people tried getting in touch with you guys.”

“Yeah, we’re just now seeing the messages. Do you happen to still have it?”

“One second,” she says. I hear some noise and then her voice sounds muffled when she talks again. “Hey, do you still have that phone? The one from last night. Clarice, do you still have the cell phone?”

So, she’s not Clarice, but she knows her.

“Hey, yeah, we have it here.”

“Okay, great. Where are you?”

“We’re still in the same hotel room. Some of us just crashed here.”

“Okay, and you’ll be there for a little while?”

“Yep. We’ll be here.”

“Great. Someone will be by to pick it up soon. Thanks.”

“No problem,” she says.

When I hang up, I breathe a sigh of relief. “She says the phone is still at the same hotel room from last night. Some of them just spent the night there, so I can tell Marc he can get it from there.”

“Okay, good.”

I call Lincoln and tell him where the phone is, and then he invites us to meet up downstairs at one of the restaurants for a late lunch.

“We’re meeting them in about an hour, so I guess we should shower and get ready. Food’s probably good for us right about now,” I tell Jace, who’s slouched further into the chair.

He groans. “I can’t even think about food right now.”

“Just have some toast and coffee.”

“All right. I’ll go get ready.”

He drags himself out of the room, and I make my way into the shower, hoping the scalding hot water will make me feel more human. I feel like I can smell the alcohol seeping through my pores.

Good thing we had the forethought to have a late checkout today. We’ll have plenty of time to go eat, come back and grab all of our things, then get back on the road to Vegas.

With a towel wrapped around my waist, I down a bottle of water and feel only about ten percent better. Hopefully the food will help.

Once I’m ready, I head towards Jace’s door, ready to knock and tell him to hurry up, but I stop short when I hear his voice.

“Mom, it’s Jace. I’ve been trying to get in touch with you. My wedding is tomorrow. Are you really gonna miss it? I want you there. I’ll pay for the ticket and everything. You won’t have to worry about a hotel either. You can stay with us. Please just call me back. I want to make sure you’re okay. I love you. Bye.”

My heart breaks a little for him. I step away and decide to wait for him on the couch in the living room. I send a text to Emilie in the meantime.

 

Hey baby. I’m sorry I couldn’t talk to you earlier. I hope you had a good day. Apparently we all had a little too much to drink last night, but don’t worry, we’ll be on the road in a little while, and I’ll see your beautiful face again soon. I love you so much. I’ve missed you.

 

She doesn’t respond right away, but Jace comes out, and the both of us head down to the lobby.

“You good?” I ask him.

“Yeah, of course,” he says, forcing a smile. “I get married to the love of my life tomorrow, and I had an amazing couple of days with my boys. I’m glad we did this.”

I can still see the pain he’s trying to hide behind the happiness. I don’t doubt for a second that he’s actually excited to marry Adrienne, and that he enjoyed his time here, but I also know he’s unhappy about his mom not answering his calls and more than likely missing his wedding.

I put my hand on his shoulder. “I’m glad we did, too.”

“Still kinda feeling like shit, though,” he says, rubbing his head. “I’m gonna have to grab some Tylenol from the gift shop.”

“Yeah, I’m hoping this food is a cure-all.”

We meet up with Marc and Linc at the Cabana restaurant. It’s the most casual of the other restaurants in the hotel, with the most variety.

“You guys look like hell,” Linc says with a smile as we approach.

“Fuck you,” I say as Jace says, “Thanks.”

“Don’t worry. You don’t look worse than this guy,” Linc says, gesturing to Marc who’s leaning against the wall with a pair of sunglasses shielding his eyes.

“Looks like you’re about to fall out, man,” I say with a laugh.

“Fuck off,” he groans.

“Ooh,” I laugh. “Someone’s grumpy.”

“I blame you guys for this. I never drink this much.”

“Well, you won’t have to do it again until someone else gets married.”

“Well, nobody get married for a while,” he says, rubbing his head. “Have you heard from my dumbass brother at all?”

Me and Jace both shake our heads.

“He’s not answering his phone,” Linc says.

“Might still be asleep,” Jace says. “I wish I was.”

“Well he needs to wake his ass up. We need to be on the road soon,” Marc grumbles.

“We’ll find him,” I say. “Now let’s eat before we all die.”
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EMILIE

 

When we get to Adrienne’s house, she rushes upstairs and tells us to sit and wait for her. Thalia and I look at each other and shrug, doing as she says.

“What do you think she has up her sleeve?” Thalia asks.

“Who knows? With her, it could be anything.”

It doesn’t take long before Adrienne’s coming back down the stairs, giant gift bags in each hand. One is white with glitter falling off of it with each step she takes, and the other is a light yellow with little animals on it.

“So, I got you guys some gifts,” she says through a big smile.

“Why did you get us gifts? It’s your wedding!” I tell her.

“I know, I know, but you two have been helping me so much through this whole wedding planning process, and I owe you so much. I know I’ve been calling you both like crazy, stressing out, and you guys have been amazing. Plus, I love you, so here you go,” she says, extending the bags in our direction.

I take the yellow one, while Thalia accepts the white one. We yank out the tissue paper like kids on Christmas, and start pulling out gifts. Thalia pulls one out first—a white tank top that says Kiss the Bride. She pulls out a small canister that holds a one-hundred-dollar gift card to Victoria’s Secret.

“For the honeymoon,” Adrienne says with a smirk.

“Thank you,” Thalia responds with a grateful smile.

I reach into my bag and pull out a set of baby onesies. They’re all a variety of light green, yellow, and white, because we don’t know the sex of the baby yet. I hold them close to my chest and try not to cry as I look over at Adrienne who seems to be holding back tears, too.

“Keep digging,” she says. “Both of you.”

I end up pulling out a pack of the tiniest little socks I’ve ever seen, and several bibs. One says I drink too much, and I bust out laughing. There’s some gender-neutral blankets and bath necessities as well as a gift card to Buy Buy Baby.

Thalia gets a bracelet with several charms. One is a heart that reads Happily Ever After, and there’s a little diamond ring charm, as well as the number three, which is perfect. Thalia slips it on her wrist right away, and then pulls out a box that says Bridal Survival Pack. Inside is a couple small bottles of alcohol, some spa-like items like bath bombs, eye masks, essential oils for stress and anxiety, and a small bottle of Tylenol.

“Trust me, you’ll need it all and some,” Adrienne says with a giggle.

We have a group hug, and I cry, because I’m a sap now.

“Thank you so much, A,” I tell her, trying not to be a big baby. “This is great. I appreciate it.”

“Really Adrienne, you didn’t have to do this. Your big day is tomorrow,” Thalia says.

“And the focus has been on me for months. I’m so happy for you guys.” She lifts one of the onesies up. “Can you believe clothes are this small? I can’t wait to spoil my niece or nephew!”

As much as I try to hold them back, the tears come, and no amount of fanning my face keeps them from running down my cheeks.

“I used to be such a badass,” I say through tears and a laugh. “Now I cry all the time.”

“You’ll be a badass mom, don’t worry,” Adrienne says through laughter.

We spend the rest of the afternoon watching movies, stuffing our faces, and talking about Adrienne’s wedding. A couple times, Adrienne gets up and tries to get in touch with Jace’s mom, but she’s still not answering the phone.

“I hope she’s okay,” Adrienne says, coming back to the couch.

“I know Jace wants her here for the wedding, but I think at this point, just knowing she’s okay would be good enough.”

“Has she done this before?” Thalia asks. “Disappearing?”

“Yeah, but not for this long. We’ve always at least heard from her. She’d send a text or make a quick call to Jace to say she’s fine.”

“Does he know anybody else up there that could maybe check on her?” Thalia questions.

“I’m not sure. He lost contact with people after he left.” She’s quiet for a while, biting on her thumb nail. “I don’t know what to do, but I want to do something for him. I should’ve used this time while he was away to fly up there and try to find her, but now it’s too late.”

“Hey, don’t do that. You needed to be here. You have a lot going on. I’m sure Jace wouldn’t expect you to do that,” I tell her. “And there’s been plenty of time for him to be able to get out there if he thought that’s what he needed to do. Maybe he just knows his mom, and this is something she does.”

Adrienne shrugs. “I don’t know. I feel bad for him. I just want everything to be perfect.”

“Honey, it will be,” Thalia says. “You’ve planned the most beautiful wedding. It’s going to be great.”

Adrienne gives us a tight smile. “Oh!” She jumps from the couch. “I just remembered something. There might be someone I can call. I’ll be back,” she says as she runs towards the stairs.

“She’s always thinking about other people, even when it’s supposed to be all about her,” I say. “That’s one of the reasons why I love her so much. She’s the most selfless person in the world.”

Thalia nods. “She’s amazing. I can’t believe she got us these gifts.”

“I can, and if I know Adrienne at all, there will be more. Which is why I’m glad we went all out for her and Jace’s wedding present.”

“I know!” she squeals.

For the longest time, I didn’t know what to get them. Then one day, as luck would have it, something basically fell into my lap. I approached Thalia with the idea, and we went half on it. It’s so great, I’m almost jealous.
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TROY

 

A glance at my watch tells me we need to be on the road within the next few hours to get back before the girls start worrying. The drive is around five hours, and don’t want to get back too late, since we’ll have to get up early and be ready for the wedding at noon.

“Guys, we need to find everybody and be on the road by three. That’ll put is in Vegas around eight or eight-thirty. So, let’s go to the hotel and get Marc’s phone back, and maybe we can ask them if they know where the other guys are,” I announce, feeling a little better after filling up with some food and coffee.

“Fuckin’ dumbass,” Marc mutters, probably talking about his brother.

“Are you talkin’ about yourself for losing your phone?” I joke.

He scoffs and Lincoln laughs, putting his arm around him. “It’s okay. You were pretty drunk.”

“Yeah, well, maybe you should’ve been watching out for me.”

“I took care of you, didn’t I?” he says, lowering his voice, and I have a feeling this is going in a different direction.

“Hey, hey. Enough of that,” I say, walking past them and catching up to Jace.

They laugh. “Oh, come on, Troy,” Marc calls out.

I make a show of covering my ears and fall into step with Jace as we enter the parking lot. We climb into the black Mercedes Marc and Linc drove up here, and head back to the hotel from last night. The drive takes almost thirty minutes due to traffic, and we’re all quiet due to the lingering effects of alcohol.

“Top floor, right?” Marc asks.

“Yeah,” Linc answers. “1001”

When we get to room 1001, Marc knocks with Linc by his side as me and Jace lean against the wall.

A brunette woman answers the door, wearing what look to be a pair of men’s boxer shorts and a little tank top.

“Oh, hey,” she says, obviously recognizing us. “Come on in.”

We step into the room and see that it’s clearly not been seen by housekeeping yet. It definitely looks like there was a hell of a party here last night.

“Clarice,” the girl yells. “Clarice!”

Clarice comes out of one of the bedrooms wearing just a t-shirt. I don’t even want to know if she’s wearing underwear or not, but I have a feeling if she were to bend over just a little, we’d have our answer.

She runs a hand through her brown hair when she sees us. “Oh.”

“Where’s that phone?” the other girl asks her.

“I’ll go get it,” she says, disappearing back into the bedroom.

“Sorry about her. She was really wasted last night and was making all kinds of calls. We just wanted to make sure you guys got the phone back.” She fixes the cushions on the couch and tosses a couple beer bottles in a trash can. “I’m Alex, by the way. I left a couple messages as well since I wasn’t sure how coherent Clarice’s would be.”

“Well, I appreciate it,” Marc replies. “I can’t believe I left it here.”

“It happens,” she says with a shrug.

“I don’t think we have to worry about these girls calling us again,” I whisper to Jace. He nods in agreement.

“Hey, do you happen to know where the other guys went?” I ask. “Nico? Garrett?”

“Yeah, they—”

“Here you go,” Clarice says, interrupting Alex as she comes out of the bedroom. Thankfully she’s put some pants on.

Marc takes the phone from her. “Thank you.”

“So, the other guys?” I ask Alex again.

“Are you talking about Nico and Kade?” Clarice asks.

“Yes, and Garrett. My brother,” Marc says.

“Hey fuckers,” Nico says in his typical enthusiastic tone as he comes out of the same room Clarice came out of. “Where the fuck did you guys run off to last night?”

He’s only wearing his boxers and has a bottle of water in one hand. Well, I’m not surprised.

“We went back to our hotel,” Marc answers. “And it was more like this morning. Is my brother here?”

Kade comes out of the same room scratching his head, but unlike Nico, he’s wearing a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

Clarice starts blushing as we all look back and forth between Nico and Kade.

“Yeah, he was here last night,” Kade answers. “Haven’t seen him yet today, though.”

I raise an eyebrow at Nico and all he does is grin and nod his head. I wonder if this was a free service or a paid one. I’ll talk to him about it later, though.

“Garrett is in the other room,” Alex says, pointing towards the opposite side of the suite.

“May I?” Marc questions, heading over there.

“Sure,” she says with another shrug.

Marc vanishes behind the door, and the rest of us just stand around not knowing what to say. Until Nico breaks the silence, that is.

“Hey, baby girl,” he says, putting his arm around Clarice’s shoulders. He whispers something in her ear causing her to giggle, but then she goes back into her room.

“So, what’s up?” he asks, looking at us.

“Uh, we’re about to head back home soon,” I answer. “Jace gets married in the morning, you know?”

“Of course I know. I wouldn’t miss it.”

“I’d hope not, fucker,” Jace says. “Have a good time last night?” he asks, looking at both him and Kade.

“Most definitely.”

I want to ask more, but Alex is still lingering around.

“They know we’re escorts,” Nico says, reading my mind. “And no, this was a free service.”

I glance at Kade, who’s the quiet and shy one of the group, but he just shrugs. I guess he and Nico have gotten used to threesomes together. It wasn’t that long ago that he was nervous about doing those with clients, and now he’s doing them without getting paid.

“He’ll be out in a minute,” Marc says as he joins us in the living room.

“All right, well, we’re gonna head out,” I announce. “I need to make sure I get this fool back,” I say, elbowing Jace. “I imagine you’ll be on the road soon?” I ask Nico.

“Yep. See you guys bright and early tomorrow.”

I turn to Marc and Lincoln. “All right, fellas. We’ll see you guys later.”

They nod their heads and Garrett emerges as we head to the door.

“See y’all at the wedding!” he calls out, pulling his shirt over his head. “Thanks for inviting me on this trip. It was,” he pauses, “the best time of my life,” he finishes with a huge smile.

“No problem, man. Glad you had a good time,” Jace answers with a laugh.

Jace and I leave the hotel and take a cab back to ours to grab our things and get in the car. Jace falls asleep an hour into the drive, so I use that time to figure out my plans with Emilie. I can’t wait to marry her and begin a new chapter in our lives. I can’t get home fast enough.
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EMILIE

 

Troy is about half an hour away with Jace in tow and I’m a nervous wreck. I move through the house, cleaning the same things I already cleaned. I’ve gone over several ways to break the news to him, but nothing sounds right.

“Troy, I’m having a baby, and it’s yours.”

“I’m with child. Your child.”

“Hey, sooo, I’m pregnant. Surprise!”

“How do you feel about children? Cause we’re about to have one.”

I practice these out loud and they all sound stupid. No matter how I tell him, it’s going to shock the hell out of him.

A quick call to Adrienne is what I need.

“Are you freaking out?” she says as soon as she picks up.

“Yes!”

“Don’t. Take a breath. Everything is going to be fine. This is Troy, and he’s amazing and he loves you with all his heart.”

I do as she says and take a deep breath and blow it out, hoping to blow out my worries as well. “Okay. I know.”

“This is a good thing, Em. An amazing thing! You two are about to be parents!” she squeals. “You’ll be fine. Call me as soon as you can. I love you.”

“I love you, too! Thanks, A.”

“No problem. Go relax and stop cleaning.”

I laugh because she knows me so well. “Okay. Bye.”

I sit down, but soon have to get up to go pee, and while I’m in there I give myself a pep talk in the mirror. On the way back to the living room, I grab a snack and sit back down. And then the garage door opens and my heart starts racing.

Troy and Jace enter the house laughing about something, and I stand up quickly and go greet them in the kitchen.

“Hey guys,” I say, hoping my voice sounds normal.

“Hey, Em,” Jace says.

Troy doesn’t say anything, he just walks up to me and picks me up, twirling me around. “God, I missed you.”

I giggle, my arms going around his neck. When he puts me down, he kisses my lips softly once…twice…three times.

“I missed you, too,” I tell him.

I see Jace tip-toeing out of the room. “I’m gonna go make myself comfortable in the basement.”

“All right, man.”

“Well, are you hungry?” I ask him.

He shakes his head. “We got some food before we got here.”

“We have a mini-fridge down there with a few things,” Troy tells him.

“All right.”

When Jace is gone, Troy takes my hand and leads me to the couch where he kisses my neck and runs his hand across my stomach until he gets to my hip. I briefly tense up, wondering if he can tell I’m pregnant, which is ridiculous. I’m not even showing yet, but it’s all I can think about.

“You smell so good,” he murmurs into my neck. “I want to taste you.” His tongue dances across my skin, giving me goosebumps.

I moan and close my eyes, enjoying every moment.

He gets on his knees between my legs and starts pulling my leggings off. I lift up off the couch to assist, and then he slides my panties down my legs and drops them on top of the leggings.

“What if Jace comes back up?” I ask.

“He won’t.”

And then his mouth is on me and my head drops back. He starts out kissing me…teasing me. His large hands hold onto my hips and then his tongue touches me, parting my lips and tasting my arousal.

I moan his name and grab his head with both hands, not wanting him to move from this spot. He licks me gently, continuing to tease me in the way I love, and places soft kisses on my clit. My body writhes, needing more, and Troy willingly complies. He dips his tongue into me, giving me that little bit extra I crave. His thumb massages my clit as he fucks me with his tongue, and I all but grind myself on his face. He licks the length of me, steadily moving his tongue up and down over that tiny bundle of nerves, and completely sets my body on fire. I can feel a warm tingling sensation traveling through my veins. My heartrate picks up, and my hands fly to the cushions and squeeze as hard as possible.

“Oh, baby. I’m so close.”

I hear his deep groan as he keeps up his pace, licking me over and over until I reach the point of no return and climax as I cry out in ecstasy.

Troy moves up and puts his hand over my mouth, chuckling. “Shh, girl. You’re gonna make Jace come up here out of concern.”

I giggle as my body convulses under him. “Sorry,” I say, out of breath. “But Jesus fuck that was amazing.”

“You’re amazing,” he replies, coming in for a kiss.

I grab his face in my hands and kiss him greedily.

“Nasty girl,” he says with a smile.

“You love it.”

“I do.”

Something flashes in his eyes before he stands up and adjusts himself in his pants before sitting back down next to me.

“What about you?” I ask.

“I’m good for now. You can return the favor later.”

“Oh, I will,” I say, touching his cock through his pants.

He looks like he’s about to say something, but then he stops himself and grabs my hand and kisses the back of it.

“You okay?” I ask.

“I’m perfect,” he replies with a wide smile, showcasing his pearly whites. “I’m just feeling a little impatient, I guess.”

“Impatient?” I question, reaching down to grab my underwear and leggings. “I told you I’d return the favor,” I say jokingly.

Troy laughs. “Not talking about that, but how was your weekend?” he says, effectively changing the subject.

Instantly, I remember the news I need to tell him. “It was fine. Hung out with the girls, you know?”

“Have fun at the bachelorette party? How drunk did you get? Don’t lie either,” he says, laughing.

I chuckle nervously. “Uh, I didn’t really get drunk, but it was a good time. A couple of the girls were cuh-razy!” I say, remembering Jillian and Audrey. “But I know you got pretty drunk,” I say, poking him in the chest, hoping he doesn’t question why me, Emilie, the one who doesn’t need an excuse to drink and have a good time, didn’t get drunk at her best friend’s bachelorette party.

“Ugh,” he groans, dropping his head to the back of the couch. “I don’t even want to think about it. That’s what happens when people give you free liquor.”

I laugh. “You didn’t have to drink all of it.”

“Well, at least I didn’t lose my phone or my brother.”

“Marc? He got that drunk, too?” I say, laughing. “That’s too funny. Did you guys find Garrett?”

“Oh yeah. He was in another hotel with Nico, Kade, and a couple of girls.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “Oh nice.”

“Mm.” He waves his hand through the air. “I don’t even wanna think about what was going on in that place.”

“I do!” I say with a laugh.

“You’re crazy.”

“Well, you’re stuck with this crazy lady.”

He turns into me. “I’m fine with that, baby.”

Silence lingers between us for a little bit while we enjoy being together on the couch. All the ways to tell him I’m pregnant are running through my mind, but I can’t bring myself to say the actual words. I figure just spitting it out will have to work. I’m just going to say it, and we’ll see what happens.

“Troy, I’m—”

“Em, I—”

We both start talking at the same time, and now my courage is gone.

“What’s up?” I ask. “You go first.”

He chuckles. “I had this whole plan in my mind—something I’ve been thinking about for a little while, but I just don’t think I can wait.”

I sit up a little straighter and look at him. “What is it?”

“Emilie, I love you so much. You came into my life when I was least expecting it. I was on a whole ‘nother path, you know that. I didn’t think I’d ever get married. I didn’t want to for the longest time, and then you came along and changed my life in ways I never could’ve imagined. And now I can’t fathom being without you. You are my everything. You are my future. My life. My joy and my heart. Em, you are the other half of me. I’m incomplete without you, and I need you in my life forever.”

I end up on my knees on the couch, looking at him with wide eyes. My hand is already on my chest, trembling, and my heart feels like it’s about to burst through my skin.

“Emilie,” he says, sliding to the floor and onto one knee. He pulls a box from his pants’ pocket and presents it to me, but I can’t take my eyes off of him. He pops the box open and I look at the shiniest diamond I’ve ever seen. “Will you please be my wife? Will you please spend your life with me?”

Tears erupt from my eyes, and I crawl into his lap, knocking him off balance. He laughs as he rights himself on the floor, but I continue to cry as I wrap my arms around his neck.

“Yes, Troy. Yes,” I answer, tears running down my face.

He squeezes me tight for a minute before pulling away. “Well, do you want the ring?” he asks with a laugh.

“Oh, yes. Sorry,” I say, half laughing half crying.

I pull away from him and let him slide the huge diamond onto my finger. I do what every girl does when she gets a ring. I stretch out my fingers and hold my hand out, inspecting the new piece of jewelry that I’ll wear every day for the rest of my life.

“It’s gorgeous, Troy,” I say, looking at it one more time before I wrap myself around him again.

“I had planned to take you away after the wedding. I didn’t really want to do this here, but I kept thinking about it and thinking about it, and when I went to pick up the ring before coming home, I knew I needed to ask you right away.”

“This is perfect. I don’t care about locations. I’m with you, and you’re my happy place.”

Troy somehow manages to get up with me still clinging to him, and he carries me into the kitchen.

“Well, future Mrs. Thompson,” he says with a grin. “Let’s celebrate.”

“Sex on the counter like we did before? Or sex in the hallway?” I ask with a cheeky smile.

“Yes, to both of those things, but first, let’s have some champagne,” he says, setting me on the counter.

“Oh,” I reply, my smile dropping a bit.

“What’s wrong?”

“Uhh.” I slide off the counter, and walk over to the dining room table and sit in one of the chairs. “Troy, I have something I need to tell you, too.”

His brows furrow and his head tilts just slightly as he looks at me. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong. Come sit with me,” I say, pushing out another chair for him to sit in.

He walks over slowly and lowers himself into the chair.

“I’m so happy I’m going to marry you,” I tell him, smiling. “Sharing my life with you is something I’ve known I wanted for a while. Almost since I met you. You’re perfect for me, and I’ve never felt this way about anyone.”

He gives me a smile, but I can tell he’s nervous about what I’m about to say.

I grab his hand in both of mine and take a deep breath. I look him straight in the eyes and say it.

“I’m pregnant.”

I wait. I don’t know how much time actually goes by. It could be five seconds, it could be sixty seconds, but it feels like an hour.

“You’re pregnant?” he asks in a hushed tone. I nod once. “You’re pregnant?” he repeats, this time a little louder. Again, I only nod, unable to think of anything else to say. “Emilie! You’re pregnant?” he yells, getting up from his seat and picking me up. He spins me around. “You’re pregnant!” After he gently places me down, he drops to his knees and places his large hands on my flat stomach before resting his head against it.

I drop my hands to his head and I start bawling. He’s happy. He’s so happy.

“My baby. My baby’s in here,” he whispers.

He stays there for a little while and then lifts my shirt enough to plant a kiss on my stomach. When he stands up, he hugs me and softly says, “My babies.”

And then we both stand there and cry.
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TROY

 

Pregnant. Emilie is pregnant with my baby. I can barely believe it.

“How do you feel?” I ask, pulling away from the embrace to look at her. “Are you okay?”

She wipes tears from her cheeks and nods quickly. “I’m fine. I feel fine. I’ve been so worried about how’d you react. I’m just so relieved right now,” she says with a smile.

“Worried? Why were you worried? How long have you known? Have you been to the doctor?” I fire off the questions as they come to me. “Here, let’s sit back down,” I say, tugging her back to the couch.

“I found out right before you left, but I didn’t want to tell you then, because I didn’t want you to not go on the trip. I guess this is why I’ve been such a wreck lately, too,” she says with a giggle. “Sorry. Hormones are a bitch.”

I wave her apologies off. There’s no need for them. “So, you’re okay? You’re happy?”

Her eyes widen. “Are you serious? Yes, I’m happy! I mean, I was slightly freaked out at first, but of course I’m happy. And no I haven’t been to the doctor yet. I wanted to wait for you. I have an appointment set already.”

“Okay, good.”

“You’re not upset?” she questions.

“Why would I be?”

“Well, you didn’t want to get married for so long, and I didn’t know where you stood on having babies. And we aren’t even married yet!”

“We don’t have to do things the traditional way, Em. Fuck it. So what if we have a baby before we get married, or get married while you’re pregnant. I don’t even care. We’re gonna be married and we’re gonna have our family, and we’ll be happy.”

She smiles at me, tears welling in her eyes again. “We will be happy.” She pauses and takes my hand. “Did you ever think about having kids?”

“I have thought about it, actually. A few times.”

“Really?” she asks with a huge grin and stars in her eyes. “How many do you want?”

I shrug. “I don’t care. One, five. Doesn’t matter to me.”

“Five?! Maybe we stop at three.”

I laugh. “Whatever you wanna do, baby.”

I lean in and put my hands on her stomach again. “I can’t believe our baby is in here.”

“She’s in there,” I say. “I took fifty thousand tests.”

I look up at her. “She?”

She shrugs. “That’s my guess. We won’t know for a while.”

I smile, thinking about a little girl who resembles her momma, whether in looks or personality. Lord have mercy, I’m going to have my hands full.

“And I can’t believe we’re engaged!” she squeals, looking at her ring.

I picked out a ring that I knew she’d love. It’s a simple, three carat, round solitaire diamond ring.

“When do you want to get married?” I ask her. “Before or after the baby?”

She purses her lips. “Hmm. I don’t know. If we get married before the baby’s born, I want it to be before I get too fat, but that doesn’t give us a lot of time,” she says, putting her hand over her stomach.

I can’t help but smile. I’d run down to the little white chapel right now if she wanted, but I want her to have the wedding she’s dreamed about, and I’m honestly not sure what that is. She’s told me she doesn’t want anything as big as Jace and Adrienne’s, but that’s all I know.

She’s staring off at the ceiling, and I use the time to stare at her. She’s beautiful. She’s absolutely perfect, and she may never know just how much she means to me. I’ll spend the rest of my life trying to make sure knows just how special she is, and I’ll do everything in my power to make her happy.

My future wife. The mother of my child. Wow, I can’t believe this is my life.

“What if we eloped? I mean, we’re in Vegas,” she says with a laugh.

“Are you serious?”

Emilie smiles that mischievous smile I love so much and then runs to the room, giggling the whole way. I get up and chase her, grateful she’ll be in my life forever.
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ADRIENNE

 

I hang my dress up and stand back to admire it with a smile on my face. I can’t believe my wedding day is almost here. If you were to go back in time and tell me I’d be marrying Jace—Jace, who I met while he was an escort, I’d laugh in your face.

Yes, I was attracted to him the second I saw him, but every time I saw him, he was with a different chick. That was a big no-no in my book. Then, thanks to Em, I told myself I’d just use him for sex, but he became an addiction. He was beyond charming. Still is, actually, but it was so hard to turn him down. Not only was he sex-on-a-stick, and a god-like creature (or GLC as Emilie dubbed him) but he was absolutely, one hundred percent a romantic. He was always doing the sweetest things for me, and nothing has changed. Except him no longer being an escort, of course. He is the whole package, and I thank my lucky stars every day for meeting him.

You never know how or when you’re going to find the love of your life, but keep your eyes and hearts open, because it will likely happen when you’re least expecting it.

My dress is my dream dress. It has an open, sweetheart neckline with a net overlay showcasing beautiful crystals. The bottom is tulle tiered with a few more crystals sparkling throughout. It makes me feel like a princess, and it took me forever to find.

I climb onto my bed and send Jace a text.

 

Getting close. You sure you don’t wanna back out?

I was gonna make that decision in the morning.

Ha-ha. Funny. How’s the basement?

It’s fine. I’m just chillin’ on this pull-out bed, watching some TV. What’re you doing?

Admiring my dress.

I can’t wait to see you in it, baby.

I can’t wait either. I love you.

I love you.

 

I want to text Em, but I know she could possibly be in the middle of telling Troy the big news, and I don’t want to interrupt.

Earlier, I remembered Chip—a man that lives in the same building as Jace’s mom. Jace kind of knows him, and when he can’t get in touch with his mom, he tries him. We’ve tried calling him before, but he wasn’t answering, and he doesn’t believe in cell phones, so we’ve only been able to call his landline. I was hoping Jace had left his number on his desk, and sure enough, it was there.

Now that I have the house to myself, I settle in and hope luck is on my side. It’s time to give Chip one final call.

The phone rings three times before I hear someone pick up. “Hello?” Chip’s voice is rough and scratchy, but friendly nonetheless.

“Hey, Chip. This is Adrienne. Jace’s fiancé.”

He pauses for a few seconds. “Oh, Jace. Yes. How can I help you, darling?”

“I was wondering if you’ve seen or heard from his mom lately. We’ve been trying to contact her about our wedding, and she hasn’t responded. We’re just a little concerned.”

I hear Chip clear his throat. “Well, I was out of town for a little while, but I saw her briefly yesterday. She seemed fine. Normal, I suppose.”

“But you haven’t seen her recently?”

“If you want to wait a minute, I can run across the hall and see if she’s home. Well, not run, but you know. I haven’t been back long, but I haven’t seen her, and I’d hate for something to have happened.”

“Please, if you don’t mind. I’ll wait.”

“All right, dear.”

I hear the commotion of him putting the phone down, and then silence. I try not to bite on my freshly done nails, but it’s been so long since we’ve heard from her.

I think I stay on hold for about five minutes before I hear his door open and close in the background. Heavy footsteps approach the phone, and my heart beats rapidly in my chest, waiting for news.

“Dear?” he questions.

“I’m here.”

“She’s there, and she seems fine.”

“Oh. Okay, that’s good.”

“I told her you were asking about her, and she said she’d be in touch when she was ready.”

I feel defeated. “Okay. Thanks, Chip.”

“No problem.”

He hangs up, and I sit there with the phone still up to my ear. If she’s home and fine, why hasn’t she picked up any of our calls? Why wouldn’t she let her son know she’s okay? Why doesn’t she want to be at our wedding?

I feel terrible for Jace, and while I want to ease his concern for his mom, I don’t want him to have the same questions I do.

Before I slip into a bubble bath, my phone dings with a message from Em.

 

Everything went perfectly!! Lots of things to tell you later. Love you.

 

I smile, happy that things went smoothly, and spend the rest of my night getting ready for my big day tomorrow. Let’s hope nothing deviates from the plan.
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JACE

 

I almost regret telling Troy and Em that I wasn’t hungry, because even though I ate before, it’s been two hours and I’m already hungry again. I went through their mini fridge and came across a couple dishes with fruit and vegetables, yogurt, Gatorade, bottled water, and something that’s wrapped up that someone was probably saving for themselves. None of this seems like it will fill me up, but I take the fruit and water and go back to watching TV.

My phone rings as I’m watching the news, and I wipe my hand on my shorts before grabbing it. It’s Marc.

“Hey, man,” I answer.

“Hey. I just wanted to let you know that me, Linc, and Garrett just got home. Kade and Nico were behind us most of the way, so they should be home, too.”

“Good shit. I’m glad everyone is accounted for,” I say with a laugh.

“Seriously. I was worried I’d have to have a search party find my brother there for a little bit,” he says with a sigh.

“Ah, he was just having a good time. That boy’s been sheltered too long.”

“Yeah, and you know what happens to those kinds of people? Trouble. A whole shit load of trouble.”

I laugh. “He’ll be fine. Let him enjoy this trip before he goes back to reality.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

“Nico’s on his way over,” I hear Garrett say in the background.

“What?” Marc questions. “What for? We just got back.”

“We’re just gonna go out for a little bit.”

“Garrett,” Marc growls. “We have to be up early tomorrow. I don’t need you, and especially Nico, fucking hungover.”

“We won’t be. Don’t worry, bro.”

I hear Marc let out a frustrated breath. “You heard?”

“Yep,” I answer. “I guess they ain’t done partying?”

“This is unacceptable. Nico’s one of your groomsmen. He needs to be ready.”

“I’ll hit him up. Don’t worry.”

“I swear Garrett has become his little butt buddy lately. Shit’s annoying.”

I laugh. “Nico’s pretty wild. Not sure if he’s the best influence, but I’m sure it’ll be okay. Just remember Garrett will be heading back home soon.”

I hear him sigh again. “All right, man. Well, I’ll let you go. I’ll make sure they’ll be there tomorrow, even if I have to put fucking tracking devices on everyone.”

“All right, man,” I say with a chuckle. “Take it easy.”

“Mmhhmm.”

He hangs up, and I send out a quick text to Nico.

 

Yo, fool. You better not be out all night, getting fucked up. My fucking WEDDING is tomorrow, and I need you there and ready. Don’t let Garrett get in too much trouble. Marc’s already freaking out.

 

He responds a few seconds later.

 

Don’t worry, bro. I got this. It’s nothing crazy. Tell Marc to calm his balls. We’ll be there. I wouldn’t miss it.

 

I let out my own frustrated breath. Dealing with Nico is like dealing with an out of control teen sometimes, but he’s pretty good about keeping his word.

I scroll through my phone, wondering if I should try to call my mom again. My finger hovers over her number for several seconds, and then I hear a knock at the door.

“Yeah?”

Troy barges in with a wild look in his eyes.

“What’s up, man?” I ask, standing up.

“Emilie’s pregnant!” he shouts.

I can’t help it when my jaw drops and eyebrows shoot up. “What?”

“She’s pregnant, man. She’s carrying my child!”

“Holy shit,” I say, walking up to him. “Congrats, man. That’s fucking awesome,” I state, giving him a hug.

“I can’t believe it,” he says, putting his hands on the sides of his face. He hasn’t stopped smiling, and I can’t help but smile, too.

“You’re gonna be a dad. Wow, you’re so old.”

He hits me in the arm. “Shut up.”

“I’m kidding. No, really. I’m happy for you guys. Where is she?”

“She’s getting dressed. We’re gonna run out and have a little celebratory dinner.”

“Oh good, now I can go raid your fridge.”

He laughs. “Make yourself at home.”

I hug him again. “Congrats, bro. I get to be the fun uncle who spoils the shit out of the kid, right?”

“Of course.”

Emilie peeks her head into the room. “Did you tell him?”

“He told me,” I say, striding towards her. “Get over here.”

She giggles and runs over, completely giddy, and I give her a hug. “Congratulations. I’m so happy for you guys.”

“Thank you.”

She walks towards Troy where they share a kiss. Their happiness radiates off of them.

“Does Adrienne know?” I ask. “She’s gonna freak out.”

Emilie laughs. “She knows. She’s the one who made me take a test. She seemed to realize my symptoms before I did. And she did freak out, and she’s already bought the baby stuff.”

“Of course she has,” I say, smiling.

Troy looks at his watch. “Well, we’re gonna get out of here so we don’t come home too late. Big day tomorrow.”

“Right. Well, congrats again, guys.”

They disappear through the door and I pick up my phone and call Adrienne.

The phone rings a couple times before she picks up. “Hey, baby. What’s up?”

“Oh, nothing much. Just found out our best friends are having a baby.”

“Oh, they told you! Oh my gosh, did they seem so happy or what?”

“Very happy. They couldn’t stop smiling.”

“I knew everything would be okay. Em was so worried about telling Troy. She thought he wouldn’t be excited.”

“Well, he most definitely was, but he’s mentioned wanting kids before.”

“Really?” she squeaks. “How cute. Where are they now?”

“They just ran out to have dinner to celebrate.”

“Aww. I’m so excited for them. That baby is going to be the cutest baby, and is gonna be so spoiled!”

“Yeah, by you. You’ve already bought him things?”

“Him?”

“Yep. Then I can teach him how to play basketball, because you know Troy sucks.”

“Oh, stop,” she says with a laugh.

“And their baby can have the cutest baby title until our baby comes into the world.”

She’s quiet for a second. “Our baby will be pretty cute.”

“The cutest.”

“And you’ll be able to teach her basketball, too.”

“We’re gonna have so many that we’ll have our own basketball team, and I’ll be the coach.”

“Pft. You gonna be pushing all these babies out?”

“I’ll be there for you, don’t worry.”

She laughs. “Whatever, man.”

“Anyway, I’m gonna go raid their fridge and pantry. I’ll see you tomorrow, beautiful. It’s been too long since I’ve seen that gorgeous face. And extremely too long since I’ve been able to do all the things I’ve been wanting to do to that body.”

She laughs. “What’re you gonna do?”

“So much. You’re not even ready.”

She moans softly. “I can’t wait.”

“I can’t even talk about it, baby. I’m dying over here,” I say, adjusting myself. “I can’t believe you’ve cut me off this long.

“Don’t worry, babe. The wait is almost over.” I grumble. “Wanna tell me where we’re honeymooning at, so I can pack some weather appropriate things?”

“I told you don’t worry about it. You can buy what you need there. Better yet, you’ll probably be naked the whole time. We just won’t leave the room.”

She laughs, thinking I’m playing. Out of the two weeks we’ll be gone, I plan to be in the room for at least one week.

“I love you, baby,” she says.

“I love you. See you soon.”

“See you.”
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ADRIENNE

 

It’s six in the morning and I’m already awake. My bridesmaids will get here at nine, and the wedding starts at twelve. I have three makeup artists and hairstylists coming to my house to get all of us ready, and then we’re going to take a limo to the wedding venue. I’ll get married, celebrate with some food, drinks, and music, and finally, I’ll be whisked away to my honeymoon. That’s the plan.

“Don’t worry, Adrienne. Everything is going to be fine,” I tell myself, as I almost drop my mug when I pull it from the cabinet. “Just need some coffee and some food and everything will be fine.”

I gaze out the window over my sink as I wait for the coffee to be ready. “Are those clouds?” I rush to the back door, muttering to the heavens that there better not be any fucking clouds in the sky.

I peer outside, and off into the distance, I see a few dark clouds. I think they’re dark. The sun isn’t quite up right now.

I text Emilie.

 

Do you see rain clouds??

 

Back in the kitchen, I pour my coffee into my Bride mug that Em bought me. I keep looking out the window to check on those clouds while I blindly reach for my sugar container. After I dump a couple spoonfuls in and stir it up, I take a sip and promptly spit it into the sink.

“What the hell?”

I flip on the kitchen light, something I probably should’ve done in the first place, but I thought the dim light coming from the living room would be okay.

I scooped fucking coffee grounds into my cup, and also didn’t even think about the creamer. Granted, creamer wouldn’t help coffee grounds swimming around your cup, but still.

“Get it together, A,” I whisper to myself, cleaning out the cup and starting all over again.

Emilie finally texts me back.

 

I know it’s your wedding day, but it’s fucking six o’clock. Let me sleep! I’ll be there at nine, and don’t worry about the goddamn clouds. It’s Vegas. We get like two days of rain in this month. Breathe. Relax. Everything will be fine.

 

I take a deep breath, and then I take another. I actually focus on the coffee so I don’t screw it up again, and after a few sips, I start making myself an omelet.

With coffee and food in hand, I go to my dining room table and try not to think about all the things that could go wrong. I focus on my beautiful wedding dress. I focus on how I’ll be marrying the most perfect man in less than six hours. I focus on how amazing this two week honeymoon is going to be, even though I don’t know where we’re going.

After I clean my plate and mug, I go into my room to throw a few more items into my honeymoon bag. Jace keeps telling me not to worry about taking a whole lot, but I need to be prepared for everything.

At seven-thirty, my phone rings.

“Hello?”

“Good morning. This is Lauren. I’m one of your makeup artists for today. I have a bit of bad news.”

“Lauren, please don’t tell me that,” I say, my hand already going to my head as I plop onto the bed.

“It’s going to be okay, but one of our hairstylists won’t be able to make it today, so you’ll only have two.”

“What? Why can’t she be here? I booked all of you months ago.”

“I understand that, but based on my notes here, you only have three bridesmaids, plus yourself, and I truly think the two hairstylists will be able to get you all done in time.”

I let out a long and frustrated sigh. “Lauren, I just really needed this day to go by smoothly, and already we have a bump in the road. I just don’t understand why your hairstylist couldn’t make it.”

“She had a family emergency, ma’am, but I promise we’ll get you all ready in time.”

“Oh.” I feel bad now. “Well, that’s fine.”

“Okay, great. I’ll see you soon.”

“Mmhhmm. Bye.”

I know I shouldn’t take my frustrations out on her, but, well, she’s the messenger, and that’s just what happens.

With my hands in my hair, I survey the room to see what else needs to be done. Only a few minutes after hanging up with Lauren, my doorbell rings.

“What now?” I growl out loud, stomping to the door.

Hardly anybody comes over, especially not unannounced, and nobody should be coming by today until nine o’clock.

When I get to the door, I yank it open, assuming it’s going to be a solicitor of some sort.

“Yes?”

The person’s back is to me when I open the door, but when they turn around, my jaw drops.

“Oh my god.”
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JACE

 

My alarm goes off a few times before I actually get up. No need to get up too early today. I’ll shave, shower, put my suit on, and be ready to go.

As I’m stretching, I realize this pull-out bed isn’t the most comfortable. My back and neck both feel a little tweaked.

I throw on a pair of basketball shorts and t-shirt, and make my way up to the main part of the house. I need some food as soon as possible.

When I round the corner, I see Emilie feeding Troy a piece of, what is that? Waffle?

“Morning,” I say as way of announcement.

They both spin around. “Oh. Hey, man,” Troy says, chewing his food.

“Morning,” Em responds, going back to the waffle iron. “Sleep well?”

“Not really. That bed fucking sucks. Y’all need to upgrade.”

“Well, nobody really sleeps down there,” Emilie says with a laugh.

“Maybe when you guys get into a fight, you’ll throw Troy down there.”

“Well, if we’re fighting to the point of throwing him in the basement, then he doesn’t deserve a comfortable bed.”

I look at Troy and he just shakes his head with a small grin on his face.

“Well, whatever. It sucks.”

“Well, happy wedding day!” she squeals, bringing me a plate of waffles.

“Thanks,” I answer with a smile. “I’m starving, so thanks for the food, too.”

She gets up on her tip-toes and gives Troy a kiss. “I’m gonna go get dressed.”

He smacks her ass as she walks by, and she lets out a little squeal before giving him a flirty smile.

“That’s enough, kids,” I tell them.

“Oh shush,” she tells me as she leaves the room.

Troy comes and sits down across from me. “Sorry about the fucked-up bed.”

“Eh, I’ll live,” I say with a one-shouldered shrug.

“How ya feelin’? Cold feet yet?” he teases.

“Nah. Never. I’m beyond ready to take Mrs. Jamison off on our two-week honeymoon, where none of you fuckers will be able to get ahold of us. We’ll be stranded alone with no access to internet or phones. Just the two of us.”

“Uh. Will only one of you come back? The fuck? Sounds like you’re planning on kidnapping and killing her,” he says with a laugh.

I throw my head back ready to laugh and almost choke. “Shut up. Stupid ass.” I take another bite of the waffles. “Nah, I’m just ready to be alone with her, ya know? She’s been stressing out over the wedding, and there’s been a lot going on, and it’ll be nice to just disconnect and enjoy each other for a while. You still taking Em out to the mountains?”

“I feel ya. And yeah, we’ll head out sometime. Maybe to another place. I don’t know.”

“I thought you had this all planned already?” I ask him.

He looks out the window and then back at the table. “I don’t know. I’m just thinking I could find somewhere better. You know? Not something so close to home.”

I nod. “Oh, okay.”

“So, limo at ten-thirty, right?”

“Yep, it’ll be here.”

“And the other guys are coming here too?”

“Oh, you know what? I need to fucking call Nico’s ass. You know he invited Garrett out last night? Who knows when they got back home or what they even did, but I need to make sure he’s ready to go.”

“They went out right after we got back from a weekend in LA? Fuck, it must be nice to still be in your twenties.”

I send a text to Nico and then put the phone next to my plate while I eat. “Hey, it’s not our fault you and Marc are old men,” I say with a grin. “And I think Garrett’s already thirty, but man, he’s driving Marc crazy. I feel like Marc’s become a parent. He’s so stressed out and lecturing G all the time. It’s kind of funny. I bet he’ll be glad when he’s on a plane back home.”

“Probably, but Garrett is grown. I know he’s younger than Marc, but he’s still an adult. He’s gonna do whatever he wants.”

“Momma bear. I told you. Marc’s a momma bear.”

“Yeah, and just so you know, you’re inching up to thirty, too. At least I still look like I’m in my twenties.”

I roll my eyes and scoff. “Until that baby comes, then you’ll have gray hair all in your beard and shit.”

“Hey, fuck you,” he says, rubbing his palm over his beard.

I shake my head and laugh at him. “You’re too much.”

My phone goes off, and I swipe it open to read the text from Nico.

“Okay, all’s good,” I tell Troy. “Nico said he’ll be here on time.”

“All right, well I’m gonna go take a shower.”

I nod and finish my food. As I’m washing my plate, Emilie saunters into the kitchen, humming some song.

“Hey, so I hope you guys are ready for my present!” she tells me excitedly. “It’s probably going to be the best wedding present out of all the presents.”

I smile. “Oh yeah? That confident? What if someone gives us a brand-new set of cars?”

“First of all, who would do that? Secondly, mine would still be better.” she says with a bright smile.

“Mmhhmm. Well, I’ll be the judge of that.”

“Oh, you’ll owe me,” she says, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge.

“Okay,” I say with a touch of disbelief in my voice, just to irritate her.

“That’s right, okay. You’ll see. But I gotta go. I need to do a couple things before I go to your house. See you at the altar!”

I laugh. “See you then.”

Em’s been hyping up this wedding present for a while now, and I won’t lie, I’m pretty curious.

With a glance at the clock on the stove, I see it’s getting close to eight, so I grab my shaving kit from the basement and head into the bathroom to start getting ready. The limo will be picking us up at ten-thirty since the drive to the banquet hall will take a little while from here. Once there, we’ll hang out in one of the rooms, waiting until it’s time for me to get married.

I haven’t been the greatest guy, and I’ve made some bad decisions, but I don’t have any regrets. Everything in my life has led me to this moment. Being an escort allowed me to meet Adrienne, and marrying Adrienne is the best and smartest decision I’ll ever make. I don’t regret what brought us together. We had a running joke about me being a king. It started before we were even officially together, and kept going when she bought me a crown and scepter, making me official. I chuckle to myself just thinking about it. Well, today I get to officially make her my queen. There could be no better ending to our story than that.
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ADRIENNE

 

My hand goes to my mouth, perhaps trying to keep my jaw off the floor.

“Uh—,” I start.

Jace’s mom gives me a hesitant smile and brings her small bag in front of her, clutching it with both hands. “Hi Adrienne.”

I’ve never met his mom before. I know her from pictures, and I’ve spoken to her on the phone a couple times, but we’ve never been face to face.

Jace takes after his mom. She has fair skin, a few freckles, and the same blue eyes Jace has. From what Jace has told me, I know she supplies the French and Spanish heritage he has.

“Hi, hello. Please, come in,” I say, stepping back, allowing her to have room to enter. “Uh, how are you? It’s nice to meet you.” I say as she looks around the house.

She faces me. “It’s nice to meet you, too. You’re beautiful. How are you?”

“Well, it’s my wedding day, so I’m excited, but also freaking out a little,” I say with a nervous laugh.

She smiles a little wider this time. “I can understand that.”

Her eyes dance around the room again, and I wonder if she’s looking for Jace, or just realizing how much money her son has.

“Jace isn’t here right now. We had planned for him to be at our friend’s house, and I won’t see him until I’m walking down the aisle. I’m sorry.”

She places her bag by her feet. “Oh.” She swats at the air. “Don’t apologize. It’s fine. I’m the one who showed up unannounced. Sorry about that. I uhh, well, it’s quite a story.”

I usher her to the couch. “It’s okay. Is everything all right? Jace has been so worried. He’s been calling a lot.

Jannett nods. “I’m sorry about that. When he told me about the wedding, I wasn’t in a good place, you see? I wasn’t even sure if we had actually had that conversation.” She waves her hand around the side of her head, like she’s trying to say she was out of it. “When he called back and told me he wanted me there sober, I knew I needed to change. He’s always been such a sweet boy, and so helpful, but he quit bringing up my alcoholism. He was probably tired of me fighting him about it. I was always in denial. But when he mentioned it, I knew he was serious. I knew I needed to make some changes. I didn’t want to show up to your wedding and make a mess of things. I didn’t want to upset him. I had to get help.”

I’m shocked silent for a little bit. “So, you…you went to rehab?” I question.

Tears well in her eyes and she gives the smallest nod. “I did. It hasn’t been long. I’ve only been sober a little over a month, and it’s still hard, but I had lived too long like that. I’ve lost so much already, and I couldn’t imagine losing Jace forever. Losing the chance at having a daughter-in-law,” she says, reaching for my hand. “And grand-babies.”

I smile back at her, holding back my own tears. “That’s so good. Really. You should be proud of yourself.”

She wipes her cheeks with her hand. “I am. I have a lot of work to do. I need to get my life back on track, and cut people from my life, you know? Toxic people. But I needed to be here.”

“Well, I’m so glad that you are,” I say, taking her hand in both of mine. “We’ll always be here for you.”

“Thank you. I’m sorry I didn’t take your call yesterday. I was packing for this trip, and didn’t want to lose my nerve. I wanted to surprise Jace.”

“Well, we’ll definitely have a surprise for him today,” I tell her. “He’s gonna be so shocked, but really happy.”

Jannett looks nervous. “I hope he isn’t mad.”

“He won’t be. I promise. You have no idea how much he wanted you to be able to make it today. I’ll arrange a time for you two to talk before the wedding. We’re getting there early, anyway.”

“I appreciate that.”

“I have makeup artists, hairstylists, and bridesmaids showing up soon. Are you prepared for that?” I ask with a laugh. “It’s gonna be loud and crazy in here.”

“I’m just happy to be here,” she says with a genuine smile.

“I’m happy you’re here, too. We have some time to get to know each other before the wedding. You want some breakfast?”

“Yes, but I’ll cook. It’s your day. Have you ever made crepes or potato omelets?”

My face twists in embarrassment. “I’m not really the best cook. I make simple things. Your son is the chef around here.”

She looks a little proud of that. “He always loved helping me cook. Well, don’t worry. I’ll teach you.”

We go into the kitchen, and she shows me how to make crepes and potato omelets—something Jace and his brother loved to eat growing up. We talk and get to know each other a little bit, and we laugh a lot. I tell her stories about Jace as an adult, and she tells me stories about Jace as a kid.

She looks over at me at one point and says, “You know, I always wanted a daughter.”

I almost burst into tears on the spot, because I’ve missed my mom so much. I’m so happy to be able to start this relationship. It’s never too late to try, and I’m beyond happy that she’s trying to change her life, and repair her relationship with her son.
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JACE

 

Around nine-forty-five is when everybody starts showing up. Marc, Lincoln and Garrett are the first ones to arrive. Marc’s in the black suit that each of my groomsmen will be wearing, a dark purple vest to match the girls’ dresses, black tie, and a small white and purple flower in the breast pocket of his suit jacket. Lincoln has on a gray suit, and Garrett went a little more casual with jeans and a blazer.

“Where’s Troy?” Marc asks when he steps in.

“Still getting ready,” I say, jerking my thumb towards the back of the house where his room is.

“Well, I see you’re ready to go,” Marc says, looking me over.

It’s a black suit, but instead of wearing the same vest as the groomsmen, I’ll be wearing a white vest, with a dark purple tie. I have to stand out a little bit on my wedding day.

“I haven’t seen Adrienne since Thursday, so I’m most definitely ready.”

The doorbell rings just as Troy starts walking down the hall, his shiny black shoes clicking across the hardwood floor. “I’ll get it. Hey, guys.”

“I told y’all I’d make it,” Nico announces as the door opens.

“Yeah, yeah,” Marc says. “Where’s Kade?”

“He’s coming,” he says, looking behind him.

I only have Marc, Troy, and Nico as my groomsmen because I’ve known them the longest. Plus, Adrienne said she was only going to have Nathalia, Emilie, and her long-time assistant, Cindy as her bridesmaids.

A little after ten o’clock, all of us are in the kitchen, and Troy is making a speech.

“Jace, I’ll save my good speech for the reception, but I wanna say a few things right now. I remember when you first came into the business almost ten years ago. I saw this pretty-boy, young ass, cocky-looking kid walk through the doors of Elite, and I thought to myself, I ain’t gonna like this mother fucker.”

Boisterous laughter fills the kitchen.

“Probably cause you were instantly jealous of me,” I retort.

“Whatever, man,” he says. “But anyway, nah, when I saw you, I figured you’d just be like one of the many other employees at the agency. Someone I’d see from time to time, but that’s it. And now you’re like my brother. You’ve seen me through a lot of shit, and honestly, I don’t know where I’d be if I didn’t have you around to talk me off a few ledges. I’m so glad I’m able to be here on your wedding day. Thank you for being the brother I never had. Congratulations, man.”

I give him a quick hug. “Thanks, man. I appreciate it.”

“All right, all right,” Nico says, hands in the air. “Enough with the mushy stuff. Let me just say what I think we all want to say.” He pauses and looks around. “You don’t deserve Adrienne, and she should’ve picked me, but hey, congratulations, I guess.”

Marc pushes the back of his head. “Ah man, get out of here.”

“Didn’t you also say that you and Emilie would be a better fit?” Troy questions.

“Well, I mean, yeah. Basically, I’m the best choice out of all of us.”

“Right,” I say with a laugh.

“Just kidding, bro. I’m happy for you,” he says, slapping the back of my shoulder. “Treat her right,” he says, pointing a finger at me.

“Fuck off,” I say, still laughing.

“Always fucking around,” Troy says in the background.

“Hey, I’m funny. We all know the ladies love someone who can make them laugh. Now, who’s this chick I’m walking down the aisle with?”

“She works with Adrienne and she is off limits. There will be plenty of other women around. We don’t need you fucking with that girl and then having her complain to Adrienne everyday about your shit, and then I have to hear about your shit.”

“Okay, okay,” he says, hands up in surrender. “Adrienne have any hot cousins or anything?”

“Oh my god,” Marc mutters. “Because if assistants are off limits, cousins won’t be.”

“Oh, right.”

Luckily, the limo shows up and ends the conversation.

About ten minutes into the drive, Nico says something that catches everyone’s ear. He’s talking to Garrett, but he’s talking a little too loudly if it’s supposed to be a private conversation.

“Oh, so that apartment you were talking about? My guy says it’ll be available in two months if you’re still interested.”

All the noise gets sucked out of the vehicle, and the silence sits heavy. Garrett looks at Nico with wide eyes, and Nico seems to just realize what he did.

“Oh shit.”

“What?” Marc asks, leaning forward. “Apartment? You’re moving here?”

Nico sucks in air through his teeth and turns to try to talk quietly to Kade. Garrett punches him in the back and faces Marc.

“Well, I don’t know. I was thinking about it.”

“When did you decide this?”

“Why does it matter?”

“I’m just curious. Have you told Mom and Dad?”

“No. I’m not sure why you care. I’d think you’d be happy to have your brother living in the same area as you. We’ve been separated for years.”

“It’s not that,” Marc says, his voice becoming softer. “I just,” he looks around, seeing everybody’s eyes ping-ponging back and forth between them. “I just think we should talk first. That’s all.”

“There’s not much to talk about, Marc. I’m an adult. I can make a decision to move. I’m not asking for permission.”

“I just think Mom and Dad are gonna be really upset. They were so mad when I moved, but they’ve always had you.”

“Well, I can’t be their consolation prize forever.”

“That’s not,” Marc takes a breath. “Okay, now’s not the time, but I do want to talk to you.”

“Fine. We’ll talk later.”

The tension is thick in the limo after that, and a couple minutes go by before someone talks again. Of course, it’s Nico.

“So, I was talking to this fine chick last night, right? And she was all like, I want a real relationship. So I told her, I can’t give you a real relationship, but I can show you a real good time. And then I took her back to her place and we fucked.”

Everybody’s quiet while Nico looks around the limo, waiting for a response. After several seconds, we all burst into raucous laughter.

“You’re so stupid,” Garrett tells him.

“I’m serious, though. True story.”

“I don’t doubt that,” Troy says, still laughing.

Well, he may have been the one who messed things up by spilling Garrett’s news, but he’s also the one that broke the tension, so at least there’s that.

I know, though, that Marc’s going to be all in his head about the idea of his brother moving here. To be honest, if my brother was still alive, I’d be the one packing his bags to get him down here. I’m sure Marc has his reasons for being worried about Garrett moving, but I don’t understand why it seems to bother him so much. I’ll have to talk to him about it later. Maybe there’s something more there.

But for now, it’s wedding time. The limo pulls up to the eight thousand square foot building, and the seven of us get out and take a couple minutes to enjoy the warm weather. The driver had the limo feeling like the Antarctic.

“Well, let’s get ya inside before Adrienne shows up and sees you,” Troy states, putting his hand on my shoulder and pushing me towards the doors.

We walk across the hardwood floors, and find the room where me and the groomsmen are to wait. I invite the rest of the guys to hang out with us for a while until they need to get into their seats.

I swear time slows down once I get into the room. I glanced at the clock when I first got in here and it was ten past eleven. After more stories from Nico, and a few jokes from Troy, I look back at the clock to see it’s only creeping up on eleven-thirty.

Considering the time, I know Adrienne is here already, and I picture her in her bridal suite, looking absolutely stunning in this dress she’s been raving about.

“Well, we’re going to find our seats,” Lincoln announces, pulling me from my thoughts.

I stand from the cream-colored, velvet armchair and shake his hand. “All right, man. See y’all out there.”

With the three of them gone, it leaves just Troy, Marc, and Nico in here with me, and shit starts feeling real. My heartrate picks up a bit, but not out of nervousness—out of excitement. I pace across the patterned floor, focusing on the candle sconces and old-fashioned pictures that hang on the beige walls.

Thirty more minutes.

A soft knock makes all of us turn and look at the door.

Adrienne’s bridesmaid, Cindy, pokes her head in, and for the briefest of moments, I wonder if Adrienne is calling off the wedding. I’m not sure why she’d do that, but I’m also not sure why her friend and bridesmaid is coming into my room right now. This was never part of the plan.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, my brows furrowed, and my heart thumping in my chest.

“Nothing’s wrong,” she says, holding her hand up, her voice reassuring. “I just need the groomsmen out here for a minute.”

All of us are a bit confused, because this wasn’t part of our rehearsal last week, but they all walk through the door anyway, leaving me alone. I can hear the seconds ticking by on the clock across the room, and then the door opens and Cindy’s back.

“Hey, so something happened this morning, and Adrienne—”

“What? What happened to Adrienne?” I belt.

Again, she raises her tiny hands up. “Nothing happened to her. I’m sorry, I just don’t know how to get this out.”

“Well, you’re not doing the best job. I’m having a heart attack over here. Is she here? Is she leaving me? What’s going on?”

She laughs. “She’s not leaving you.” Cindy pauses and starts playing with her fingers. “Um. Your mom is here.”

“Excuse me?” I say, almost positive I misheard her.

“Your mom. She’s here. She showed up to your house this morning. Adrienne said she’d arrange some time for you two to talk, and we only have like twenty minutes, so…”

“She’s here? My mom?”

Cindy nods, looking up at me like she’s afraid I’m going to lose my shit.

I glance at the clock. “Okay, well, send her in.”

Her shoulders fall as she breathes a sigh of relief. “Okay.”

When the door closes behind Cindy, I take a deep breath and wonder what I’m in for with my mom showing up. Is she drunk? How did things go with her meeting Adrienne without me there? Good lord, I hope she wasn’t drunk.

But on the flip side, I’m happy she made it. She clearly made a plan, bought a ticket, a found her way to my house. You need to be mostly sober to do all that, but why didn’t she call or answer my calls?

The door creaks open slowly, and my beautiful mother steps in, looking better than I’ve seen her look in a long time. She gives me a tentative smile at first, and then it grows into a smile that only a mother could give her son.

“You look so handsome,” she says, already starting to cry.

I rush to her and pull her into my arms, my chin resting on the top of her head. “You look beautiful, Mom. Thanks for coming.”

She starts bawling.
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“I hope everything is going okay,” I say, trying not to bite my manicured thumb.

“I’m sure everything is fine,” Emilie says, fixing my dress.

“She seems really nice, right? What did you think?” I ask.

“Yeah, she was nice,” Emilie says, but I can tell she’s holding something back.

“What? Just say it.”

“Don’t get me wrong, it’s really good that she went to rehab, but it’s a long road, and addicts almost always relapse. Besides that, Jace has been through a lot for many years because of her alcoholism, and it’s gonna take a lot to fix that up. I’m sure there were times when she wasn’t so nice.”

I nod. “I know, but we gotta start somewhere, right? I don’t expect them to patch up all of their problems now, but it’s nice that she’s here for our wedding.”

“It really is,” Em agrees.

“I’m glad the hairstylists and makeup artist were able to get to her before we had to leave. I was freaking out when Lauren called this morning saying one couldn’t show up.”

“I know, and over a simple cloud in the sky at six in the morning,” Em says with a smirk.

“It was a rain cloud!”

“Right.”

“Well, whatever, we’re here and everything is going to be perfect.”

Nathalia slips back into the room. “Well, you definitely are the perfect bride. You look like a princess.”

“Thank you,” I respond, looking down at my dress. “I never want to get out of it.”

“You’ll want out of it as soon as you see Jace,” Em jokes, sticking her tongue out.

“We’ll just hike it up.”

Cindy comes through the door with a worried look on her face.

“What?” I demand, my eyes wide. “Did things not go well?”

“What? Oh, no. Jace and his mom are talking now, but someone brought up a concern about gluten-free options at the reception.”

“Gluten-free options?” I repeat, bewildered.

Em scoffs, moving to sit on the small couch.

“Yeah, apparently, someone asked if there will be gluten-free food,” Cindy says.

I take a deep breath, trying not to completely lose it. “When I sent out my invitations, I was sure to add a note asking about dietary requests. I told people that if they required certain food, to let me know, and nobody informed me they would need special food.”

“It’s probably just some bitch being all extra about her diet. Unless they have celiac disease, you don’t need to be gluten-free. It’s just the newest fad people are into,” Em announces, admiring her nails. “People are so extra these days.”

“There will not be gluten-free food,” I say through gritted teeth.

“I’ll go pass that message along,” Cindy says, rushing back through the door.

I’m thankful Cindy is my assistant and friend, because if it weren’t for her right now, technically, as the wedding planner of my own wedding, I’d have to go out there and deal with all these issues. But she’s now in charge of handling any last-minute issues.

“Fucking gluten-free, are you kidding me?” I say, shaking my head. “If they don’t want to eat what’s on the menu, then they don’t have to stay for the reception.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Thalia says, trying to keep me calm. “It’s just one person out of many. That one person will be fine.”

I blow out a frustrated breath and then try not to think about it again. “Em, tell me what happened with Troy last night.”

“Oh, yes. Tell us!” Thalia adds, excitedly.

Em smiles. “Everything was perfect. It was an amazing reunion after his weekend away. I won’t go into all the nasty details,” she says with a sly smirk, “but he totally ate me out on the couch.”

I roll my eyes as I laugh, and Nathalia almost spits out the water she just drank.

“Anyway, we were just talking and all these different ways to tell him kept running through my head, but I couldn’t bring myself to say any of them. I was scared and excited, and things were happening differently than I expected them to be happening. I just sat him down and told him I was pregnant. At first I thought he was pissed. He repeated it back to me. I nodded my head, and he said it a couple more times, getting louder with each one. I just knew he was about to freak out, but then he picked me up and twirled me around. He was so happy, you guys.” She brings her finger up to her eye, trying to soak up the tears.

I have my hands over my heart, so happy for my best friend. “Aww.”

“Yeah, he bent down and put his head against my stomach and kissed it. Honestly, I can’t even talk about it. I’m gonna cry and ruin my makeup.”

Nathalia rushes over with a tissue.

“I’m so happy you got knocked up,” I tell her.

She laughs. “Shut up.”

“I mean it, though.”

“I asked Troy if he was upset that we didn’t do things the traditional way.”

Nathalia chuckles. “You’re not the only one not being traditional.”

“True,” Em says with a laugh. “But, you know, kids before marriage just means people are gonna think our baby was an accident. I mean, it is, but I don’t want people thinking that!”

“Special surprise. That sounds better than accident,” I tell her. “And fuck what people think.”

“Seriously, Em. You think me, Marc, and Lincoln don’t get crazy looks when we’re out together? If we cared what people thought, we wouldn’t be together. And that just means we wouldn’t be happy. People are always quick to judge others without first looking at themselves in the mirror. Nobody is perfect. Everyone sins, we just sin differently.”

“Jace and I moved in together before marriage just like you and Troy, and some people think you shouldn’t do that, but oh well. Some people thought we moved in together too fast, but they don’t know our relationship. And you know the girls who knew he was an escort had plenty to say when we got engaged, but fuck those jealous bitches.”

“Well, aren’t we just a sinful, bunch?” Em says with a laugh.

“Yep, but guess what? We’re still getting our happily ever afters.”

Em’s quiet for a minute. “Sinfully ever afters.”

We all laugh. “Damn right.”

Cindy comes back in, but makes a point not to look at anyone. I can tell something’s up.

“What?” I snap.

She looks up quickly. “It’s nothing to worry about.”

“Cindy, just tell me.”

“Someone’s kid just streaked down the aisle, but she’s got him in the restroom and is getting him clothed again.”

We all stare at her in silence before just giving into the hilarity and cracking up.

“Well, at least it happened before I started walking down the aisle.”

“Which you’re about to do,” she says, looking at the clock on the wall. “Ready?”

I take a deep breath. “I’m ready.”
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“I’m sorry for not calling you back, son. I was wanting to get my life together a little bit, and I wasn’t sure if it was possible. I didn’t want to give you false hope. I just knew I needed to try, and hoped for the best,” my mom tells me.

“I understand,” I say. “I just wanted to know that you were okay.”

“Well, I didn’t have my phone with me when I was getting treatment, so I didn’t realize how many times you tried reaching me. But I’m okay now. I’m beyond happy to have been able to meet Adrienne. She’s such a sweet girl, and I’m glad I was able to make it to your wedding.”

“I’m glad, too,” I say with a smile.

“I’m gonna try, Jace. I’m gonna try to make up these lost years. I know we’ll never get the time back, and I can’t apologize enough, but I want to start over. Can we?”

I nod. “We can try. I’d love for you to be in my life again.”

She smiles through the tears. “Thank you.”

I give her another hug as a few knocks hit the door. “Come in.”

Cindy pops back in. “It’s time to get you and the groomsmen in place.”

My mom gives me a big smile. “Congratulations, baby. I’ll talk to you soon.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I say, planting a small kiss on her cheek. “Cindy, can you escort my mom to a seat in the front, please?”

Cindy nods and my mom follows her out. I take a few seconds for myself before meeting the guys out in the hall.

“You good?” Troy asks.

“Yeah,” I answer honestly. “Perfect.”

“I’m glad she made it,” he says.

“Me too.”

“All right, guys,” Cindy says, her heels clicking across the floor. “Front and center, Jace. Then we’ll come out and link up with the guys and wait for Adrienne.”

I do as she says and get in place at the altar. The room is full of mostly friends, and some family. I didn’t think I’d have any family here today, but I see my mom up front with a beaming smile and can’t help but return it.

Most of our guests come from work. I met a lot of people while I was an escort, and I’m not talking about clients. I have a lot of friends in the industry, including my ex-boss Liz Roberts. I’ve also made a lot of connections since me, Troy, and Marc have started the clubs together.

Adrienne has friends at her job, as well as people she’s met because of her job. She’s always out planning some of the biggest events in Vegas, and seeing as how she’s so likable, almost everyone becomes a friend.

We don’t have a lot of family, Adrienne and I, but that’s okay. We have each other, and we have a few close people we consider family, though we don’t share blood. And one day soon, we’ll start our own family, and that’s all we’ll need.

It feels like forever as I await my bride, but then the music starts playing.

We did away with the flower girls, as we didn’t know any young children. Instead, the aisle has a dark purple runner, and white flower petals have already been laid out on each side. The chairs nearest the aisle have been adorned with white and purple flowers tied by ribbon and tulle that hangs to the floor. Adrienne put a lot of work into those.

I stand underneath a large floral arch, made up of pure white flowers and twinkling lights, and to my right, behind the pastor, is a wall of white drapery.

Nico and Cindy enter first, followed by Marc and Nathalia, and finally, Troy and Emilie make their way down the aisle, and my heart beats faster knowing Adrienne is next.

The music changes, and the doors open once again, and Adrienne and her father walk through.

My breath catches in my throat, and as much as I don’t want to admit it, I feel the tears burning the backs of my eyes.

My beautiful, perfect, angel of a bride walks towards me, and in this moment, I know I’m the luckiest man in the world. There’s no way I deserve this sort of perfection in my life, but good god, I’ll do my best to let her know I appreciate her choosing me. She gave me a chance when most wouldn’t, and I’ll be forever thankful.

I see her smile at me through the veil as her and her father get closer, but I don’t think I’ve stopped smiling since she walked through those doors.

The pastor speaks, and her father responds, but I don’t think I fully hear what they say because I’m completely enamored with Adrienne. She was right. The dress is the perfect dress for her, and nobody else could pull it off like she does.

“Wow,” I mouth when she joins me at the altar. “Beautiful.”

She blushes and smiles before looking me up and down and giving me a wink. I crack a grin and try to pay attention to the man tasked with marrying us.

When it comes to the vows, I go first.

“Somehow I’m lucky enough to be able to spend the rest of my life with you. When you walked into my life, so did a love I never knew existed. Your love is absolute. Your love is what keeps me going on the hard days. Your love brings me joy and fulfillment. Today I vow to love you as you love me. I vow to give you every part of me, wholly, and without hesitation. My heart is yours. My loyalty belongs to you and only you. Today, I enter this marriage not with confusion or fear, but without reservation, because I know that no matter what we go through, together, we will conquer anything. Adrienne, I promise to be here through the good times and the bad. I will hold your hand when you need comfort. I will be an ear when you need to talk. I will shelter you from any storm that comes our way, and I will forever support and encourage you in whatever you want to do. You are the best thing to happen to me, and I swear to never have you question the way I feel about you. I will spend the rest of my days proving to you that you’re the other half of my heart, and we are meant to be. I love you, Adrienne.”

At the end of my vows, Adrienne is crying and I’m doing the best I can to keep my tears at bay, but then she starts her vows.

“Jace, the way I love you is a love that can’t fully be expressed by words. I hope to show you in the way I kiss you, touch you, look at you, and the way we spend our days together. I vow to love and be devoted to you for all of our years together. I promise to always have an open heart and an open mind. I will always be there for you in your time of need, and also to celebrate each one of your achievements. You are my heart and my home, and my dream come true. I can’t wait to grow old with you. I love you so much.”

I catch a runaway tear rolling down my cheek and give her a smile. We exchange our rings, and finally, the moment I’ve been waiting for.

“I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss your bride.”

And kiss her I do. It’s not sloppy and it’s not distasteful, but it’s not chaste either. I touch her tongue with mine, and frame her face with my hands as her hands cup my back. We press into each other and enjoy the moment.

When we pull apart, people cheer and whistle, and I take my wife’s hand, and together we walk back down the aisle as a married couple.

“I love you, Mrs. Jamison,” I whisper, kissing her hand.

“I love you, husband,” she replies with a huge smile.
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Jace and I slip into my bridal suite before we make our way to the reception hall.

“We’re married!” I squeal, wrapping my arms around his neck.

“Finally,” he growls, his lips kissing the flesh below my earlobe.

“God, I love you so much,” I tell him, pulling back just to kiss his soft lips.

“Not as much as I love you.”

“Oh, whatever,” I say, knowing this game will never end if I engage.

“So, you met my mom.”

“I did, and she’s so nice. She taught me how to make crepes and potato omelets.”

He laughs a short laugh. “Wow, I haven’t had those in a long time.”

“I know, and now I get to try to make them for you,” I say with a smile.

“She says she’s sober,” he tells me, his voice a bit somber.

“I believe she is. For now. We don’t know what the road ahead will be like, but we can be there for each other. She’s trying, and that’s a start.”

He nods his head. “I’m glad she’s made it this far. Hopefully mending our relationship will help her want to stay on the right path.”

“Maybe so.”

“All right, well, let’s not talk about this now. We have a marriage to celebrate. I’m sure everyone has moved over into the reception hall,” he says.

I bite down on my bottom lip. “Well—”

He looks at my bottom lip between my teeth and lust flashes in his eyes. “I know what that means, Mrs. Jamison. You’re thinking something naughty.”

I look down into my bouquet and play with one of the flowers. “Well, I was just thinking we should probably give everyone some time to find their seats, get a drink, you know? Then we’ll make our grand entrance.”

When I look up at him, I see a rogue grin on his face. “And what should we do in the meantime?” he asks, his hands going to my hips.

I lean back into the wall. “I want you to fuck me, Mr. Jamison. Lift me up and fuck me against this wall.”

“Such a dirty mouth,” he teases, leaning in and licking my bottom lip. “I love it.”

Jace drops to his knees and removes my lacy, white thong. He stays under the skirt of my dress, and teases me with his tongue.

“Oh god,” I moan quietly.

When he stands up, he undoes his pants just enough to pull out his cock. I lick my lips as I watch him stroke it.

He steps towards me and bunches up the tulle of my dress around my waist, and then lifts me up. I throw my legs around him as he thrusts inside of me.

“Fuck,” he growls. “I’ve missed this pussy so much.”

“Show me how much,” I reply, already breathless.

Jace drives into me over and over, and I bite down on my lip to keep from screaming.

We don’t do much talking, because right now words aren’t needed. Our bodies talk for us as I clench around his cock, and as he pushes into me like he can’t get deep enough. I feel the sweat from his head smear across my neck as he picks up the pace. We moan and grunt as each of us looks for relief. It’s been almost two weeks since we had sex, and that’s too long to go without feeling him inside of me. I start moving as much as possible with me pinned against the wall, but I can feel my orgasm building, and I’m trying to rub my clit against him when he thrusts inside.

My body tingles and my head goes back. “Oh, yes, yes,” I chant.

Jace doesn’t let up. “Baby, I’m close.” He says it in a way like he knows he won’t be able to stop it. But that’s fine, because my climax hits.

“Oh fuck,” I yell, perhaps too loudly. I shove my face into his neck.

As I come around his cock, my pussy clenching and unclenching with each spasm, Jace lets out a low and deep roar. When he comes, I feel his cock throbbing inside me.

“Fuck,” we both say at the same time as we try to catch our breath.

He plants a quick kiss on my mouth before pulling out and placing me on my feet.

We each take our turn in the small bathroom that’s in the suite, and I touch up my makeup and hair so it doesn’t look like I just got fucked against a wall.

“Ready to go face our friends and family now?” Jace asks with a chuckle.

“They won’t know what we did.”

Jace takes my hand and we exit the bridal suite and make our way to the reception hall. Cindy’s already out in the hall waiting for us. She gives me a little smirk but doesn’t ask where we’ve been.

“I’m gonna run in and have you guys announced and then you can walk right in.”

“Thanks, Cindy,” I tell her.

She disappears into the room and a minute later the music cuts off and the DJ starts talking.

“All right, ladies and gentleman. It’s my honor to introduce to you, for the first time, Mr. and Mrs. Jamison!”

The cheers erupt, and Jace and I take a second to look at each other and smile before walking in hand in hand.

As everyone is standing and applauding, we make our way to the middle of the room and get on the dance floor. The room is dim except for the large, elegant chandeliers. One in the middle, and two on each end of the room. There’s a few lights in the center of the tiered ceiling that give off a slight purple glow that really make it perfect.

Jace and I dance to All of Me by John Legend as everyone looks on. I can’t take my eyes off of his beautiful face.

“Thank you for marrying me today,” Jace says, tucking one of my curls behind my ear.

“Anytime, babe,” I answer with a laugh.

“You truly are perfect,” he says, his voice soft as his eyes roam over my face.

“I’m not, but I think we’re perfect for each other. I can’t imagine my life without you in it.”

“You’ll never have to know what that’s like. I promise.”

I lay my head on his chest and we finish out our dance that way, just swaying to the music. When the music cuts off, we’re awarded with more cheers, and then I wave everyone onto the dance floor as the DJ plays an upbeat song.

Emilie dances her way over to me and leans in to whisper, “You two totally ran off to screw each other’s brains out, didn’t you?”

I pull back with wide eyes. “No,” I gasp.

She barks out a loud laugh. “I knew it!”

“Oh, shut up.”

“Couldn’t even wait until the honeymoon,” she says, shaking her head. “Good thing you didn’t get married in a church. You would’ve went to hell for sure.”

I roll my eyes at her. “So how ya feeling?”

“I’m feelin’ pretty good. I can’t drink, so I’m just gonna eat all the sweets and get a sugar high.”

“Nice.”

After she runs off, everyone dances for another half hour before our food is served. Gluten and all.

The round tables seat ten people, but me and the wedding party get a long, rectangular table in the front of the room, facing everyone else.

“Adrienne, these center pieces are to die for!” Liz tells me as she approaches the table.

Liz is Jace’s old boss and a previous client of mine.

“Thanks, Liz. It took a lot of time and tears to finally get them the way I wanted,” I say with a chuckle.

“Oh, well, if anybody could do it, it would be you.”

“Jace, darling. You are still missed at the agency, you know? I’ve had to hire several more people to pull in the money you were pulling in on your own.” She turns to me. “You snagged a good one.”

I give her a tight smile. “I know I did.”

“Ah, I’m sure you’re still making out just fine, Liz,” Jace says with a carefree laugh.

“Yes, but after you left, Troy left, and Marc left. All my favorites,” she pouts.

“You still have Nico and Kade,” he tells her.

“Ah, yes. My babies. They do pretty well.” She sighs and looks around. “Well, I’m off to go eat. Congrats, you two.”

After she saunters off, I turn to Jace. “She is something else.”

“You get used to it after a while,” he chuckles.

Emilie leans forward and gets my attention. “Hey Adrienne, does this food taste funny to you?”

My eyes almost pop out of my head. “What? No. What’s wrong?”

She smacks her lips a little bit. “Tastes a little…gluten-ey.”

I put my hand on my chest and simultaneously laugh and breathe a sigh of relief. “You bitch. You had me scared for a second.”

“Sorry,” she sings, looking very much not sorry.

At the end of the meal, Troy, Emilie, and my dad give their toasts. Emilie basically cries through hers, but I cry through all of them. Thank god for water-proof mascara.

We cut into our five-tiered cake, enjoy dessert and champagne, and dance, dance, dance. I never want this day to end.
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During the reception, we all have photos taken against a floral backdrop Adrienne was sure to have constructed, and luckily, we got them taken before people got drunk. Our photographer is also walking around getting candids, so I’m sure there will be plenty of drunken photos to laugh at later.

I spot Nico dancing with Cindy, and when he notices me watching him, he gives me a shrug and a grin. Asshole.

“This is quite the party,” Marc says, approaching me from behind.

I take a sip of my drink as I watch my bride dance with Emilie. “I wish I could take credit for it,” I say with a chuckle. “Besides some input on a few things, this is all Adrienne. My little perfectionist.”

“I may have to hire her for our own celebration,” he says with a laugh.

I finally pull my eyes away from my wife and look at Marc. “Oh yeah. Have you guys decided when you’re gonna do that? Does Adrienne know yet?”

“I have no idea when it’s gonna happen. I’m sure Nathalia has her own plans in mind, so it probably won’t be for a little while. And yeah, she told her while we were in California.”

“So, who doesn’t know?”

“Nico and Kade are the only ones, I think. Everybody else knows.”

“Nico’s always left out,” I say with a laugh. “He’s gonna be pissed.”

Marc laughs, taking a sip of his drink. “He’ll be fine.”

After several seconds, I say, “So, I’ve been wanting to ask. What’s up with you not wanting Garrett to move here?”

He takes a sip of his drink, and then his shoulders drop after a deep breath. “It’s not that I don’t want him to move here. It’s just that I don’t think he knows what he’s getting himself into. To move to a different state is expensive, and to live here is expensive, and I don’t even know what kind of work he’d find here.”

“But he’s an adult, and I’m sure he’ll figure it out.”

Another sigh. “I know, but I feel like he’s just caught up in the vacation vibes. It won’t always be drinking and partying.”

Almost as if he knew we were talking about him, Garrett saunters over. “What’re y’all talking about?”

I look at Marc, waiting for him to say something, but when he doesn’t, I speak up. “Just talking about you moving out here. So, you’re pretty set on it, yeah?”

Garrett looks to Marc before meeting my eyes again. “Yeah. Sometimes you need something new, and I haven’t been happy back in Oregon for a while.”

“I didn’t know that,” Marc says, turning to his brother.

“Yeah. I’ve just been feeling unfulfilled, you know? I’ve seen all there is to see there, and done everything, too. I just feel like my life has stalled, and there’s much more opportunity here. I need to do this.”

Marc places his hand on his shoulder. “I’m sorry, man. I didn’t know this was how you were feeling. I thought it was just a spur of the moment decision.”

“Nah. I’ve been wanting to move for a while, and what better place to move to than a place where you have a brother and new friends,” Garrett says, looking to me.

I give him a slight nod.

“Well, I’ll definitely help you out,” Marc says.

“I appreciate it, man,” Garrett responds.

“Why y’all being wallflowers?” Nico bellows, dancing his way towards us.

“I’ve been out there all night,” I tell him. “I need a break. And I thought I told you about staying away from Cindy.”

“Hey, she won’t stay away from me. What am I supposed to do?”

“Mmhmm,” I murmur.

Adrienne comes over and slips her arm through mine and looks up at me. “Hey, husband,” she purrs, giving me a kiss. I can tell she’s a little tipsy, but she’s so damn cute.

“Hey, wife,” I respond, pulling her into me and kissing her a little more fiercely. Fuck the spectators.

“Just wait for the honeymoon, people,” Nico jokes.

Our group of people start trickling in. Troy and Em, Kade, and then Lincoln and Nathalia.

I look around and couldn’t feel happier with the group of people that have become my family. For the longest time, I was unhappy when I thought about my lack of a family, but over the years, I’ve gained some of the best family members a guy could ask for. I look over and see my mom making conversation with Adrienne’s dad, and there’s no drink in front of her. Progress.

“I’ve decided I’m moving down here,” Garrett announces to the group. He looks at Marc who gives him a small smile and a nod. “I feel more at home here than I’ve felt at the place that’s been home my whole life. I don’t have friends like you guys back home. I don’t know when it will be, because I’m gonna need to secure a job first, but I wanted to let you all know that you’ll be seeing a lot more of me in the future,” he says with a giant smile.

“That’s awesome, man,” Troy tells him.

“We’ll be here to help you when you need it,” Linc tells him, mirroring Marc’s earlier comment.

“But I will not be there when you tell Mom and Dad,” Marc says, making everyone laugh.

Nathalia whispers something into Adrienne’s ear, and Adrienne responds with a vigorous nod.

“Well, I know some of you know already, but since we’re making announcements, I thought I should tell you all that Marc, Lincoln, and I are engaged. We won’t be having a legitimate ceremony, but we will have something in the future. So be prepared to do this all over again.”

“Wow, that’s crazy!” Nico says. “I never thought I’d see a three-way wedding. Is that what it’s called?”

“We get to call it whatever we want,” Marc chuckles.

Nico looks around and notices none of us reacting with surprise. “Did you all know already?”

Troy squeezes his shoulder. “It’s okay, man.”

“Fuckers,” Nico mutters.

“But we’re still so excited!” Adrienne squeals. “We’ll make it the most amazing, non-wedding ever!” she yells.

Yep, definitely tipsy.

Troy drapes an arm over Emilie’s shoulders and kisses her temple. They share a look and communicate something between each other. However, considering it’s confession time, I’m assuming this is when they’ll announce their pregnancy to everybody else.

“Well, we have some news of our own,” Emilie says, looking at everyone.

“I swear to God, if I’m the only one who doesn’t know,” Nico warns.

Troy places his hand on Emilie’s stomach and waits. It takes a second before people notice.

“Wait! What?” Marc exclaims, pointing at Em’s stomach.

They both smile in response. “Yep,” Emilie says, resting her hand over Troy’s.

The group roars with congratulations, and lots of hugs are exchanged.

“We don’t know much yet. She’s still early on, but we have an appointment soon,” Troy says.

“Congrats, guys,” Nico says. “Looks like all of you are growing up and settling down. I wonder if I should start thinking about getting married and having babies.” He pauses and looks around at us before laughing. “Nah, who am I kidding?”

“Yeah, you’re not ready yet,” I say.

“Well, lots to celebrate tonight. A wedding, a soon-to-be non-wedding, a baby, and a new move. Anything else anybody want to add?” he asks, looking at Kade who shakes his head.

“Well, actually,” Emilie says in a small, nervous voice.

She looks up at Troy who just grins. “Emilie and I got married yesterday,” he announces, shocking the hell out of all of us.

“What?” All of us say almost in unison.

“No you didn’t!” Adrienne shrieks.

Emilie nods. “Don’t be mad! We just went and had a quick ceremony in true Las Vegas style.”

“You eloped?” Marc questions, his brows furrowed in confusion.

“Wait, what?” I say again, looking at Troy and waiting for him to say it’s a joke.

“We didn’t want to take anything away from today, so we didn’t mention anything. But I proposed to Emilie last night, and she told me about the baby after. We made the decision then to get married.”

“When we went to the shopping center for food, and you took forever to come back with it, were you getting the ring?” I ask him.

“Yep. I had already started looking, but I knew that I needed to ask her sooner rather than later. So, I got the food, and then went to pick up the ring while you were asleep in the car.”

“Sneaky ass.”

I turn to look at Adrienne, and she has tears in her eyes as she looks at her best friend with her hand over her heart. Emilie walks over to her and puts her hands on her shoulders. “Don’t be mad, A. I never needed a big wedding, and we all know Troy’s story. It’s not something we needed to do. I just wanted to be married to the man that I love with all my heart.”

A tear slips from Adrienne’s eye as she pulls Em into a tight hug. “I’m not mad. I’m so happy for you.”

As they hug and cry, the rest of us congratulate Troy who pulls both his and Emilie’s wedding rings from his pocket. He slips his on, and when the girls separate, he slides the diamond onto her finger as well.

Adrienne and Nathalia admire it and share a group hug. “Okay, so I might be a little mad,” Adrienne admits. “You’re my sister, you know? Of course I’d love to be a part of your big day, but because you denied me that, you now have to let me be around all the time when you have the baby. I’m talking, in the hospital room and everything.”

Em laughs through a sniffle. “Okay.”

“Jesus Christ, is that everything? There’s so much happening tonight,” Nico states.

“Well,” I look at my watch. “Me and Adrienne are gonna have to leave soon. We have a flight to catch.”

“Oh yeah, you gonna tell me where we’re going?” she asks, batting her eyelashes.

“You’ve waited this long,” I say tapping her nose with my finger.

Adrienne and I move through the room saying thank you and goodbye to our guests. She’s already arranged for Cindy to help her dad load up all of our gifts and drop them off at our house, but then I remember something and rush off to go find Emilie.

“Hey, so about that best wedding present,” I tell her. “We weren’t going to open them until we got back from our honeymoon, but since you’ve been talking all this shit about how it’s the best one, I figure we could open that one now.”

She crosses her arms across her chest and smirks. “You’ll get it later. Don’t worry.”

“You don’t have one!” I yell. “I knew it.”

“Whatever, man. You’ll see,” she says, turning on her heel to leave.

Everyone moves outside to wave Adrienne and I off as we climb into the limo that’ll take us to the airport.

“I don’t have any clothes,” Adrienne says. “And as much as I love this dress, I don’t want to wear it on a plane.”

I point across the limo at a stack of clothes. “I got you, babe. You and I will change in here, and I have our luggage in the trunk already. I’m prepared. Don’t worry.”

“I love you,” she says, climbing onto my lap.

“Show me how much,” I say with a grin.

She bites down on her lip and starts undoing my shirt.

God, I love my wife.
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ADRIENNE

 

Jace and I helped each other get undressed in the limo, and after a little fun, we got dressed in the clothes Jace prepared for us ahead of time.

I look out the window and see the airport. “We’re almost there. How’re you gonna keep me from knowing where we’re going when we get inside? I’ll see it on my ticket.”

“I can hold your ticket,” he answers smoothly.

“I’m capable of reading the signs at the gate, you know?”

“Maybe I’ll blindfold you.”

“And have people think you’re kidnapping me?”

He laughs. “They won’t think that. I’ll explain we’re newlyweds and I’m surprising you. They’ll think it’s cute.”

I scoff. “And when they announce it on the plane?”

“I have some serious noise-cancelling headphones.”

“I hate you,” I laugh, punching him in the arm.

Once we’re in the airport and have checked our luggage, I find out where we’re going.

“We’re going to Fiji?” I squeal with excitement, bouncing up and down on my toes.

“We’re going to Fiji, baby,” he responds, hooking his backpack over his shoulder. “It’s a fourteen-hour flight, so get comfortable.”

Of course Jace has us in first class, so a fourteen-hour flight isn’t too bad when you have extra space and amenities. Because we’ve had a long day already, we pass out almost immediately and sleep almost the entire way.

When we land in Nadi, we have to take another flight to an island called Taveuni. Once there, a mini-bus from the resort takes us on a twenty-minute scenic drive before bringing us to the boat landing.

“We’re riding in a boat?” I whisper to Jace.

The guide shows us to the water-taxi, and they inform us it will be a twenty-minute ride before we’re at the resort.

We’ve been traveling for a ridiculous amount of time, after an extremely long wedding day, but this is absolutely worth the travel. The water is a gorgeous teal-blue, and the trees are lush and bright green. We relax in the boat, the wind whipping my hair around my face, and enjoy the sights.

The driver tells us about the island. Apparently, it’s shaped like a horseshoe, and only houses up to twelve couples at a time. We have all two-hundred and forty acres to explore during our two weeks here. We’ll be served three gourmet meals a day, and have a chance at a private picnic on horseshoe bay. Jace has booked us massages at the Ocean Spa, and we’ll get to snorkel, swim, hike, kayak, amongst many other things.

“Don’t forget, a week in the room. Naked,” Jace whispers to me.

“Oh shush,” I laugh, swatting at him.

When we get to the resort, we get checked in and then shown to our bure, which is the Fijian word for a wood-and-straw hut. Ours is called the treehouse bure, and when we start walking towards it, I can see why.

From the front, you can only see a small portion, sitting up high amongst the trees. A balcony is visible, and I cannot wait to see the view from up there. It looks like it’s always been here, and the lush, tropical foliage has just grown around it.

Everything is so vibrant around us, and the birds sing loudly as we march up the steps towards the door.

“I feel like we’re staying in Snow White’s cottage,” I whisper to Jace.

“I’m sure it’ll be much nicer.”

Inside, the floors are a shiny, light-colored wood, and the furniture is mahogany. The couch is just big enough for the two of us, and a single chair sits in the corner. A floor lamp that looks like it’s made of tree bark stands near the door, and a mini-bar is up against the wall.

“Oh my gosh, look at the view!” I exclaim, walking to the balcony.

When I step out, I look down to where we were just walking, the grass is a shade of green I don’t think I’ve ever seen. Over the tops of the trees, the water is visible and goes on forever. Jace and I realize the balcony actually wraps around the house, giving us views from every angle. There’s a hole in the balcony where a tree grows through, giving us some shade near our bedroom, which is where we re-enter.

I jump onto the four poster, king-size bed and Jace pounces on top of me. “We’re never gonna leave now,” he says, playfully biting down on my lip.

“But I wanna see the rest,” I pout.

“The rest of what,” he answers, pulling his shirt over his head. “On second thought, maybe I should shower first. We’ve been doing a lot of traveling.”

I laugh. “That’s not a bad idea. Let’s go find the bathroom.”

As I walk around the bed, I touch the material that’s secured around the posts on the bed, allowing us to close ourselves in if we wanted.

When I find the bathroom, I call out to Jace who explored elsewhere. “The bathroom only has a toilet and two sinks!”

He saunters in, still shirtless, a few seconds later with a pamphlet in his hand. “This says there’s an outdoor, lava rock shower.”

“Lava rock?”

As we keep looking around, we find that the shower is on a private sun deck, where there’s a Jacuzzi, and another amazing view of the water. A private king-size day bed is on the ground level, partially enclosed, with a bottle of champagne already sitting in a bucket of ice.

“Can’t let this go to waste,” I say, grabbing it by the neck.

Jace reads off the pamphlet. “Looks like we’re gonna have daily fresh-baked cookies, too.”

“Ooh, cookies!”

“I knew you’d like that,” he says, smacking my ass as I walk in front of him.

“Okay, let’s go shower,” I tell him, turning around and walking backwards. “And start drinking.”

He growls and rushes me, picking me up and running to the shower.

“Jace!” I squeal.

“Get that bottle open, woman.”

We spend the next hour, drinking from the bottle, showering, and enjoying being able to have sex in the outdoor shower, and on the balcony furniture without having to worry about anyone hearing or seeing us. I’m never going to want to leave our private paradise.
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JACE

 

“I’m gonna go grab something from my bag real quick,” I tell Adrienne as she lounges topless on the chaise lounge chair.

“Okay, babe.”

As I walk through the living room, I spot a note on the coffee table that I hadn’t noticed before. I pick it up and start reading.

 

Jace,

You dummy. I saw the web page for your honeymoon resort on your computer at home when I was there visiting Adrienne. You’re welcome for getting rid of any evidence and not telling Adrienne your big secret. But that’s not the best wedding present ever. That comes next. Nathalia and I took it upon ourselves to book you guys a day tour of the island, and also, we extended your honeymoon by a few days. You’ll have to switch rooms, but you’ll get your wife to yourself for a little longer. Adrienne took three weeks off work anyway, and well, you’re your own boss, so it works out. Have fun! You can thank me later.

 

Emilie

 

I take the typed note, which she clearly arranged to have left here by the staff, and show it to Adrienne.

“Oh my god!” she laughs. “This is so something Em would do.”

“Well, she’s right. This is probably the best gift we could get.”

“Definitely the most generous. I’ll have to thank them later.”

“So, what’s next, Mrs. Jamison,” I ask, taking her hand and kissing it.

“Doesn’t matter to me,” she beams. “We have our whole lives to do anything we want.”

“Damn right we do. How did I get so lucky?” I muse, rubbing her thigh.

“We’re both lucky. Who would’ve thought that the playboy I saw at all those events a couple years ago would be my husband?”

I roll my eyes. “Playboy? You mean God-like creature?”

“Oh god,” she laughs. “Don’t bring that back.”

“I mean, you weren’t wrong.”

“Stop,” she says, still giggling.

I pull both her hands into mine and look into her eyes. “I love you, Adrienne. Thank you for changing my life. You’re the best part of my day, and every time I look at you, I fall more in love.”

She tilts her head and gives me a smile. Reaching down, she grabs our two glasses of champagne and hands one to me.

“To falling in love with the same person every day.”

We clink our glasses together and drink, and we spend the night under the stars, wrapped in each other’s arms.

 

 

The End

 


[image: ]

Fifteen months later

NICO

 

“Yo, how long does it take for you to leave the fucking house, man? We’ve been waiting forever.”

Troy narrows his eyes at me as he walks through the front door of Marc’s house, holding a car seat in one hand. “Things are a little more difficult now, Nico. If you can’t tell,” he says, adjusting the diaper bag on his other arm. “Babies don’t have schedules.”

“I never would’ve thought I’d see you with a damn pink diaper bag hanging from your shoulder, and what is that? Spit up? Dude, change your shirt.”

He looks down at his shoulder and scoffs. “She’ll probably spit up on me again later.”

“Where’s Em?”

“She’s coming.”

“All right. Want some help?”

“Nah, I’m good,” he says, putting the car seat down. “Where’s everyone?”

“They’re all in the back. Jace is cooking on the grill, and Adrienne and Thalia are in the pool. The rest are just kickin’ back.”

I hear Emilie grunt, and I turn around to see her struggling with her own car seat and diaper bag.

“Here, let me help,” I say, rushing over to her. “I’ll take Derrick.”

“Thanks, Nico,” she says, sounding out of breath. “That little stinker is heavy.”

“Aww, don’t say that about my little buddy.”

She closes the door behind her and drops the diaper bag in the corner. “Sorry we’re late, but it’s such a production to leave the house now. We have to make sure they’re fed, changed, and have their bags packed with everything we could possibly need and more.”

“Nah, don’t worry about it.”

“Oh, you’re cool with her, but you give me shit for being late,” Troy says.

“Yep.”

“I still can’t believe we have twins!” Emilie says.

“I can’t believe Troy never mentioned that his granddad was a twin.”

“Hey, shut up,” Troy pipes in. “I didn’t even think about it.”

“Is Jasmine asleep, too?” I ask, peeking into her car seat.

“Yeah. Thank goodness. They both cried the whole way over.”

“At least they’re cute,” I say with a shrug and a laugh. “Well, I’m gonna head out back.”

“We’ll be out there soon,” Troy says.

I slide the glass door open and step outside. “The babies are here.”

“Oooh!” Adrienne squeals, climbing out of the pool.

“They’re asleep,” I add.

“Aww. Okay,” she says, letting herself fall back into the water.

“You need anything?” I ask Jace, who’s flipping the burgers and rotating the hot dogs.

He grabs his drink from a small table nearby and says, “I’m good. These are just about done.”

Everyone starts lining up to get their food, and I stand back and watch them. Garrett leap frogs over Marc’s back in the pool, shoving his head under the water. He swims away as Marc splashes water in his direction.

Lincoln wraps his arm around Nathalia and gives her a kiss before handing her a plate. Him, her and Marc had their ceremony six months ago, and it was beautiful. Apparently, they’ve just started trying to get pregnant, so soon enough, there will be more babies brought into the picture.

Garrett, who’s become one of my closest friends, moved down here right before Marc’s non-wedding. He says his parents took it pretty well, though his mom did shed some tears, and has made lots of calls to both Garrett and Marc, making sure he’s adjusting okay. When they came down to visit for Marc’s ceremony, they decided they did not like the desert, so I don’t think they’ll be moving down here, which was what Marc thought would happen.

Kade didn’t last long in the escort business. He met someone, quit his job, and moved to Boulder City. We still talk from time to time, but he seems happier now than he ever did in the business. It’s not for everyone.

I watch as Adrienne gets out of the pool and walks over to Jace. They just celebrated their one year anniversary, and then told all of us that they’re expecting a baby. Jace gives Adrienne a kiss, and then places his hand on her stomach and smiles.

Jace’s mom relapsed about six months into sobriety, but she’s currently sober and really excited for her first grandchild. She’s been down twice since the wedding, and Adrienne and Jace have been to New York to visit her a couple times as well.

Troy, Emilie, and the babies all live in a new house that they bought before the babies were born. They spent months looking for the perfect house to raise a family, and they couldn’t be happier.

You’re probably feeling a little bad for me, right? Well, you don’t have to, because after Troy and Emilie come outside with their twins, my girlfriend is just a few steps behind.

Sofia.

I met her at a grocery store of all places. We’ve been together for nine months, and tonight, when we get back to my place, I’m going to propose to her. She knows that I was an escort. I was an escort for a few months into our relationship, but then, just like everyone else, I quit. It was time for me to move on. Not because I hated my job, but because I love Sofia more than the money I made as an escort.

Plus, Jace, Marc, and Troy opened up a new club, and guess who gets to be a part of this one? That’s right. Me.

“Hey, mama,” I say as Sofia sidles up to me.

“Hey, papa,” she laughs. “You want me to make you a plate?” she asks, starting to walk towards the food.

“Nah. I’m right behind you.”
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Escort Fans,

 

This is for you! You’ve been asking for more escorts since they came out, and I was pretty sure I was done writing for these characters, so I never knew what to say. After taking a long break from writing, thanks to numerous factors, I started and stopped two other books before settling on this one. I knew that when I came back to the writing world, I needed a book people would be excited about, and I hoped it would be this one. You all have stuck by me even though I traveled different roads and published books that were nothing like the escorts. I wanted to make you happy by giving you a bit more of our favorite guys, so I hope you enjoyed it.

 

Xoxo

Isabel
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The Secrets That We Keep

WAR

Resurrecting Phoenix

Think Again

Darkness Within

 

The Escort Series

Living in Sin

Unforgivable Sin

Sins & Mistrust
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To my husband—thank you for everything! You’re the best sounding board and so helpful in the process of writing. I go to you when I’m stressed and think I should give up. Thanks for never letting me do that. You help me more than you know. Thank you for always supporting me and cheering me on. I love you!

 

Kizzy, Lyndsey, Charliene, and Lindsey—thank you so much for Beta reading and getting back to me so quickly with your thoughts and feelings! I appreciate it so much. Your words are so uplifting. Kizzy, thanks for being an amazing friend. I’m so glad we’re closer and have more opportunity to meet up!

 

Robin—this cover, and all the others, are to die for! Thank you for working your magic and being so great!

 

To the bloggers who sign up to help share my teasers, links, and cover, thank you!

 

To Stacey Blake, thank you for working on my book. This is our first together, but I’m sure it won’t be the last. I appreciate your time and talent!

 

Last but not least, the readers. Thank you all so much for sticking by me through the past two years when I wasn’t releasing anything. It’s been a difficult road, and I can’t put into words how the stress, grief, and life changes really affected me and my writing. Thanks for still being around. I appreciate your support so much!
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Isabel Lucero is a bestselling author, finding joy in giving readers books for every mood.

 

Born in a small town in New Mexico, Isabel was lucky enough to escape and travel the world thanks to her husband’s career in the Air Force. Her and her husband have three kids and two dogs together, and currently reside in Delaware. When Isabel isn’t on mommy duty or writing her next book, she can be found reading, or in the nearest Target buying things she doesn’t need.

 

Isabel loves connecting with her readers and fans of books in general. You can keep in touch at the following places.

 

 

Official author page

Twitter

Instagram

Blog

Reading group

Newsletter

BookBub
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