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For all the Gerties out there

who are struggling.
Hang in there.




Prologue

↞ 8 years ago ↠

◆◆◆
 
I WAS STUCK in the bathroom… again.
Why hadn’t I just gone to the library? That’s right, I knew Cailean would have been looking for me there after humiliating me in the cafeteria. It hadn’t been the worst thing he had done in the past seven years - just a simple demand to move and when I hadn’t done it fast enough for his liking, he had poured soda all over my mashed potatoes - but the fact that it had been going on for seven years combined with the light at the end of the tunnel, I had broken down. It had been seven years since he’d moved here from England.
Seven years of hell.
Seven years of trying to be invisible.
Seven years and I thought I could escape it for just a few days.
I was more mad at myself than anything. With it being so close to graduation, I should have stood my ground and not moved out of my seat. Had that happened? Nope. Tears had been silently pouring down my cheeks as gathered my things without a word.
Which was why I was sitting in the bathroom. Only it seemed as if the Universe wanted me in Cailean’s path because he was now in the girls’ bathroom making out with someone. The only reason why I knew it was him was because the girl had moaned his name without shame a while ago.
Great.
I looked down at my watch, trying desperately to make it go slower to no avail. Time for class was approaching fast and the couple didn’t seem to mind. If anything, it seemed as if things had gotten heavier within the last minute or two. Why would you even choose the bathroom to make out in? That was just gross.
Just skip, Gertie, my mind urged me, but my conscious would never allow such a thing. Even if we only had three days left.
Suck it up, buttercup.
With those words echoing in my head, I stood up taller and adjusted my backpack. Now, if I could only will my body to unlock the stall and actually leave, that would have been great.
It took a couple of deep breaths before I mustered up the courage to open the stall. The loud creak of the door made me cringe, but it didn’t seem to faze the couple - who were conveniently standing right by the bathroom exit.
Of course.
I was left alone as I washed my hands and took extra care and time to dry them off. Now that I was out in the open, I had no other choice but to leave, but I was being completely ignored.
The girl, who I recognized as Sophia, a girl from the dance team, had Cailean pressed up against the door. I didn’t know if it had been Cailean’s idea to keep me in here, or if it was to keep people out. Either way, I was stuck.
Cailean’s eyes found mine and even though he was kissing Sophia, I could tell that he was smirking at me. After seven years of this, we were pretty good at reading each other and there was no doubt in my mind that he knew exactly what was going on in my head. Just like I knew he was doing this to mess with me.
“Excuse me,” I said when they appeared to be in no hurry to move out of the way. In my head, my words sounded a lot stronger, but what came out sounded as if a meek little mouse had spoken.
Of course I was ignored which didn’t help things. My hands were getting sweaty and my whole body felt as if it was shaking from fear of what I had to do.
Why couldn’t he just make things a little bit easier for the both of us?
Because he’s Cailean Baker.
“Excuse me,” I said again, this time a bit louder. While it wasn’t enough for them to move away from the door, it seemed to give me their attention. Sophia turned around to face me and all Cailean did was wipe his lips with the back of his hands while staring smugly at me.
“What’s your problem?” Sophia asked with disgust written all over her face.
“She’s just jealous, aren’t you, Gertrude?” he asked smugly.
The first bell rang, signaling that class was about to start. It saved me from giving Cailean the answer he was clearly waiting for, but it also meant I was about to be late for class.
Crap.
“I gotta go. See you later, babe,” Sophia said and gave him a quick kiss. Of course she was allowed to leave. “I’d like to finish what we started before we were interrupted.”
“Yeah, maybe,” he responded noncommittally, never taking his eyes off of me.
My heart started beating faster in panic as she left us alone in the bathroom. If I was lucky, someone else would take her place, but when was the last time I was lucky with Cailean?
“I have class.” It was a weak try, but I needed to leave.
“So do I, but it’s okay to be late every now and then.”
No, it wasn’t. At least not for me. Perfect attendance and a lot of hard work had earned me a scholarship. Getting tardy three days before school ended probably wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize it, but it wasn’t a risk I was willing to take.
“Please,” I said desperately. I hated feeling this desperate, but he gave me no other choice.
“I sure do love it when you beg. I bet you’re a loud one in bed, too. It’s always the quiet ones.”
A blush was quickly making its way up my cheeks at his insinuation, but he was circling me and that meant he left my path to the door open. I saw my chance and I took it.
I’m going to pay hell for that later.
It didn’t matter because at that moment, I had managed to get away from Cailean so I was going to allow myself to feel free, even if it wouldn’t be very long lasting.
↞ ♥ ↠
Becca had left me. Of course she had. She had friends here, unlike me, and of course she wanted to socialize. I would have just appreciated a head’s up before coming here. I would have told her no if I had known I would be left to fend for myself. Why hadn’t I made some more friends? Oh, right, because of Cailean Baker, that’s why. It was a miracle Becca had been able to be seen with me from time to time.
Don’t be such a downer, Gertie. You’re a senior and seniors party.
True. Very true. But someone like me didn’t party and especially not at a party where Cailean Baker would be.
Shit. I need to leave before he finds out.
Panic started to set in as I went to leave the kitchen. I silently cursed myself for the hundredth time for letting Becca drag me to this party, but she was my only somewhat-friend in this place and there were only a couple days left of school.
I wish I hadn’t been naive enough to think that Cailean would leave me alone, especially not after what had happened earlier today. Because standing there in the doorway, blocking the only exit, was the devil himself with a smile that matched his black soul.
“Well, well, well,” he said and stepped closer, trapping me in the corner with no way out. “If it isn’t little miss Gertrude.”
“Yeah…” I breathed out, trying my best to find a way out of this impossible situation. It was as if we were back in the bathroom all over again. I had only been given a few hours reprieve from him.
Stupid, stupid, stupid, Gertie, I scolded myself. Why did you even come here?
“You’re mine, Gertrude.” He had me caged in and I could smell the alcohol on his breath as it fanned across my face. He probably wasn’t aware of how close he was or he would be wrinkling his nose in distaste. He had said my name, though, so he must have known it was me. “And you always will be.”
It was on the tip of my tongue to tell him that I belonged to no one, to be the strong female I dreamt of being. Instead, a demure “Sure” slipped out of my mouth.
“These fuckable lips belong to me,” Cailean continued. My heart rate sped up in fear as his fingers moved to trace my lips. All these years of bullying and he had never once touched me like this. Not once had he been this close to me for this long. It had always been as if he had been too good to breathe the same air as me. “No one gets to kiss you but me. No one gets to touch you like this but me.”
It had been too late for that. I wanted to tell him that Mike Goodwin had beat him to the punch when he had kissed me a year ago. It wasn’t too late for him to do the rest, though, and for a second I feared that he might take his bullying way further than I was ready for.
“No,” I whimpered even though my brain screamed for me to be defiant and rub my first kiss in his face.
“Yes.” His hand moved from my lips to rest on my hip and even though I was almost to the point of hyperventilating, a zap of electricity moved through his touch. My pulse was impossibly fast as thoughts of what he might do ran through my mind, but we were interrupted before he could take it any further.
“Hey, man,” someone said from behind us. Cailean groaned, but still turned around to face the guy. “Lisa’s looking for you.”
“Fuck her,” he answered with a grunt and went to turn back to me. Once again, he was stopped by the guy I now recognized as his friend Cameron.
“My thoughts exactly,” Cameron answered. Ditto. “But you might want to go find her before she starts telling everyone about your upcoming nuptials.”
He’s getting married?
“Bloody hell. She needs to get over herself,” Cailean grumbled. It always seemed as if his British accent came out to play whenever he was mad at something. He’d done a good job trying to get rid of it throughout the years, but it was still there. I didn’t know why he wanted it gone since it seemed to help him in the girls department. “I stopped fucking her two months ago.”
Oh.
“Does she know that?” Cameron asked with smugness in his voice.
“I’m busy.”
I should have tried to sneak away while they went back and forth, but even if Cailean’s arms hadn’t been encaging me, I had a feeling he wouldn’t let me get away that easily.
“Whatever, man.” It was disappointing how fast Cameron was giving up, but it wasn’t as if I could talk - I let the guy walk all over me and giving up was in my DNA when it came to Cailean. “I’m sure you know what she’s capable of doing when it involves you.”
There was a moment of silence when Cailean contemplated Cameron’s words. He had let his head fall forward and our foreheads were dangerously close to touching, but I was too scared to breathe, let alone move. After what felt like an hour, but couldn’t have been more than a minute or two, he had finally made up his mind.
“You better stay right here,” he said, pointing a threatening finger in my face. “We’re not done here.”
He left and I felt as if I could breathe a sigh of relief, although, as always, I knew it wouldn’t be long lived. If he wouldn’t get a hold of me tonight after dealing with Lisa - which I would do my damndest not to let happen, despite his demand - then he would for sure try to corner me at school. 
“Don’t get too cocky. He’s not done with you yet.” Cameron’s words abruptly brought me back to the present as if I’d been dunked in a bucket of ice water.
“W-what?” I stammered.
“We might be done with this school in a few days, but Cailean is nowhere near done with you.”
With those lovely parting words, he left me standing in the kitchen. What the hell did he even mean by that? Cailean had no choice but to be done with me by the end of school.
Right?
↞ ♥ ↠
I took one last look at my locker - number 234 - and I mentally tried to shove all the bad memories this place held in there. Like the time it had been filled with condoms, both wrapped and unwrapped, and they had all fallen at my feet when I opened the door. Of course it had happened during the time the hallways were the busiest and everyone had seen my humiliation. There was no doubt that it had been planned that way.
Or the time when everything my locker had somehow gotten soaking wet and all my books had pretty much been destroyed. That had been a tough pill to swallow since my notebooks had also been in there, neatly organized by subject. I had been lucky enough to have a decent relationship with my teachers along with a very good memory. Finals had been hard that semester.
The worst part about this place was probably the rumors that spread like wildfire. There were too many to count, but the worst had been that I was the town lesbian drunk. Sure, it stung that Cailean had said that, but what truly hurt was that it had all started with my dad being a drunk and then it had just evolved from there.
He could attack me all he wanted, but to involve my family had taken it too far. My dad liked to drink, but my mom kept him straight so there was no need to even bring it up for the sake of starting a rumor.
I shook my head and mentally said goodbye to this stupid school and its stupid people. It would be another two months before I got to say goodbye to this town, but walking out of the doors one last time made a weight lift off my shoulders. It almost felt a bit easier to breathe.
Almost.
Because of course Cailean had to go ruin this moment, too. As if he hadn’t done enough damage during my time in school, he had to go and take my goodbye and shove it back at me. He was leaning against the car parked next to mine as if he had been waiting for me.
“Your name sure is fitting, Gertrude,” he taunted. “Gertrude the Rude.”
Gosh, I hate that name.
“What?” I asked before I could stop myself. I should have been smart enough to have learned my lesson of not engaging with him over these last couple of days.
“You’re rude.” He pushed off the car and walked toward me. “Seven years together and you’re sneaking off as if you’re trying not to get caught.”
Yeah, because those seven years sure had been pleasant.
Of course, I didn’t say that out loud because this was me we were talking about.
“Sorry,” I mumbled, wishing I had gotten to my car a lot sooner. Maybe I could have avoided him if I hadn’t decided to be sentimental earlier.
“You weren’t even going to say goodbye?” He was getting closer and closer, but I wasn’t backing up because there was no way I wanted to be caught against him and a wall again. Twice in three days was more than enough for me.
“No,” I surprised myself by saying. Why the hell would I have said goodbye to him? I had said it to all the memories this place held, but I didn’t have any intention of doing it to him.
He kept coming closer to me until our toes touched. I think he was as surprised as I was that I was still standing there. Again, I wasn’t going to let him trap me because I had a feeling he wouldn’t let me go this time.
“If you know what’s good for you, you’ll stay as far away from me as possible.” His breath tickled my ear and goose bumps appeared across my entire body. I tried my best not to let him see the shiver that ran through me at his words. “Because we both know I won’t hesitate to claim what is mine if I ever see you again.”
There were so many things I wanted to say in that moment - I wasn’t his and I never would be. Plus, how could he possibly know where we would be by then? He might be married for all I knew. Actually, I hoped he was married by the time I saw him next. Maybe that would make him grow out of this ridiculous fantasy of his.
Instead of pointing any of that out to him, I stood rooted to the ground, stiff as a board. I wished I had something to shield me from him with, like my trusted backpack. But no, all I had was my cap and gown and it did little in helping me.
“I’ll be seeing you, Gertrude Anderson,” he said and I felt his lips place a light kiss on my cheek. The same bolt of electricity  as the other night zapped me right as his lips made contact with my skin. I chalked it up to fear, but I knew it had to have been something else. I just couldn’t put my finger on it.
I was still questioning the strange encounter we’d just had as I watched him walk away. I wished more than anything that this was the last time I saw him.
I should have known better.




Chapter 1

↞ Present Day ↠

◆◆◆
 
INHALING DEEPLY, THE scent of a man’s cologne hit my nose, reminding me of the glorious dream I’d had last night. If I remembered correctly, orgasms and a shower had been involved and I wanted nothing more than to go back to it. All I had to go back to was loneliness, and a massive headache by the feel of it.
I tried my hardest to keep my eyes closed and snuggled back into the warmth of the blanket. I didn’t think I had ever slept in such a comfortable bed before and I had to remind myself to thank Hanna again for providing such a nice hotel, or I guess I should technically thank her dad since he was the one paying for all of it. Sure, it was her bachelorette party and as a bridesmaid, I should have helped pay for it; but there was no way a poor college graduate as myself could have scored a hotel with this kind of luxury.
My stomach rolled as I tried to get comfortable again and I had to take a deep breath, willing my stomach to calm down. The bed suddenly felt too warm and too comfortable.
Something felt off.
“Oh, God,” I groaned, pleading with my body to calm down. I had no idea where the bathroom was and I didn’t trust myself to open my eyes to look for it either. I tried swallowing, but my mouth felt like the Sahara desert and only made things worse.
”Morning,” a gruff voice said.
Huh?
Where the hell was I? I was so sure that I had been at the same hotel we had arrived at yesterday. We - Allie, Hanna and myself - had gone out for drinks to celebrate Hanna’s last night as a ‘single lady’ before she was getting married next week.
I tried to remember if they’d set me up with someone since that was their usual memo. I never went along with it, no matter how many times they threw their happy relationships in my face. So why would there be a man in my bed?
Was it even my bed?
In order to find out, I knew I had to open my eyes. It was harder than I had anticipated and they felt as if they had been caked together with a 50-pound weight added to them. The room was too bright to keep them open and I tried to burrow further into the blankets, hoping it would help with the nausea as well as the headache.
It did no such thing.
“Bathroom?” I managed to squeak out.
“Behind you,” the stranger answered, probably knowing exactly was about to happen.
I quickly flung the heavy blankets off and rolled over, hoping I would make it in time before I threw up all over the bed and whoever was in it. I was naked and sore, but I had no time to do anything about it. My stomach was revolting and it was happening now.
I made it to the bathroom just in time before I started heaving over the toilet. After I was certain that I had nothing else to offer the porcelain bowl, I stood up slowly and looked myself over in the mirror. For feeling so yucky, I sure looked good – rested and happy – and it bothered me almost more than the situation I had found myself in. Mentally shaking my head for feeling this way, I looked around and found a sealed toothbrush on the sink. I was in a daze as I brushed my teeth, trying to remember what had happened the night before without much success.
I vaguely remembered the shower from my dream, which looked exactly like the one in the bathroom, so I was pretty sure that what had happened hadn’t been a dream. Judging by the soreness between my legs, the things that had happened in said shower also hadn’t been a dream.
Shit.
Racking my brain for answers, a faint memory of meeting a guy at the bar appeared. I remembered clear, blue eyes and auburn hair. I just hoped he was the same guy from both my shower dream and the guy currently occupying my bed because if that wasn’t the case, I was a bigger slut than I originally thought.
Had I seriously left my friends to go have sex with some stranger? Had they been so desperate to set me up with someone that they had let me leave with a stranger? It hadn’t even been 24 hours since they tried to set me up with Hanna’s future cousin-in-law who would be coming home for the wedding.
“Crap, crap, crap,” I muttered to myself. The only way to find out was to find a way out of here and back to my own hotel room. The only way to do that, was to face the stranger again.
I looked at the closed bathroom door, first in embarrassment and then relief when I saw a robe hanging on it. At least I didn’t need to face him buck naked; not that he hadn’t seen me in all my glory when I had stumbled out of bed earlier… or last night.
Shit.
With a pounding head, but at least not naked, I opened the door and peeked into the bedroom. The guy was sitting against the headboard, his naked glory on full display. And it was a glory indeed – defined, muscled and inked chest, auburn hair and clear, blue eyes. I breathed a sigh of relief; it was the same guy I had met at the bar last night. However… it wasn’t.
Something was oddly familiar about him. And it wasn’t something good familiar which made me run back into the bathroom to throw my guts out once again.
Flashbacks from high school filtered through my brain - cruel pranks, hurtful words, rumors, loneliness, and on and on it went. I’d hated high school, still did, and I tried my hardest to never think about it.
Ever.
So why was I thinking about all of this now, dry-heaving over a fancy toilet? It had been almost eight years since I graduated from high school.
Well, because the guy in the bed looked like an older version of the person who had been in the center of it all.
“Are you okay?” he asked from the other room.
Crap, I had left the door open.
“Yeah,” I groaned even though I wasn’t, thankful that he had at least stayed out of the bathroom.
I knew for a fact that no matter how drunk I had been last night, there was no way that I would have left my friends to go anywhere, let alone have sex, with a guy named Cailean. So what was stranger-guy’s name?
Trent? Tristan? Travis? Tyler!
His name was Tyler. There, I had nothing to worry about. I had left the bar with a guy named Tyler and the guy in the bed was that same guy, so there was no way that it was Cailean.
With newfound confidence, I cleaned up again and walked back out to the bedroom. However, once again, his uncanny resemblance to Cailean made me do a double take.
“What’s your name again?” I asked, pulling the robe tighter across my chest.
His blue eyes looked straight into mine and I knew before he opened his mouth that I wasn’t going to like his answer. His name wasn’t Tyler and he was no stranger.
“Cailean,” he answered with a slight smirk. He ran a hand through his bed hair, causing his muscles to flex in a delicious way. “But I think you already knew that.”
Shit.
I hated that the years had been good to him. I hated that I was attracted to him. I hated how his eyes looked at me with mischief. I hated my stupid, drunk ass for not recognizing him last night. I hated him.
I hated.
I hated.
I hated.
“Right,” I mumbled with tears threatening to spill from my eyes. I refused to let them spill in front of him. I wished I was strong enough to say that I would never cry over him ever again, but I knew I would as soon as I was back in my own room.
“I’m sorry,” he said, scooting to the edge of the bed. We both knew he wasn’t sorry so I had no idea why he even bothered wasting his breath on the two words.
Again, my wandering eyes just couldn’t help themselves but to admire the way his body moved. I had always thought the way the ‘V’ affected people in the somewhat smutty romance novels I read were a thing from a fantasy conjured up by horny women. By the way my mouth watered and my sex clenched at the sight of Cailean’s said ‘V’, every word had been true.
Shit.
“What exactly are you sorry for, Cailean?” His name tasted sour in my mouth as I scanned the room for my clothes. Any clothing that covered me better than a robe would work at this point. I needed to leave and I wasn’t doing the walk of shame in a hotel robe. I still had a little bit of dignity left. “For bullying me for seven years straight, or for obviously taking advantage of my drunken state last night?”
“Taking advantage of you?” he asked, amused, with just a tiny hint of his British accent. “You’re the one that basically tore my pants off!”
I spotted my panties at the foot of the bed. I moved to go put them on, making sure to do a wide circle around Cailean since I obviously couldn’t be trusted around him. Maneuvering underneath the robe, I finally managed to put them on without flashing him anything, but he still watched me with hunger in his eyes.
“So you decided to lie about your name so you could get me in bed?” I asked evenly, avoiding the fact that he had basically blamed it on me. I couldn’t remember how we had gotten in the shower in the first place, so I couldn’t argue about it. “Was I drugged or something?”
His eyes narrowed with anger and for a second, he looked exactly like the Cailean I knew. However, I refused to recoil in fear and even though I regretted accusing him of something so horrible, how else would I have willingly ended up in a bed with him?
“No,” he answered in anger, standing up. He was still naked. Of course my eyes were once again greedy and decided to look in places they shouldn’t. Just like his chest, the rest of his body was toned and simply… amazing. Screw him for looking so good! And no wonder I was sore – he was huge. He pulled on his boxers, efficiently hiding it – good – and smirked when he saw that I was looking. “I just wanted to talk to you. It’s been a while, but I knew you wouldn’t want to talk to me so when you didn’t recognize me, I kind of just went with it. And trust me, babe, I don’t need to drug women in order to fuck them.”
“Oh, so what; you think that bullying me for seven years in school are making us, what exactly? Friends? Acquaintances? BFF’s?” I decided to brush off his comment about other women and  looked around the room again to see if my dress and bra were anywhere close. “I haven’t even seen you in what… ten years? Guess what? I still don’t feel the need to catch up!”
“First of all, it hasn’t even been eight years,” he corrected even though I knew damn well how long it had been. “Second, don’t act like you didn’t enjoy last night because we both know you wanted it. And third, we’re not friends, we’re not fucking acquaintances as you so nicely put it, and we’re not BFF’s. We’re more than that, sweetheart.”
He grabbed something off the floor – my dress – and smiled at me. It wasn’t the panty-dropping smile I remembered from last night and it wasn’t a way of appearing to be nice about something. It was a smile I remembered well.
It was a smile that said ‘gottcha.’
I snagged the dress out of his hand, trying to ignore how my lungs constricted and how my stomach suddenly felt as if it was filled with lead.
“You’re right. We’re nothing,” I seethed. “Consider everything that happened last night a giant mistake.”
He had the audacity to look hurt before he said, “You couldn’t be more wrong, Gert. Especially considering that you’re my wife.”
And there it was – the reason why I suddenly felt as if I couldn’t breathe. Seven years of bullying and eight years of trying to get over it was all so that I could end up married to the guy.
No.
“I don’t believe you,” I whispered defiantly, even though a faint memory of his promises about not being done with me were swirling around in my head. Surely, he hadn’t meant it this way.
His eyes flickered to my hand and for the first time since I had woken up, I noticed it – two beautiful rings on my left hand finger. I stood there gaping at them for a very long time, trying to take that information in, but I simply couldn’t wrap my head around it.
I was married.
I was married to a man named Cailean Baker.
I was married to someone I despised with every fiber of my being.
I had gotten married in Vegas, where drunk people did things they regretted after their weekend. I was sure my mistake hadn’t been the only one and somehow, it had to be undone like everyone else’s.
“You… nasty… disgusting… asshole!” I said through clenched teeth when I had finally recovered enough to speak.
I went back to the bathroom, slamming the door behind me. What the hell had I done to deserve this? I slid down to the floor as the sobbing started. It only made my headache so much worse, but I couldn’t stop the tears from coming. He must have heard me, but he left me alone. How had I once again ended up being the crying girl in the bathroom?
Suck it up, Gertie. You’re an adult now.
I tried to take deep breaths, slowly but surely regaining control of my body and focused on getting dressed, deciding to just skip out on finding my bra. The tight and short dress that had looked so nice last night had lost its appeal, but I had nothing else to wear and I knew I needed to get out of here sooner rather than later.
I splashed some cold water on my face, but nothing I did could hide the puffy and red, bloodshot eyes. Crying and a hangover didn’t really go well together, but no matter how tempting the shower looked, the memories were too much; especially with Cailean standing on the other side of the door.
He had been sitting on the bed and shot up to a standing position as soon as he saw me. He had, thankfully, put a t-shirt and a pair of jeans on. He still looked good, the stupid asshole, but after hitting a new low, there was absolutely nothing about him that appealed to me anymore.
Shit.
That was a lie if I had ever heard one, but it sounded good in my head and it was sort of true. I had gotten over the bullying somewhat and I was sure that if I hadn’t seen him again, it would eventually have faded away. But what had happened last night, if there was any truth to it – him marrying me while I was obviously not in a position to make any life-altering decisions – had taken things to a new level. How would I ever forget it? There was still a part of me that was wishing that it was just another one of his lies, but for now, getting out of his sight would have to do. I could deal with the rest later.
Or never.
“What are you doing?” Cailean asked as I was putting on the heels I had worn last night. How I had lasted all night in them was a mystery to me because now, two minutes in, I was ready to just toss them away.
“I’m leaving,” I answered in a raspy voice. He had no right to any answers, or to ask questions, but unlike him, I wasn’t an asshole.
“Don’t go… please,” he pleaded, standing to block the door. Pleading was so unlike the Cailean I had known, but I wasn’t buying it.
Purse and phone in hand, I walked up to him, expecting him to move, but he didn’t. He stood as strong as ever, his eyes daring me to do something. In the past, this is when I would bow my head and wait for him to move. I had pushed him once and I had ended up regretting it.
Don’t do this to yourself, Gertie. You’re an adult and he’s not going to hurt you.
“Move, or I will kick you where it hurts,” I threatened, looking at his groin, silently telling him exactly where I would kick him.
Damn, that felt good!
With a newfound confidence, I squared my shoulders and looked straight at him, challenging him. What I didn’t expect was for him to challenge me back. I certainly didn’t expect the words, “Fuck, you’re hot,” come out of his mouth before he cradled my face and crushed his lips against mine. I absolutely didn’t expect my body’s response when I released a moan and moved my lips along his. “You’re mine, Gertie. You’ve always been mine and you always will be mine.”
His hands moved to my hips to bring me closer, but before I could wrap my arms around him to help, I stopped myself. What the hell was I doing?
“I need to leave.” I couldn’t let my body influence me anymore; look where it had gotten me.
“Gertie,” Cailean pleaded again, trying to move in for another kiss, but I angled my face so that his lips ended up on my jaw instead and, damn, if that didn’t feel good too. “Just… please stay.”
With all the pleading he was doing, it wouldn’t surprise me if he ended up on his knees soon. What my teenage self wouldn’t have done to see that! Maybe then I would have considered staying.
No. No, I wouldn’t.
“I’m leaving, Cailean,” I stated firmly, reaching around him for the door. Before leaving, I turned around and told him what I should have said all those years ago. “I’m not yours, Cailean. I never was and I never will be.”
Closing the door behind me, I was surprised when he didn’t follow me as I started walking toward the elevator. The purple pattern of the carpet was making my head dizzy and I quickly fished my phone from my purse before I fell over. I didn’t just need to do the walk of shame, I also needed to call Hanna and ask what hotel we were staying at. I was sure she and Allie both would have something to say about my night and disappearing act.
However, looking through my messages, it appeared as if I had been assuring them of my wellbeing all throughout the night. There were a few selfies as well and even though I had taken several and sent to Hanna, Cailean’s face always seemed to be just out of reach. Hell, there were even a few of them where my face wasn’t even in it.
My biggest problem with the pictures, however, was that I looked happy. I had been content in the last few years, especially after landing an internship at a respected business, but I had never looked this happy before.
Damn him for making me happy.




Chapter 2

◆◆◆
 




IT TURNED OUT that I didn’t need to make an embarrassing phone call to Hanna to find out where we were staying. As soon as I stepped off the elevator in the lobby, I was greeted by my best friend, Allie, standing there with three cups of coffee drinks from Starbucks. She smirked at me, but when she saw my appearance, concern quickly replaced it. She looked too good for this early in the morning with her long, brown hair up in a bun and a cute sundress that flattered her small frame.
“What’s wrong?” she asked, ushering me back into the elevator.
Was this our hotel?
“Hangover,” I answered in a raspy voice that made us both cringe. It wasn’t a complete lie, but that was all I was willing to give her. How was I supposed to tell her about my night without completely breaking down? “A headache from hell.”
“Here, this might help.” She handed me one of the sugary drinks. It was the frozen kind that I normally said no to, but it tasted too good this time. “I have some aspirin up in our room.”
“Thank you.”
I could tell by the way she was looking at me that she wanted to ask me more questions. Allie was always the one with the questions and along with being able to read people in an almost creepy way, I knew it wouldn’t be long before she figured out the whole thing. It made me cower into the corner and hide my left hand. Why hadn’t I thrown the rings back at Cailean? It wasn’t as if I wanted them and I certainly didn’t want to owe him anything.
I felt crappy for hiding things from one of my best friends, but I just couldn’t tell her everything right now and with Allie, there were no such thing as telling part of a story, she needed to know everything.
Thankfully, she didn’t ask me anything and the ride up to our floor remained quiet. Maybe she had sensed that I wasn’t in a state of chatting or she simply wanted to wait for back-up in the form of Hanna.
“Look who I found wandering the hotel like a lost puppy,” Allie announced as soon as we stepped into our hotel room. I glared at her, jealous of her ability to be so happy after a night of drinking.
“So how was your night?” Hanna asked with a smirk as I walked in behind Allie.
She must have taken a shower, her blonde curls now wet as she walked up to grab her coffee from Allie. Even though she didn’t seem as well off as Allie this morning, she still looked a hell of a lot better than I felt. Hanna could have been a swimsuit model on a normal day, but today she looked like a model that had been up partying all night; which was sort-of true.
“It was fine,” I mumbled in response, not really knowing what else to say. My whole body was aching and my head was still pounding; all I really wanted to do was to go back to sleep and not wake up for the next month or so.
“That’s all you have to say?” Allie asked wide-eyed, digging through her luggage before she handed me a bottle of aspirin. “You left us last night to hang out with a guy, Gertie. That’s huge. So after spending the whole night with him, all you have to say about it is ‘fine?’”
“Yes,” I answered hesitantly. “Look, I met a guy. He was handsome. We did things we shouldn’t have and now I’m back. What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, right?”
“Could you at least give us his name?” Hanna asked. Then she gestured zipping her lips, locking them and throwing the key away, saying, “Then I promise I will never speak of this again. But I mean, we kinda have the right to know since you left my bachelorette party to hang out with a stranger. Which is sort of dangerous, by the way. If it hadn’t been for the constant text messages and pictures you sent me, we probably would have gone to the police. People disappear here.” She went on a rant as Allie nodded her head in agreement.
“But of course, if you were to ever bring him up, we’ll be here to listen eagerly,” Allie filled in.
“Okay, his name is Tyler.” That was what he had told me last night, so it was only a half-lie. I hated lying to the girls, but I just couldn’t tell them the truth for some reason. How could I possibly tell them that I had gotten married? Me, the future cat lady? And to a stranger without inviting my two best friends on top of that. There was just no way.
”What does he look like?” Allie asked excitedly.
”Allie,” I started, flopping down on the small couch, knowing this would be a much longer conversation. They had promised only to question his name, that was it, but the look in her eyes made me continue. Maybe it would feel better to talk about him, to get him out of my system. ”He’s tall, he’s got this weird looking hair that is all over the place and his eyes are a creepy shade of blue.”
”Creepy?” Hanna asked, raising her perfectly shaped eyebrows. “You left the club with a guy that has creepy eyes?”
Well, they had been creepy back in the day. But now, I didn’t know what they were except for the fact that they were blue.
”Just blue, then,” I said, hoping that would satisfy her enough.
”Hmm,” Allie hummed, ”What color is his hair?”
”I don’t really know.” I shrugged my shoulders. ”Auburn?”
”Was he good in bed?” Hanna asked bluntly, catching me off guard.
I could feel my cheeks burn as the blush rose from my neck up to my face. I didn’t even know why they would assume I did anything with the guy that involved the bed.  ”I’m not going to answer that.”
”It’s an honest question,” she defended and Allie nodded. ”You obviously did something with the man judging by the way you look and the glow on your face.”
”It doesn’t matter, I’m still not going to discuss that,” I said, partly because I couldn’t even remember half of my night and also because I was ashamed. ”It’s too private.”
”We tell you all the time,” Allie whined disappointingly.
“Have I ever asked you to?” She shook her head. “I’m sorry, but I really don’t want to talk about it.”
“Did he hurt you?” Hanna asked carefully after a while.
“No,” I said, shaking my head. He hadn’t hurt me last night as far as I could remember, at least not in a bad way. I was sure I would remember that.
“I love you,” Hanna said, standing up to hug me.
“And so do I,” Allie said, joining us. It felt good to be squished between my two best friends. Especially after the night I just had. “And I’m proud of you for stepping out of your comfort zone last night, even though it was a little bit further than we had expected.”
My left hand felt heavy with the weight of the rings as if to remind me that they were still there, that I was legally bound to Cailean as his wife. I hid my hand out of view from prying eyes. If one of the girls saw them, I would never live it down.
“Thank you,” I whispered, feeling tears burn behind my eyelids.
“Okay, let’s get you in the shower and then we can go get something to eat,” Hanna said, helping me up from the couch.
Eating was the last thing I wanted to do, but we had one more day here in Vegas and having left the girls last night, I felt the need to spend some time with them.
↞ ♥ ↠
Standing in the shower, I broke down. The reality of what had happened hit me like a ton of bricks and the tears flowed down my cheeks like a river. I was married. Not only that, but I was married to the only person I truly hated. The guy who had made my school years absolutely miserable. How had I not noticed that he wasn’t who he said he was? Had I really been that drunk? Bits and pieces of my memory had been coming back since I had first woken up, but it still wasn’t enough to answer all my questions.
The hot water cascading down my back made me remember his hands on me – slow and gentle yet eager as if he hadn’t been able to get enough. Embarrassingly enough, I also remembered my own eagerness to feel someone touch me in such a way and how it had felt so much more amazing than anything I had ever felt before.
I wish I could remember more.
I wanted to know how I could have been so foolish as to fall for his game. I knew who Cailean Baker was, what he had looked like, how he’d spoken with a soft British accent that made every girl in school fawn over him. Everyone except me, that was. Yet, here I was, married to the guy.
As I stepped out of the shower, the rings were twinkling and staring at me from the bathroom counter. I had finally gotten them off my fingers, mostly because they looked so expensive and I didn’t know what a shower might do to them. I didn’t have any words to describe them – that was how beautiful they were. Small flashes of our trip to the jewelry store were coming back, but I wasn’t sure if it was more of a dream than my actual memory.
”Those,” I’d said, my eyes wide as I’d looked at the rings before me. It was a set of two rings – one engagement ring and a wedding band – the band thin just like the engagement ring, but unlike the engagement ring, the band didn’t have a big round cut halo diamond on it.
I’d tried them on and they had fit so perfectly, almost as if they had been made for my small fingers. I’d turned my hand to look at the rings in different angles and caught sight of the price tag.
”Maybe not, after all,” I’d said reluctantly, feeling my mind sober up a little bit, and had taken the rings off with such care as if they had been my first born child.
”Why not, love?” Tyler had asked in confusion. I wasn’t going to admit that there was no way I could afford those rings, no matter how pretty they were. I could manage with a ring from a vending machine since it was obvious that this place wouldn’t be in my price range whatsoever. As if he had read my mind, Tyler had added, ”If it’s the fucking price you’re so worried about, you can stop. I told you to choose anything in this store and I meant it. You’re my wife and you deserve something beautiful.”
I tilted my head to look at him, to see if he was really serious or not – there was no way a man would ever spend so much money on a couple of rings. An odd sense of familiarity had struck me as I looked into his eyes, but I’d quickly pushed it away as I saw him nod to the sales person.
”Tyler,” I’d hissed, ”Those rings are worth more than what I make in a year. You can’t possibly buy them just like that.”
”Of course I can,” he’d said with a big smirk on his face. He had bent down and kissed me quickly, his lips lingering on mine a moment longer before going over to the cash register to pay, leaving me too dazed and too stunned beyond words to be able to stop him.
I let out a big sigh and shook my head at the rings. There was no way I could wear them – one, they were way too expensive and knowing my luck, I would do something to lose them, and secondly, they belonged to Cailean and I would have to find a way to give them back to him along with this marriage.
“So, are you going to see him again?” Hanna asked, slurping her milkshake.
We were sitting at a diner, eating greasy food and talking about her wedding. Even though I hadn’t been hungry, I had to admit that the French fries tasted heavenly and I felt so much better than when I had woken up this morning.
“Who?” I asked, not wanting to even think about Cailean anymore. I had realized shortly after tucking my rings away in a safe place that I had no way of returning them to him – I didn’t have his number and who knew where he lived these days? Sure, I could probably look him up, but he didn’t deserve the extra effort it would take me to find him.
I was more than okay with not seeing him again… ever.
“Don’t play dumb, Gertie,” Allie chided me as if I was one of her kindergarteners. “You know who.”
“How? I live in Washington and he lives God knows where,” I answered.
“So can we still set you up with Sebastian’s cousin?” Hanna asked excitedly. 
Wow, they sure were on a roll. I had finally had sex with a guy after years of interfering from my friends  and now they thought I would do it again so soon? I thought for sure I had bought some time off from the pestering.
“No,” I answered in a short tone.
Sebastian, Hanna’s fiancé, was a nice guy, so it had nothing to do with him, but I was done. I needed to accept the situation I was in and move on. Sex was obviously too complicated for me since I had ended up with jerks both times it had happened for me.
Yeah, I was done.
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ONE WEEK AFTER getting back home from our adventurous Vegas trip, Hanna was standing in front of a mirror, trying hard not to bawl her eyes out. She looked so beautiful that I would be surprised if Sebastian didn’t cry when he would see her in just a few moments.
Her ivory lace dress was fitted snugly against her upper body, flattering her more than any other dress she had ever worn, and the bottom flowed out from her knees. I believed they had called it a mermaid dress when we had been to the bridal shop and now I understood why – she looked like one taken right out of some magical movie.
“Gertie, dear, will you hand me the veil, please?” Hanna’s mother, Eleanor, asked me and snapped me out of my staring. She was a small woman, but she had Hanna’s bright blue eyes and blonde hair; although it now had a silver hint to it.
“Yes, of course,” I answered, scrambling around the room in a haze, trying to find the veil. I was a horrible bridesmaid, not knowing a thing about weddings – my own having been done in a drunken state in front of Elvis, or at least I assumed it had been since I still couldn’t remember the ceremony.
“Here,” Allie said, handing me the veil.
“Thank you.” I gave her a shy smile.
I watched as Eleanor put the veil in Hanna’s blonde curls that were hanging around her shoulders. The moment was so intimate that it made me feel a pang of jealousy. I didn’t consider myself married at all. I hadn’t seen Cailean since I had walked out on him that morning, the rings were tucked away safely in my jewelry box in my bathroom and as far as I was concerned, my last name was still Anderson. Still, technically and legally - at least by what he had told me and I had a feeling he wasn’t lying - I was married to Cailean Baker and I didn’t remember much of what had happened that night. While I didn’t have a mother to put a veil in my hair, I did have a father to walk me down the aisle. No matter if he wanted to or not.
I pushed my feelings aside. Today was Hanna’s day and my focus needed to be on her, not myself. At least until the wedding was over and she was on her way to her honeymoon – two weeks of vacation in Paris. She was a lucky girl who was about to marry the man of her dreams, someone who knew her for who she was, unlike me who had practically married a stranger. Still, a honeymoon in Paris to add to her fairytale wedding was something almost every girl would want.
Hanna’s wedding was held in her parents’ garden and I couldn’t blame her for wanting to have it here – it was huge, beautifully decorated with flowers and to top it all off, it was by the waterfront. Hanna’s parents were rich and they had no problem showing it off to people, so when Hanna had made the decision to move from New York to Washington State for college, her parents had bought this home as a vacation home – although, I would have called it a vacation mansion.
As we stood about to go down the aisle, I tried not to focus on anything but the rolled out mat in front of me and my goal - the makeshift altar. Hanna had forced us to wear high heels, saying that it made us walk more feminine. This might have been true for Allie who didn’t mind heels one bit, but for me, it was like seeing a newly born foal trying to walk, which wasn’t a pretty sight. I had tried to practice, but no matter how many times I had walked down my hallway, my walk was nowhere near catwalk ready, especially not on grass. Vegas had been enough for my high heels adventure.
The music started and I almost sank to my knees, overcome by my weak nerves. The wedding planner reminded us for the hundredth time to walk slowly because people wanted to enjoy watching us. “Although, don’t walk like snails,” she said, sending me a look. I gave her a curt nod and started walking, my mind too busy focusing on my walk to notice much of anything.
I was vaguely aware of Sebastian who was standing at the altar. I had seen him earlier in the morning, as handsome as ever. It would definitely be interesting to see how Hanna and Sebastian’s kids turned out because Sebastian had black hair, curly just like Hanna’s; however, his eyes were brown where hers was blue. He looked like a black-haired Ken doll while Hanna looked like a Barbie doll. Match made in heaven if you asked me.
After an agonizing walk that felt like it was miles long, I finally reached my destination beside Allie and then Olivia, Hanna’s other bridesmaid who I didn’t know much about other than she was a co-worker of Hanna’s who hadn’t been able to make it to Vegas with us, joined us to my right. I mentally patted my back and felt a small smile of pride on my lips and I finally dared to move my eyes up from my flowers, only to land on a pair of bright blue eyes that were twinkling with amusement.
No.
I felt my knees buckle and luckily for me, Olivia caught my arm before I fell to the ground.
“Are you okay?” she asked in a whisper, her voice full of concern. “Don’t lock your knees, it will make you faint.”
“I’m alright,” I lied.
My mind was racing with questions as to why he was here, but when the music turned into the wedding march, it didn’t matter why Cailean was here or how he had gotten here, I wasn’t going to let him destroy my best friend’s wedding. I couldn’t do anything about it at the moment anyway, so when Hanna started walking down the aisle with her father, I turned my gaze to her and was determined to avoid Cailean and his eyes for the rest of the day.
I hadn’t attended many weddings during my lifetime, but I could still say with confidence that Hanna’s had been the most beautiful wedding in the history of weddings. It was simple yet extravagant – just like she was. During the whole ceremony, all I could feel was Cailean’s intense eyes boring into me. However, I refused to look at him, concentrating very hard on what was being said by Hanna and Sebastian as they promised each other forever. It made tears sting behind my eyelids, but I didn’t know if it was because it was simply beautiful or because it made me so happy to see Hanna’s dreams come true after all the hard work and sacrifices they had both endured to get to this moment.
As if on instinct, my eyes found Cailean’s and he flashed a panty-dropping smile my way that would have made any other girl fall all over him. I heard Olivia whimper and there was no doubt in my mind that she was smiling shyly back at him. If he hadn’t been looking straight into my eyes, I could have brushed off the whole exchange as if he was flirting with Olivia instead of me. I could see why girls wanted him – why even I had found him attractive a week ago – but for now, all I could feel was panic.
How am I supposed to get out of this situation?
I had been good this week – I hadn’t looked him up even though the urge to do so had been strong, and I had only gazed longingly at my rings twice. Sure, there had been a few pity parties thrown into the mix, especially after finding out how much a divorce would cost me, but work had kept me busy and when that had failed, a gory Netflix show had worked just fine. Smutty romance novels hadn’t really worked like they’d had before and I found myself wondering why.
I snapped my eyes back to Hanna and Sebastian just as the ceremony was wrapping up. Allie started walking, following behind the newlyweds with her husband, Nick. It made my panic grow even higher as it dawned on me who I would be walking down the aisle with – my very own husband.
“Hello,” he said with a smile tugging at his lips as he took my arm in his. “Fancy meeting you here.”
“Mphmm,” I grumbled, trying to ignore the static charge I was feeling from his touch.
I pulled away from him as soon as we reached the end of the aisle, before he got the chance to say anything, and hurriedly went to help prepare for the reception. I was planning on ignoring him until I could get out of here and then for the rest of my life.
My plan only worked for an hour or so, though. I saw Hanna walking over, tugging someone who seemed rather unwilling to follow her.
“Hanna, I really don’t need to be set up with your friends. I already have someone to warm my bed,” I heard Cailean protest cockily, and I almost choked on the tortilla chips I was eating. It made me want to get up to run, because I had a sinking feeling about where Hanna was headed. It all made sense now – her comments about how she was going to set me up with Sebastian’s cousin. That was why he was here – he was Sebastian’s cousin.
“Is that really how you see women? Just a body to keep you warm at night?” Hanna asked and I could practically hear her eyes rolling. “Because I don’t believe you. Besides, where is she? And we’ve known each other for how long now? You really thought I wouldn’t set you up?”
Who is he even talking about? A girlfriend? Sex-buddy? Wife?
Oh, shit.
I started coughing then, the chips finally winning the battle of choking me. Even though I didn’t know Cailean, I knew him well enough to know that he would tell her and everyone everything right then and there, something I didn’t want to happen. The mere thought of Hanna finding out this way was making the panic blaze through my veins again.
“Gertie, let me introduce Sebastian’s cousin Cailean,” she said as she noticed me standing there. “You know, the one I was talking about.”
It wasn’t until then realization washed over Cailean’s face – he wasn’t being set up with just anyone, he was being set up with me – a thought that seemed to make him feel better about the whole situation as a giant smirk graced his face. He reminded me of the Cheshire Cat from Alice in Wonderland at that moment. Only more human and more handsome looking.
“Dance,” Hanna said and cast me a pointed look as she walked away to go back to Sebastian.
“You heard the lady,” Cailean said smoothly as he took my hand, dragging me a few feet to the makeshift dance floor. They were playing a slow song at the moment which only added to my panic.
“I don’t dance,” I protested, unable to say much more as I tried to tug my hand from him.
“And yet,” he started, swooping me into his embrace as he started swaying us slightly, “I have a vague memory of dancing with you just a week ago.”
“I was drunk. Please let me go.”
“Your friends are watching.”
He was right, which made me even angrier. Hanna and Allie were both staring at us with big smiles on their faces, beaming. I didn’t have to stay in Cailean’s arms and pretend that everything was okay, I didn’t have to do anything to please my friends. However, I had to remind myself yet again that today wasn’t just any day – it was Hanna’s wedding day – and I didn’t want to ruin things for her by storming off. I had survived years with the asshole, so why couldn’t I survive one more dance with him?
“You look absolutely breathtaking today,” Cailean murmured quietly after a minute, snapping me out of my thoughts.
Automatically, I tried to pull away from him so I could see what he was seeing, but he only held me tighter. The dress was beautiful – a long, blush-colored strapless dress that was tight on top and flowed like a waterfall from my waist – but I wouldn’t call myself breathtaking.
“Yeah, right,” I huffed.
“You’ve gotten awfully brave, Gert,” he said amused with a tsk’ing sound.
He was right. There was absolutely no way I would have spoken to him this way a few years ago. Hell, I wouldn’t even have dared being this close to him, touching him, letting him touch me. Never in a million years.
“I grew up,” I said as if it explained everything even though it didn’t. I still hated him and I still feared him in some messed-up way.
“And who says I haven’t?”
“You married me.” When it looked as if he was about to argue, I continued, “While I was drunk. That’s a new low, even for you.”
“You sure you want to do this here?” he asked in a low voice and cast a look toward where I knew Hanna and Allie had been standing.
I gritted my teeth in anger. He knew how to play me, but that didn’t mean that I would just take it like the little mouse I had once been.
“You’re right. Everything you have to say can be said through my lawyer.” It was a lie, but he didn’t need to know that. Eventually, there would be a lawyer and a divorce, but it wasn’t happening anytime soon. Unless Cailean finally decided to stop being an asshole.
But I was more likely to grow a third boob before that happened.
“I’m not the same guy anymore, you know?”
“And what guy was that?” I looked up at him.
“A weak fucker.” The shrug of his shoulders and the way he said it made him seem so casual about it. As if my life hadn’t been affected by his behavior at all.
He looked at me intensely. I didn’t know if what he had just said made me want to cry or laugh. He couldn’t have been serious. As if he sensed my doubts, he pulled me closer, his hand resting on the small of my back and his body so close to mine. Damn his body for feeling so good.
“You filled my locker with condoms,” I stated and was about to continue when he interrupted.
“That wasn’t me, I swear.” He looked genuine enough that what he said could have been true. However, even if he hadn’t been the one to do it, he knew who had. There was no doubt in my mind because he knew everything that involved me back then.
“Fine,” I huffed. “Let’s say you didn’t. You still made sure to make my life hell, as if I was only two inches tall at the most. Do you have any idea how degrading it is to hear that you smell bad? I mean, I wasn’t allowed to date, but the fact that you told everyone that I was a lesbian sure didn’t help me even get asked on a date.”
I had been so lonely back then, my only friend had been more of an ‘outside-of-school-friend’ and while some of it had been my own fault for being socially awkward, Cailean’s actions had never helped. He had treated Cascade High School as if it had been his kingdom and in some ways, I guess it was true. People had adored him and put him up on a giant pedestal even though he had treated people like shit. It had been as if he couldn’t possibly have done anything bad. I never figured out what it was about him that made people see him through rose-colored glasses.
“You never smelled bad; you smelled like strawberries… You were mine and I just wanted the guys to back off. You have no idea the things they said about you,” Cailean said, causing me to look back up at him because, surely, I must have heard him wrong.
“I’m not yours and you weren’t my keeper, Cailean,” I whispered-yelled. I had to fight hard to keep my voice down, I didn’t want people around us to see us arguing. Not that it should have mattered, but again, I didn’t want to ruin Hanna’s wedding. “You’re still not my keeper and you had no right to do that.”
“Fuck, I know. It’s just… I wanted-“
“Right. You wanted. Everything was always about what you wanted. How about the fact that I wanted my first kiss to be with someone I actually liked? Instead you created a challenge by stating that I was a lesbian and Mike Goodwin decided to shove his tongue down my throat to prove-“
My ramblings were cut short by Cailean pressing his lips to mine. No matter how much my brain wanted to push him away and punch him in his perfect nose, my body had a different idea. His lips were so soft and gentle as they moved against mine that I couldn’t help but to move mine against his in return. But, the moment I felt his tongue gently skim across my bottom lip, I knew that he had again done something that he wanted without considering what I wanted. Sure, he was a good kisser, but I hadn’t asked him to kiss me.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered, resting his forehead against mine. It felt too intimate and I immediately wanted to pull away, but I was trapped in his eyes. “That should have been your first kiss.”
I scoffed, shaking my head, relieved that the song was coming to an end so that I could get out of there. Before turning to walk away, I said, “I’m not the same girl anymore, Cailean. So even if what you said was true, I’m no longer going to let you push me around. No matter what you want.”
↞ ♥ ↠
The party was over and most people had left already, including the newlyweds. I had volunteered to stay behind to help with the clean-up. It wasn’t as if I had anything else to do or someone to go home with. Sure, there was some work I could have done considering I had a few deadlines coming up with my internship, but for once, I didn’t want to focus on work.
I had felt Cailean’s eyes on me more than once since our dance, but he had surprised me by leaving me alone. At least until now when I could sense him behind me, and the creepy part was that I could tell he was there without him speaking a word.
“Leave me alone,” I said quietly, taking a swig from the champagne before continuing putting the trash in the trash can.
“What is your problem?” he asked softly, taking a seat at the table I was cleaning.
I looked at him in disbelief and he just sat there, looking all tired and just so strikingly beautiful in his black suit that it made me feel some kind of pain deep in my chest.
“You’re joking, right?” I threw the trash a bit harder into the trash can than was necessary.
“No.” He shook his head. “We might have been smashed out of our minds that night, but we got married. So what?”
“So what?” I copied angrily. “You’re seriously asking me that?”
“Yes. It was a pretty good night. I mean, it’s not every day you get married and fuck like rabbits. Now, it would help if the wife stayed so we could continue, that would have been fantastic.”
Once again, I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry, but I settled for the first. It wasn’t a laugh of happiness or even over something that was funny, it was more disbelief that made the laughter bubble out of me. I had to take another gulp or two from the champagne to calm down and also to give me some courage. As a teenager, I would have lowered my head and walked away from him and I had never had the opportunity, or the backbone, to confront him or even talk to him before. Like I had told him earlier, though, I had grown up.
“Is my company so bad that you have to drink every time you see me?” he asked, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. I hated that he brought up my drinking and I hated it even more that I felt bad for drinking. My dad was the one with the drinking problem, not me.
Right?
“Yes,” I answered truthfully.
“Baby-“
I cut him off before he could even finish saying what he wanted.
“No!” I held up a hand for him to stop. “Don’t you dare call me that.”
“You’re my wife.” He flashed the ring on his left hand as if to prove his point. “I’m yours just like you’ve always been mine.”
“I was never yours,” I protested with what I hoped was enough force to give my teenage self some justice as well. “And I don’t want you. We don’t even know each other!”
“Exactly. So how can you have your mind made up about what you feel for me now? I’m an asshole, sure, but it takes two to tango, sweetheart. You married me just as much as I married you. We might as well make the best of it.” He dragged a frustrated hand through his hair, making it stick out in every direction.
“Would you honestly want to be with someone who made it his personal goal to make your life a living hell through school?” I asked. I was done cleaning up the empty cups and plates by now and was out of things to do. It made me feel uneasy.
“It wasn’t my personal goal, per say.” He got up from his chair and started walking toward me, but I quickly started walking away from him, making sure to grab the bottle of champagne. I was going to need it, no matter what the niggling feeling in my mind was telling me.
“It doesn’t matter what you thought you were doing, what matters is that it hurt me. It won’t go away. I will never have those days back. I will never be able to say that I miss high school or that it was the best years of my life. Thanks to you.” I was getting mad and getting mad meant that tears were starting to form and I knew I needed to wrap up before I showed him what he really did to me. “I’ve learned to live with it; I’ve accepted the fact that I was one of the millions of kids all over the world who happened to be bullied in school. And then here you are yet again, trying to bully your way into my life again!”
I grabbed my shoes from the ground and quickly escaped before he could say anything. Tears of anger were streaming down my cheeks and my vision was blurry, but I wanted to get away from him, I needed to be alone for a few minutes to collect myself. I had never truly yelled at anyone before and once I finally sat down on a swing by the water, I was shaking hard and it took a lot of effort to raise the heavy champagne bottle to my lips. I hoped it would help me calm down.
I sat there, dragging my feet in the sand as the swing moved slightly by my motions. It was calming, but after about half an hour, it started getting chilly in spite of the muggy summer air. It wasn’t long after I had started to make my mind up about going back up to the house that Cailean sat down on the other swing next to me.
“You have a lot of nerve to come see me after I just told you that I want nothing to do with you. I even yelled,” I said, finally emptying the bottle.
“What you said was true, most of it anyway.”
“So go away.”
“Do you have a ride home?” he asked, ignoring me. “Because you’re not fucking driving home like that.”
“Uh…” I was so caught off guard by his question and tone, it took some time to realize that my ride had been Allie and Nick, but they were already long gone. They had left me here without a ride home and I had let them leave me without asking myself the question Cailean was now asking.
“I’ll take you,” he said before I could tell him that I would just ask Hanna’s dad if he could have his driver take me home or at the very least, order an Uber. I was about to protest when he cut me off once again, “I promise I won’t do any funny business unless you ask me to.”
“Trust me, I’m never going to ask you for any funny business,” I slurred. Was I that drunk?
“Really?” He chuckled. “You already did, remember?”
“I don’t remember much, actually,” I shot back, trying to stand up from the swing, but it proved to be more complicated than I first thought.
“You need a hand?” he asked, extending his. I just glared at it and he had the decency to laugh. It was a full-blown, wholeheartedly laugh that almost made me smile. Almost. I ignored him and as soon as I had managed to stand up, I started walking back toward the house.
“Maybe I could show you what it was like,” he said as he caught up to me. His voice held that smugness I hated so much.
“Show me what?”
“Our wedding night.” He had a huge grin on his face as he waggled his eyebrows at me.
I snorted at the absurdity, but a part of me couldn’t help but want to know what it had been like. I wanted to know what it felt like to have normal sex. The only experience I’d had, before the dreamlike daze that involved Cailean, was half-assed virgin sex and that was anything but pleasant. I doubted Hanna and Allie would gush so much about it if sex would be like that all the time.
“I need to go to the bathroom,” I mumbled, feeling the pressure build up in my bladder. I started walking toward the designated bathrooms – clearly marked out for the guests – and I could feel him following me. “I can handle it myself.”
“You’re drunk,” he said simply as if it would give him an excuse to follow me.
“I know how to pee, Cailean. Don’t be a creep.”
“Fine. Don’t blame me when you fall in,” he said, holding his hands up in defeat. I was surprised he let it go considering that he never did anything that wasn’t his way. “I’ll wait by the truck.”
As I emptied my very full bladder, I contemplated fishing my phone out of my bra to order an Uber. I imagined feeling proud for ditching Cailean as he waited for me. It would serve him right. A big screw you shoved right at him. But who knew how long it would take an Uber to get all the way out here and the more I thought about my situation, the more I started thinking that this had to have been all been part of a plan from both Allie and Hanna – a plan to set me up with Sebastian’s hot cousin.
A knock on the door brought me back to reality. “What?”
“Are you okay?” I heard Cailean ask through the door.
“Gee, a lady can’t pee in private?” I mumbled and apparently he heard me.
“You’ve been in there for almost ten minutes. I was just making sure your sexy ass wasn’t stuck.”
“My ass is fine,” I grumbled although I was surprised it still was considering how long I had been in there.
I quickly finished up and made sure I was decent before going back out, brushing past an amused Cailean on my way. “Alright, let’s get this shit over with,” I mumbled as we reached the parked cars. There weren’t that many left since most guests had already left. “Which car is yours?”
“Here,” Cailean said as he put his hand on the small of my back to lead me in the right direction. I shrugged it off and for some reason, I scoffed when I saw the car he led me to.
“What’s so funny?” he whispered in my ear, sending chills down my spine. I had no idea when he had gotten so close to me.
“It’s like you’re making up for something.” I gestured to the giant, black truck he had me pinned up against. It was one of those where everything was blacked out and it had clearly been lifted even when there was no need for it. Who drove a truck like this in Seattle anyway?
“We both know I have nothing to make up for,” he said huskily against my neck, pushing his hips against me. The way we were standing, I could feel everything, and even though I couldn’t remember much from Vegas, I knew he wasn’t lacking down there.
“What are you doing?” I sounded breathless and I didn’t know if it was because of the champagne I had just consumed or if it was the way his body felt against mine. I was rooting for the first.
“I’m simply letting my wife know what she does to me.” I could feel his nose trace my neck and we were quickly getting into dangerous territory. I needed to remind myself who this was and not listen to the way my body responded.
He ground his very hard erection against me and while my first instinct was to put my hand down his pants, I chose to grab him on the outside instead. Hard.
“Your wife, as you so nicely put it, doesn’t care to know,” I said through clenched teeth.
“You sure?” he challenged and pushed into my hand instead. How was this guy not in pain from me grabbing him? “Because it seems as if she needs to be reminded who she belongs to.”
By some miracle, I managed to spin around in his arms. Sure, the way he was looking at me with hooded eyes made me clench my thighs together, trying to relieve the ache that was slowly building there. But he had no right to talk or touch me like this.
“I belong to no one, Cailean Baker.” I poked him in his chest. Hard. It probably hurt my finger more than it hurt him, though. “Least of all you. Now, take me home or let me go so I can find another way.”
“Like hell you are,” he grumbled and moved to open the passenger door. When he went to help me up into his monster truck, I quickly swatted his hands away. It might have taken me a bit of effort to get up without his help, but there was no way I was going to allow him to touch me again.
He waited until I was buckled before closing the door and rounding the truck to the driver’s side. I was starting to feel even more lightheaded than before. I knew I shouldn’t have been drinking as much as I had and I was sure that I was going to end up regretting it, sooner rather than later, remembering my vow to never drink again after Vegas. Obviously, it was too late for that.
The beast roared to life as Cailean settled into the driver’s seat. I briefly wondered what he did for a living that required him to drive a truck like this. If he had followed his dad’s footsteps and became a dentist, I doubted he needed it. It was possible he had taken after his mom and joined her in the party planning business, although he didn’t look like he was the kind of guy who enjoyed planning anything, let alone someone else’s party.
“What happened to you?” I asked, looking at him for the first time with honest curiosity.
“Oh, so now you’re curious?” he asked with a big smile.
God, he’s beautiful.
I quickly put that thought away. This was Cailean Baker, the guy who had tormented me at every opportunity he could possibly get. He might have said that he wasn’t the same guy anymore, but to me, he was. How could someone possibly forget the guy who had started calling me Gertrude the Rude after I had refused to hand him my lunch one day?
“No,” I said with a big sigh and closed my eyes. This car ride was taking way too long and I was starting to feel uncomfortable, both physically and mentally.
“Do I need to pull over?” he asked worriedly.
“I’m fine.” I closed my eyes in an attempt to will everything to stay where it was supposed to – I didn’t want to ruin his fancy leather seats by puking my guts out. Or maybe I should…
“Okay.”
The car fell silent after that, he never answered my question and I didn’t push him for an answer. It was getting harder to push the nausea away and I would be lucky if I made it all the way home without humiliating myself.
↞ ♥ ↠
I woke up much the same as I had in Vegas, although I wasn’t nearly as hungover as I had been then. My bed felt a bit different and the sheets were softer than I remembered, but with a pounding head and heavy eyelids, all I wanted to do was go back to sleep.
A bursting bladder prevented me from taking any enjoyment in sleeping a bit longer and I reluctantly opened my eyes. Taking a look around, the haze quickly lifted from my eyes as I took in the unfamiliar room.
The bed was a lot bigger than mine and judging by the rumpled look, someone had slept next to me. The whole room screamed male with its dark walls and wooden accents, but I still had my underwear on and I wasn’t sore, so I was pretty sure nothing had happened. Besides, I hadn’t consumed that much alcohol last night, I was sure I would have remembered if something had happened again.
Cailean was supposed to take me home and I remembered falling asleep to the loud rumble of his truck. I vaguely recalled the feeling of being airborne, but that could have been my imagination playing tricks on me.
But… how else did I get here?
Scanning the room for something to cover my almost-naked body with, I saw my dress hanging on the door and my heels carefully placed to the side. The fact that the rest of the room was sort of a mess, made me smile that he had taken such care of my clothes. That was, until I remembered who he was. Still, the mere thought of putting on the fancy dress again made me shudder.
I looked around again and found a discarded t-shirt on the floor to put on. At first I cringed at the thought of wearing anything of Cailean’s, but when his scent enveloped me, I couldn’t help but inhale. There was a hint of cigarette smoke, but mixed with the other scents, it smelled like a campfire.
The bedroom didn’t have a bathroom attached so I carefully peeked out of the door and found it right across the hall. There were noises coming from the apartment, but Cailean was nowhere to be seen so I tiptoed across the hall, feeling the need to be quiet for some reason.
I snooped. Of course I snooped. I was a curious person by nature, but to have access to Cailean’s bathroom proved to be too tempting not to at least look around. Aside from regular bathroom stuff, there was disappointingly nothing exciting to report. It was all very manly - dark grey rugs with matching shower curtain. I guess you couldn’t do much decorating with all the brick walls that seemed to surround the apartment, but it didn’t even look as if he had even attempted to make the place feel more homely.
I dreaded facing Cailean, but after finishing my business, I had no other choice. A shower would have felt good, but it somehow felt too intimate to use his. Especially after what we’d done in Vegas.
The shuffling I had heard earlier was coming from somewhere in the apartment so I knew he was here. The bathroom door creaked behind me as I made my way out into the hallway and followed the sounds coming from the kitchen. It was a small kitchen that looked even smaller with Cailean’s massive frame taking up the space.
“Morning, babe,” he said cheerfully and turned around to face me. My heart skipped a beat at being caught staring, but it was at the sight of him in his tight boxers and his beautiful inked chest on display that really got to me. I was convinced I was dreaming because there was no way I was standing in Cailean’s kitchen after spending the night with him.
Right?
“What-” I cleared my throat, not realizing how hoarse it was. “What happened?”
“Ahh, this again, huh?” He shot me a smile and put a steaming cup of coffee down in front of me. “You got drunk. I took care of you. We fell asleep. Now you’re standing there in my clothes, looking sexy as fuck, while I’m offering you coffee.”
Right. That makes all the sense in the word, I thought sarcastically.
“I’m pretty sure I asked you to take me home,” I muttered and carefully picked up the cup of coffee. I needed it. Desperately.
“And I did,” he answered with a shrug of his shoulders. “Just not the home you’re used to.”
I could have gone off on him, but instead I just shot him a glare and sipped on the black coffee. While I wasn’t one of those girls that liked the sugary coffee drinks, some milk would have been nice. But again, I didn’t want to interact with him more than what was necessary. I did, however, need to find my purse so I could get going.
“Purse?” I asked, looking around for it. His apartment was small, but it suited him. The living room was right off the kitchen and I spotted the front door not far from there. It didn’t look as if he had a dining room, but if he was living here by himself, what was the point?
What if he’s not?
I tucked the thought of him having a significant other away for later. Maybe use it for leverage later if he does have someone and I could use it against him somehow. Although, another part of me sure hoped he didn’t. The mere thought of being with someone who belonged to another woman made my skin crawl.
“Over there,” Cailean said, interrupting my rambling thoughts and pointed to the black coffee table.
I rounded the charcoal - a common color scheme in this apartment - couch and found my purse where he said it was. My phone was surprisingly not dead as I fished it out. I tried to shove the hurt of having no messages from Allie asking if I made it home alright and pulled the Uber app up instead. Lesson learned, I would start driving my ass everywhere even if I was offered a ride.
“What are you doing?” Cailean asked from over my shoulder and I jumped at his close proximity.
“Gee, don’t sneak up on people like that!” I put my phone to my chest, preventing him from seeing anything. Not that I was hiding anything. Still, it was private. “I need to go home and take a shower so that I can get a few hours of work in.”
Why are you explaining yourself?
“Take a shower here and then I’ll take you to work.”
“Right, because you can be trusted to take me places.” I shot him a glare. “Besides, I’m not going to work in my bridesmaid dress.”
“Who took a piss in your coffee?” He put his hands up in surrender as if I had somehow offended him. “I’ll take you home.”
I looked down at my coffee in disgust and set it aside. It would have been safer for me to just order an Uber to come pick me up - I didn’t want Cailean to know where I lived - but I was tired and a bit hungover so keeping up with the arguing was the last thing I wanted.








Chapter 4

◆◆◆
 




CAILEAN KNEW WHERE I lived and yet, it had been weeks since I’d seen him. Six weeks to be exact, not that I was really counting or anything. He had taken me home as promised that morning and while he had tried to invite himself up to my apartment, he hadn’t pushed for anything. I shot him down and that had been it.
Did I wonder what had happened to him? Yes. Did I wonder if I had done anything wrong? Yes. Did I want to wonder about any of those things? Hell no.
I was almost to a point where I dared to hope that he had given up. Any time when there was mail for me, I found myself silently wishing he had come to his senses and served me with divorce papers. Had I been that lucky so far? No.
I had busied myself at work, trying to get my mind off of everything. I guess, technically, it was my internship so it wasn’t my real job… yet. It kept me busy nonetheless, which was a good thing. It kept my mind from wandering, and out of the four of us interns, working harder only made me look more appealing when it came down to whoever got the actual job.
Two more months and I could finally start saving money for a better apartment and get my car fixed rather than patched up. Two more months and I might have a high enough salary to get a lawyer for my divorce.
Two more months, Gertie. 
“Gertie!” Allie said loudly, snapping her fingers in front of my face. It wasn’t even seven o’clock in the morning and my thoughts had a way of wandering whenever I was tired, today being no exception. I hadn’t even gotten home until eleven last night, but if anything, the business world was competitive. Long hours were expected.
“Huh?” I asked dumbly, taking a sip from the wonderful coffee I had in my hands.
“I was just asking if you wanted to grab lunch today?” she asked, looking at me with curiosity and a hint of worry.
We were currently carpooling since my car had broken down two weeks ago and it was still in the shop. Granted, it had only been there for a couple of days. Another thing I didn’t have time for. Carpooling wasn’t ideal considering my late nights, but it was nice spending this time with Allie. Whenever I could focus, that is.
“Sure, if I can get enough done before then, I should be able to meet you somewhere.”
“You need to eat,” she scolded, looking me over. “Are you sure you’re okay?”
Allie worked as a kindergarten teacher at a school downtown Seattle, something that suited her bubbly personality perfectly. It let her bounce her energy off on little kids rather than on Nick, or me for that matter. However, she also tended to mother everyone, which I normally didn’t mind; it was nice having someone look out for you. She just took it too far sometimes.
“I’m fine,” I answered shortly, instantly regretting my tone. “Sorry, I’m just stressed out with the internship and all that.”
“Okay.” I could tell that she wasn’t buying it and I knew I needed to make sure I carved out enough time for lunch today.
↞ ♥ ↠
I ended up being the shitty friend I had vowed not to be when I had to cancel lunch with Allie. Food was the last thing on my mind. In fact, it took all my effort to keep down the breakfast sandwich I’d scarfed down when I thought my nausea was due to hunger.
I was actually about to leave at a decent hour, causing a few eyebrows to raise in surprise - normally I stayed until it was dark outside - when I bumped into Cailean on my way out.
“What are you doing here?” I asked in surprise and took a look back at my office building, thinking he was maybe meeting up with someone else. Maybe he had a date with someone I worked with, or worse, for. Or maybe he simply had a meeting about a merger since that was what my company did - it bought up smaller companies and merged them together. Sometimes I think my choice of career had something to do with the bullying - I had to work my ass off, but I was in control and I had power. Something Cailean had taken away from me in high school.
“I came to pick you up,” Cailean answered and took my hand without asking.
“I don’t need you to pick me up.”
“Allie told me differently.” He stopped leading me down the busy sidewalk and looked me over. It gave me the opportunity to look him over as well and of course the asshole looked good in black jeans and matching grey Henley. “She said I needed to make sure you were alright and that you left when business hours ended.”
Suddenly, I was furious with Allie for telling him that. If she was so concerned, she could have came and picked me up herself instead of involving Cailean. I knew she had only done it because she cared and that she had no idea who Cailean really was to me, but it still made me angry.
“I’m fine,” I snapped, checking my phone to see how long it would take before my Uber was here.
Five minutes.
“I see you missed me,” Cailean said in an amused tone. I wasn’t in the mood for his games today so I said nothing back, knowing it would turn into an argument if I did. “You can admit you’re happy that I’m back. It won’t kill you.”
“I’m about to puke all over your shoes if you don’t stop talking,” I threatened. Unfortunately, my threat did hold some truth to it.
“You don’t need to use all that charm to get in my pants, Gert. I’m more than willing.” He laughed, probably thinking I meant it as a joke. “How about dinner?”
“Please keep your pants on, Cailean. And no, I do not want to have dinner with you. What I want is to go home and get in bed. And if I could wake up unmarried tomorrow, that would be great too.”
The thought of having dinner with Cailean brought memories back from high school. He and his group always made sure I had no one to sit with at lunch, let alone eat with. One day, I was going to find out what he had done to get the whole school on his side, because how could one teenage boy keep the whole cafeteria too full to leave room for a small teenage girl who just wanted to fit in? Eventually, I had just given up and ate my lunch in the bathroom, on the days that I actually ate lunch. No matter how gross that was, it was a lot better than the whisperings and stares of the cafeteria. Even if I had managed to sit down in that room, it would have been unbearable to know that I was what everyone was talking about.
“How many times do I have to tell you, Gert? You’re mine and you’ll stay that way.”
“Has anyone ever told you that you’re delusional?” 
“Only you, so maybe we need to question who the delusional one is,” he said smugly and I wanted nothing more than to slap that smirk off his gorgeous face.
Would we ever get past the constant arguing and battling over who got the last word? I realized with that thought that I thought of Cailean as a common occurrence in my life and not something that would go away. When had that changed? He needed to go away for both our sakes.
“Bye, Cailean,” I said when my Uber pulled up. It was as if I was speaking to a 4-year-old instead of a grown man.
“Later, babe!” he yelled out after me.
Again with having the last word.
↞ ♥ ↠
“I think something’s wrong with me, Allie,” I said in a panic as I stormed past her.
“What?” she asked in confusion as she closed the door and followed me.
“There’s something wrong with me,” I repeated. “I wake up every morning tired as all hell even though I’ve fallen asleep as soon as I get home every night. Then there’s the constant puking even though I don’t have a fever. Though that’s surprising, too, because I’m hot as shit all the time,” I rambled on.
“You don’t think…” she trailed off.
“I think.” I grabbed my purse and fished out the two pink boxes I had bought the night before. I still hadn’t taken a test, too scared of what it might say.
“Don’t you, you know, have to have sex for that to happen?”
“I did. Vegas, remember?” I was surprised she had forgotten about my mystery encounter already considering she was so interested in my love life.
“Well… holy smokes, Gertie,” she said and blew out a giant breath. “I guess you could be on to something. I mean, you did cry while watching that movie last weekend.”
It was true. I had bawled my eyes out while watching a Nicholas Sparks movie with her and Hanna last weekend. I never cried while watching TV.
“Will you help me?” I asked, trying not to freak out. I might just be overreacting. Hopefully.
“I can’t pee on them for you, but I’ll be there when the results come in,” she reassured me.
Thankfully, Nick was working this weekend so we had the house to ourselves. It was embarrassing enough to rope Allie into this and if I could have handled it on my own, I would have done it at home.   
While Allie was waiting on the couch, I went to the guest bathroom and closed the door behind me. I took three deep breaths before I opened the box, taking the instructions out. I had never imagined I would ever need to know how to take a pregnancy test and I had never imagined it was so complicated either.
“How the hell am I supposed to urinate for five seconds?” I muttered to myself.
It turned out to be easier than I had thought and after I cleaned everything up, I set the timer for the three minutes as the instructions said. My hands shook as I grabbed the test and went back out to join Allie on the couch.
“Did it go okay?” she asked carefully.
I handed her the stick and answered, “You can tell me in about… two minutes and thirty-five seconds.”
Those two minutes turned out to be two of the longest minutes of my life. When the timer finally cut through the silence that had surrounded us, I was too scared to even look at Allie as she read the results on the tiny little screen.
“Gertie…” she trailed off with a small sigh. That sigh told me everything I needed to know – I wasn’t just married to Cailean Baker, I was also carrying his child.
“Oh,” I whimpered, trying to think of something appropriate to say.
A long silence fell over us once again and I couldn’t get the results of the test to sink in, no matter how hard I tried. How could I possibly be pregnant? Become a mom? How could a part of Cailean be growing inside me?
“What are you going to tell Cailean?” Allie whispered as if she had heard me think his name. “I mean, he’ll be a great dad and everything, but it’s kind of a big shock when you’ve just started dating-“
“We’re not dating,” I interrupted, but she wouldn’t listen to me, too deep into her own thoughts to hear anything else.
“No, I’m sure he’ll see this baby as his own once he’s wrapped his head around it.” How was I going to tell her that the baby growing inside me was, in fact, Cailean’s? “Gertie, how are you supposed to tell the father?”
Her question caught me off guard and I had to remember that she had no idea that the mystery man I had met in Vegas was Cailean. I had no idea what to tell her so I just shrugged my shoulders. Even if the mystery man had been a complete stranger, I would have had no way of contacting him. Granted, I probably wouldn’t have left him like I’d left Cailean and maybe I would have gotten a phone number or something. Probably not. What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas. Right?
Apparently not.
“I don’t know,” I whispered as I grabbed the test from where Allie had put it on the table in front of us. Tears gathered in my eyes as I stared at the word ‘Pregnant’ on the tiny screen. Such a small word with such a huge impact.
While it had just been a feeling that something was up earlier, it had now become a very real thing. All my symptoms I’d chosen to ignore up until now were still there, but now they had a name - pregnancy.
“How about some tea?” Allie asked and I had almost forgotten that she was still sitting next to me, too stuck in my own head.
I looked up at her as she started making her way toward the kitchen. I could barely see her through the tears. How could this have happened to me? I was a good person. Not perfect, but good. What had I done to deserve this?
“Allie,” I manage to choke out before sobs overtook my body.
“Oh, honey,” she said in a voice laced with sympathy. She came back to the couch and sat down next to me. “It’ll be okay.”
Her reassurance only made me cry harder and she gently urged me to lay my head down in her lap.
“What am I supposed to do?” I asked, not really expecting an answer.
“You’re going to let yourself have this weekend to cry it out and then on Monday, you’re going to make a doctor’s appointment. The rest will just fall into place,” Allie answered anyway. I had to admit, her calmness and the way she was stroking my hair did make me relax. Just a little bit. “Just because it’s an unwanted pregnancy, it doesn’t mean that it’s an unwanted child.”
Her words hung over us as if she hadn’t completed her sentence… if you’re keeping it.
Everything about it was unwanted - I didn’t want to be married to Cailean, I didn’t want to have his baby, I didn’t want to be tied to him forever, I didn’t want anything to do with the man. But this child hadn’t chosen to be made and it hadn’t chosen his or her parents. Just the words adoption and abortion only made me cry harder because no matter who Cailean was, this baby was just as much mine as his.
I was stuck in an impossible situation with no real way out. Either I had the baby and got stuck with its dad, or I…
I couldn’t even finish the thought which could only mean one thing - I was keeping the baby. I was going to have Cailean Baker’s baby, with or without him.
Preferably without him.
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THE BAR IN front of me was called Murray’s, a name I now associated with the stranger I had married in Vegas, whereas before it had been the name of Sebastian’s bar. Only he wasn’t Tyler Murray and I felt so silly for believing his lie. Why was he working in a place that had that name? I’d been fishing for clues from both Hanna and Allie for a whole week without giving away my reason for asking about Cailean. I was sure I could have searched for his name online, but I had refused to give into the urge. It would only have led me down a rabbit hole I knew I wanted nothing to do with. 
I had been standing outside this place for a good fifteen minutes and it was starting to become way too hot for me to continue standing there. I didn’t exactly know what I had intended to say to Cailean, but I knew I needed to get it over with.
I had been pregnant for a week. I was still pregnant, which I had double-checked before coming here in case something had conveniently happened. It also meant that I’d had a week to think about what I wanted and not, and since Cailean not being my baby daddy wasn’t an option, I knew I needed to tell him and I wanted it to be on my terms. Cornering him at his job seemed like the best way to do it.
“Welcome to Murray’s, what can I get for you?” a cheerful brunette asked from behind the bar once I had finally sucked up whatever courage I could find within me and gone inside. It was pretty busy as people, like myself, had just gotten off work.
“I’ll just have some water, please,” I answered, knowing I was stalling by ordering, and scooted up on the tall bar stool. I wouldn’t have minded something stronger, but I had someone else to think about now as well. Something that still blew my mind every time my mind steered in that direction, which was often. Besides, getting drunk was the last thing I needed to do considering the only two times it had happened before, Cailean had been involved. No need to make it a third time.
“It’s pretty hot out there, huh?” the pretty brunette asked with a smile as she handed me a tall glass of ice cold water. I acknowledged it with a smile and a nod before I started chugging it. “Anything else I can get you?”
I knew she needed to get back to the busy bar and that this might be my only chance to ask her about Cailean before she got too busy. However, before I had the chance to ask about him, he strolled in from somewhere in the back of the bar and his eyes widened in surprise when he saw me sitting there.
“Hey, babe,” he said once he had recovered. “Is this just a lovely coincidence once again or did you miss me already and decided to stalk me here?”
“Psh,” I scoffed and glared at him. “I’ll leave the stalking to you.”
The brunette let out a small giggle even though I could tell she tried hard to hide it, and Cailean turned to her and said, “Thanks, Charlotte, I’ll take it from here.”
“Who said I was done ordering?” I protested.
“I did. Now, come on,” he demanded and gestured for me to follow him to wherever he had come from earlier.
“Bossy much? What if I wanted to come and relax after work? That has nothing to do with you.”
The closer I got to the opportunity where I had to tell him about the baby, the worse my nervousness became. How the hell would I tell him?
“Gertie,” he said as if he was trying to reason with me, stalking over to where I was sitting. “You’re drinking water at a bar. We both know why you came here.”
There was no way he knew why I was here and the fact that he was so sure of himself only fueled my anger. Luckily, anger was a better emotion for me to handle than nervousness, as long as it didn’t get so far that tears got involved. Anger gave me a backbone and nervousness made me cower.
“It’s almost 100 degrees out and I was hot,” I answered with a shrug. “Am I not allowed to have a drink?”
“You want me to believe that you walked into my bar for a glass of water?”
“How was I supposed to know that it was your bar?” I shot back.
“Come on,” he said and this time he didn’t give me a choice as he took my hand and basically dragged me in to what appeared to be the back office.
He hadn’t even let the door click close before he pushed me up against it, attacking my lips with his. I had no time to process what was happening and my mind went back to Vegas as my purse fell to the floor with a heavy thud and my hands slid into his hair, trying to bring him closer, my lips moving with his as if they knew exactly what to do. It wasn’t soft and sweet, but damn, if it wasn’t the best kiss of my life – that I remembered at least. His hands moved to my thighs, hoisting me up in his arms and my legs they wrapped around his waist as if they belonged there.
It wasn’t until he pulled away from the kiss to move his lips down my jaw and neck that the spell I was under broke. I was slammed right back into reality and I felt ashamed of myself that I had let Cailean Baker take control of my body like that.
Again.
“Wait,” I said, surprised at how hoarse my voice sounded. Cailean either didn’t hear or decided to ignore my pleas as he continued nibbling and kissing my neck. No matter how amazing it felt, I willed my hands to tug on his hair, trying to pull him away from my body. “Please stop.”
“I’ve waited more than a fucking decade to have you, please don’t ask me to stop,” he pleaded, pressing his forehead against mine as he ground his hips against mine. There was no doubt in my mind what he wanted, the evidence between us making me go crazy with need for this man.
This man is Cailean Baker, Gertie, my conscious reminded me.
“Please let me go,” I finally whispered even though my whole body was screaming for him to just take me one more time.
Just one more time.
He nodded to himself, reluctantly letting me back down onto the floor. As soon as he made sure I was stable, he turned around and dragged a frustrated hand through his hair. The same hair I had just touched.
“If that wasn’t what you came for, then why are you here?” he asked.
Before, my hand had been itching to go back into his hair. Now, it was itching to slap his perfect face. How dare he insinuate that I was here for… that?
“You think this is a booty call?” I asked, the anger rapidly replacing the lust that had been there only minutes before.
“Why else would you be here?” he asked, shrugging his shoulders as if it was the most obvious thing. “I know I’m pretty high on your shit list and there’s no fucking way we’re getting a divorce, and I think you know that.”
“You’re an asshole,” I hissed, every thought of trying to have an adult conversation flew out the window. “I will get a divorce as soon as I have saved up the money to get a damn good lawyer, sucking every little penny out of you!”
Okay, that last part was so far from the truth you could possibly get – I didn’t want anything from him, apart from this baby. I had thought about pawning the rings, knowing they were worth enough to get a decent lawyer, but I just couldn’t do it; they weren’t mine.
“Then I guess I was wrong about you,” he said in a challenging tone, making the urge to apologize creep up on my tongue. “You’re just like all the other gold digging girls out there.”
“I guess I am.” I was unable to hide the hurt in my voice, but screw him for comparing me to all the other girls he had been with. I was nothing like them. “I’m just gonna go.”
He made no protest and I bent down to pick up the mess my purse had made when it had fallen down onto the floor. It wasn’t until I gathered everything that I realized the bright pink box containing the two extra tests were clearly visible. Judging by the eerie silence coming from Cailean, he had seen them.
“What the fuck is that, Gertie?” he asked as I stood up, my hopes of him not paying attention flying out the window.
I wanted to tell him every nasty and childish remark that kept flying around in my brain, but this was the reason I was here in the first place. I needed to tell him. I needed him to make up his mind if he wanted to be in this baby’s life or not. A part of me was hoping he wanted nothing to do with either of us, but growing up with a distant father, I knew how much it hurt and I didn’t want my baby to feel that way.
“I’m pregnant.” I released a harsh breath with the words, feeling a lightness in my chest of finally telling him.
He stood there, staring at me intensely for a minute or two, but I wasn’t cowering away this time.
“And since you’re telling me this, I’m assuming you think I’m the father?” he finally asked.
“Think?” I asked incredulously in a loud voice, reacting before I had a chance to really think. “I think you’re the father? Really, Cailean?” 
“Well, how am I supposed to know if I’m the only one you’ve fucked lately?” He shrugged his shoulders so casually, as if our lives hadn’t changed forever.
“I guess you don’t.”
“And what do you expect me to do, huh? Just believe you when you storm in here claiming to be pregnant?”
I stormed in here? Was this guy even for real? Cailean had always been an asshole to me, but his words had never hurt as much as they had today. I didn’t know if being pregnant and hormonal played a big part in that, but I did know that I wanted to leave before I did something I would end up regretting. Like hit him.
“Short of peeing on a stick for you, I have no way of proving that I’m pregnant. I came here to tell you and I did. What you do with that information is up to you.” Before I knew what was happening, he had grabbed my hand again and was dragging me back to the bar. Only this time, he led me toward the stairs that went up to his apartment. I tried janking my hand out of his, but his hold was too strong. “What are you doing, Cailean?”
“I’m taking you upstairs so that you can prove it,” he answered and flung the door to his apartment open.
Why is it unlocked?
I wanted to ask him, but given the situation, it didn’t seem appropriate.
It had been weeks since I had been at his place, but it still looked exactly the same. Not many personal items, a big TV and a loveseat. Even with the lack of furniture and knick-knacks, the place screamed bachelor.
“You’re not watching me pee.” We were both standing in his bathroom and he was acting as if he was planning on staying in there with me.
“I’m not letting you cheat.”
“And how do you suggest I cheat on a pregnancy test?” I asked and pulled the opened box out from my purse. I silently cursed myself for not using all three tests earlier, or at least hidden the box in my car. But it wasn’t as if I had planned on Cailean looking at the contents of my purse.
“I’m not giving you any ideas, babe. Now drop your pants,” he ordered. If we had been in the bathroom for a totally different thing, I might have found his demand somewhat… hot, and I probably would have dropped my pants if it hadn’t been Cailean issuing the command.
“Fine, at least turn around.” I knew it wouldn’t work, but I was done arguing with him. Apart from the kiss downstairs, this whole visit had been about arguing and it was exhausting.
I tried. I really did try, but no matter how hard I tried, my bladder was acutely aware of the fact that someone was watching. I closed my eyes. I hummed. I tried thinking about running water. Nothing.
“Bloody hell, Gert, just fucking pee.” Cailean was nervous and that made me nervous. I tried putting myself in his shoes - hell, I had sort of been in his shoes only a week ago - but him acting like an ass wasn’t helping and it was hard to muster up any kind of sympathy for him at that point.
“I can’t. If you want me to do this, you need to leave,” I answered.
“Fine,” he huffed and thankfully left the small bathroom.
It still took some work to get my bladder to relax enough to do both tests since he had left the door open and I knew he was standing right there. I was eventually able to get through it and as soon as Cailean heard the flush, he was back in the bathroom with me. He didn’t say anything, just stared hard and long at the tests, as I washed and dried my hands. This time, it didn’t even take the full three minutes for the results to come in.
“There,” I said just as the plus-signs started appearing. “I’m pregnant. I can’t prove that you’re the father beyond telling you that you’re the only guy I’ve been with for the last four years, which doesn’t give you that many options when it comes to baby-daddys.”
“Fuuuuck,” he said quietly, dragging the word out as he rubbed his face.
I gathered my things and started to leave, letting him be alone to process all of this. I’d already had a week to come to terms with it so it was a bit easier for me.
“If you decide you want to be a part of this baby’s life, my first doctor’s appointment is next Friday at three-thirty.”
I was by the door, so close to leaving, when he stopped me by calling out my name.
“Fuck,” he cursed again, looking so confused I almost felt bad for him. Almost. “At least let me take you home.”
“I have my own car,” was all I said before I opened his door and left.
Damn him for redeeming some of his asshole-ness by offering to drive me home.




Chapter 6
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IT WAS THE night before my doctor’s appointment and I was a nervous wreck. I hadn’t heard a word from Cailean. I didn’t know what he had decided, if he had even decided on anything. I hated being left in the dark and a part of me - a tiny part - had wanted him to chase me down those stairs and told me he would be there for me no matter what. Of course nothing had happened. No phone call. No texts. No uninvited visits at work or at home. Nothing.
I needed support. Especially if I was going to do this by myself, which was what I had started telling myself to prepare for. I needed to figure out what to do about work; so far it was a secret and apart from a few vomiting sessions, everything was normal in the office. I just needed to wait out the time until they announced which one of us interns got the job. Once I was hired, they weren’t allowed to fire me for being pregnant. At least then I would have a secure income to support the two of us.
Holy crap, there’s going to be two of us…
Allie must have sensed my stress when she saw me a couple of days ago because she suggested a girls’ night. At first, I wanted to tell her no and bury myself underneath my blanket, but then I realized that it might be exactly what I needed. Besides, what better way to tell Hanna about my surprise?
I had ended up going straight to Allie’s house after work, wanting to put in a few extra hours to prove that I was still in the running, so Hanna was already there.
“Finally, she’s here,” she said as I walked through the front door and handed me a glass of wine. “Sorry, we already started without you.”
“Started what exactly?” I asked, eyeing the wine I so desperately wanted to have drink of.
“Eating and drinking, of course.” Her tone suggested it was obvious and it probably was. I was just too nervous to do anything but setting the glass of wine down on the kitchen counter before sitting down. “Come on, you’ve got some catching up to do.”
I could feel Allie’s eyes on me from where she was standing by the oven as Hanna pushed both the wine and some food toward me. She knew I shouldn’t be drinking it and the reason as to why it was still untouched whereas normally I probably would have half of it downed by now.
“Actually, there was something I wanted to tell you,” I said, mostly to Hanna, but this was something I needed to tell Allie as well even if she already knew half of it.
“Why do you sound so serious?” Concern was pulling at Hanna’s gentle features.
“Because…” I started, wondering how the hell I was going to tell her - tell them. Allie stepped closer and nodded at me to continue. What the hell, just blurting it out seemed to have worked fine with Cailean. “Because I’m pregnant.”
There were a few moments of silence that felt as if they went on forever. It was different than when I had told Cailean because I actually cared for these people. Without their support, I didn’t know what I was going to do. Their reaction mattered to me.
“Huh?” Hanna finally grunted out, staring at me in confusion.
“I’m pregnant,” I said again. “There’s apparently a baby growing inside me.”
Another long stretch of silence. I was thankful for Allie’s silence as she busied herself with preparing the snacks.
“Please, for the love of all that’s Holy, don’t tell me that the father is the mystery guy from Vegas,” Hanna pleaded. I had no idea why her words made me feel offended, but they did. So what if it was?
“Well, who else could it be?” Allie interjected before I could confirm what Hanna had said.
“She seemed pretty cozy with Cailean at my wedding,” Hanna shot back and looked at me with hopeful eyes. “That was what, more than a month ago? The timing adds up.”
“We went to Vegas seven weeks ago,” Allie supplied.
“Guys,” I interrupted before it could go on much longer. “It’s both.”
Judging by the look on their faces, I should have elaborated a bit more because they looked absolutely horrified.
“How’s that even possible?” Allie asked in confusion, her eyebrows pinching together in an adorable way as she tried to solve my unintended riddle. “Twins?”
I let out a small chuckle, welcoming the small joy among all this heavy shit.
“No, Cailean is both,” I answered, feeling as if a part of the heavy weight on my chest was finally been lifted. “He’s the mystery guy from Vegas and the dad.”
“But…” Hanna started, unable to finish her sentence for some reason. “But you saw him at my wedding and you didn’t say anything.”
“Because we don’t exactly have the greatest history.” I cringed, not wanting to tell them about our past, but at the same time, it felt as if I needed to in order for them to understand. “We actually met in high school. It was the whole classic bad, foreign boy, bully versus the awkward girl with no friends. How I ended up married and knocked up by him, I don’t know.”
I toned it down a lot. Mostly because I was too embarrassed to tell them, but also because this wasn’t what we were supposed to talk about. I was pregnant and I needed support. I didn’t want to dredge up stuff that were meant to be buried and I definitely didn’t want to talk about Cailean, no matter how big his role was in me ending up pregnant.
“No way,” Hanna breathed out.
“Hold up one second,” Allie said, raising her hands to stop what we were doing, which was nothing. “Rewind to the part where you said you married the guy.”
Crap, crap, crap. Crappity crap.
“I didn’t say that,” I said, trying in vain to take my words back by playing stupid. 
“I need something stronger than this,” Hanna said and downed the rest of her wine before she left to search for the heavy stuff. I felt bad for worrying her and I wished I could have found a better way to tell them. Hell, I wish I didn’t have to tell them anything. If there was one thing I wanted to wish away more than anything, it was my night with Cailean.
“I don’t think it’s fair for you to just toss that out there and then not explaining. That would be just like those vague bitches on Facebook we complain about all the time,” Allie said disapprovingly when Hanna made it back with Lord knows what in her glass. “Even if you didn’t mean to say it, you did.”
“Fine… I woke up married to Cailean Baker that morning in Vegas.” The admittance brought shame and my cheeks heated up in embarrassment. “I don’t know how it happened and apart from a couple of snapshot memories, I don’t remember much either.”
“What I want to know is how the hell you didn’t recognize him? He’s sort of hard to… you know, miss.” Allie’s question was something I had asked myself a thousand times over and I still didn’t have an answer for it.
“It had been almost eight years since I had last seen Cailean. The guy I met in Vegas introduced himself as Tyler and his accent was way more American than what Cailean’s had been, at least as far as I remembered it being. There were a few times where I thought I recognized him from somewhere, but in my alcoholic daze, I think my brain saw what it wanted to see – a handsome guy who was interested in me.”
“And you thought it was a good idea to get married,” Hanna said almost accusingly, but quickly recovered and said, “Sorry, it’s just that after all the wedding planning I have been doing,  I was looking forward to help you plan your wedding and I didn’t even get to see you do it.”
“Trust me, it wasn’t something I had planned on doing and if I could take it back, I would.”
“So just divorce him,” Allie suggested as if it was the easiest thing.
“I can’t.” I sighed heavily. “I have to wait until I get hired full-time to save up enough money for a lawyer. So unless he decides he wants a divorce, it ain’t happening right now. And believe me, he doesn’t.”
“But if you guys didn’t like each other in high school, then why the hell would he want to stay married?” Another good question from Allie.
“I don’t want to talk about high school.” I truly didn’t. I wasn’t ready for that. “But let’s just say he liked making my life miserable. Staying married to him is making me feel like that hopeless little teenager again.”
“You’re so far from being hopeless or weak,” Hanna said, coming over to give me an encouraging hug. “This is a huge deal and honestly, I probably would have killed him by now if I was in your shoes.”
I knew she was joking. While Cailean was an asshole, he didn’t deserve to be dead. Maybe a punch to his perfect nose, but not death.
“Does he know about the baby?” Allie asked.
“Yes.”
“And…?”
“I haven’t heard from him since I told him,” I admitted, biting my thumb nail, an action that proved how much that little fact affected me.
“That asshole.” The grumbled sentiment came from Hanna, but Allie nodded in agreement.
Silence fell over us as we all seemed to stew over Cailean’s actions as well as my predicament.
“Come on, let’s do what we came here to do,” Allie demanded after a few minutes and took the bowl of popcorn into the living room. “I think watching a romantic movie is very much needed right now.”
“Or not,” I mumbled but still followed.
“We need something that proves that there’s still romance out there,” Hanna explained and pulled me in for a hug.
Putting my arms around her, I wanted to argue that the proof they were looking for was in their husbands. Just because mine happened to be an asshole, didn’t mean that romance was dead. I just hadn’t found it… yet.
↞ ♥ ↠
Relief washed over me when I saw Cailean standing outside the doors to my office the next day. He was standing there awkwardly, hands in his black jeans’ pockets, shoulders hunched up, causing the black and white baseball tee to stretch around his muscles. Everything about his body language screamed nervous.
Join the club, asshole.
“You never told me where your appointment was,” he said as I walked up to him.
“And you had to wait until the last minute to ask?” I was frustrated. Once the relief had settled, anger over the worry I’d had been feeling over the last week showed up.
“I needed time to think.”
A tiny pinch of guilt assaulted my chest. I shouldn’t have been so mad at him for letting me worry. This was a lot to take in. I had waited a week before I told him, after all. Still, not a single word after I drop such a giant bomb on him?
“I’ll text you the address,” I said and started walking toward my car. If I gave in to my anger, we would never leave and traffic at this hour was horrible; I didn’t want to miss my appointment.
“I was thinking we could go together,” Cailean said as he caught up to me. He seemed hesitant almost. “Besides, you kinda need my number in order to text me.”
“Who says I don’t?” I grumbled, mad at him for being right. I didn’t have his number and I didn’t want it.
“That angry expression on your pretty face is telling me all I need to know.”
Smug bastard.
He protested pretty heavily when I got into the driver’s side of my car, but there was no way I would have let him drive even if he knew where we were going, and leaving it here was out of the question.
I could sense his negative energy all the way to the doctor’s office, but no matter how much I wanted to snap at him, I didn’t. I was too nervous about where we were going and how it was going to affect us to bother with his behavior.
Luckily, check-in went pretty smoothly - if you didn’t count the urine sample I had to leave. Peeing on demand wasn’t one of my strengths as proven at Cailean’s house last week. It was even harder knowing what would be revealed this time. I knew in my mind that it would be the same results, but having a doctor read them instead of your baby daddy was slightly more terrifying. 
Cailean was still sitting in the same spot I’d left him at when I returned to the waiting room and it didn’t take long until a nurse called my name and led us into a small exam room where she continued with taking different vitals.
“Please remove all your clothes and put this on; you can leave your socks on if you’d like. Dr. Blackburn will be with you shortly,” she said with a sweet smile and handed me a pink gown before leaving the room.
I had done plenty of research about establishing a new patient-doctor relationship and what went on during your first prenatal appointment. I knew exactly what the gown was for, but that didn’t mean that I was less nervous about it.
“Leave,” I told Cailean so that I could change before the doctor came.
“Why? It’s not like I haven’t seen you naked before,” he said matter-of-factly and sat down in one of the chairs in the corner.
“I like pretending that you haven’t,” I muttered.
“So I’ve noticed,” he mumbled and stood up with a sigh. But instead of leaving like I asked, he simply just turned around. “I’m not going to stand out in the hallway like a fucking creep.”
“Fine, but don’t you dare turn around!” I hissed loudly, earning a chuckle from him.
I quickly shrugged out of my clothes and changed into the gown, keeping my eyes on Cailean the whole time. Luckily, it was a gown that you tied in the front so I didn’t need to ask for his help to tie it.
“I’m done,” I said quietly and sat back up on the bed, the paper rustling underneath me.
He didn’t say anything, instead he just sat back down in the chair, leaning forward on his elbows. It didn’t take long before he started fidgeting.
“Stop fidgeting,” I told him. It was driving me nuts, but then again, almost everything about him was driving me nuts.
“Sorry. Just nervous,” he answered with a shrug.
“What do you have to be nervous about? You’re not the one who has to be prodded and flash your vagina to a complete stranger.”
There was a knock on the door before he could answer my question.
“Gertrude?” a short lady with dark curly hair asked, poking her head in the door. I nodded my head shyly and Cailean finally stopped fidgeting. “Hi, I’m Dr. Blackburn.”
She held out her hand for me to shake, which I did before she moved on to Cailean. Something about her presence instantly made me calm and I found myself liking her. “You can call me Gertie,” I told her as she sat down on her little chair.
“I’m Cailean,” Cailean said from his seat and shook her hand. I was happy about the fact that he didn’t find the need to elaborate further.
“Nice to meet you guys, and congratulations!”
Congratulations. It was the first time someone had actually said that word in regards to my pregnancy. It wasn’t as if I had been trying to get pregnant and was over the moon about being in this situation. Was congratulations even the right word? Was I happy?
I didn’t know how, but Cailean seemed to have some sense of what was going on in my mind and sent me a small smile that almost took the breath out of me. It was small things like that that threw me for a loop - he was an asshole one minute and then seemed to care in the next moment.
I shot him a tight smile in return and turned back to Dr. Blackburn.
While it was a relief that Cailean was here to support me, it was somewhat embarrassing having to answer all the doctor’s questions in his presence - when was your last period? How long did it last? Was it a normal one? Did I experience any spotting so far? Any symptoms?
I felt myself blush and wished that Cailean could leave the room for the questions. They were private enough that I didn’t want him to hear it. However, I was the one who had wanted him with me - and I still did want his support - so I didn’t want to be a hypocrite by asking him to leave.
I tried to zone him out as I answered the doctor’s questions the best I could, but prior to being pregnant, there hadn’t been a need for me to keep track of things like when my last period had started. And apart from the constant nausea, I hadn’t really experienced any symptoms so far.
While her firing questions kept me occupied and focused, the more she asked, the more I started to freak out. This was really happening. I was at a doctor’s office talking about my pregnancy with my baby-daddy looking as handsome as ever in the corner of the room.
After she asked another 800 questions – okay, maybe an exaggeration – she got down to business. And I mean lady business. This was the first time I’d ever had my vagina examed as there had been no need before – I’d had sex once before Cailean for Christ’s sake – and it was uncomfortable. Cailean did at least have the decency to move to the top of my head when the doctor asked me to lie down. Otherwise he would have gotten a clear view of my privates.
The exam was over in a minute and then the doctor went on to exam the outside of my belly. The probing on my stomach wasn’t comfortable by any means and I wondered how she could possibly feel a baby in there. I tried to ignore Cailean, but it was hard considering he was almost to the point of hovering by now, too fascinated about what was happening to simply stay back a few feet.
“Everything seems to be in order. Without an ultrasound to confirm, I can’t say for sure, but I would estimate that you’re around 8 or 10 weeks pregnant. So your due date should be somewhere around March 22nd,” Dr. Blackburn said with a smile and finally finished her probing. “Would you like to hear the heartbeat before you leave?”
“We can?” Cailean asked in excitement.
“Sure.” Dr. Blackburn let out a small laugh and turned around to get the Doppler - I had researched that, too, and I couldn’t help but feel a bit proud over knowing what it was called - and a squirt bottle. “This will be a little cold.”
She squirted out a small amount of gel on my abdomen and started searching for the baby’s heartbeat. It wasn’t long until a soft and steady whooshing sound filled the room – our baby’s heartbeat. It was real. Someone was actually growing inside me. The evidence of it was so clear, I couldn’t help myself but feel emotional about it – what emotions it was, I had no idea, maybe happiness and joy mixed with sadness and hopelessness.
“Wow, the little buggar really is in there, huh?” Cailean whispered and gently grabbed my hand.
“What did you just call it?” I asked and took my hand back in a not so gentle way.
“Well, it’s a hell of a lot better than ‘it,’” he argued.
“Okay, all done,” Dr. Blackburn interrupted and wiped my belly off. “The heartbeat is strong and steady.”
“Thank you,” I said and sat back up.
“Unless you have any further questions, I will see you back in a month. I will also print out a couple of notes of the things we discussed today as well as a referral to get an ultrasound done.” She smiled at me and handed Cailean a stack of papers. “And don’t forget to stop and get your labs done before you leave.”
Said labs were the whole reason why I hadn’t eaten for hours and I was surprised that I managed to sit through it without fainting. Blood had never been an issue for me, but I did feel lightheaded at the end of it. Cailean had a look of concern on his face as he watched, but luckily, he didn’t say a word.
We both walked in silence to my car. I had a feeling that he, too, was trying to absorb the fact that he was going to become a parent. It wasn’t like it had been unreal before, but hearing that low and steady thumping had made it very real.
A baby. With a heartbeat.
I could feel my body responding to the panic just the word ‘baby’ brought. My palms became sweaty, my breath short and I felt as if I was about to throw up.
Before that could happen, though, Cailean took my hand and pulled me toward him. I had no energy to push him away, still stuck in my own head and the hurricane that was currently roaming inside my brain.
As soon as he pressed me tightly against his chest, it felt as if I collapsed. I grabbed a fistful of his shirt to hold myself steady, but the reality of what had happened was hitting me hard.
“Just so you know, I wasn’t going to abandon you,” he said, cradling my head against him.
It felt so safe. As if this man would protect me from anything. Too bad he couldn’t protect me against his sperm.
There was a possibility that he kept talking, but instead I focused on the light swinging he was doing, trying to calm my breathing.
“There you go,” he murmured. He must have felt me stiffen in his arms as I realized what the hell we were doing.
I had been fisting his shirt tight and it took some effort to pry my aching fingers off, but I did it. No matter how much comfort his embrace had brought. I wasn’t going to admit that he had helped me. Ever.
“I should get home,” I said and took a step back.
“Let’s go get some dinner first.” He didn’t wait for a response as he took the keys out of my hand and urged me into the passenger seat of my car.
“I’m not hungry and this is my car, thank you very much,” I protested, refusing to get in.
“It’s old and it’s a death trap,” he argued, still waiting for me to get inside. “And we have some shit we need to talk about so I don’t give a fuck if you’re hungry or not.”
“You’re an asshole.” I got in despite everything since people started looking at us and if there was one thing I hated, it was being in the spotlight.
“So I’ve been told.” I barely heard his words as he closed the door behind me, but he did and the way he said it sounded so… resigned. So unlike Cailean.
I sat silently fuming the while Cailean drove. I refused to admit how good he looked handling my old junk car. I didn’t know how it was possible, but he finally looked relaxed.
At every red light we hit, or at every stop sign that we stopped, Cailean’s eyes found themselves wandering to me. Or rather, to my midsection.
“Why are you staring at me like that?” I finally asked and his head snapped up.
“I just…” he trailed off, focusing on the road for a while before continuing, “I can’t believe my baby is in there.” He nodded his head in the direction of my still-flat belly. “You don’t look pregnant.”
He was right. I had spent countless moments in front of the mirror, examining my body. The only thing that had grown was my boobs. The logical part of me knew that it would take a few months for my belly to grow, but another part of me thought anyone would be able to see it as soon as I had found out.
“I think we have established by now that I am,” I mumbled and my hand automatically went to rest on my belly. I tried to focus on my breathing so I wouldn’t get lost in my panic again, but the thing that kept me rooted to the ground was Cailean’s hand that came to rest on top of mine. I wanted to push it off, but instead I let him have this moment. It had nothing to do with how good it felt.
“You could have just taken me to a fast food place. I’m not too picky,” I said as we sat down at a local diner.
“I didn’t want to make it fast,” he answered with a shrug and picked up the menu.
Blowing out a deep breath, I did the same. There would be no winning this argument so I might as well get a good dinner out of it.
We sat in silence after placing our orders, but he was the one that had wanted to talk so I wasn’t going to start. No matter how many things I wanted to ask him. I needed to make myself understand that just because he was the father of my child, it didn’t give me the right to suddenly demand a bunch of crap from him.
“Bloody hell, that’s disgusting,” he said, cringing as he swallowed the thick liquid before he pushed the tall glass of milkshake toward me. “Here.”
Our food - my salad and his juicy cheeseburger - had just been dropped off at our table. His words were the first to break our surprisingly long silence.
“Why the hell would you order a milkshake if you don’t like it?” I asked, not touching it because I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop once I started drinking it. 
“Because I know you love anything banana flavored, especially when it’s combined with chocolate in the form of a milkshake.”
How? And why?
“My mouth works just fine. I can order for myself and if I wanted a milkshake, I would have asked for one.”
“I’m sure your mouth works just fine, Gertie, and I can’t wait to explore what it can do to my cock,” he said, leaning forward.
I kicked him under the table for being so crass, but all the bastard did was smile.
“Unfortunately for you, you will never know what my blowjob skills are like.”
No need to tell him they were pretty much nonexistent.
“Keep telling yourself that, baby.” He was way too smug for his own good.
To keep my mouth shut, because this was going nowhere, I stuffed it with the leafy greens. I tried to like the salad, I truly did, but every time Cailean let out a moan around his juicy burger, all I wanted was to get one of my own.
Apparently, I wasn’t too discreet with my drooling because, without saying anything, he slid the other half of his burger over to me.
In thanks, I pushed my half-eaten salad his way and pretended that sharing a meal like this didn’t affect me whatsoever.
“So what did you want to talk about?” I asked once I had devoured his delicious burger along with some of the fries. The smooth milkshake sat untouched between us, but I knew my restraint would only last so long. I still had no idea how he knew about my love for milkshakes and burgers, but my guess would be Vegas.
“I think we need to make this thing exclusive.” He leaned back and stretched, seeming satisfied with his meal.
I wanted to laugh. Out loud. In the middle of the diner, because he was being absolutely ridiculous. And serious by the look on his gorgeous face.
“And what is this thing exactly?” I asked after I managed to make it a scoff instead of a straight out laugh.
“Our marriage.”
“Not happening.” I was confident in my answer which seemed to piss him off.
“You’re not fucking other dudes while you’re carrying my baby.”
“Our marriage is a mistake and not real, Cailean. It’s just a piece of paper,” I tried to reason.
“Doesn’t mean we can’t make it real, Gertrude.”
“You can fuck whoever you want or need to if that’s what you’re worried about,” I bit out, ignoring the bitter feeling at the thought of him touching another woman. Baby or no baby, I had no claim on him. “You don’t want to be married to me any more than I want to be married to you.”
He looked guilty for a second, but that second was all it took to confirm my suspicions.
Quickly recovering, he said, “You’re my wife and my baby’s mother. You won’t be fucking anyone but me.”
I grabbed the melted milkshake to cool down my anger at his words. We could go on and on all night if we continued like this.
“Have you told your parents yet?” I asked, changing the subject. At that point, I didn’t even care if he thought he had won the argument or not. It wasn’t as if I was planning to have sex with anyone anyway because that would just be… awkward.
“No, I figured it should be something to tell them face-to-face. If the baby was real-“
“It’s real,” I interrupted, angry that he would think otherwise.
“If the baby was real, it might soften the blow that I got married without my mom planning every single detail of it,” he finished.
“Why would that even matter? There’s no point telling them about the marriage part.”
He simply glared at me before asking, “What about your parents?”
“I’d say we should worry about yours instead,” I answered, trying to keep the sadness out of my voice. I knew for a fact that my dad would most likely not care about becoming a grandfather. He had stopped caring when my mom passed away, and my stepmom was a sad joke of a mother figure. The only family that mattered at this point - Allie and Hanna - already knew.
“Okay.”
That was it? There would be no fighting about it at all? I wanted to question it, but he seemed relieved somehow. Maybe he thought my dad cared enough to pull out a shotgun on him for knocking his daughter up. I didn’t want him to see the failure that was my relationship with my dad, so I kept my mouth shut about it as he paid for our meal and got ready to leave. I protested, of course, but in the end, I let him pay. It had nothing to do with the way he looked at me with heated eyes.
Not at all.
“Are you nervous?” he asked as we walked toward the parking lot.
“Hmm?” I asked in confusion. I wasn’t sure I had even heard him talk, he spoke the question so quietly.
“Nervous. About being pregnant, I mean. To become a parent. To be responsible for this little human.”
“Yes,” I answered honestly. What I didn’t tell him was that I wasn’t so nervous about becoming a mom – that hadn’t set in yet and I didn’t think it would until I would be able to hold him or her in my arms. What I was nervous about was us doing this together. How our relationship would affect our baby and that when it would become too hard, or when he realized that I would never give him the relationship he wanted, that Cailean would bail on me. “Are you?”
“I think I’m past nervous,” he answered, rubbing the palms of his hands over his face. I found it to be a sexy move and I had to look away. Just because we were friendly for once, it didn’t mean I could be attracted to him in that way. “I’m so fucking scared, Gertie.”
“Me too,” I whispered.
Since Cailean has driven my car to dinner, he drove us back to my work where he had left his car. Before I was able to get back into the driver’s seat after he had gotten out, he stopped me by putting his hand on the door.
“I don’t like it,” he grumbled and shot my car an evil glare.
“You don’t have to like it. It’s my car,” I snapped.
“You’re carrying my baby.”
I had a feeling that would be his explanation for getting things he wanted more than once, but I wouldn’t budge on this issue. He could hate my car all he wanted, it was still mine and all I could afford at the moment.
“Thank you for reminding me. Now move so I can go home.”
He sighed heavily and surprisingly did what I asked. He gave me a chaste kiss as if it was the most normal thing in the world, and then he was gone. I was so stunned that I hadn’t even had a chance to tell him off for kissing me like that.
Damn him for acting as if what we had was normal.
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“OH, MY GOD,” I whispered, trying to focus on anything but my bladder, something that seemed impossible. We were sitting in the waiting room at a diagnostic imaging place, about to see our baby for the first time.
“What’s wrong?” Cailean asked in a bored tone as he flipped through the gossip magazine in his hands.
“I have to pee like a freaking race horse, that’s what’s wrong,” I muttered. “What’s the point in drinking so much water, anyway? I’m pregnant, not dehydrated.”
The lady on the phone had instructed me to drink more water than I usually drink in a day and I hadn’t understood what that meant until just now, with my bladder ready to explode before my procedure had even begun.
“It makes things easier to see on the ultrasound,” Cailean answered even though I hadn’t expected an answer.
“Gertrude Anderson,” a blonde girl called and opened the door for us.
“Finally,” I mumbled quietly and followed her.
She led us through some heavy doors and down a dark hallway that was sort of intimidating. If Cailean and I’d had a different relationship, I probably would have taken his hand in a death grip. However, as soon as we reached the room, my fears went away – it was cozy, almost, with dimmed down lights, a bed and a monitor.
“Gertrude, if you wouldn’t mind lying down on the bed for me and your husband can have a seat right next to you,” she said.
Much to Cailean’s smugness, I didn’t bother correcting her on the husband part of her sentence. Something in me didn’t want her flirting with him and the way she kept glancing at him, I was pretty sure that was inevitable. He could flirt when I wasn’t around – there was no way I was going to let him pick this girl up at our ultrasound appointment; that was just weird.
“Since you’re about ten weeks along, we should be able to see everything with a normal ultrasound, but I want to prepare you that we might have to do it vaginally,” she informed me and I really hoped it wouldn’t come to that.
“Okay,” I agreed despite my fear of having to spread my legs to a stranger yet again.
“Alright, if you would unzip your pants and pull them down a little bit, and lift your shirt, we can get started!” She was way too chipper this early in the morning, but I still did what she instructed me to do before she squirted some warm gel all over my belly.
Cailean leaned in closer, grabbing my hand in the process. I didn’t take it back because his big and warm hand gave me comfort as the screen showed something that looked like a little peanut – my peanut. That was my baby in there. I was so fascinated that this little thing was inside me, growing, that I didn’t even realize I had tears going down my face until Cailean pointed it out.
“Don’t cry, sweetheart,” he murmured and made comforting circles with his thumb in my palm. He must have thought I was crying because I was feeling some sort of resentment because his voice was pleading in a way I hadn’t heard since Hanna’s wedding.
“Sorry,” I said with a sniffle, wiping the tears away. “It’s just that having it confirmed is one thing, but actually seeing our baby… I don’t know. It’s just… beautiful, I guess.”
“It is,” he agreed and went back to staring intensely at the screen.
“I just need to take a couple of measurements and then I’ll print you a few pictures,” the technician, who still hadn’t even introduced herself, said.
“So is it a lad or a wee lassie?” Cailean asked, squinting at the screen.
Ever since our dinner at the diner a week ago, Cailean has taken to wearing his black metal wedding ring. I told myself, as the technician blushed at his accent, that she must have seen that since she had already referred him as my husband. I still couldn’t understand why he needed to bring out his best features at our ultrasound appointment. If he wanted to pick a girl up, he could do it on his own time.
Oh, gosh, I thought to myself. I’m acting like a jealous girlfriend!
“Cailean, it’s the size of a peanut. I don’t think you can tell if it’s a boy or a girl yet,” I argued, trying to put my jealousy aside.
“Are you the doctor?” he asked defiantly.
“Well, I’m not a doctor,” the technician put in and continued, “but you won’t be able to see the sex until your next ultrasound appointment; usually when you’re around 20 weeks along.”
“I have to wait ten fucking weeks?” Cailean complained and I shot him a stern look for saying the f-word. “What? I want to know.”
“Well, for now you’re going to have to settle on a few pictures, I’m afraid,” the technician said in what she probably thought was a comforting voice.
After finally allowing me to pee, I felt awkward as I went back out to the room, finding the two of them in deep conversation over the pictures she had printed out. Of my baby.
“Ready?” I hated how timid I felt as I walked up to Cailean.
“Sure,” he answered and grabbed my hand, giving it a squeeze as if he knew what was going through my mind.
“I need to get to work,” I said and took my hand back once we were back out in the parking lot.
“Let me take you to breakfast first.”
“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I answered, thinking back to our dinner last week. Nothing had really been solved then and I doubted it would over breakfast.
He wanted to argue, I could see it on his face as he leaned back on his truck, but for some reason he didn’t.
“Okay. We still need to talk about what to do next.” He pulled a hand through his hair, making it stand in all kinds of directions and I wanted nothing more than to fix it.
“Our next appointment-“
“I’m not talking about that,” he interrupted. “I’m talking about when and how to tell our parents.”
“You can tell your parents whenever you’d like and you can do it however you want.” Just like last time we’d discussed telling our parents, I made no mention of mine. I still didn’t plan on telling my dad anytime soon.
“Fine.” Cailean huffed, clearly agitated with my attitude. “We’ll go up there in a couple of weeks. I’m sure mom would love to have us for dinner.”
“I never said I was going to do it with you. They’re your parents,” I protested.
“You’re going,” he said with finality and looked at me with narrowed eyes.
“I’ve got to get to work,” I said, trying to change the subject. He could think I was going with him for all I cared. A few weeks from now would be a different story.
“Gertie, I’m trying here, okay?” he asked frustrated, leaning toward me as if to stop me from leaving. “We promised each other to make the best out of this situation. If not for me, then you can at least do it for our child.”
In my entire life, I had always been the good kid – I got good grades, I never stayed out late and I didn’t do anything that would cause a parent to scold me except for normal things such as not finishing my food or jumping in the mud when I had been younger. So being lectured by Cailean out of all the people who could possibly scold me, took my anger to a new level and tears blurred my vision as I was looking through my purse for my keys. 
“What are you doing?” Cailean asked, his voice a lot calmer than it had been before.
“I told you, I have to get to work.” I avoided looking at him as I finally found what I needed.
I heard him curse before I rushed to my car.
I was stopped by someone grabbing my arm and pulling me in for a hug. If it hadn’t been for the small hum that only Cailean’s body brought, I would have screamed – who the hell just stops people for a hug?
“Let go of me!” I fumed, trying to wring myself free.
“Not until you calm down,” he argued and only held me tighter.
What he didn’t realize was that I needed to get away from him in order to calm myself down enough to talk. It was him that I was mad at and it was him that I wanted nothing to do with. However, after a while, I realized that it was my own fault for overreacting earlier and it was my own emotions that had gotten out of control; and it was now Cailean who held me together – stopping me from completely breaking down - and that scared me more than anything.
“I haven’t been back there for almost three years, Cailean,” I whispered when it dawned on me that the reason I had panicked was because of the thought of going back to where it had all happened, not because he had lectured me. Here, we were in a sort of bubble where we could ignore our past if we really wanted to. Going back home, there would be all kinds of memories and reminders. “I didn’t plan on ever going back.”
“Why not? It’s your home,” he said gently and released me from the hug. I hated myself for missing it as soon as he pulled away.
“Not anymore.” I took a step back from him in order to gather my thoughts. “I really do need to get going so we’ll have to finish this conversation later.” Or never. Or at least in a more private place.
He gave me a short nod in response and thankfully no kiss this time. A hug was already too much to make my nerves spike. I had no idea what throwing a kiss in there would do to me.
I hated being late for work. Technically, I was only 30 minutes late, but I always made sure to be there at least two hours before my start time.
My job felt as if it was the only thing I hadn’t failed, but with all these appointments and pregnancy symptoms, it felt as if I was failing at that, too.
Turned out, that was exactly the case as my life once again turned upside down. 
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I WALKED. AND then I walked some more. The heels I had been wearing to impress earlier were dangling from my fingertips, barely hanging on. Walking usually cleared my thoughts, but today they seemed to go in circles, just like I was. Every time I replayed what had happened at work, a sense of hopelessness settled deep into my belly.
“I’m sorry, Gertrude, it's just that our priorities doesn’t seem to line up with each other right now,” Mr. Cane, my boss, had said and looked down to my midsection. I had no idea who had told him, but I’d found myself fisting my hands, wanting so badly to strangle someone. “I’ll let you finish your two weeks and then I’ll provide you with the outstanding recommendations you deserve.”
Meaning, finish your two weeks or you’ll get nothing. Without something from him, no one was going to hire me. At least not within the business world.
What the hell was I supposed to do now?
Two weeks from now, I would be jobless and a week after that, I would be homeless. With a baby on the way.
Holy crap, what was I going to do?
A baby needed things. Food. Clothes. A home. All I had to give was a bit of love and a whole lot of mess.
The reason why I hadn’t signed another lease on my apartment was because I was expecting to get the job and then be able to provide a much better apartment for the baby. Due to my arrogance, I had nothing.
Deep breath, Gertie, I coaxed myself as I felt my chest getting tighter and tighter. I tried thinking of what the first step would be, but all that kept popping up in my mind were the words from earlier. I’d tried my hardest to keep my head held high as I’d excused myself and left. Probably not the wisest thing to do, but staying wasn’t an option for my bruised ego either.
I knew, judging by my sore feet, that I probably should have gone back for my car. Maybe go home. Look for a job. I knew all of that, but I did none of them.
Instead I kept walking until I hit a familiar building by Pike’s Place. I knew I must have been a mess, walking around barefoot with tears coming and going, but I cared about none of that as I marched into the full bar. Charlotte looked up as she saw me rounding the bar, but she was smart enough not to say anything.
I barged into Cailean’s office without bothering to knock. Good thing he was alone because as soon as I saw him, I broke down all over again. Through the blur of my tears, I could tell he was happy to see me. At least until he saw what state I was in.
“What’s wrong?” he asked worriedly and rushed to get to me, putting his hands on my belly.
“I hate you,” I choked out and harshly pushed him off of me.
“Care to tell me something new?” He bent down to my level and flashed me a smile. I hated him even more when he could find it in him to joke after my life had just been ruined.
“I hate you. I hate you. I hate you,” I repeated over and over again. “I hate you so much.”
“Come here.” He tried to pull me into his arms, but I took a step back and did something I never thought I would do. Ever. I slapped him on his chest and pushed him away again.
“Don’t touch me.”
“I’ll give you that one hit because I obviously did something to deserve it.” He pointed a warning finger at me. “But, woman, if you hit me again, I swear to all that’s Holy…”
“What, huh?” I challenged, needing this fight. “You’re gonna hit me back?”
“Never,” he said forcefully. “But I might just have to fuck some sense into you.”
“That’s the whole reason why we’re in this mess.” I angrily brushed the tears away, hating that I looked weak in front of him. “Because you couldn’t keep it in your pants, I’ve lost everything.”
“Everything, huh?”
“You ruined everything,” I confirmed and slid down against the wall until my butt hit the floor.
“Tell me what I ruined so that I can fix it,” he said gently and sat down next to me. This time I let him pull me to his chest.
“I lost my job,” I whispered, barely able to say the words. It made it all feel so real somehow. “This mistake ruined all I had going for me.”
He pulled away from me and I could feel him going stiff next to me. It made me mad - he had no right to get pissed at me when he was the one responsible for it all!
“So you’re saying this baby - our baby - is a mistake?” he ground out.
Mistake. That was the word I had used and I instantly felt guilty.
An unwanted pregnancy doesn’t mean it’s an unwanted child, I repeated Allie’s words in my head before doing or saying something I would end up regretting. 
“I’m saying that I lost everything I’ve worked my ass off for because you just couldn’t let me be.” I took a deep breath before continuing, “If you would have left me alone when you saw me in Vegas, we wouldn’t have been in this situation.”
“How about we stop with the blame game for a minute, huh?” He dragged a frustrated hand through his hair. “You fucked me just as hard as I fucked you that night. You failed to mention that you weren’t on the pill just as much as I failed to glove up.”
What he said was true, but that didn’t mean I was willing to accept them, or the responsibility of being just as guilty just yet.
“It doesn’t matter,” I mumbled to myself.
A loud sigh was all he offered in response to my childish answer. A silence so thick you could almost cut through it fell over us. While it wasn’t uncomfortable per say, I wanted to fill it so badly. I was about to stand and leave, realizing how stupid all this was, when he opened his mouth.
“It’ll be okay. We’ll fix it somehow.” His voice sounded sure.
“How? You gonna employ me as a bartender?” I joked on a choked laugh. “I’ve got an expensive business degree that needs to be paid for and I don’t see bartending doing that.”
“Fuck no. You’re pregnant; no way will you be behind that bar.”
“Now you sound just like my boss.”
“I’m nothing like that piece of shit,” he said with a growl and my insides got warm by the way he was backing me up even though he had no idea who my boss was. “We’ll find something a bit safer… and possibly something that could put that swanky degree of yours to use.”
I didn’t know why, but the fact that he was willing to help me find something made me feel as if my whole world hadn’t just gone to shit. I was used to being fiercely independent, but I had never felt so hopeless before.
“I shouldn’t have shown up like this.” I was embarrassed, but there was no way I was going to tell him I was sorry. Because I wasn’t. He had deserved my harsh words and the slap, but I should have done it in private, not with his employees and customers right outside.
“Come on, I can’t let you leave like this.” We got up off the floor and he tried to stop me from leaving by blocking the door.
“I’m going home, Cailean,” I said with finality. “I don’t even know why I came here.”
“We both know why you came here and it wasn’t to slap me or spew hateful words at me.”
“Yes, it was, and you deserved all of it.”
“Stay,” he demanded. I had no clue why he wanted me to stay after everything that had been said and done, and that made me uneasy.
“I have three weeks to enjoy living on my own if I don’t find a job. I’m going home.”
“Fine, let me at least take you.”
“My car is at work.”
“Fuck that place. I’ll swing by tomorrow morning to take you to work… if that’s what you want.”
As much as I never wanted to step foot in that place again - the humiliation of being let go still fresh - I knew I had to. If not for my sense of responsibility, then at least for my future.
“I have to,” I replied quietly.
I avoided looking at people as he led me outside to his truck. I wasn’t one for confrontations, let alone semi-public ones, so I could only hope the loud chatter of the bar had drowned out our arguing.
“My mother is expecting us for dinner next weekend.” Those were Cailean’s parting words as he pulled up to my apartment.
His commanding tone left no room for arguing or disagreeing, so I did neither. Instead I got out and slammed the door without a goodbye.
As if my life couldn’t get any more complicated, I now had to impress my in-laws as well.
Damn my life.
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“DAMN IT!” I exclaimed frustrated, giving up on getting the zipper to close. This wasn’t the first time in the last few weeks that I had found myself with clothes that were either too tight or they wouldn’t zip up at all. However, this time it was more frustrating because I didn’t have any other options. This dress had been my third choice and now I was left with none.
Cailean was taking me to his parents tomorrow and there was no way I’d be showing up in sweatpants, no matter how comfortable it would be. I’d stupidly assumed the dress I had picked out, or any nice dress in my closet, would fit. While I hated to admit it, I wanted to make a good impression.
Which was the only reason I made the drive over to Allie’s house in the hopes of finding something in her closet. If I had a job lined up and wasn’t about to be both jobless and homeless, I probably would have splurged on a nice dress. However, those were luxuries I currently didn’t have.
Pulling up into the driveway, I quickly regretted not calling ahead. Right in front of me was nothing other than Cailean’s black truck. There was no mistaking it - because who else is stupid enough to drive a giant truck like that in Seattle - even if he hadn’t been standing right there.
I wanted to turn back around, and if he hadn’t been leaning against his truck, smoking a cigarette, I probably would have. Nice dress be damned.
“What are you doing here?” I asked, stepping out of my car. My attitude might have been a bit snippy, but I wasn’t about to pretend that seeing him made me happy.
“Hello to you, too, Gert. Looking gorgeous as always.”
What was it about this man that made me incapable of just walking past? I wasn’t here for him. I didn’t need to stand here and make conversation. Yet, I came to a stop next to him just as he was finishing his cigarette and put his phone in his pocket.
“My clothes don’t fit anymore,” I told him, hoping to somehow explain why I was out and about in sweatpants. I wasn’t about to stay in the slacks I had squeezed my ass into this morning longer than necessary. I instantly regretted my words when I realized they could be taken as a passive comment to have him buy me clothes. Something I absolutely didn’t want. I sighed in relief when all he did was give me a nod in acknowledgement. “Did you tell her?” I nodded toward Allie’s house, avoiding looking at him.
“It’s not my thing to tell.”
“Thanks,” I mumbled quietly.
With nothing left to say, I started to make my way into the house. Cailean was right behind me, his body too close for comfort as he leaned around me to open the door.
“Look what the cat dragged in!” he announced as we walked inside.
I hated how comfortable he was here. Allie was my friend which by extension also included Nick. He needed to stop weaseling his way into my life.
“Hey, Ally-Cat, your hot friend is here,” Matt said loudly, never taking his eyes away from the baseball game that was playing on the TV.
I shot him a glare, but didn’t say anything. I had learned that this was just the way he was. No arguing or snapping back was changing that.
“Watch it,” Cailean said on a growl.
His possessiveness threw me off a bit, but before I could dwell on it, he gave my cheek a kiss, slapped my ass and went to sit down on the couch next to Nick, who watched the exchange with an amused expression.
“Screw you,” I said to both of them under my breath and stomped toward the kitchen where Allie was. Too bad the kitchen was right there just around the corner. Open concepts sucked when you wanted to avoid the person in the living room.
“We just finished eating, but there’s some left for you,” Allie said, making work of putting the leftovers away as I sat down in one of the barstools.
They had invited Cailean for dinner?
“No thanks,” I replied, unable to hide my hurt in my snippy response.
“Eat,” Cailean commanded from behind us.
His command made me grind my teeth while Allie was trying to hide her smile. For once, I chose to ignore him. I could have told him that my morning sickness wasn’t happening just in the mornings anymore and the mere thought of food disgusted me, but now wasn’t the time. Besides, he had no right to tell me what to do anyway.
“Can we go somewhere more… private?” I asked Allie quietly.
She nodded and quickly finished what she was doing before leading me towards the back of the house.
“What’s he doing here anyway?” I asked her once we had made it to her bedroom.
“Nick invited him,” she answered with a shrug as if it didn’t matter. It shouldn’t have mattered, but it did to me, something Allie seemed oblivious to. “Now, what’s wrong?”
“Why would anything be wrong?”
I didn’t know why I tried to delay telling her, but a part of me was just so embarrassed and ashamed of having to ask my friend to borrow her clothes.
“Because you would have texted me if it wasn’t an emergency and you stayed even though Cailean is here.”
Okay, so my friend knew me pretty well and those were two very good, and very true, points. 
“The dress doesn’t fit me anymore,” I answered and tried hard not to let the tears fall. It wasn’t the end of the world and I knew that, but I still had tears burning behind my eyelids, something that happened several times a day these days. “And I’m meeting Cailean’s parents tomorrow.”
“Hey,” she said gently and reached out a hand to comfort me. “It’s okay, we can just go get a new one.”
I looked into her sincere and gentle eyes. This was my best friend so why was I so freaking scared of telling her about my job?
“I didn’t get the job, Allie.” My voice cracked, but I was able to pull myself together before breaking down. I was done crying about it. “I don’t have the money to spend on a nice dress right now and I can’t just show up in sweatpants, now can I?”
I didn’t know what stopped me from telling her about my apartment. I knew she would offer up her guest room in a heartbeat. Maybe that was why I didn’t. I needed the motivation of possible homelessness to find a job.
“I’m sorry.” She stood up and gave me a tight hug. “Let’s look through my closet. I’m sure there’s something in there for you. But I’m sure-”
“Allie,” I cut off in a warning tone, knowing what she was about to say. “We both know that you wouldn’t even leave the house in sweatpants, let alone show up at Nick’s parents wearing them.”
“Fine, you’re right. But you could wear a skirt and a nice blouse instead,” she offered.
“I only have one skirt that fits me and it shows very clearly what’s happening to my body right now,” I argued quietly, knowing very well that I was being unreasonable. Allie was just trying to help and I was coming up with any excuse I could find, but at the same time, I couldn’t help it. I’d had a plan on what to wear and it had all gone to hell. The dress held everything together and it wasn’t obvious that I was pregnant when I was wearing it – I had tried it on a week ago and it had fit me then.
“Gertie,” Allie said with a slight hesitation and I knew she was about to say something that might hurt me. “Are you ashamed of this baby?”
I was right, it did hurt hearing her ask that. I wasn’t ashamed of being pregnant, possibly about the way it had happened, but not of the baby itself.
“No,” I answered rather forcefully. “It’s just… I don’t want to introduce myself as Cailean’s pregnant girlfriend. They’ll think I’m some kind of money-digging whore who trapped him into being with me.”
The word girlfriend tasted sour in my mouth as I said it, but I had to get used to it if it was to sound true to Cailean’s family; it was the only way to execute my plan.
“Gertie,” Allie scolded, hearing me say a bad word, her kindergarten teacher mode kicking in. “First of all, you’re not Cailean’s girlfriend, you’re his pregnant wife. Secondly, you’re not a… whore as you so nicely put it, especially not a money-digging one.”
“They don’t know that,” I mumbled in response.
“Well, I do. And so does Cailean,” she said firmly and stood up. “Now come on, let’s stop being depressing and let’s find you something nice to wear.”
In the end, we decided on a navy blue maxi dress and while it didn’t match what I had imagined wearing while meeting my in-laws, it was still a lot better than showing up in sweatpants.
I dreaded going back out to the living room and seeing Cailean again. It wasn’t as if I had seen much of him lately anyway since we didn’t have another appointment until next week, but he had called here and there asking me questions about the pregnancy. It usually happened later at night when I knew he was reading the baby book and as much as I tried to be annoyed by his phone calls, his dedication to this pregnancy did make me smile every once in a while.
It turned out I didn’t have to worry about ignoring him – as soon as the game had finished playing, he excused himself saying that he had to go back to the bar. I hadn’t realized how many crazy hours he’d have to work, but then again, I hadn’t really asked him about his work.
“Bye, sweetheart,” he said and kissed my cheek. “I’ll come pick you up tomorrow morning.”
Then he was gone and everyone’s eyes turned to me – curious, happy and bored – and I left shortly after hearing his truck roar to life outside, not wanting to deal with all the questions I knew Allie would have about the PDA.
↞ ♥ ↠
Cailean stopped by late the next morning, just like he had promised. He looked good, more than good actually, in simply just a grey hoodie and black jeans. I had seen him in a suit for Hanna’s wedding and I had seen him in jeans and a t-shirt before, and he had looked nice. But for some reason, today, I had to resist the urge of putting my hands underneath his hoodie to see if his skin felt as warm as it looked and make him share that warmth with me.
What’s wrong with me? I thought and tried shaking my head to get rid of that thought right away.
“Are you okay?” he asked amused as if he knew exactly what was going on in my mind.
“I’m fine.”
“Okay, then.” He released a chuckle, but thankfully didn’t say anything about my dirty mind. “Are you ready to roll or do you need a minute?”
Asshole.
I let him grab my overnight bag and followed him down the stairs to the parking lot. For a second, I was confused because his monster truck was nowhere to be seen and there was no way my little junker would make it across the pass. But then he stopped at a white and shiny SUV that looked very new and very expensive.
“You rented a car?” I asked as he loaded my bag in the trunk.
“Not exactly,” he answered and I was about to strangle him for being so vague all the time.
“Where’s the truck?”
He opened the door for me and gestured for me to get in, but I wanted some answers before I did anything so I simply crossed my arms over my chest and waited.
He sighed and shook his head, but answered, “It’s at the bar. Now get your sexy ass in the car. We have a long trip ahead of us.”
I hated how different we were when it came to money. Would this be how it would be in the future - me only being able to give our baby the basics while it’s daddy gave him or her everything they asked for? While I knew that I would eventually make more money the further ahead I got with my career, it still felt like a competition I would never win.
The car still smelled new and the leather seat hugged my every curve as I quietly got in. It was a nice car. It was more than a nice car, actually, and I hated it even more because of that.
“Why would you get a new car when you already have the truck?” I asked after we had driven in silence for a few miles, weaving through the city traffic.
“The truck’s not exactly practical when it comes to a baby and it’ll be easier for you to drive this car,” he explained matter-of-factly.
“I have a car.” I looked out the window to distract myself from the anger that bubbled up in my chest.
“That barely runs and could hardly be described as safe.” He scoffed.
Let it go. Let it go. Gertie, just let it go.
Nope, I couldn’t.
“I don’t need you to take care of me and I’m absolutely not going to let you get me a new car that cost more than my degree. My car is fine, for now, and I’m going to get my living situation taken care of as soon as I get a new job. Stop. Meddling.”
By the time I was done, I was seething, and I tried to take deep breaths to calm down. This was not a good start to the weekend.
“Who cares how much the car costs?” he asked, casting a frustrated look my way. “We both know your car’s not going to last it through the year and you need something to transport the baby in to doctor’s appointments and shit.”
“If the price doesn’t matter, then why get a Volvo instead of a Ford?”
“Because Volvo is safe, Gertie.”
I could have kept going and going until I was blue in the face, but it wasn’t going to change anything. He could keep his fancy car, but he couldn’t force me to accept it or to drive it. My life would get back on track and I would be okay.
I had to be.
The ride was pretty quiet after that, and while I was still fuming from our argument, the music and the winding roads eventually lulled me to sleep.
I woke up sometime later to the feel of Cailean’s hand on my thigh. Judging by the view, we were getting closer to Leavenworth, but we still probably had another hour or so to go.
“I’m sorry for being an ass,” he said quietly and gently squeezed my thigh.
I took a moment to wake up, to let the fog fade, before I answered.
“I know I don’t have a lot, never have, really, but I try to make do with what I do have. I’m smart and I’ll get another job, I have great friends and a great support system. We are what we are and no amount of money or ‘I’m sorry’s are going to fix that.”
“I am sorry, though.”
“I think we’re beyond that at this point. The only thing we can do is move forward.”
I knew I sounded like a hypocrite since I still hadn’t let our past go, but as I spoke the words, I knew Cailean wasn’t the only one who had to make an effort to get this relationship - whatever it was - to work.
“Okay.” He nodded in acceptance, but then he had to go ruin it with, “But I’m keeping the car.”
“I wasn’t expecting anything else from you.”
Small talk filled the silence the rest of the way - I learned that his favorite color was green and that he would never turn down a good pizza. He told me a bit about inheriting his grandfather’s business, a whiskey distillery, but he was happy with his bar and had sold it. I could tell it was a touchy subject so I let it be. In turn, I shared small pieces of myself, but we never delved into our past or our future.
Before I could even tell Cailean to make a quick stop somewhere so I could change into the dress I had borrowed from Allie, we pulled up to the giant Tudor style home Cailean had called home since he was a pre-teen.
“I was supposed to change before we got here,” I said with slight panic.
“What for?” His brows furrowed in confusion as he looked me up and down.
“I can’t meet your parents in this,” I explained and gestured to the jeans and peach colored sweater I was wearing. The jeans didn’t even button, for Christ’s sake. The only thing keeping them up at this point was a hair band.
“And why not?” His whole body turned in the seat and his attention was on me.
“I borrowed a dress from Allie yesterday and I didn’t want it to get wrinkled so I didn’t put it on. I figured we could stop at McDonald’s or something-”
“Babe,” Cailean interrupted and took my face in his hands, giving me no choice but to focus on him. “My parents want to meet you. Not some dolled up version and not cooperate-Gertrude. They want to meet the girl who stole their son’s future. You’re going to be as perfect as always, okay?”
“I didn’t steal your future,” I argued.
“And she’s back.” He chuckled and gave me a quick, but reassuring kiss. “Now let’s get this shit over with, shall we?”




Chapter 10

◆◆◆
 




I WRUNG MY sweaty hands together as Cailean led me up the path to the front door with our bags in his hands. To be honest, I wished his hands hadn’t been occupied; I needed all the support I could possibly get, even if it came from him.
I tried my damndest to shake off my nervous energy, but this meeting meant a lot to me, no matter if I wanted it to or not.
I had hoped for a few last seconds of deep breathing as we waited for his parents to open the door, but instead he flung it open as if he still lived here and announced, “Ma, I’m home!”
I was left standing behind him in shock as a petite woman I immediately recognized as his mom came rushing toward us, her perfectly red and curled hair bouncing around her shoulders. I’d already known where Cailean got his beauty from, but seeing her this up-close was completely different. She also wasn’t just Mrs. Baker anymore. She was my mother-in-law. 
“Oh, good! You’re finally here,” she exclaimed and kissed both his cheeks when she reached him, much to his embarrassment. He might have looked uncomfortable, but there was no hiding his affection as he wrapped his arms around his mother. “Dinner is almost ready.”
“Please don’t tell me you made haggis,” he said with a groan and released her.
“Ach, have some respect for your roots,” she scolded him with a smile on her face and the way she was rolling her r’s made me feel as if I’d stepped into a movie.
“Respecting my roots has nothing to do with me liking haggis,” he responded with a shudder.
The whole exchange made me smile and a giggle escaped me before I could stop it, causing the pair to turn toward me.
“Cailean, bring your lassie inside.” She sent him a scowl for what I assumed was bad manners and I was left with no choice but to take the final few steps inside. “Gertrude, it’s so nice to finally meet you. I’m Cait.”
Cailean gave me a gentle shove toward his mother who wrapped me up in a motherly hug that took me completely by surprise. It had been so long since I’d felt the kind of embrace only a mother could give and I found myself hugging her back, possibly a bit tighter than expected for being complete strangers.
“You can call me Gertie,” I told her as we pulled back. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.
“Okay, well, Gertie, why don’t you help me finish up in the kitchen while Cailean brings your bags upstairs?”
“Sure,” I answered even though the thought of being alone with her terrified me. Judging by the encouraging smile Cailean sent me, he could see right through me.
“I’ll be right back, babe,” he said and gave me a chaste kiss right there in front of his mom.
As I watched him walk up the stairs, his mom gently led me to the massive kitchen. It matched the rest of the house with dark wood details and rustic charm. I briefly wondered if they had hired Joanna Gaines herself because it looked just like something she would do on TV.
While Cait went toward the stove, I silently followed, unsure of what to do. I was no master when it came to cooking so when she asked me to simply scoop things from their pots and pans to fancier dishes, I was relieved.
“So what do you do for a living, Gertie?” she asked as she was preparing the gravy.
“I’m actually between jobs right now,” I managed to choke out, the words stumbling on my tongue. I hadn’t not had a job since I started working at sixteen and come next week, I would be jobless. “Sort of…”
It wasn’t until she let out a soft “Oh, right” that I realized I’d already blown the whole ‘I’m-not-a-golddigger-who-is-out-for-your-son’s-money’ thing. It was exactly what I had sounded like at the moment.
“I mean… I will… I-” I cut my stumbling of words short because I was just making a bigger mess. Taking a deep breath, I decided honesty was probably the best course. “I have a  business degree and I’m an intern at a firm that buys up smaller companies. At least I am until next week when my internship is over.”
“You don’t like it?” she asked cautiously. I couldn’t tell if she had believed me or not, her green eyes looking straight at me.
“I love it, but there was only one position available and I wasn’t offered the spot.” My throat still clogged up in both panic and sadness as I thought about it.
“I’m sorry, dearie,” she said gently, patting my arm before thrusting a bowl of green beans into it. “It’s their loss. I’m sure everything will work out for the better in the end.”
“Thanks,” I whispered, not even sure if she heard me.
“Now, let’s set the table and eat. I’m famished.” She beamed and left the room, but not before calling, “I hope you don’t mind, but Diane will be joining us. Unfortunately, your dad couldn’t make it.”
I stopped. I did mind. Diane had never been someone I liked to spend time with and it wasn’t just because my dad had married her only a year after my mom’s death. I just didn’t like her. I didn’t want her to be part of the news we had to share. I had planned on making a quick stop at my dad’s house before we left to see if he was home and then tell him. I’d sent a text to let him know about us coming up here for the weekend, but I’d never gotten a response. Not that I was expecting one.
“It’s okay,” I muttered and followed her with the green beans in my hands.
Cailean took the bowl from me and placed them on the table, rescuing the beans from my crushing grip. I had no idea when he had showed up or how much of our conversation he had heard. Not that it mattered; he didn’t know about my relationship with my stepmom or lack of a relationship with my dad. Sure, I’d briefly mentioned it here and there, but he didn’t know enough to figure out the storm that was raging in my head at the moment.
“Come on,” he whispered and led me toward a hallway. “We’ll be right back, Ma, I just need to show Gertie something.”
“Okay, just don’t be too long. Diane should be here soon and then we’ll eat,” she called after us.
I hadn’t even realized he had led us outside to a big porch until I took a deep breath and smelled the fresh air.
Exactly what I needed.
“I’m sorry,” I mumbled as he pulled me into his arms. “Diane just… she’s… she’s a sore spot, that’s all. And I’m just so mad that she gets to be here as if she’s part of my family.”
“You don’t need to apologize to me.”
I wanted to stay out there on the deck with the birds chirping and the crisp air surrounding us forever. However, just like everything else that was good in my life, it all had to come to an end eventually. When we heard a car pull up in the front, Cailean gently pulled away from me and opened the door.
“Just tell me the word and I’ll put an end to the dinner,” he said, stopping me before entering the house.
“What word?”
“Cocksucker.”
I huffed out a laugh and rolled my eyes. We both knew I wasn’t going to say that word, no matter how bad things got at dinner.
“There’s my girl,” he said gently and bent down to kiss me. I knew he meant for it to be a brief kiss, but I pulled him down to me and took what I needed. Judging by the way he groaned and tightened his hold on me, he didn’t mind. “If we don’t stop, I’ll fuck you right here and as tempting as that sounds, I don’t think it’s a good idea.”
I took my time to recover from the kiss, slowing my heart rate down by taking deep breaths.
“Who said I would have let you?” I asked smugly and went inside, Cailean hot on my heels. I totally would have let him and that was the problem, but he didn’t need to know that.
↞ ♥ ↠
“So how did you two love birds meet?” Diane asked and I wanted to vomit over her love birds comment.
Dinner had gone pretty smoothly so far, but that might have been because it had  just started. I hadn’t even had the time to look at what I had piled onto my plate before she had opened her mouth.
“Actually, Gert’s had a crush on me since we were kids,” Cailean answered smugly.
“What?” I gasped and looked at him, open mouth and all. “That’s not true.”
Robert, Cailean’s dad, let out a small chuckle from where he sat at the end of the table. Even though Cailean looked like his mom, there were features in Robert’s face that I also saw in Cailean. Such as his strong jaw and straight nose. His dark hair was mixed with Cait’s auburn hair in a messy mop of hair on top of Cailean’s head. He also had his dad’s height where his mom was short like me. I couldn’t help but to wonder what our child would look like. Would he or she be a perfect combination of Cailean and me just like he was of his parents?
“So you grew up together? Like high school sweethearts?” Diane asked in a tone I was sure was meant to be sweet even though it was anything but, unlike when Allie had asked that same question.
I stabbed a green bean on my plate, refusing to give her an answer as if I was a toddler upset with my mom. Problem was, Diane was not my mom and she never would be.
“More like she hated my guts until she saw my sexy face again a few months ago,” Cailean answered.
“Oh,” Diane uttered in confusion. I had to admit, it was kind of funny to watch her this flustered, especially since Cailean offered no further explanation.
“Well, all that matters is that you finally decided to settle down a bit,” Cait said and it was clear she was trying to rein in Cailean’s behavior even though the smile on her lips said it all.
“I was just waiting for the right girl.” Cailean threw a wink in my direction and started digging into his food.
“That’s all it takes,” Robert agreed and nodded toward Cait.
Their love was a great example, at least so far, of what I had dreamed of if I had ever decided to go for the marriage and kids life. They seemed to have a respect for each other that Cailean and I lacked, and judging by the small smiles and secret looks they kept throwing each other’s way throughout the dinner, they knew exactly what the other was thinking about.
It was so easy to be jealous, but I had made a promise in the car on the way up here and dooming mine and Cailean’s co-parenting relationship due to jealousy over his parents’ relationship wasn’t fair.
I had never been so thankful for Cailean’s ability to read me as when he started eating the meatloaf I had been picking at during the meal. I shouldn’t have helped myself to a serving, but I had truly thought I could eat it.
“Is there something wrong with the food, Gertie?” Cait asked in concern and while she didn’t seem hurt, I imagined all the time she had spent making this dinner and here I was, not eating it.
“Um, no,” I stammered. “It’s just… uh.”
Shoot. Crap. Crappity crap.
“You don’t like meatloaf?” Robert asked, trying to help out.
“She’s pregnant,” Cailean announced and just like that, our news were out. Ground, please swallow me whole right now. “She could devour a whole bowl of mashed potatoes by herself, but other things don’t go down as easily.”
The whole table fell silent as the people around us processed what Cailean had just said. Had he really announced it like that? I looked at him as he continued taking bites of my meatloaf as if he hadn’t just dropped a giant bomb.
“Pregnant?” Cait asked in a small voice and Cailean nodded his head in answer, finally done eating. “Cailean.”
Her small voice and hurt tone as she pleaded with her son broke me. I looked down at my hands in my lap, tears blurring my vision. I don’t think either of us had expected laughter, cheers and excitement as we told our families, but disappointment and hurt hadn’t even been on my radar.
“Ma,” Cailean said in a sure voice and grabbed one of my hands in his. As support? As comfort? I didn’t know, but this was the last place I wanted to be at the moment and I wanted nothing more than to bolt.
“Excuse me,” Cait said and I heard the tremor in her voice as the sound of her chair being pushed out filled the dining room.
“There’s more,” Cailean announced and I finally looked up from our joint hands to see his mom stopped in the doorway.
“More than my son coming home unwed with his pregnant girlfriend?” she asked in disbelief.
And the punches kept coming.
I placed my hand on Cailean’s thigh, momentarily silencing him. He shot his confused gaze at me, but I couldn’t let him do this all alone. We were both in this situation, after all.
“I know this is a lot to take in,” I started, cringing at how my voice shook and hating how I was once again coming across as some gold-digging girl, trapping their son with a baby. “We’ve had a couple of months to process and it’s still hard. None of this was planned - us meeting again, getting pregnant, me losing my job, us ending up married - none of it. But it all happened and while all of it has taken us by surprise, this baby is not a mistake.”
I took a deep breath, feeling proud of myself for standing up for our decisions and what we had become. Cailean pulled me into his side as his mother sat back down at the table.
It was Diane who broke the silence. “You’re married? But you just met, and now you’re married and pregnant?”
Hadn’t we already discussed this?
“Yes,” I snapped and Cailean squeezed me in warning.
“Gertie was wearing pigtails and overalls when we first met. Like we discussed earlier, I’ve had a crush on her since we were kids; she just didn’t want anything to do with the scrawny and awkward fucker I was... until now.”
Lies, lies, lies.
“I don’t think it really matters what I wore when we met,” I said, trying to stay calm as I sent a glare Cailean’s way. “What matters is that we’re having a baby. A baby that will be here no matter how or when we got married. A baby that is no mistake, no matter how or when it was conceived. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”
I was on the verge of throwing up what little I had eaten, so before that could happen, I stood up and walked out. The only place I could easily find in the massive house was the door Cailean had led me through before dinner, so I went back outside and took a few calming breaths. I hadn’t missed the concerned look Cailean had given me as I had walked out, but for now, I focused on breathing and getting myself under control. The fresh air was feeling absolutely amazing on my heated skin as it allowed me to cool of, both mind and body. I felt silly for storming out like that, so I didn’t want to go back inside. Apart from swallowing my pride and face the music back outside, my only other option was to sit down on the swing in the corner. So that was what I did.
As with everything in my life these days, I had a hard time wrapping my mind around what had just happened. However, it felt as if a huge weight had been lifted off my shoulders. The only one left to tell at this point was my dad, and honestly, his reaction wasn’t one that would hold much weight. Sure, I cared about what he thought - he was my dad, after all, I didn’t think I’d ever stop caring - but I knew he wouldn’t be a part of my life simply because of his first grandchild.
The swing made a sudden movement as Cailean sat down next to me. I had been so lost in my thoughts that I hadn’t heard him step out. He put his hand on my thigh possessively, but he let me have my silence.
“You know, I always used to hate this town and everyone in it, especially when the tourists hit it. But now…” I hesitated, trying to find the right words. “Now I can see why you love it so much. From this perspective, it is beautiful and you don’t have to worry about privacy or nosy neighbors.”
“Or you have a lot more nosy neighbors when you live in a mansion,” he argued, but still smiled at me.
“I guess everything has it’s good sides as well as bad, huh?”
“Like marrying someone you hate and then fall completely and utterly in love?” He nudged me carefully and laughed when he saw my glare.
“You’re so full of it,” I mumbled, but this wasn’t the first time I let myself forget who he was.
“You’ll see,” he said smugly. “One of these days, I’ll be able to say ‘I told you so.’”
“I wouldn’t hold my breath.” I rolled my eyes.
“No? You weren’t in there a while ago when my wife proudly declared in front of our family that we’re married?”
“I wouldn’t say I declared it proudly,” I argued weakly. “So much for sticking to our plan, huh?”
“Your plan.”
“Are they okay?” I asked carefully. “It’s a lot to take in. It’s been three months and I still have a hard time wrapping my head around it.”
“They’ll get over it.” He shrugged. “If not, fuck them.”
I let out a short laugh that sounded more like a snort. “They’re family, Cailean.”
“Even if they aren’t on board and all happy-go-lucky, our baby will still be here. There’s nothing we can do about it, and let’s be real for a fucking second, it’s their loss.”
“Do you think we’ll make good parents?” I asked quietly. “We don’t even know each other and we never really did either. I mean, we knew the superficial stuff like you’re rich and I’m poor, you’re a bully and I’m a pushover, but we didn’t really know much beyond that.”
“So let’s change that,” he responded simply. “Just because we didn’t know each other before you got pregnant, doesn’t mean that we can’t know each other after the baby is born. But knowing one another isn’t what would make us good parents, it’s about love and care.”
“But we don’t love each other. How are we supposed to set an example if there’s no love in our relationship?”
I hadn’t realized how worried I’d been about these questions until I asked them out loud. Seeing Cailean’s parents interact with their son and each other, I couldn’t help but want my baby to grow up with that. Sure, my parents had been in love, but their relationship had turned toxic on its best days once my dad started drinking.
“We’ll be fine, babe,” he said in a voice that left no room for arguments as he took my hand in his. “There’s no other option; we’ll make it work whether we like it or not.”
“Okay,” I agreed with a nod.
“What was that?” he asked in mock surprise. “Please do tell me again.”
“Quit it,” I said with a laugh and shoved him.
“Well, my hearing must be wrong, because I’m pretty sure you just agreed with me.”
“If you’re gonna continue mock me every time I do, good luck on hearing it again.”
“Come on, let’s head back inside before you start disagreeing with me again,” he said and stood up from the swing.
I felt my grimace as I looked at his outstretched hand, debating on whether or not to take his offer.
“You sure they’re not too mad at me?”
“Who? My parents?” I nodded in answer. “They’re fine. My mom is inside doing the dishes and my dad is watching soccer as if nothing has changed.”
“And Diane?”
“She left before I came out here. I’m pretty sure she felt your dislike all the way home.”
“I’m not going to apologize for not liking her,” I said and finally took his hand.
“I never expected you to,” he said with a chuckle and led me back inside.
Just as he had said, it was as if everything was back to the way it was before we had dropped our giant bomb at the dinner. Cait was cleaning up in the kitchen and I felt as if I should help, but Cailean insisted to just leave her alone. Something about his tone made it seem as if maybe things weren’t back to normal after all.
Instead of helping, he sat us down on the loveseat in the living room where his dad was watching soccer. Robert offered a nod and a smile in greeting and was quickly back to watching the game as if it held all the answers he was looking for.
I felt awkward sitting there, so against Cailean’s protests, I got up to help his mom in the kitchen. I needed to at least try to fix what I had broken.
“Hey,” I said quietly to not startle her.
She turned around from where she was doing the dishes and smiled at me. “Hey, Gertie.”
“Can I help?” It sounded almost as a plea, but I wanted this woman to like me.
“Nonsense, dearie. But you can keep me company.” She pointed to the set of barstools and I quickly took a seat, fearing she might rescind her offer any moment.
“I’m sorry about earlier,” I said after a few moments of silence.
“You have nothing to be sorry for,” she said, waving me off. “It was just a lot of big news all at once, that’s all.”
“We should have found a different way to tell you guys, but to be honest, I think we’re both still processing everything.”
She nodded and finished the dishes in silence. It seemed as if she was thinking hard about something, so I let her be until she was ready.
“Gertie…” she hesitated, drying her hands on the towel before facing me. “I’m sorry, but I have to ask, was this all planned?”
“No. Not at all.” At my denial, her shoulders seemed to sag in relief. “It was as far from planned as it could be. I hadn’t seen Cailean in years until we stumbled upon each other in Vegas a few months ago.”
“Vegas?”
Crap.
I didn’t know Cailean hadn’t mentioned how we had gotten married. I had just assumed he had and now I had completely blown it.
“Let’s just say we both made some choices we shouldn’t have that night, but we’re trying to make the best of the situation.”
It was only a partial lie, but I had promised to work on our co-parenting relationship for the baby’s sake, so in a way, we were trying to make the best out of our impossible situation.
“Just promise me to always put the baby first. I know my son can be quite stubborn and a handful on his best days, but he will make the best dad there is.”
“I know.” I felt my throat clog up at our exchange because a part of me knew he would be, but the other part knew we still had so many challenges ahead of us.
“Come here,” she said and pulled me into yet another hug I felt deep inside me. “Enough of all these emotions. I’m sure you have enough of them already without me adding to them. How about some pie?”
“I could do with some pie,” I agreed as we pulled apart and just like that, things were back to normal, at least for now.
Instead of walking back to the guys, we sat by the kitchen island and I devoured two slices of cherry pie while she shared a few stories of Cailean as a child. While it was endearing to hear about the little guy who picked dandelions for his mom every Sunday before church because he thought they were real flowers, it was also hard to listen to it all because she wasn’t describing the Cailean I knew. He would never have insisted on giving a girl flowers, weeds or not,
or even considered a girl’s feelings.
I thought for sure that the amount of time I spent with Cait in the kitchen would have meant that the soccer game would be over by the time I walked back to Cailean. No such luck, however. He and his dad were both still engrossed in the game. He barely acknowledged me until I sat down right next to him and he pulled me in for a hug before grabbing the slice of pie I brought him.
“Are you okay?” he asked without releasing me.
“Stop acting as if I just spent an hour torturing the lass,” Cait answered before I had a chance to. “I simply warned her the amount of shitty nappers she has to look forward to if the bairn is anything like its da.”
“Really, Ma?” 
“Oh, you knew it was going to happen,” she said and flopped down next to Robert. “Besides, babies poop.”
“Thanks for the pie, babe,” Cailean said, ignoring his mom.
“Your mom made it.” I shrugged my shoulders, unsure as to why he would be thanking me.
“She didn’t interrogate you too much, then? Pie usually means she’s in a good mood.”
“I heard that, Cailean,” Cait said and turned back to the game.
“I’m fine,” I assured him and I meant it.
He must have sensed my honesty because he let it go, eagerly digging into his slice of pie.
I hated sports and besides football, soccer was one of the only sports I absolutely couldn’t stand. So it was no wonder, pregnant or not, that my eyes started to close on their own and my mind started to turn blank. Instead of nodding off like a fool, I rested my head on Cailean’s shoulder - to keep up appearances and all - and his arm pulled me impossibly closer.
I had no idea how long I had napped for before the rumble in Cailean’s chest roused me enough to hear voices speaking in hushed tones.
“Do take care of her, will you?” There was so much concern in Cait’s voice that it even made me emotional and no matter how tired I was, it made pretending to be asleep a lot harder. “She will be a part of your life forever so put all your ill-feelings behind you.”
“I know, Ma.” I felt, rather than heard, his big sigh.
“Do you? Because the wee laddie or lassie growing inside her doesn’t need to be a part of your past.”
Did she know how he had treated me back then?
“Trust me, I’m trying, okay?”
“That’s all I can ask for. Now take the sweet lass up to bed. She’s probably exhausted. Lord knows how pregnancy treats your body.”
“Good night, Ma,” Cailean said.
“Good night, my sweet lad,” Cait said and I heard what sounded like a kiss on his cheek.
“I know you’re awake, Gert,” Cailean said and I finally opened my eyes to the empty, dark room.
“Barely.” My voice was hoarse as I gingerly sat up, my body still exhausted even though I had taken a nap.
“The bed will be more comfortable.”
Before I knew it, I was airborne in Cailean’s arms as he made his way toward the stairs. 
“Cailean, please put me down,” I pleaded.
“Almost there,” he said without putting me down.
I stopped putting up a fight and chose to look at the pictures that hung on the wall along the staircase. Almost all of them were of Cailean growing up. While I had known what he had looked like up until high school, the photos from college were new to me. He’d played football in high school, but I’d had no idea that he had continued into college. It probably shouldn’t have been a surprise to me, but it was.
“Do you still play?” I asked, gesturing to a photo of him in his early teens, smiling big for the camera in his football gear.
“No,” he said with a scoff. “I only played because it pleased my dad. America doesn’t have rugby, but football is the closest so that’s what it was.”
“Huh.”
I didn’t know why I thought he would have continued to play, it wasn’t like he was playing professionally, but to have played all the way through college just because it pleased his dad? I didn’t understand that, but it was none of my business anyway.
“Welcome to my lair, my lady,” Cailean said dramatically as he set me down on my feet in the doorway to his room.
“So this is your room, huh?” I asked absentmindedly. It was huge. His bed was the biggest one I’d ever seen, with a massive wooden frame, compared to the one I’d grown up with which was just a simple twin sized bed. Everything in here was just so warm and welcoming with dark wood and bricks – who the hell even had a fireplace in their bedroom anymore? Well, Cailean did, and images, very naked images, of the two of us in front of said fireplace flooded my brain.
“You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined you in here,” Cailean whispered as he came up behind me, wrapping his arms around me. It sent a dangerous shiver down my spine.
Why is he doing this to me? I thought as I tried to concentrate on everything but his body so close to mine.
“Stop doing that,” I said weakly and managed to get myself away from him.
“Stop doing what?” he asked even though I could tell by the smug look on his face that he knew exactly what he was doing.
“You know what,” I grumbled and walked over to the bags he had set down on a chair earlier.
“You can stop your bloody pretending.” The words might have been harsh, but his voice was gentle. “I know you want me, your mouth might spew out all those lies, but your body is telling me something different.”
“It doesn’t matter what my body wants.” I decided not to deny the fact that it did indeed want him.
“Keep telling yourself that, Gertie. In my previous experience, the body always wins over the mind.”
I chose to ignore the jealousy that bubbled up when he mentioned his previous experiences by rifling through my bag for pajamas while he went to the bathroom. I had no right to be jealous, nor did I want to be jealous, but the mere thought of him with another woman made me see red.
How the hell were we supposed to live our lives separately yet together? We would be in each other’s lives for the rest of our days and eventually, a woman would take up the spot next to him. A woman who would be my child’s stepmother.
Oh, Lord, please help me.
“Crap, crap, crap,” I muttered over and over again, digging deeper in my bag, unable to find any healthy thoughts or any pajamas.
“What’s wrong, sweetheart?” Cailean asked, coming out of the bathroom, staring over my shoulder. Again, standing way too close for comfort. He smelled like toothpaste and something else that I could only associate with Cailean.
I ignored the delicious smell, and the fact that he had called me sweetheart. “I forgot to bring something to sleep in.”
“It’s okay.” He shrugged and walked away. “You can just sleep naked.”
“Cailean,” I started, but stopped when I saw him smirking at me and I knew that he was just messing with me. A part of me couldn’t help but being disappointed, but I quickly pushed that emotion away where it belonged – deep, deep inside my brain.
“What? Sleeping naked with your husband is such a terrible thought,” he said in a mocking hurt tone.
“When that husband is you, then yes, it is,” I answered back even though I knew that was a complete lie – if you erased the past, Cailean would have been a hot guy that I wouldn’t mind getting naked with at all – and he just proved what a big lie it was when he pulled his t-shirt over his head, revealing his upper body. “What are you doing?”
“Huh?”
Oh my God, I thought as I tried my hardest to look away. He was standing in front of me in nothing but his tight, very revealing, underwear. Sure, I had looked at him after waking up in Vegas, but my memories served me no justice. He was muscular, much more so than I remembered; every inch of my fingers were twitching to touch his abs. He had more tattoos than what I had seen before – from where I was standing, I saw text and designs that looked so personal that I should have looked away. Should have. There was something about this man that made me unable to tear my eyes away.
“You okay there, baby?” Cailean asked after what felt like hours, but I hoped it was more like seconds.
I left out the breath I had been holding and looked away. “There’s not a modest bone in your body, is there?”
“Of course there is. I still have my underwear on, don’t I?” He was smug, which meant that he had caught me staring. He tossed me his t-shirt and said, “You can sleep in this.”
“But it’s yours.”
“So are you, so I’m sure you’ll get along great.”
He turned around and laid down on the bed, dismissing the subject. I didn’t mind and went to the bathroom to change. As I pulled the t-shirt over my head, my senses came alive with Cailean’s scent. I allowed myself a minute to admire his campfire scent before getting ready for bed.
When I got back out from the bathroom after getting ready for bed, I found Cailean looking very comfortable on the big bed. Realization suddenly hit me – he thought we would sleep in the same bed. How had I not thought about sleeping arrangements until now?
There was a couch underneath the window, but it looked more decorative than comfortable. Would a sore body be worth the struggle?
“Just get your ass in bed, Gert,” Cailean muttered tiredly. I was unaware that he had even noticed my hesitation.
“Don’t you dare cross your side of the bed,” I said in my most threatening voice, giving up the struggle of comfort versus personal space.
“Or you’ll do what?” he shot back and scooted toward the middle of the bed.
“I’ll kick your balls. No more babies for you… ever.”
“You’re too nice, there’s no way you would do that. Besides, I think you would end up regretting it more than I ever will.” He sounded so sure of himself as he made himself more comfortable.
“I wouldn’t take advantage of my niceness if I were you,” I said, using my threatening voice again.
“I would never. Now, come to bed already, I’m cold.” He patted the bed next to him as if he was expecting me to come and snuggle up close to him.
“Then scoot over,” I demanded and pulled the blanket down, preparing to get in. However, it turned out to be a big mistake as that also uncovered an almost naked Cailean in the process. Again, the view of his abs made my stomach muscles clench in excitement and for some reason, I couldn’t tear my eyes from him.
Cailean cleared his throat and I looked up at his smug face. “My eyes are up here, you know?”
“Your eyes aren’t nearly as interesting as your abs,” I lied  – his eyes were more than fascinating and he had a way of trapping me with them.
“I guess I’ll have to walk around naked more often, then.”
I got up on the huge bed and lay down as close to the edge as possible. I heard Cailean chuckle behind me as he turned the lights off.
↞ ♥ ↠
He released my nipple with a quiet pop and moved his way down. It would have tickled if it hadn’t been for the fact that I was beyond wanting him at that point.
“Please,” I moaned.
“Please what, baby?” he murmured, placing more kisses along my rib cage. I squirmed underneath his touch, wanting him to touch me everywhere at once. He came back up to my face and planted a small kiss on my lips and pulled away when I leaned in for more. “Tell me what you want.”
“You,” I managed to say. It was the only thing I could say to explain what I wanted. “I want you.”
“I’m yours,” he said as he kissed me along my jaw. “Always.”
“Then please,” I pleaded again and this time he listened. I felt him move and position himself between my legs, his eyes boring into mine as if asking permission – he didn’t need permission, but I still felt myself nod slightly as he pushed forward.
↞ ♥ ↠
I opened my eyes and got blinded by the light that shone from the windows. At first, I had no idea where I was because it didn’t look at all like the bedroom where I had just been. Then I realized that I was in Cailean’s room, his childhood bedroom, and when it dawned on me that it had all been a dream, I was hit by a wave of emotions – longing, lust and sadness.
As I was lying there, contemplating whether or not to wake Cailean up and demand that we relive the dream, he rolled over and gathered me into his arms, pressing his lower body closer to mine. My first reaction was to tense up, knowing very well what was poking my backside. My second reaction, however, was to relax and push back.
“Hmm,” he hummed sleepily in my ear, causing a shiver to run down my spine. It also made me think of my dream and I wiggled a little bit. The want was almost enough to choke me. “If you keep doing that, I can’t promise I’ll be a gentleman anymore.”
“Please,” I heard myself whisper and pushed harder against him. Where on earth had that come from? It couldn’t have been me, begging Cailean to do something. Right?
“Gertie,” he said in a warning tone, moving his hand to my hip to keep me from moving any further.
“Cailean.”
“You let me touch you and you’re mine.”
I kept rolling my hips against him and in that moment, I would have said anything for him to just touch me. To take the ache away.
“Always.” I repeated what he had told me in my dream, hoping it would spur him into action.
I was right.
He wasted no time moving his hand up my body, taking my shirt along with him. It left my boobs exposed, but as long as he was touching me, I couldn’t care less. I reached back and grabbed his head, bringing his lips to my neck and I didn’t even have to tell him in words what I wanted.
As he switched between nibbling, sucking and kissing along my neck, he replaced the hand at my boobs for the one that had been resting underneath my head. This gave his other hand free range to explore the rest of my body and it seemed as if he knew exactly where I needed him because he kept bypassing the spot between my legs.
He chuckled when I let out a whimper in protest.
“Patience, baby,” he scolded, hiking my shirt up further, although I think we both realized that moving in order to get rid of it completely would break the spell, so it was left on. I could feel him wiggle himself out of his underwear and a bolt of uncertainty hit me.
Was I ready for sex again?
He probably felt me stiffen for less than a second and all the kissing and touching stopped. I knew I wanted to be touched, I just didn’t know if I was ready for more than that just now in his childhood bedroom and with his parents somewhere close.
“Touch me, please,” I whispered.
His arms made me feel safe the way they snaked around me. One between my boobs and the other dangerously low. I knew by the way his hand was drawing small circles that he could feel that my stomach was no longer as flat as it had been last time, but for once, I didn’t care. All I wanted was for him to trace those circles just a tad bit lower. I was aching for it.
Grabbing his hand, I pushed it down my panties, hoping he would get the hint. I had never been this forward before, but I had also never been this horny before either.  
He hummed in appreciation as his fingers glided through my folds. I was embarrassingly wet, but I was grateful for it when one of his fingers slipped inside me. He started moving slowly at first, but my hips had a mind of their own and urged him to go faster. I could feel him hard and ready up against my back. Adding a second finger, he started moving his hips in the same rhythm he thrust his fingers inside me. It was as close to real sex as it got and one of the most sexual experiences I had ever experienced. Sad as that was.
“You’re so fucking tight. I can’t wait to fuck you again.”
He was being ridiculous and his words was making my body do ridiculous things such as clench around his fingers and moan.
“Just shut up,” I managed to get out.
In return, he curled his fingers inside me and a sensation rushed through me which caused my eyes to roll back in pleasure.
“I can feel how close you are, baby.” He took my ear lobe in his mouth and gently bit on it.
I could feel my body lock up in his arms as I clenched around him again. As tremors raked through my body, I was vaguely aware of something wet hitting my back and the thought that he, too, had come made a moan slip out before I had the chance to stop it.
I felt powerful in that moment. Everything floated away - our past, our future. The only thing that mattered was the present.
My whole body was tingling and I hadn’t felt this relaxed in a very long time, if ever. It scared me to admit, but I wanted to stay there in Cailean’s arms until I had no choice but to get up. For that reason alone, I knew I needed to somehow untangle myself and take a step back.
“I should go take a shower,” I said when I was somewhat calmer. I was still reeling over the fact that I had let him do that to me, but the orgasm had brought something similar to contentment and my body felt too relaxed for me to care about it.
“There should be some towels already in there,” he murmured in between the kisses he was peppering down my neck. Again, it felt too good for me to stop it.
“Okay.” While I was glad that he hadn’t offered to take one with me, I couldn’t help but be somewhat disappointed. After all, he was the one responsible for the mess on my lower back.
I hadn’t even thought about shampoo or conditioner before stepping into the shower until I saw some fruit scented bottles standing next to what I assumed was Cailean’s stuff. I debated whether or not to use it, but they seemed to be unused. The shower was way better than the one I had at my apartment, and not wanting to face Cailean and what we had just done, I took extra time and care into cleaning myself.
Toweling off, I realized I had been in such a hurry to get away from Cailean that I had totally forgotten to bring a set of clean clothes with me.
Tiptoeing my way back into his room, clutching the towel close, I hoped Cailean would still be asleep and not notice my lack of clothing. Who knew what would happen if I returned naked?
I found that I had nothing to worry about because he was passed out and very… naked. The blanket was twisted around his thighs, leaving his somewhat still-hard dick on display. In true Cailean form, he seemed very comfortable being exposed in such a way. What was next, sharing a bathroom together?
Once I had put on my underwear, I started to make some more noise in the hopes of waking him up. I smelled breakfast and I was starving, but I really didn’t want to go downstairs and face his parents alone. While Cailean seemed comfortable in our relationship, I was far from it and I didn’t want his parents to see right through me.
Fully clothed and with nothing more to occupy myself with, I came face to face with the realization that I might just have to face them alone after all; the growling of my stomach didn’t give me much choice and Cailean was still passed out.
“Where do you think you’re going?” he asked and grabbed me before I could make it to the door, scaring the crap out of me. We fell into a heap on the bed, but he was still careful to make sure my belly hadn’t been squished.
“I’m smelling waffles.” I let out a dreamy sigh at the sweet smell.
“You smell like…” He put his nose against my throat and sniffed loudly. I immediately tensed at his words, waiting for teenage-bully Cailean to make his appearance. He always used to tell me how awful I smelled. Instead he finished with, “Peaches.”
“I found some shampoo in the shower,” I explained, blushing a bit at the thought of smelling like one of his old girlfriends. It was either that or smelling like a man, though. “It was unopened.”
He inhaled deeply and snuggled us closer.
“I would assume so. You’re the only chick I know that has used my shower. I’m sure my mom put it there for you.”
The only one who had used his shower, but not the only one he’d had over. Choosing to ignore that thought, I was about to ask him to get dressed so that we could go downstairs, but my stomach decided to do the talking for me, letting out the loudest growl I’d ever heard.
“What the fuck was that sound?”
“I’m hungry,” I answered simply, too famished to even worry about being embarrassed about the noise.
“I guess we should get some food in you then,” he said, sounding almost regretful as he released me to get out of bed.
“That would be nice.” I smiled, admiring his backside as he moved around the room, again, completely comfortable and not in the least bashful about his nakedness.
For a blinding second, I pictured an alternate future where this would occur on a daily basis and for that tiny second, I felt… happy.
Damn stupid hormones for making me think and feel things I shouldn’t.




Chapter 11
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“DO YOU MIND if we stop by my dad’s house on the way?” I asked Cailean as he settled in the driver’s seat, getting ready for the long drive home. While I wanted nothing to do with my dad at the moment after he didn’t show up yesterday, I still felt some sort of obligation to tell him my news in person. No matter how much Diane had blabbered when she got home yesterday.
“You think that’s a good idea?” Cailean asked, eyeing me skeptically. “Don’t you think he would have been there yesterday if he cared?”
Ouch. True, but ouch.
“He’s still my dad,” I mumbled and wondered why I even bothered defending our relationship. It had never been a great one, but ever since my mom had passed away, it had become pretty much non-existent. 
“I don’t like it.”
“And why not, Cailean? Please tell me why you don’t like me going to see my dad?” I demanded. I hadn’t told him about our relationship, and for some reason, I felt my defenses going up as if we were back in high school.
“Because, Gertie…” he trailed off, seeming to hesitate.
Well, too bad for him, because he had already started and I wasn’t about to let it go.
“Because..?” I urged.
“Don’t you think I haven’t noticed that you hardly ever mention him? Or the fact that you haven’t been chomping at the bits to tell him about his grandbaby? What kind of father would ditch his daughter’s invitation for an important dinner?” I looked at him in surprise. I had sent my dad a message, stressing the importance of this dinner, but I had never once mentioned it to Cailean. “Yeah, I noticed how you kept looking at your phone, waiting for his answer. And that’s just since I met you. Do I need to mention high school?”
“No.” I swallowed thickly, trying to get rid of the emotions that wanted to be set free. I didn’t know if I was angry and offended on my dad’s behalf, or just touched by his protectiveness over us. Bringing up my dad’s alcoholism wasn’t necessary. He’d already made his point. “It doesn’t change the fact that he’s still my dad.”
“Fine, I’ll take you.” He wasn’t happy about it, but it wasn’t up to him if I got to see my dad or not. I couldn’t explain the need to tell him about the baby in person, but I knew I had to. Lord knew what Diane had ended up telling him after coming home last night.
The drive to my dad’s house wasn’t long enough and it wasn’t long before I was walking up the familiar walkway to my childhood home with a heavy weight on my heart. I knew, even before I knocked on the door, that this was not going to go well. I almost regretted demanding that Cailean stay in the car and was about to turn back to drag him with me, but my dad opened the door before I could.
And there he was, tall and proud, a bit older than when I had last seen him. James Anderson. I had gotten my looks from my mother so I didn’t match my dad’s graying blond hair, grey eyes or tall stature.
“Hi,” I said, hating how meek I sounded.
My dad opened the door to let me in and let out a grunt at the sight of me, making me want to fall to my knees and cry in disappointment. “I hear you had a pretty eventful dinner last night.”
No hellos, no pleasantries or small talk. Just straight to business. Maybe it was a good thing his work as a truck driver was a lonely one because he sure wasn’t a people person.
“You would have known if you’d been there,” I answered, not bothering to sit down even though he threw himself in his recliner. The cigarette smell from Diane’s smoking was enough to make me gag so even though this wasn’t already awkward as hell, I wouldn’t be staying long.
“You should know better than to invite me to dinner with the Bakers,” he said, spitting their last name out as if it was poison.
Right. How could I have forgotten that they were to blame for the loss of his career at a big-time long haul trucking company? I thought sarcastically. Because it was their fault that he had been drinking before going on duty.
“We had something to share with all of you, you included.”
“Don’t want to hear it.”
“Where’s Diane?” I asked carefully, willing the tears back.
Why was I subjecting myself to this? Why was there still a small tinge of hope of a better relationship inside me? Why did I think he would accept a grandchild when he barely acknowledged his own daughter.
“Work,” he answered simply and took a big swig of his beer; and I realized as I took in the cluttered living room that it wasn’t the only alcohol he had consumed. This was going to go bad and for the first time ever, I wished I would have listened to Cailean and just let him be. “But don’t worry, she told me you’re carrying the spawn of that boy. If it’s even his.”
The last part of his sentence was muttered around the bottleneck, but I heard them loud and clear.
“I don’t think you’re in a position to judge me, Dad,” I said and gestured toward the empty beer bottles.
“If your mother could see you now, she would be crying in disappointment, wondering what the hell we did so wrong that you had no choice but to open your legs up to Cailean Baker.”
“What?” I breathed out, completely stunned at the words that had just flown out of his mouth. “Mom has nothing to do with this, and even if she did, she would have been happy for me. But she’s not here, Dad, and she’s not coming back.”
“Do you really think so?” He had calmed down a bit, but the calmness wasn’t a good one. “You think she would have been happy that you got knocked up and married your high school bully?”
“What did you just say?” I asked, shocked. I couldn’t have heard right; I hadn’t told anyone about Cailean, except for Hanna and Allie, but there was no way that they had told my dad.
“What, you think we didn’t know? Your mom knew everything, Gertie, and we had no secrets between us.”
I didn’t know what to say to that – I had no idea that my mom knew anything about what was going on in school. I always did my best to hide that stuff, not wanting her to worry about me. I got good grades, the teachers never had anything bad to say about me, and I never got in trouble. How could she have known?
“None of that matters,” I said quietly, not knowing what else to say.
“How can in not matter?” Dad asked, clearly getting frustrated again. “You’re just going to let him bully you again?”
“I didn’t let him bully me!” I was getting frustrated now, too. “I hadn’t seen the guy in almost eight years, we happened to be at the same bar in Vegas and one thing led to the other. He’s my husband and the father of my child, and there is nothing you can do about that.”
No matter how shocked I was at the revelation that my parents knew about Cailean, I wasn’t buying his whole ‘I’m being an asshole because you married your bully’ act.
“You go ahead and live your happily ever after with that guy if you’re delusional enough to believe that he can give it to you. Don’t come crying to me when he screws you over. He is a Baker after all.”
“Like I would come crying to you in the first place,” I hissed and made my way toward the door. “I haven’t done a lot of things I’m ashamed of. Sure, I shouldn’t have gotten married in Vegas, but I would do it all over again because this baby means the world to me. I’m just sorry that you don’t get to share that happiness with me.”
“Just tell me that you’re happy, Gertie,” he pleaded in a whisper as I opened the front door to leave. His words threw me off for a second as they didn’t match any of the conversation or the anger we had just spewed at each other.
“I’m happy, Daddy,” I answered truthfully, not realizing how true it was until I said the words out loud. “And when you’re willing to accept that, you know where to find me.”
Cailean was leaning against his car, smoking a cigarette. He put it out as soon as he heard me close the door, though, but after seeing the look on my face, he seemed to instantly regret it.
I had never felt such a strong need for Cailean’s comfort before, but now I needed him to hold me tight and tell me that everything was going to be okay. I wanted him to reassure me that he would never bully me again or that he hadn’t bullied me into marrying him, even though I knew he hadn’t. Taking advantage of the situation and bullying were two very different things.
That was why I found myself almost running toward him, crushing myself against his hard chest and wrapped my arms around him. It didn’t take long before I felt his arms snake around me and he gave me what I craved – comfort.
I didn’t want to stand there for very long, knowing that my dad was watching us, but I found myself not wanting Cailean to ever let go either. However, as I felt a wave of nausea run through me, I had to take a step back, not wanting to throw up all over him.
“Baby, what’s wrong?” Cailean asked in concern as I was trying to will the need to throw up away.
“Move,” I choked out and ran for the nearest bush, not being able to hold it in anymore. I felt Cailean behind me as he rubbed his hand on my back in comfort as I puked my guts out in Diane’s bush. My mom would never have planted it considering she was allergic to juniper.
“Come on, Gert,” Cailean said gently, helping me to the car and I let him; my body was beyond exhausted and so was my mind. Had the hurtful words I’d heard from my dad actually been said? Or was my mind playing cruel tricks on me?
I was so wrapped up in my mind that I barely noticed Cailean handing me a napkin and a container of mints. I tried to smile in thanks, but I don’t think it ever reached my lips.
“Do you want to talk about it?” he asked, casting a quick glance at me.
“No,” I replied tartly. “Let’s just say he’s not happy about my choices.”
“Gertie, I’m so sorry.”
“Don’t.” I shook my head, looking out the window as I tried not to let tears fall. “Just don’t.”
He was quiet after that and I watched the trees fly by as we made our way through the mountains. I wondered briefly when I had decided that Cailean was more important than mending my relationship with my own flesh and blood. I realized pretty quickly that it wasn’t just Cailean, it was our whole situation. I had to do what made me happy in the end and this baby came with Cailean, they were a package deal, and like I had explained to my dad: this baby meant the world to me already. Which in turn made Cailean part of that world.
“He called me a whore,” I whispered the most hurtful part of my conversation with my dad.
“He did what?” Cailean bit out between clenched teeth, his knuckles turning white on the steering wheel.
“Well, he didn’t actually come out and say it that colorfully, but that was what he meant.”
“Tell me one good reason for me not to turn this car around and beat his ass,” he pleaded and a part of me was glad to see someone other than me being mad on my behalf.
“Because you’re better than him.” I put my hand on his hard thigh to calm him down and even though he eventually relaxed, my hand never left his body.
“I’m going to make sure our boy is raised better than that. No way is he going to walk around calling women whores,” Cailean vowed after a while, taking my hand in his and squeezing it in promise. 
“Who says it’s a boy?” I couldn’t help but to challenge him, no matter how sweet the sentiment was.
“God. Because there’s just no fucking way I can handle a girl.” He looked so worried I couldn’t do anything but laugh at him. The realization that he would be a great dad no matter what hit me like a ton of bricks, and it was just because of that worry. If my dad had showed worry instead of anger and disappointment, things would have been so much easier to handle. “But if it’s a girl, she’ll know nothing but love from me.”
“You’ll be a great dad, no matter if it’s a girl or a boy,” I told him honestly. I had to look away when he looked at me with too much emotion for me to handle. I think he knew how that affected me and instead of saying anything, he just raised our hands and kissed the inside of my wrist and lowered them back to his thigh.
Music filled the silence and while Cailean kept throwing me worrying glances, I chose to ignore them. Nothing short of time travel could fix our problems and I was so done with hearing him apologize.
“Hey,” Cailean roused me from a light sleep a while later, his hand firm on my thigh.
“Huh?” I was confused, thinking we were at my apartment already, but there was nothing but trees around us.
“How many boyfriends have you had?” he asked, casting a glance at me.
I was still in a sleep fog and his hand was still on my thigh, so I was a bit unsure of what he had just asked me.
“You woke me up just to ask me about my dating history?”
Seriously?
“I can’t stop thinking about earlier,” he admitted, pushing his hand up further, so close to touching me in my most sensitive area. “It’s like you were made for me and it fucking kills me to imagine you doing that with another dude.”
“You’ve been thinking about me having sex with another guy?” I asked, mostly to avoid the question he was asking, but also because him touching me was seriously messing with my head.
His pinky grazed the seam of my jeans and I couldn’t stop the gasp that passed my lips at the sensation.
“Just answer the question, Gert.”
“Enough to know… things,” I finally admitted.
Things such as awkward after-sex-talk and how a guy will say pretty much anything to get into your pants. You know, all the fun stuff. Not that I would ever admit to Cailean that I had thought of Ryan, the one and only guy besides Cailean I had been with, as my first boyfriend at one point. That was before he ghosted me after a quick - and I meant that as in under five minutes quick - go on top of his parents’ chest freezer in the garage. He hadn’t even acknowledged that I had been a virgin. It also explained why I had stayed clear from guys since then… well, at least until Cailean had come back around.
He gave me a nod and while he didn’t stop touching me, he didn’t push the subject either. His hand kept stroking my thigh and every so often, his fingers would graze me there. I knew it was on purpose, but for the life of me, I couldn’t stop it from happening. By the time he drove us down the familiar street to my apartment, I was so wound up from his touching, that just the thought of him not fixing it was driving me insane.
“Are you staying?” I asked before I could overthink things. I kept telling myself that I needed him out of my system and the only way to do that was to get a do-over of Vegas.
“Gert,” he said in a hoarse voice and grabbed my face in his palms, giving me no choice but to look at him. “If you’re asking what I think you’re asking, there’s no going back. You do realize that, don’t you?”
“Okay,” was all I managed to get out before he pressed his lips to mine in a forceful kiss that was way overdue.
I moaned into his mouth, giving him access to tangle his tongue with mine, and grabbed a hold of his hair. Something I had been wanting to do for a long time. His hands left my face to explore the rest of my body, but the car was giving us both limited access and he let out a groan of frustration.
“Come on,” he said and pushed away from me with one last kiss to my swollen lips. “You deserve more than a quick fuck in the car. Besides, there’s so much I want to do to you.”
His promise sent a shiver through me as I watched him hop out of the car. I wasted no time grabbing my purse and following him. While he grabbed my bag from the trunk, I searched my purse for my keys, which wasn’t easy to do since I was also trying to walk up the stairs. It wasn’t long before Cailean caught up to me, pulling me into his body as we reached my door.
The key kept missing the keyhole. Or was it just me? Was it the close proximity of Cailean’s body? Was it nervousness about what was about to happen?
What is wrong with me?
I blew out a frustrated breath and tried again, only to fail and for Cailean’s hand to close over mine.
“You’re taking way too fucking long, Gert.” He kissed my neck and I even allowed him more access by tilting my head. Somehow he managed to do that and unlock the damn door. I wasn’t complaining as he pushed the door open and ushered me inside. Our stuff was dumped on the floor and before I knew it, Cailean had me up against the wall with his hands roaming all over my body as if he couldn’t get enough. He wasn’t the only one, though, my hands acting as if they had a life of their own as they explored his strong body.
“Bedroom?” he asked.
“Down the hall to the left,” I quickly responded.
Grabbing a hold of my ass, he picked me up and carried me to the bed, all the while our lips stayed fused together. It was as if I couldn’t get enough of him now that I’d finally let myself have him. Much to my dismay, he broke the kiss and sat up. But before I could protest, he took off his t-shirt and was back on top of me in a flash. As if it hadn’t felt amazing before, feeling his hot skin against mine took things to a whole new level.
His kisses eventually slowed down, but instead of stopping, he kissed his way down to my collarbones and eventually zeroed in on my boobs. As he took one of my sensitive nipples in his mouth, his fingers continued their journey down my body.
I threaded my fingers through his hair, although I didn’t know if it was to pull him closer or to get him to stop sucking my nipples. Instead he simply moved to the other one as his hand stopped exploring and landed between my legs. For a second, instinct told me to close them, but then I realized how stupid that was and opened them up further for him. He’d had his fingers inside me mere hours ago, for Heaven’s sake.
Much like this morning, I could feel how slick I was. It was almost embarrassing, but I had a few weeks worth of pent up sexual frustration to unleash, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise that I was ready to go as soon as Cailean touched me.
He sure seemed to appreciate it when he mentioned how wet I was for him. As much as I wanted to deny that it was all for him, we both knew it was lies. His fingers seemed to explore me while he watched me intensely as if to see what I liked more. Problem was, I liked all of it as he worked his magic on me – going slow and then when I was about to burst from frustration, he would speed up – it was almost as if he knew exactly what my body needed without me having to utter a word.
“Cailean,” I whined, although it came out sounding more like a moan, when he barely grazed my entrance with his fingers.
“What, baby?” he murmured, kissing his way around my neck. The added friction of his scruff was enough to drive me insane.
“More. I need more,” I panted out just as one of his fingers entered me.
“Like this?” he asked, adding another finger.
I was already feeling so full and stretched out, but I still answered, “I want you inside me.”
“Not yet.” He grazed his lips over mine in a teasing manner, only hinting at what I wanted but never giving it to me fully. It was driving me insane. “Just let me watch you for a while.”
I wanted to point out that he’d watched me this morning, but his fingers picked up speed and talking was the last thing on my mind. The way he was curling his fingers inside me while he explored my body was as if he was trying to learn me in ways no other man ever had and that terrified me.
To even the playing field, I reached out my hand toward his jeans and the noticeable bulge that had formed there. I had barely made contact before he hissed and pulled away.
I wondered briefly what was wrong, before he said, “If you so much as touch my cock right now, Gertie, I’m going to fucking explode.”
To keep me from arguing, he bent down and took my nipple in his mouth at the same time he pressed his thumb against my clit. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, my toes curled, and while he didn’t let me touch his dick, I grabbed a hold of his muscular thigh to keep me grounded. Although it did little to help me as I stumbled over the edge and my body tensed up, the orgasm so powerful, I had no idea how Cailean would ever top it.
“Wow,” was all I could say as I watched him pull his fingers out and slip them inside his mouth.
Wha-
“Wow, huh?” His smug face appeared in front of mine and as much as I wanted to slap that look off his face, he had every right to be smug. “There’s more where that one came from.”
“You’re getting ahead of yourself,” I muttered through the sex-fog that orgasm had brought. I looked down at the impressive bulge in his jeans and then slowly drifted my gaze over his tattooed abs before landing on his face. “Should I…?”
“Should you what?” He went back to kissing my neck and up my jaw, before kissing the corner of my mouth. Again with the teasing.
“Help you.”
“You can help me by spreading your legs wide open for me.”
Okay, then. That was easy enough considering they had a mind of their own when it came to Cailean.
He never once took his eyes off me when he got off the bed and stood. I was staring right back at him when he started to remove his jeans and underwear. Again, I’d seen him naked when I had woken up in Vegas and again this morning, but standing in front of me like this, he looked completely different somehow. That famous ‘V’ was still there and it still had the same effect on me as it had before. A blush slowly worked itself up my cheeks as he caught me staring.
“You can stare all you want, baby,” he said with a husky chuckle as he made his way back to lay on top of me. “I’m all yours.”
Ignoring his declaration, I spread my legs for him and he settled between them. I knew I should have been nervous - this was pretty much our first time in my mind - but with tiny little snippets from Vegas flashing through my brain, all I felt was anticipation.
Instead of giving me what I really wanted, he moved his hips against mine and I could feel how hard he was as his dick hit me on my sensitive clit. He was looking down at me, much like he had earlier, and the moment felt too intimate. But, no matter how much I wanted to look away, his blue eyes held mine prisoner while he moved ever so slowly on top of me.
“Are you ready for my cock, Gertie?” he asked in a groan.
“Yes,” I managed to breathe out, the dirty talk only fueling my need for this man.
Holy hell, I felt close to another orgasm and if he kept going like he did, I would for sure explode again. How embarrassing would that have been? Coming twice before we even have sex as if I had never touched myself before.
He lined himself up and I grabbed a hold of his neck, silently urging him to kiss me. His lips met mine just as he pushed forward.
“Ah,” I moaned on instinct rather than will, feeling the burn as he continued to work himself inside me.
“What’s wrong? Are you okay? Is it the baby?” he asked panicked and was about to pull out, but I stopped him, holding him tight between my thighs.
“I’m okay. I just need a minute to adjust,” I assured him. “I just didn’t remember you being this… big.”
I realized too late that I had basically given him a compliment, but the way he was slowly moving in and out of me quickly made me forget anything but the feel of him. I could feel myself relaxing around him and as soon as the tension left my body, so did whatever little pain I had felt.
“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he moaned in my ear as he picked up his speed. I started meeting his thrusts as if my body knew exactly what it was supposed to do. “So fucking tight. I’m not gonna last long.”
“Cailean,” I moaned as his fingers found my clit again. I was too sensitive from earlier and the way he was rubbing me only made it so much more intense.
“Come with me, babe,” he said.
I hitched my leg higher around his waist, causing him to slide in deeper and we both moaned at the new sensation. I didn’t know what to do with all the pleasure that was flowing through my body, it was almost as if it all became too much. I dug my nails into his hard ass as he pumped into me, trying to get him to go deeper.
“Fuck, Gertie,” he groaned and attacked my mouth in a hard kiss that left me in a puddle.
With one last pinch on my clit, I fell over the edge again, squeezing Cailean so close to me that I was sure we wouldn’t be able to tell where one started and the other ended. In my bliss, I could feel him tense over me as he groaned out his release as well.
“Bloody hell,” he whispered breathlessly as he kissed me.
“You could say that,” I agreed, trying to get my stiff fingers and legs to release him. I didn’t want to let him go, scared that it would burst the little bubble we had just created.
“I would stay inside you forever, but I don’t wanna crush you,” he whispered as if he had just read my mind, placing a hand on my belly.
I finally got my limbs to cooperate and reluctantly let him go. If he saw my hesitancy, he didn’t comment on it for which I was grateful for. I winced as he pulled out of me and I had no doubt I would feel sore tomorrow.
“You okay?” he asked with one last kiss before he laid down next to me.
“Yeah,” I whispered and I was. What scared me was the fact that I was more than okay. I felt better than I’d had in a long time. “I’m just going to clean up real quick.”
As much as I wanted to cozy up on the bed with him, I needed some breathing room to put up my walls again, and I let out a sigh of relief as I closed the bathroom door behind me. The walls I had specifically put up for Cailean around my heart was slowly but surely falling. While I was proud of myself for going after what I wanted tonight, I knew that once wouldn’t be enough. And, without those walls up, I had no idea where that would leave me.
Beyond hurt, my conscious responded for me.
When I had finally put myself together enough to clean up, I realized that we hadn’t even discussed using a condom as I felt the stickiness between my thighs.
Stupid, stupid, stupid.
As much as I wanted to trust that he was clean, I had no way of knowing. I mean, it had been months since we’d had sex last time and for all I knew, he could have gone to someone else while he waited for me to stop fighting him.
I was going to confront him and as soon as I was all cleaned up, I barged out from the bathroom and stopped short at the image of him standing by the door, fully clothed. Embarrassment flushed my cheeks. Why had I just assumed he would be spending the night? But wasn’t that what you did after having sex?
“I need to go check on the bar,” he supplied as an awkwardness fell over us.
“Of course,” I mumbled, wishing he would just leave so I could wallow in my embarrassment alone.
“I’ll text you later.”
He’ll text me later? I’d just shared my body with him again and he’d text me later? This just proved how stupid all of this was. I obviously couldn’t separate my body from my feelings, no matter how much I wanted to.
“You do that.”
He made his way over to where I was standing and I backed up, not wanting him this close to me. My body couldn’t be trusted around him.
I turned just before his lips hit my heated cheek. The sting of rejection wasn’t allowing me to let him kiss me like that again. Of course, he didn’t let that go and instead simply took a hold of my chin and forced me to face him. I had no choice but to let his lips meet mine that time, not that I ever really had a choice when it came to Cailean. His kiss wasn’t soft or gentle. It was hard and all-consuming as if he wanted to imprint himself on me, and I’d be damned if it wasn’t working.
“I just fucked you. You’re mine. You were mine the moment you let me inside you the first time. Don’t ever deny me your lips again.”
“Please just go,” I whispered weakly, hating myself for enjoying every little ounce of affection he threw my way.
He gave me a slow nod as if understanding my inner turmoil and gave me a chaste kiss before silently leaving my apartment.




Chapter 12

◆◆◆
 




“HERE. FILL THESE boxes with the things you need right now and we’ll take care of the rest later.” Cailean dumped the two boxes on my floor and stared at me expectantly. “Now.”
“Huh?” I was so confused. Why was he even here in the first place?
I hadn’t seen or spoken to him since he left my apartment three days ago and now I had barely let him inside the door before he had hit me with his demand. I’d buried myself in work, ice cream and Netflix in order to distract myself from him. Seeing him now, standing there once again in jeans and a hoodie, I realized it had all been for nothing. Sure, I was still mad at how he had just left that night, but mostly I was just angry with myself and my reaction.
“Come on, pack your shit up,” he demanded again.
“I haven’t been able to find a place yet,” I told him and sat back down in the nest I’d made myself on my couch, not wanting to tell him that Allie was most likely gaining a new roommate in the next week or so. “And I’ll need more than two boxes for my things.”
“You’re moving in with me,” he stated, taking his ball cap off to drag a hand through his hair before putting it back. “At least for now. So get some crap together so we can go. I have a bar to run.”
Asshole much?
“Excuse me?” I couldn’t possibly have heard him right. “You can’t show up here after the way you left last time and make demands you know damn well I want nothing to do with.”
“I tried calling and texting you like I promised, didn’t I?” He had, but I had ignored all of it. To be honest, I had ignored everything about our situation the last couple of days and I felt pretty miserable about it. “I know I can’t force you to do anything, but I’m trying to make things easier, okay?”
Damn him. It was easy to be mad at demanding and controlling Cailean, but once he turned on his softer side, all bets were off.
“Easier on who, Cailean?” I asked as he sat down on the couch next to me. “Because nothing about this has been easy so far.”
“Come here.” Demanding Cailean was back as he dragged me across the couch until I was straddling his lap. The position was way too intimate, but I didn’t move. “Things worth fighting for are rarely easy, Gert, and I’m going to fight for my family.”
“We’ve managed so far.” I wasn’t ready for things to change, which I knew was impossible due to my impending homelessness, but still...
“Managed, sure, but who the hell wants to manage life instead of living it. Besides, that was when you had a job to pay for an apartment.” The tightening of his arms took some of the sting out of his words, but it still hurt to think about. “What are you going to do, huh?”
“I don’t know.” I put my forehead against his and just breathed him in for a second. It was so easy to forget who he used to be in moments like these. “But I can’t move in with you.”
“Says who?”
“I do. Cailean, we barely know each other and I don’t think it’s a good idea to start whatever relationship we have while moving in together. That’s a disaster in the making.”
“Relationship? We’re married, for fuck’s sake.”
“Legally maybe, but we’ve only had sex twice-”
“Three times, and we’ll be having a lot more,” he interrupted.
I raised my eyebrows both at the cokiness in his statement, but also about the fact that we’d had sex three times. I could only guess that the extra time had happened in Vegas. Maybe we’d had sex before the shower.
“I’ll consider it,” I said finally, just to satisfy him for now. As per usual, we could go around in circles for hours if one of us didn’t stop.
“Fine, but we both know how this is going to end.”
I didn’t deny it, mostly because it scared me to death that he was probably right. For now, his offer was the best one. As much as I loved Allie, I knew we would never be good roommates. Besides, she was married and what husband truly wanted his wife’s homeless and jobless friend living with them? It didn’t matter how sweet Nick was, I couldn’t do that to him. If I had to mooch off of my baby’s dad for a few weeks, then so be it.
To get both our minds off the subject, for now at least, I leaned forward and sealed my lips to his. It was something I had sworn over the last few days that I would never do again, but it was becoming harder to resist him and the way he made me feel.
“Why did you leave like that?” I asked and I hated how small my voice sounded, but if we were going to keep doing this, I needed to know what to expect.
“I had been gone from the bar for too long. I don’t like it.”
“Bullshit.” It might have been part of the truth, but we both knew he trusted Sebastian with that bar.
“It freaked me out, okay?”
“Having sex with me freaked you out?” I did my best to keep the hurt out of my voice, but I wasn’t fooling anyone. “Then why would you want to do it again?”
“I’m not used to sex meaning something. I fuck and I leave, as bad as that sounds. But with you, it was different somehow… I don’t know. I just… you’re different. You have always been different, but it hit me that night just how different you are.”
“Different,” I said, mulling the word over in my head. “Good different or bad different?”
“Definitely good,” he promised and ended our conversation by fusing our mouths together again.
He pulled my t-shirt over my head and as soon as I was free, my hands made work on getting him naked.
The clink of his belt buckle sounded loud in my small apartment as I unbuckled him. For some god awful reason, he had chosen to wear jeans with a button up fly and my eager fingers were shaking as each button opened.
Not once did he offer to help me, but his hands kept stroking my thighs as if to keep himself from pushing my hands away. I didn’t know if it was because he wanted to give me the illusion of control or if he simply wanted this time to be on my terms alone.
“Next time I suggest you wear normal jeans,” I muttered when I had finally freed him enough to pull his dick out. He moaned as I grabbed a hold of him and started stroking. “Or maybe sweatpants. That would be better.”
“Oh, yeah? Like this?” he taunted and grabbed a hold of my panties before pushing them to the side, exposing me.
I tossed my head back, lost in the sensation of him exploring me and my strokes were getting sloppy, but that was what he got for distracting me.
“Yes,” I moaned, but I wasn’t sure if it was in response to his question or if I was agreeing to what he was doing to me.
“Or you’ll just have to practice undoing buttons.” He leaned forward and managed to capture my nipple in his mouth, biting down on it. “My buttons.”
“I like pushing them instead,” I teased, unable to help myself.
“There’s no one else I would rather have around pushing my buttons while practicing unbuttoning my pants.”
I knew he was making fun of me, but my retort got lost when he slipped a finger inside me. Adding another finger, he put pressure on my clit as he started working me. It was amazing how fast I got to that sweet edge of bliss, but I wanted more.
“I want you,” I moaned into his ear.
His movements stilled and he reared back to look at me with intense eyes. I had no idea what I had said to get this reaction out of him, but then the sweetest smile appeared on his face.
“I’ve never heard you say something so beautiful.” He smirked and leaned in to give me a fierce kiss. His fingers were still inside me and on instinct, I started moving my hips to get some friction. “Nah-ah, you’ll come on my cock, babe.”
He pulled his fingers out of me, but before I could protest, he lifted me slightly so that they could be replaced with the head of his dick.
Slowly, inch by inch, I lowered myself onto him. The feeling of him stretching me was something I would never get enough of.
This position was new, as far as I knew, and while I didn’t want to come off as some inexperienced teenager, my slow movements as I got used to feeling him this way were uncertain at best.
“You okay?” he asked, taking his gaze off where we were joined to look me into my eyes instead. I almost preferred it the other way. It felt less intimate somehow. Now it felt as if he could ready every little insecurity I had.
“Mhmm,” I managed to get out as I picked up my speed.
No words were needed as I grew more comfortable in my movements. Cailean’s hands were roaming all over my body as if he couldn’t decide where he wanted to touch me first. Eventually he settled his big palms on my ass, giving it a big squeeze before he started helping my movements.
The whole time, his eyes never left my face and I found myself having a hard time tearing my gaze away. It was as if we were in a bubble, nothing else mattered in that moment except the way we made each other feel.
“I can feel you getting close.” He grabbed a hold of my hips to help me move on top of him faster. “Tell me what you need.”
“More,” I pleaded, my fingers finding a grip in his hair. “I need more.”
I didn’t need to explain further. I didn’t even think I could have even if he hadn’t understood my body the way he did. Luckily for me, he knew exactly what I needed and managed to get one hand between us to stroke me where we were joined while his mouth teased my nipple.
I tossed my head back, unable to look at him as my orgasm soared through my body. If Cailean hadn’t had a tight hold of my body as I rode through the ecstasy, I would have fallen off the couch. 
“Ah, fuck,” he groaned, holding me still as he emptied himself inside me.
There was no sweeter sound I had ever heard from him than when he came. It sent shivers all throughout my body and I swear I got goosebumps. 
I massaged his scalp as his breathing against my neck slowed down and we both came back to earth. Sharing an experience like this with him always got to me. It amazed me how two people that were so opposite of each other could work together so well.
“You have to let me go so I can go clean up real quick,” I whispered even though I made no move to fight his hold.
“Or we can just stay here all night.” He twitched inside me as if to make a point.
“Hmm,” I hummed, oddly content where I was and when his big hands began stroking my back, I would be asleep in minutes if I didn’t get up. So, after a little while, I finally got off him. Both of us groaned in protest as our bodies separated.
This time when I walked out of the bathroom, he was slung out on the couch, controller in hand as if he belonged there.
“I thought you said you had a bar to run,” I commented and hesitantly sat down next to him, not really knowing what to do.
“I have the night off. I just wanted you to get your shit so I could get you over to my place sooner.” He eliminated the space between us by pulling me to his side. While he had put his clothes back on and we weren’t skin to skin anymore, it still felt intimate. “I figured we could watch a movie or something. Maybe get you some real food to eat.”
I cringed at the sight as he gestured to the empty container of ice cream  and a bag of chips on the coffee table. To be fair, it was the only thing in my kitchen that I could stomach right now.
“Nothing in my kitchen sounded good,” I said defensively.
“Here, you pick something to watch and I’ll go get us something.” He got up and handed me the controller. “Just please don’t pick some mopey and weepy shit.”
With a quick kiss and checking his pockets for his things, he was almost at the door when I called out, “Mashed potatoes.”
“Mashed potatoes?”
“Yes, I could kill for some mashed potatoes right now. And coleslaw. Oh, and don’t forget the bread!”
He looked at me with a confused expression for a minute before nodding. I didn’t find anything wrong with my request, just some good ol’ American cooking.
“I’ll be back.”
And he did come back with a big bag from KFC with everything I had requested, but enough to feed at least another five people. Leftovers, he had explained because apparently he didn’t like my choice of ice cream and chips for dinner.
He stayed with me that night and after having his way with my body once again - not that I was complaining - he just held me until I fell asleep. I knew then that my decision had already been made.
↞ ♥ ↠
It only took one of Cailean’s boxes for my most precious possessions and then a bag for the clothes that still fit me. There were only a couple of things left to grab at the apartment, but the furniture had come with it so there wasn't much.
It was humiliating to walk through the doors of Murray’s four days later and to add to the pile of shit was my car. It had refused to start after I had gotten off work for the very last time, so here I was, close to tears with one small box, a bag of clothes and a recommendation letter. Sure, I could have waited to move until the weekend, but I had been driving around with my things in the trunk of my car for a couple of days now and Cailean’s bar was closer and within walking distance while mine wasn’t. I’d taken my car’s breakdown as a sign that it was time to suck it up and just get it done with.
“Hi, Gertie,” Charlotte greeted as if we’d known each other since we were kids. To be honest, I hated faked kindness, but there was something about Charlotte that was growing on me the more I saw her. “Do you need any help with that?”
I looked down at the box in my hands and shook my head. I was still ready to bolt and I wouldn’t be able to if she took my stuff.
Where will you go?
“Is Cailean here?” I asked, looking around. The bar was starting to fill up, which wasn’t a surprise since it was a Friday night.
“No.” She shook her head. “But Sebastian is; want me to get him?”
“No, thank you,” I answered. If Sebastian saw me, Hanna would find out about my situation before I was ready to tell her. “I’ll just wait for Cailean.”
“Okay, want me to store your stuff back here?”
I looked between her and my box, knowing it would be in the way as the bar got busier, but I still wasn’t ready to not bolt. In the end, I let her put it in the staircase that lead to Cailean’s apartment. I should have just asked her if she had a spare key to the place so I could wait up there, but surprisingly, the atmosphere of the bar soothed me. So I stayed and chatted with her when she had a few minutes to spare while sipping on a soda. I learned that she had been working for Cailean and Sebastian for almost a year now, and that she was going back to school for a Bachelor’s Degree in Education.
Impressive. Maybe I should go back to school?
For what, I didn’t know. My passion had always been numbers and money, making everything come together in full circle.
“You’re married?” I asked, gesturing toward the two rings hanging from a chain around her neck.
“Oh,” she uttered and quickly tucked them back inside her top. “Um, sort of-”
“Gertie?” Sebastian asked, interrupting whatever Charlotte was about to say.
“Hey,” I said with a shy smile, turning toward him. I didn’t know how to explain my reasoning for being here, but at least my things were tucked away so I didn’t look like a homeless person anymore.
“Cailean should be back soon,” he explained, his brown eyes full of questions. He knew how I felt about Cailean so his confusion as to why I would want to see him made sense. He scratched his black beard, something he had let grow out after the wedding, and asked, “Did you want to wait in the office or something?”
“I’m good, thanks. Charlotte’s been keeping me company.”
“Right.” He made a move to leave, but turned back to me before he could. He seemed hesitant, almost as if he wanted to say something, but didn’t really know how. Sebastian may be married to one of my best friends, but other than that, we didn’t really have much in common. “Look, Cailean may be my cousin and all, but me and Hanna will always be here if you need anything.”
His eyes shot down toward my midsection as if to tell me that my baby was included in that sentiment. It was sweet and a bit unnerving that he seemed to know what was going on.
“Thank you,” I answered. Truly, what else could I have said? Besides, it seemed our conversation made him a bit uncomfortable so I didn’t want to drag it out longer than necessary.
Turned out, I didn’t need to wait long before Cailean came back.
“Gert?” he asked from behind me. I spun around to face him and noticed that he was wearing gym clothes, and looked a bit out of breath and sweaty. Now, that should have grossed me out, but instead it had the opposite effect. “What are you doing here?”
“I’ll give you three guesses,” I replied sarcastically.
He stepped into my space and gave me a chaste kiss before asking, “Where are your boxes?”
How the bastard knew exactly what I was doing here, I had no idea. Not that it would take a rocket scientist to figure it out, but still.
“My things are in the stairwell. I didn’t have a key,” I answered with a shrug.
“We’ll take care of that.” He grabbed my hand, giving me no choice but to follow him. “This is all you brought?”
I looked to the box and the bag that he was pointing at. “Yes. I mean, I have a few heavier things, but that’s all I need for now.”
Instead of answering me, he let my hand go and took both of my things without much effort. Granted, he was in better shape than me, but I had been huffing and puffing a bit after carrying them from my car and here he was, not even breaking a sweat.
Unlocking the door, he carried my box over to the coffee table.
“If you don’t mind, I’m just gonna hop in the shower real quick.”
“Sure.” What else was I supposed to say? Did he want me to join him? Was he giving me space so I could unpack? I felt like a fish out of water as I watched him walk toward the bathroom, dropping my duffle bag by the bedroom.
“Feel free to snoop. I shouldn’t be too long,” he said with a wink and didn’t even bother closing the bathroom door behind him.
Me? Snoop? Pfft. Right.
Okay. I could admit, I was a snooper, but this was different. It didn’t feel right. He had invited me to share his home and snooping felt as if I was invading what little privacy he had left.
Seeing the apartment with new eyes, I noticed that it felt a lot smaller than it had the other times I’d been there. The bathroom was right next to the bedroom and opposite that was a small closet that was now open, and not a closet at all. It was my new laundry room. While it was only big enough to hold the washer and dryer, it was a big upgrade from the laundromat I was used to. The kitchen was a bit bigger than mine had been, but still a bit small, and instead of cramming in a dining room table, Cailean had simply put bar stools by the counter. Again, functional, and it wasn’t as if I could complain. It was a lot better than being homeless.
Cailean joined me in the kitchen a few minutes later, wearing a clean, black t-shirt and jeans. I hadn’t even noticed the shower turning off.
How will I ever get used to being this close to him?
“So what are the rules?” I asked, looking around. I didn’t know why I felt so awkward, but I did. Moving in together was a big deal. From now on, there was no escaping him and no avoiding each other. Until I could figure my shit out, as Cailean so nicely had put it a few days ago, this was my new reality.
“Rules?” He chuckled. “Babe, we’re two adults living together. Rules are unnecessary.” 
Right.
Aside from college dorm living, I had never actually lived with someone before that wasn’t my parent. Rules had made sense. Rules made things clear. Rules were tidy and neat and easy to organize.
“As long as things stay the same as before, then fine.”
“Gert,” he started, trapping me in his arms. “The moment you decided to move in with me, everything changed.”
“It’s not like you gave me much choice,” I argued.
“And what choices did you have exactly? It was either sleeping on Allie’s pull out couch or sharing a bed with me. We both knew exactly what you would choose.”
“I never agreed to share a bed with you.”
Crap. I hadn’t even thought about that.
“Let’s be clear on something, Gertie.” He spun me around so I was forced to look into his blue eyes. “You’re staying with me and you’ll be sleeping in that bed with me. End of discussion.”
I rolled my eyes at his bossiness, but I’d come to expect it when it came to Cailean.
“No rules, my ass,” I muttered under my breath.
“If you’re hungry, I got you some mashed potatoes, or there’s some pancake mix in the pantry,” he explained and showed me the shelf that did indeed hold multiple packs of each.
“You’re not staying?”
“Sorry, Friday is double-coverage night.” He shrugged his shoulders apologetically and while it was nice to see a side of Cailean that was more on the sweeter side, I definitely didn’t want him to move his schedule around because of me.
“I didn’t ask you to stop running your bar just because I moved in with you for a couple of weeks. I’ll be fine on my own, you know?”
“Doesn’t mean I like to leave you up here all alone.”
“I don’t care. I’m going to take a shower and trust me, I won’t be able to stay awake much longer than that.”
He groaned and squeezed me tighter. “Don’t mention you naked in a shower and expect me to go back to work.”
“I’m sure you’ll be too busy to think about me doing anything.”
“I’m never too busy to think about you.” He bent down and kissed me. I knew by the possessiveness of the kiss that if I didn’t break it off myself, it would turn into much more than a goodbye kiss.
“You’ve got a bar to run,” I said and stepped away.
“I do.” He sighed heavily and turned toward the door. “Lock this behind me. I should be back in a couple of hours.”
I did as he asked, but instead of taking a shower as I had said, I was too busy taking in my new, temporary, home. By the time I was done doing exactly what I told myself not to do, snooping around Cailean’s boringly normal apartment, I was way too tired to stand upright, let alone take a shower.
Falling asleep in Cailean’s bed was no hardship; apart from being exhausted, his bed felt like heaven and smelled just like him. I didn’t wake up when he got off work, but I did register a pair of strong arms and a warm body envelope me at some point in the night.
Again, no matter how crappy my day had been, I felt content by the time morning rolled around. 
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MOVING IN WITH Cailean proved to be pretty easy considering how our relationship had been up to that point. It probably helped that he spent ten or more hours per day down at his bar. Most days, I just saw him briefly in the morning and whenever we ran into each other during the day. It always ended up with him pulling me to his chest when he got home and then we started over again the next day.
It had been almost a week already and I was going stir-crazy being holed up in his apartment. I had been applying for job after job, but things like that took time to hear back about and I wanted a job now.
This was why I found myself down at the bar, something I hadn’t really done since the night I moved in. Cailean had gone down after sharing a lunch with me, or breakfast for him, and that was a couple of hours ago. While I didn’t want to seem needy or clingy, I actually missed him. Or maybe I was just lonely.
“Ran out of things to watch on Netflix?” Cailean asked with a smirk when I showed up in his office.
“I’m bored.” I shrugged, not really denying his statement. “I’m not used to just sitting around like a couch potato.”
“You’re pretty cute for a potato,” he joked and pulled me into his lap. From the look of things, he was working on payroll and my fingers itched it get my hands on the numbers.
“Good, because if I continue this way, you’ll be having sex with one pretty soon.”
“You’re jokes are terrible, babe,” he said with a chuckle.
“Yet you’re laughing.” I smiled in triumph.
“True.” He smiled. “How about you keep Charlotte company while I finish this up and then we can go do something?”
“Charlotte’s pretty busy and I don’t want to go do something, I want to work.”
“You’re not working the bar,” he said in a firm tone.
“I wasn’t saying that. Just maybe let me… help?”
“Help with what, exactly?” he narrowed his eyes in suspicion as he looked at me.
“These,” I gestured toward the paper in front of him and there was no hiding the excitement in my voice.
“You want to help me with paperwork?” He was confused and I detected a bit of disgust in his voice.
“Yes. Can I? Pretty please?” I shot him my best puppy dog eyes.
“You don’t play fair and if you want to do my paperwork, by all means, weirdo.” He pushed us away from his desk and stood up, setting me on my feet. “You need my help, I’ll be in the bar helping out.”
And with that, he left me alone in his office. While he hadn’t given me specific instructions on how to complete it, my snooping skills and previous experience had the task completed within a few hours. It felt good to have something to do, something that used my brain instead of turning it to mush, which it felt as if the TV had been doing.
Walking back out to the bar, a crowd has formed in the hours that I had been holed up in Cailean’s office. I watched him behind the bar from afar, and I couldn’t help but to feel wonder as I saw him interact with his customers. I was perhaps a little bit jealous when a woman would come up and he would flash that smile of his, but other than that, I understood why he had been in such a hurry to get out of the office and back to where he belonged.
I found an open spot in Sam’s section of the bar and sat down, continuing to watch Cailean pour drinks.
“Hey, mama,” Sam greeted, his tanned skin making his white teeth flash as he smiled at me. “What can I get you?”
“A Diet Coke would be nice.”
“Caffeine-free okay?” he asked, leaning closer. “Boss ordered them specifically for you and we are under strict orders to not serve you anything with caffeine in it.”
“Of course he did.” I rolled my eyes, not at all surprised by Cailean’s protectiveness. “And it’s fine.”
He looked relieved as he went to get my drink. It made me wonder if Cailean had prepared them for something worse.
I sat on that chair, watching Cailean mostly, but also the customers. I’d always been a people watcher, but it had been a while since I had taken the time to just sit down in public. My people watching got interrupted when a guy squeezed in between me and my neighbour. At first I thought he was about to chat her up, but then he turned toward me and did a full once-over. I fought a shudder as his eyes stayed at my boobs. I wasn’t wearing anything revealing, but you could still see a bit of a cleavage and the way he was staring made me regret my choice.
“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked, without meeting my eyes.
“I’m good,” I answered and gestured toward the drink in my hand.
“Let me buy you your next one,” he insisted.
“I know the owner, so there’s no need.”
Before the guy could respond, Cailean came up behind me. I had been so focused on trying to get the guy to leave, I hadn’t even noticed Cailean leaving his spot behind the bar.
“You good, babe?” he asked, throwing his arm around my shoulders. He might have asked me the question, but his eyes were on the guy. I wanted to roll my eyes at his behavior, but honestly, I was glad he had showed up when he had.
“I’m good,” I confirmed and squeezed his hand that was resting on my shoulder.
I looked up at him, begging him not to cause a scene. I knew what was going through his mind - I’d been watching him interact with women for the past half hour - but the difference between us was that I hadn’t acted on my jealousy. As much as I appreciated him coming to be by my side, him getting into a fight was the last thing I wanted.
I sighed in relief when he gave me a nod and simply turned his focus off the guy. I thought for sure when the guy turned to leave that Cailean would be going back to help behind the bar, instead he bent down and gave me a toe-curling kiss.
His kiss was possessive and claiming. While I would have been mad at his alpha behavior, I was glad because it meant that I got to claim him as well. In that moment, in that bar, Cailean Baker was mine.
“How about we take this upstairs?” he asked huskily when we pulled apart.
“Well, what are you waiting for?”
That night I learned what rough jealousy sex felt like and if every time the green eyed monster came out to play resulted in that, then I wouldn’t mind it at all.
↞ ♥ ↠
“Something’s been bugging me since we got back home from Leavenworth,” Cailean admitted after we had just shared lunch the next day. To be honest, something had seemed to bother him since our trip home, but I had been too chicken to confront it. Besides, I had figured it was just his protective nature after the whole fiasco with my dad. He’d been more attuned to what I needed and he had been touching me more and more as if to make sure I was still here.
“That was two weeks ago,” I said.
“I know.” He sighed and sat down, pulling me to straddle him. I had a feeling he put us in this position on purpose, to keep me from running away. I was not about to like whatever he was about to say. “It’s been on my mind quite a bit since you moved in and started helping me with the bar.”
Started helping with the bar seemed to be a big statement; I’d only helped him once and I’d gone down there this morning to look through things. Still, he made it seem as if I was working for him now, and maybe I was. I wasn’t quite sure anymore, but I liked the idea of it so I wasn’t complaining for once.
“What is it?” I asked, feeling worry spread through my body.
“I used to hate you,” he started, squeezing my thighs as if he was having a difficult time telling me all this. Was I finally going to find out what I had done so wrong to deserve his bullying? “Like really hate you.”
“Trust me, I wasn’t liking you very much either.”
“I hated you because you were so fucking beautiful and pure, and so goddamned innocent. You still are.”
“Well, that’s dumb.”
“You came from something so ugly.” I flinched at his words, trying to pull away from him. He wasn’t letting me. “All I kept thinking was, how dare you be so bloody beautiful with your white skin and dark hair? Trade in your overalls for a dress and you would have looked like a Disney princess. I still can’t watch those fucking movies without thinking about you.”
“I didn’t come from something ugly,” I argued, my body turning to stone at his harsh words. My mom had been the most wonderful person and here he was, calling her ugly.
“Your dad killed my uncle.”
“What?” Everything stilled as I tried to process what he was telling me.
“Your dad killed my uncle,” he repeated. “Ran him over in his semi.”
“No, he didn’t.”
“Think. Think real hard about where your dad was for a few years before I came into your life. Think about all the jobs your dad has had since then.” He placed his forehead against mine and looked me in the eyes. I closed them, hoping to erase all the truth I had seen shining in his.
I didn’t want to think about the three years my parents had been separated, and I didn’t want to think about jobs my dad had supposedly turned down because the pay wasn’t good enough, and I didn’t want to think about the fact that my dad hadn’t worked a real job since way before my mom passed away.
Because if I forced myself to think about it, everything Cailean was telling me made sense. And there was no way, no matter how bad or drunk my dad was, that he had killed someone.
Accident or not.
No way.
No.
“It’s not true. If he killed someone, he would still be in prison, Cailean.”
“Vehicular homicide and he got out after not even serving half his sentence.”
I got off his lap and this time he let me. Pacing the floor in front of him, I tried to make sense of what he was telling me, but it still couldn’t be true.
“It’s not true,” I repeated.
“We moved here to fight your dad getting released. My uncle had run a dental office over in Leavenworth so while the trial and everything was going on, my dad stayed there and kept things running and to make sure your dad got put away for good.”
“Your parents invited me for dinner,” I argued, because who would invite the daughter of the person who killed your brother for dinner? 
“Because they know you’re not your father. I was so young when my dad decided to move us over here permanently and I blamed you for that.”
“So you decided you had to get me drunk, marry me and then proceed to fuck me.” Tears pooled in my eyes at the realization that everything had been a lie. “Why? To get revenge?”
“Marrying you? Yes, that was revenge. The fucking was just an added bonus.”
Wow. Was this really happening?
“Good to know.” My words sounded cold even to me, but his whole confession just proved that he was still the same person. How had I let him get this control over me again? It looked as if my dad had been right for once.
Gosh, had he really killed someone?
“Babe, stop,” he said, trying to prevent me from leaving the living room by grabbing my hand. I hissed at him and put as much distance as possible between us. “I realized when we went up to see my parents that you’re nothing like your dad.”
“And what about our baby? Was that all planned, too? Trap me with you forever. Now, that would be an epic revenge.”
I was pacing around the apartment, trying to find everything I needed to get out of here.
To leave. I needed to leave.
I couldn’t be in the same room as Cailean a minute longer.
“Gert, stop, please.”
“Although, since I’m such an ugly person, I can’t for the life of me understand why you would even want to be married to me, let alone be tied down with me forever.”
I had finally managed to put on a coat and a pair of shoes. I could come back for the rest of my stuff later.
“Just finish listening to me, please,” Cailean pleaded, blocking the front door. “I don’t think you’re an ugly person at all, and I know that now, but I didn’t know you back then.”
“The baby, Cailean,” I whispered on a broken sob.
He grabbed my cheeks in his palms, forcing me to look at him. Tears were flowing in steady streams, no matter how many times his thumbs tried to dry them.
“I love our baby, Gertie. If you won’t believe anything else, at least believe me when I tell you that. All those feelings of hate are in the past and I wish so fucking badly that I could take it all back, but I can’t. You deserved to know the truth and I know I should have told you sooner. Probably that morning in Vegas, but then I saw you again at the wedding, so fucking beautiful, and then you hit me with the pregnancy tests and everything just seemed so right. I couldn’t ruin what we had with the past again.”
“Instead you waited until I was stuck with you. Clever, Cailean. Very cleaver. Now I live with you and I work for you. You waited until I was truly with you to hit me with this?”
“I didn’t plan for it to be this way.”
“I need you to move,” I said, trying to calm myself. I had heard his reason for bullying me, for continuing to manipulate me, but I didn’t have to stay to listen to his excuses.
“Where are you going to go?” I hated him for the concern that was shining bright in his eyes so I pushed his hands away so I wasn’t forced to look at him anymore.
“None of your business, now move.”
“At least take the car,” he pleaded and reached over to the entryway table for the keys to the Volvo. He must have been crazy if he thought I was going to use his car.
“Move.”
“Take the car or I will physically restrain you. You’re not walking the Seattle streets alone.” He pushed the keys out to me again. I hadn’t hated my car for failing on me as much as I did in that moment. I hadn’t needed it and didn’t think too much of it when Cailean had called a tow company to get it from my ex-employer’s parking lot. It wasn’t as if I had needed it lately. “Your choice.”
“Fine.” I snagged the keys out of his hand, but he still wouldn't move. “Now, move or I will kick you where it hurts. Pregnant or not.”
He sighed heavily, but he finally moved out of my way and I wasted no time leaving. The door slammed shut behind me as I rushed down the stairs. I didn’t even bother saying anything to Charlotte or Sam as I passed them and made my way through the crowd.
The Volvo was standing in the spot next to Cailean’s monster truck, so I had no problem finding it. I managed to get inside the brand-new-smelling car before the sobs started.
I took deep breaths, trying to calm myself down enough to drive, but what was the point? I had nowhere to go. I could have gone over to Allie’s, but she would question everything and I wasn’t ready to admit what a giant mistake I had made moving in with Cailean. There was Hanna, but with Hanna came Sebastian and there was no way I wanted him to see this. I had handed over the keys to my old apartment earlier in the week. Like I had said, the bastard had probably planned exactly when to tell me. Either that or he had impeccable timing.
Pulling out my phone, I dialed my dad. I didn’t want to talk to him, but on the off chance that he actually answered my call, I needed to confront him about everything Cailean had just told me.
“Yeah?” he grumbled into the phone.
“Is it true?” I asked, my voice cracking.
“What’s true? I’ve told you not to listen to anything the Bakers tell you.”
“You know what I’m talking about. Yes or no, dad?” I spit the last word at him, already knowing he would continue to play dumb.
“I had nothing to do with it, Gertie. It’s all lies.”
No, he was the one full of lies. I could tell by the defensive tone he was using.
“How could you?”
“How can you?” he asked angrily. “I raised you and you choose to believe them over your own father.”
“You didn’t raise me. My mom did.”
With that, I hung up on him and I was pretty sure that was the last time I would ever speak to him again.
Even though my dad had confirmed what Cailean had just told me, it didn’t mean that things suddenly became clear. My husband had still married me out of revenge and my dad had still killed someone. By accident or not.
I sat in that car for hours, going over my options in my head, but every time I thought of something, I would quickly realize what a horrible idea it was or how I didn’t have money for an indefinite hotel stay.
Finally, after knowing Cailean would be locked up in his office or too busy in the bar to notice me, I opened the car and got out. I didn’t care if he expected me to come back or not, but I refused to return to his apartment in shame of my outburst, so I kept my head held high as I walked back through the bar doors. No one paid me any attention and I was thankful that the bar was busy enough that I was able to sneak back upstairs unnoticed.
The apartment was dark and quiet when I got back, so Cailean probably hadn’t expected me to come back.
Good. I hope he’s miserable, I thought as I took my clothes off and got ready for bed.
I locked the bedroom door behind me, knowing that he would try and sleep in the same bed as me unless I physically kept him out. Hearing it click into place felt final, as if this guy had now taken another piece of my heart.
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“GERTIE?” HANNA ASKED, looking at me expectantly. I must have tuned out whatever they were talking about because I had no clue what the conversation had been about.
My mind had been going over what had happened between Cailean and I almost a week ago. I had been locking the bedroom door every night ever since that first time, but I didn’t know why I bothered because every night, Cailean stealthily unlocked it and took his spot next to me.
I had gone down to the bar every morning before he got up and by the time I was done, he was behind the bar helping Sam and Charlotte. Anything that involved the running of the bar was done through Sebastian.
And then repeat.
Day in and day out.
Avoidance.
While I was grateful for the space he was giving me, and truly needed, I felt lonely. Which was why I had called the girls to see if they wanted to have dinner with me so I didn’t have to spend another night alone.
“Hmm? Sorry, I must have spaced.” I tried to rejoin the conversation.
“I was just asking how your baby daddy drama is going?” Allie asked, waggling her eyebrows.
“Please don’t call him that,” I said with a groan. “That’s just trashy sounding.”
“Okay, well, how is the drama with your baby’s father going?” Hanna tried again.
“That’s not much better.” I cringed. Since when had my life turned into a soap opera? “And not so great.”
“What did the hubby do now?” Allie asked on a gasp and I shot her a glare. What was so wrong with calling him Cailean?
“It’s not just him. I was an idiot that decided to move in with him and as if that wasn’t enough, I was also silly enough to agree to help him with the bar.”
Man, that felt good. I didn’t know why I hadn’t told the girls before now, but it still felt good to finally have someone other than Cailean to talk to. Or not talk to, which was what we had been doing this past week.
“You did what, now?” Hanna asked, leaning in as if she possibly hadn’t heard what I had just said.
“Why on earth would you do that?” Allie asked in confusion.
“Because I wasn’t able to find a job before the lease of my apartment was up. I couldn’t afford to keep it.” I shrugged my shoulders, trying to act nonchalant instead of embarrassed.
“You could have come to us, Gertie.” Allie was unable to hide the hurt in her voice and I felt slightly guilty, but I still would have gone about everything the same way. “I mean, I wouldn’t have been able to give you a job or anything, but I have a spare room.”
“He’s paying you?”
“He is.” In fact, I had gotten my first paycheck yesterday; way more than I had made at my previous job, but a paycheck nonetheless.
“Cailean doesn’t need help with the bar, you know that, right?” Hanna clarified. “Sebastian is bringing home a pretty decent amount of money.”
“I know he doesn’t,” I said defensively. I wasn’t that naive. It had only taken me one day of helping him to figure that out, but I had been desperate for something to do.  “I wasn’t even expecting him to pay me, but it’s a paycheck until I can get a new job.”
“Okay, it seems you have everything figured out, so what’s the problem exactly?” Allie asked.
I didn’t want to get into the details of what Cailean had shared, it seemed too private somehow. “We got into a huge argument and now I feel as if he trapped me.”
“Oh, Gertie,” Allie said sympathetically.
“No, don’t ‘Oh, Gertie’ me, Allie. I know couples fight, but guess what, most couples marry out of love and they have that love worth fighting for. We don’t have that.”
“You have a mutual love for that baby growing inside you,” Hanna said, pointing to my belly. “I would say that’s something worth fighting for.”
Well… when she put it like that.
I nodded and cradled my stomach. It was true, the baby was worth fighting for. As much as I wanted to hate on Cailean, I knew he loved our child. I saw it every night when he pulled me in close and put a protective hand on my stomach. I had seen it in his eyes that awful afternoon when he told me all those horrible things about my dad - which I had buried deep inside me for a day when I was ready to confront it and process it. My dad hadn’t tried to call me back, not that I had expected it, and I hadn’t told Cailean about it.
I wanted to see him as the man my mom had fallen in love with and continued to fight for until the day she died. But I simply couldn’t do that anymore.
I might not ever admit to myself that my dad had done, but again, I would deal with that another time.
Probably in a long, long time.
Maybe never.
Unaware of the turmoil inside my head, the girls went on with the conversation, discussing their lives and relationships like they always did. Normally, I would butt in and give my two cents, but tonight, distraction was all I wanted and that was exactly what they provided
↞ ♥ ↠
Coming home from my night out, the apartment felt quiet and lonely. However, it felt good to be back in my sweats and one of Cailean’s t-shirts. To fill the silence, I curled up on the couch with ice cream and turned on the TV.
I knew I could have gone downstairs, pretend to do some work and slowly approach Cailean about a truce. But I was a coward, hoping he would come for me instead, and by then I would be ready to put it all behind us. I was surprised that he had lasted as long as he had, to be honest. Maybe I was a bit hurt that he wasn’t fighting very hard, even though I knew I had no one but myself to blame. I was the one who had taken a week to realize that he was simply trying to get all of our ugly past in the open once and for all.
It is a huge deal, Gertie, my mind reminded me what I had been thinking over and over since he dropped the huge bomb about my dad. I had always known something had happened between the Bakers and my dad, but vehicular homicide? No, I never in a million years would have guessed that one.
All the thinking I had been doing since I’d gotten home from dinner with Allie and Hanna made my head hurt. I was going in circles and I couldn’t focus on anything, least of all the Netflix show I’d put on earlier. It would be hours before Cailean got home from work and I knew I should have gotten up from the couch, taken a few Tylenols for the headache and gone to bed. But nothing about the empty bed appealed to me, so I chose to lay down under the blanket and told my mind to shut up.
It wasn’t that simple, however. By the time I had made it through four more episodes, my headache had reached epic proportions and my mind was still making up fantasies about a life with Cailean where we didn’t share a past.
“Gertie, what’s wrong?” Cailean’s concerned voice made me open my eyes, the dim light of the apartment intensifying the headache. I hadn’t realized it was that late and the moment I had waited for had finally arrived. Too bad I was in too much pain to enjoy it.
“Headache,” I whispered as quietly as possible.
Talking, moving, breathing. It all hurt.
“Let me get you some Tylenol, okay?”
I just closed my eyes in relief. I should have done the exact same thing earlier when I first felt the ache forming. Now it was too late. Anything that got my pulse moving was excruciating and I doubted the Tylenol would help. It had been a while since I’d had such a bad migraine attack, but hopefully the little pill would at least take the edge off.
“I need you to sit up real quick,” I heard Cailean whisper and while it hurt like hell, I did what he asked. Quickly swallowing the two pills before gently laying back down. “Is there anything I can do?”
“Hold me?” I pleaded even though it came out sounding more like a question. To be fair, I didn’t know where we stood at this point or if he would even want to be around me after the week we’d had. “Please.”
“Always.”
And just like that, with Cailean’s relieved sigh in my ear, things felt okay again. I knew we had an uphill battle ahead of us, but now we were back to being us.
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MY HANDS MOVED over my slick body, taking their time exploring. I had woken up this morning and felt different. It was almost as if I was experiencing an out-of-body moment as I had awkwardly gotten out of bed. Now I was just trying to figure out what was different.
Sure, my boobs were bigger than before, but that had happened within the first month of finding out I was pregnant.
A bump.
I stilled, my whole body frozen as time stood still.
There was an actual bump where my baby was growing.
I carefully moved my hands over my hard belly and took a trembling breath. I could have sworn that wasn’t there when I had gone to bed last night. While my clothes had started getting tighter and I had been gaining weight, there hadn’t been a distinctive bump there before.
I almost slipped in the shower in my haste to finish up so that I could look at myself in the mirror, but I needed to see it.
And there it was.
Marveling in front of the mirror, I saw the tiniest protrusion of my abdomen, but there was no denying what it was anymore.
It was real.
Bump and all.
I was having a baby.
Rushing to throw on some tight fitting jeans - because everything was right fitting these days - and my one and only maternity t-shirt I owned, I was out the door in record time.
I didn’t have any paperwork waiting for me today since I had spent the last week or so trying to stay busy. Well, that meant that there was nothing left for me to do until Cailean gave me more, so I didn’t have a reason, other than to see him, for being down at the bar.
I made my way downstairs and only hesitated for a split second after closing the front door on whether or not I should even be doing this. While things had somewhat returned to normal between us since we made up, you could still cut the tension with a knife. Things were still good, but not great. We hadn’t had sex and both my body and mind had taken notice. He still held me at night, but until he got home, I was restless, sometimes unable to fall asleep until I felt his arms around me.
I didn’t even bother knocking as I barged into his office, and judging by the slight jump and the muttered, “Jesus fuck,” I probably caught him by surprise. I was too excited to even give a damn.
“Don’t be such a baby,” I said with a giant smile on my face as I strolled up to stand in front of him.
“If you didn’t look so damn happy, I might have told you not do that again.” He pulled me to stand in between his legs and grabbed my ass.
The pure look of lust on his face told me everything I needed to know about how he would have told me.
“You can scold me all you want.” Because, Jesus, all he needed to do was look at me these days and I was ready for just about anything he did to me. “But I wanted to show you something first.”
He motioned for me to go a head so I took a step back and gestured toward my bump.
“You don’t have to show me that you’re sexy as fuck, Gert. I knew that already.”
I rolled my eyes at his crudeness and utter manly answer. Of course he didn’t notice that anything was different.
“There’s a bump!” I explained excitedly and palmed the firmness that was now my belly.
“So?” he asked in confusion. “You’ve had a bump for a little while now.”
“I’ve been.... pudgy, “ I corrected. “This is a bump. A cute one that requires cute maternity shirts like this one.”
I did a small twirl to show off the t-shirt I had splurged on last time Allie had dragged me out shopping. It wasn’t anything fancy, just a navy shirt with white hearts all over it, but it was cute.
He laughed softly at my show and pulled me back toward him. “So does this mean I can finally take you shopping for new clothes?”
“You can come with me while I shop for clothes with the outrageous paycheck you gave me.” Since we had been on non-speaking terms when I had received my paycheck, I hadn’t mentioned it until now.
“You did the work and I paid you for it. Nothing outrageous about it,” he answered. “Let me just finish up what I was doing and then we can go.”
“You mean now?”
Apart from our weekend with his parents and the occasional doctor’s appointment, Cailean rarely took time away from the bar.
“Well, thanks to you, I’m pretty much caught up on everything and Sebastian will be available if they need help behind the bar.”
I tried to ignore the warmth spreading in my chest at the thought of spending some extra time with him. I blamed it on my hormones and the time we spent apart.
↞ ♥ ↠
Walking around Target with Cailean while shopping for our baby felt odd at first, but for the first time since I had discovered that I was pregnant, pure excitement was flowing through my veins. Sure, I had accepted and come to terms with what my life was going to look like, but not once had I felt excited to see this baby. I had always looked at hers or his arrival with dread and it felt so good to finally feel happy about it that there was no way to stop the smile lighting up my face.
I grabbed a couple more blouses and a pair of jeans before finding Cailean thumbing through bras and panties in the corner of the store.
Of course.
The smile that had been on my face fell a bit as I came back to the reality of everything. This was not how I had pictured myself preparing for a baby and that was even if I had a baby. My plan had always been my career.
Now look at you. Jobless, pretty much homeless, and pregnant with Cailean Baker.
“Whatever wiped that pretty smile off your face needs to take a hike,” Cailean interrupted, stepping into my space with a selection of undergarments in his arms.
I forced a smile while I tried to remember that Cailean might be rough around the edges, but that neither of us were teenagers anymore. It wasn’t fair of me to keep judging him based on who he had been when he had proved over and over again that he wasn’t that guy anymore.
“I’m fine,” I told him, trying my hardest to get the excitement I had felt earlier to come back.
“Come here,” he ordered and put his things in our cart before dragging me toward the changing rooms. Finding an empty one, he gently shoved me inside before closing the door behind us. “I might not be an expert on women, but when your girl tells you that she’s fine, she’s usually not. Now tell me what’s wrong.”
Everything in me screamed to defy him, something that happened every time he got this demanding or controlling. But this time I decided to just let it out.
“For a minute, I just got really excited to prepare for and meet this baby,” I admitted, not realizing how bad that sounded until the words were out of my mouth. “I mean, I still am. It’s just that my life isn’t exactly how I pictured it.”
“And how did you picture it?” he asked carefully, sitting down on the small bench.
“Having my career take off, maybe meeting someone as devoted to his career as I was. A baby never really existed in my life plan, but if it did happen, I guess I just pictured us picking out clothes for him or her while making jokes about how ridiculous baby clothes are.” Shrugging my shoulders, I realized how lame I sounded. “Having an office that needed to be converted to a nursery, picking out paint and furniture and so on. I don’t know, Cailean, but this is as far from that plan I could possibly be.”
“Sounds like a pretty boring and stiff life, if you ask me,” he answered and I wanted to throttle him for belittling my feelings. He was the one who had asked, and for once, I had actually answered him. “Apart from meeting your boring-as-fuck husband of your dreams, I don’t see what the problem is. Who says you can’t pick out clothes or shit for the baby’s room?”
“What room? I don’t have a house and your apartment is a one-bedroom,” I argued.
He nodded, but didn’t give me an answer. Not that I could really expect one considering I had just pointed out facts, not problems that could be easily solved.
“I’ll wait outside while you try on your clothes,” he said, bending down to kiss me real quick before he left the small space.
What?
What had just happened? If it hadn’t been for that small kiss, I might have thought he was mad at me for some reason unknown to me. He had just left, passing up on the opportunity to see me undress, right in the middle of a conversation.
Again, what the hell just happened?
As I stood there, still dumbfounded, a sales lady knocked on the door to hand me the clothes both Cailean and I had picked out. I tried not to let his odd behavior get to me as I tried on the pants, dresses and shirts, but it was hard to find the enthusiasm I had woken up with this morning.
“Did you find anything?” Cailean asked, pocketing his phone as I stepped back out.
“A couple of things,” I answered, handing him the few items I had decided to keep.
“Hey, what’s wrong?” he asked and pulled me closer.
“We’re okay, right?” I hated that I even had to ask him that question and I hated how worried I was even more.
“Why wouldn’t we be?” He furrowed his brows in confusion, looking down at me.
I searched his eyes for any deception or hidden secrets, but what was staring back at me was just pure… Cailean.
“Nevermind,” I said, dismissing my insecurities to deal with them later. “Want to look at some baby stuff while we’re here?”
While we both wanted to wait to get most of the stuff until we found out if we were having a boy or a girl and figured out the whole sleeping arrangement issue, we still stuffed the cart with toys the baby probably wouldn’t use within it’s first year.
But it was fun.
And it was cute.
And it made the nagging feeling of Cailean hiding something a little less… loud. It wasn’t until he was parking the car back home and pulled out his phone to answer a message that it all came back.
Unsure of what to do or how to react, I grabbed my purse and got out. Even though I knew Cailean would have a shit-fit about me carrying the bags, I still started unloading the trunk of the things we got today.
“Fuck, babe, I’ve got it,” he said and took over from me.
It was expected and while I didn’t mind, it left me with nothing to do but trying to figure out what he was up to. His phone pinged a couple more times as we made our way upstairs to his apartment, but this time he didn’t answer it.
Instead, he gently pulled me to him by my wrist, enclosing me in his strong arms.
“I’ve missed you,” he murmured into my hair.
Relaxing in his hold, I returned the hug, breathing him in. I couldn’t deny that I had missed him, too, over the last week and being in his arms like this again was as if he had breathed life back into me.
It scared the crap out of me.
Before I could ponder my feelings, or respond to his statement, his lips started moving across my jaw and down my neck. It started out slowly at first, but it quickly got heated.
Not wanting to forget the changing room incident, I grabbed a hold of his hair, forcing him to look me in the eyes. “No more secrets.”
“No more secrets,” he promised, attempting to go back to what he was doing, but I wasn’t done.
“No more ghosts from the past. From now on, the past stays in the past.”
He looked taken aback for a second, but as surprising as my statement might have been, I had been thinking about it long and hard. It was time to move forward.
“Okay.”
It felt as if the weight of the world lifted off my shoulders, and I guess in a way it had. Dragging our past around wasn’t doing either of us any good. Not when our future held the responsibility of raising a baby.
“Okay, now can you please work your magic on my body?” I pleaded, the need for him almost making my body burst.
“And what magic is that?” he asked and kissed his way up my neck in that way that always had me squirming for more.
“You know what.” I moaned when his teeth sank into my sensitive skin.
Why aren’t we in bed naked already?
“You want me to fuck you, baby?”
I did. And while I would never say it in such a crude way unless I was pissed off, his dirty words only turned me on more.
Instead of answering him, I pushed him off me and made my way toward the bedroom. If he followed me was up to him, but the way he was looking at me as I stripped on my way, it left little doubt whether or not he was going to fulfill my needs or not.
By the time I made it to the bedroom, all that was left on my body was my panties. For once, I wasn’t fighting the urge to cover myself up. The way Cailean’s hungry eyes roamed over my body from the doorway made me feel wanted.
“Now, about that magic…” I trailed off and sat down on the bed.
↞ ♥ ↠
“How did you end up opening the bar with Sebastian?” I asked as we were basking in the afterglow of what we had just done. Lying in bed, face to face with Cailean, while talking like this brought me more contentment than I wanted to admit. It felt as if we were finally on the same level as we got to know each other.
So far, I’d discovered that college hadn’t been his strong suit and he had dropped out the moment he had inherited money from his grandfather. I could tell there was more to the story, but he seemed reluctant to talk about it. All he mentioned was that the money had come from generations upon generations of hard work with whiskey distilling.
“We got drunk one night and he mentioned how much he hated his fucking job. I came up with the brilliant idea of becoming business partners and then we went from there.”
“Way to skip a bunch of details.” I rolled my eyes and he leaned forward to give me chaste kiss. I wanted more, but I also wanted to listen to him talk about his family. “I’m sure your moms are thrilled you’re so close, being sisters and all.”
“Sure. We’re not really cousins, though, but we’ve always thought of each other as family. Our mothers are best friends and while we grew up on two different continents, we were still as close as brothers.”
“So Sebastian’s American?”
“Born and raised. To be honest, I don’t think mom would have approved of our move over here if it hadn’t been for Violet’s husband getting a job in Washington.”
I took a moment to contemplate that tidbit of information, but in the end, it went into the massive pile of what-if’s in my relationship with Cailean.
“How old were you when you lost your virginity?” I blurted out after a long minute of silence. While I wanted to know more about where he came from, it almost felt wrong to talk about cousins, moms and whatnot when we were lying naked in bed.
“Fourteen. No, fifteen, it was on my fifteenth birthday.”
“Fourteen?!” I exclaimed in disbelief.
“Fifteen,” he corrected.
“How old was the girl?” This was almost as bad as talking about family while naked, but I couldn’t help myself.
“Gertie,” he warned, but his warning had no effect on me which he soon realized and continued, “It was Ashley Walker. She wanted to give me a birthday present I wouldn’t forget.”
“That was very generous of her,” I muttered with a snort, feeling slightly jealous for no reason – I shouldn’t have been surprised that he’d had sex with Ashley; she was beautiful and popular as well as two years older than us.
“It was,” he mumbled, deep in thoughts.
“Aren’t you going to ask me?”
“Fuck no,” he said with a huff. “I like to think I’m the only one.”
I scoffed because he knew I’d had a boyfriend before because he had straight out asked me about it a few weeks ago.
“Oh yeah, like I’m the only one you’ve been with?”
“You are.”
“Cailean, don’t insult my intelligence. You just told me who stole your virginity.”
“You make it sound so bad.” He pulled me closer as if he was sensing that he was losing me. In a way he was because this conversation had taken a deep nose dive. Fast. And it was all my fault. “But you’re the only one I’ve been with that has mattered. You’re the only one who has made me feel like this.”
My heart stuttered in my chest at his words and I had to fight back the emotions that threatened to come out. I pulled the sheet away from us, leaving both our bodies exposed.
“What are you doing?” he asked, but he couldn’t hide his hunger as his eyes raked over my body.
“Show me I’m the only one who has made you feel like this.”
He wasted no time as he settled between my spread legs. Normally, he would spend time exploring my body, priming it as if it needed to get ready for him. This time, I didn’t let him. Besides, I needed no extra help taking him inside me with the remnants from our last time still in me.
I gasped as he entered me gently, still feeling the effects of him from earlier. My hands wouldn’t stop roaming his body and I took in the feel of his back muscles flexing as he started thrusting inside me, the way his biceps tensed as he held his weight above me, his hard ass as his cheeks clenching under my touch.
He moved slowly inside me, but it didn’t stop my body from reacting to him. This was unlike any sex we’d had so far and from the intensity in his eyes as he looked down at me, I could tell he felt the same.
“Bloody hell, what are you doing to me?” he whispered, hiding his face in the crook of my neck. I wasn’t sure if he wanted me to respond or if he even meant for me to hear him. Either way, I had no answer to his question.
“Cailean,” I moaned when everything became too much and I was ready to jump over that edge only Cailean had brought me to.
“I’ve got you, baby. Let go,” he answered, bringing my thigh up higher around his waist as he hit me even deeper.
Blinding light flashed behind my eyelids as I did exactly that. I could feel my body lock up beneath him and I grabbed at whatever I could reach to keep me grounded, but there was no use. I was floating higher and higher. I was barely aware of Cailean moaning out his release, but it was almost as if he knew that his groan when he came was my favorite sound because he always made sure his mouth was right by my ear. This time it was no different and a delicious shiver went up my body as he placed the faintest kiss right below it.
He was reluctant to leave my body and I wasn’t complaining as he recovered on top of me. I stroked his arms, back, shoulders in soft motions as if that would help him to calm his heart rate down.
It helped me.
Touching him to come back down to earth as if he was my anchor.
Eventually, he sighed and gave me a chaste kiss as he got off me, but not before placing a protective hand on my belly.
“Don’t move,” he ordered and got out of bed.
I couldn’t make my limbs move even if I wanted to, so I had no problem staying put as he came back a few minutes later with a washcloth.
After cleaning me up real quick, he came back to pull me into his arms, resting my head on his shoulders with a strong arm to hold me in place.
I wasn’t going anywhere.
“Since we have no more secrets…” Cailean trailed off, sounding a bit unsure which was unusual. If anything, Cailean was always sure of himself.
“Yes?” I could feel my body stiffen, preparing for what he was about to reveal.
“Something you said earlier has been bothering the bloody hell out of me. Two things, actually, but let’s start with your dream nursery or whatever the fuck you want to call it.”
“What about it?”
“When I first opened the bar, I hadn’t really pictured myself with a family so living here after Sebastian moved in with Hanna didn’t seem like such a big deal. More of a convenience, really. I mean, I’m always down there anyway so why bother with an expensive apartment.”
“Okay.” I was confused as to where he was going with this. “Are you moving out?”
“We’re moving out. After you told me about your dream life, I realized I couldn’t fix who you’re having the baby with, but I could help out with the house part.”
“You’re not serious?” I asked, sitting up.
“We’re going to look at houses next week.” I opened my mouth to argue because there was no way I couldn’t. Moving in with Cailean had been a big deal, but moving in together to a house we both picked out was never going to be in our cards. This was temporary. But before I could get any words out, he put his hand over my mouth. “You can argue until you’re blue in the face, babe, but it’s happening.”
I nodded, but I think we both knew I wasn’t agreeing to anything. He wanted to move to a bigger place to make room for the baby? Fine. He wanted my help finding said new place? Fine, I would help. Would I be moving in with him? That would be a big, fat Hell. No. Allie would be gaining a roommate after all and I chose to ignore the sinking feeling in my stomach as Cailean finally removed his hand from my mouth.
“You said two things bothered you, what was the other one?” I was almost afraid of asking, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about it unless I did.
“Your boring as fuck dream-dude.”
“I never said he was my dream guy. It was just how I pictured my life if I were to ever settle down. I never said I wanted a house or a different guy and now I’m regretting telling you about it in the first place.”
“I’m glad you did.”
“Well, then you just have to realize that I come with baggage, dreams and a past just like you. I mean, I’m not up at night thinking about your dream girl, which I’m sure looks nothing like me.”
“She looks exactly like you.” I huffed at his cheesy line, but it did nothing to stop him from continuing, kissing his way down my body, “She has these exact gorgeous tits; just the right amount for a handful. This amazing little bump in her belly that holds my child, which makes me so fucking hard every time I see it.”
“There’s no missing it now.” I giggled.
“Exactly. Good thing my girl is insatiable these days so that she can accommodate my needs.”
“You’re ridiculous.” I pulled him away from my belly to give him a kiss because somehow he turned our conversation around and made me forget all about what type of girl he dreamt about.
“But I’m your ridiculous, Gert. It doesn’t matter who came before you because there will be no one after you. You’ve always been mine in my mind.”
Always yours, my mind said back what my lips didn’t. In a way, I had always been Cailean’s - in high school I had been his prey, in Vegas I had become his wife and the mother of his child, and now, now I didn’t really know what I was, but I knew he had a piece of me that I would never get back.
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”I CAN’T BELIEVE this is really happening,” I mumbled nervously, twisting my fingers in my lap.
Cailean grabbed my hand and squeezed it with his big one. ”Either way, it’s amazing.”
”But what if it’s a boy...” I trailed off. ”I’ll feel so guilty.”
”Stop, babe,” Cailean said sternly. ”If it’s a lad, you’ll love him just as much as if it’d been a wee little girl.”
A while back I had voiced my wishes of wanting a little girl without even realizing I had done so. It was more like I wanted a girl for the convenience of it – I was a girl and therefore my brain thought it would make it easier to raise her. Heaven knew what I would do with a boy.
”Gertrude Anderson,” someone interrupted us before I had a chance to object.
”When are you going to change your last name?” Cailean asked as we stood up.
”Never,” I told him honestly and he had to let it go because this really wasn’t a good place to discuss it anyway.
”You’re so fucking stubborn,” he muttered as we followed the technician into a dark hallway.
The room we were led to looked exactly the same as it had the last time we had been here.
I can’t believe it’s been more than two months...
”Okay, Gertrude. Please lay down on the bed and pull your shirt up and pants down,” the technician said. I was too nervous to correct my name and went straight to doing what she told. I was just happy she was less flirty than the last technician had.
Cailean must have felt my nervousness once again and as soon as I had laid down on the crinkly paper, he grabbed my hand. It was a small comfort, but I doubted that anything could calm me down right now.
”Ready to get started?” she asked brightly as she had pulled my pants down a bit and squirted the gel on my belly. I’d had a bump for a little while now, but it looked so much bigger lying down and while I was transfixed with my growing bump, Cailean took it upon himself to give an eager affirmative. ”I’m just going to take a few measurements first. Did you want to know the gender today if the baby is cooperative?”
I should have said no. That would have put so much stress out of my life, even though that stress would come back in five months. I should still have said no, but I found myself saying the complete opposite, ”Yes.”
I couldn’t keep my eyes off the screen as the technician probed me back and forth. I knew I was pregnant and I had accepted it, but to actually see my baby just made it so real somehow. Cailean must have been feeling something similar because he held my hand a little tighter and his eyes were getting watery. It made me smile and he noticed.
”Thank you,” he whispered so quietly that I barely heard him at all as he brought my hand up to his lips and let it stay there. I didn’t know what he was thanking me for – he was just as much of a parent as I was.
”Okay, I’m just about done,” the technician announced. At first I was worried when she didn’t mention that everything looked good and that the baby was healthy, but then I remembered that she wouldn’t do that. She was just here to take some pictures of the baby and then send them off to my doctor. Still, an ’everything looks great’ would have been nice. ”Are you ready to find out if it’s a girl or a boy?”
Cailean nodded for the both of us. My eyes were still stuck on the screen and I couldn’t look away if my life depended on it.
”It looks like...” she trailed off, sliding the probe
across my belly until she found the right angle. ”It looks like you’re having a little girl.”
I was never one to show much emotions, but I felt as if I would burst as she said those words. I was going to have a little princess and with my luck, she would look just like her daddy. Allie was never going to shut up about shopping and my mom was going to be so happy to have a granddaughter, probably insisting we named her after some awful Shakespeare character like she had me.
Oh, crap...
It had been a long time since I’d had to remind myself that my mom wasn’t here anymore. In the beginning, I’d had a hard time wrapping my mind around the fact that she was gone, but over the years I had accepted it... until now.
The technician continued to take the last few measurements as I was lying there in a daze. Cailean was too wrapped up in the computer screen, just as I should have been, to even notice my internal breakdown. After finally going to the bathroom, relieving myself and willing my tears to stay back until I was in the safety of our bedroom, we got our pictures and then we were on our way.
I was naive to think Cailean didn’t notice the change in my mood. As soon as we were outside, he pulled me aside from the busy walkway and looked down at me. I couldn’t bring myself to look back at him, afraid that all my emotions would come pouring out at once.
”Are you okay?” he asked after a little while.
Him asking me if I was okay only made it worse and a small tear escaped.
”Yeah,” I lied. He gently grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at him.
”This little girl is not a disappointment and I already love her so much it fucking hurts.” He thought I was worried that she wasn’t going to be loved, but I already knew she was going to be. ”She’s not a mistake and she’s definitely not a disappointment.” He said that last part almost as if he was speaking to himself. I didn’t say anything back, worried that I might break apart in front of him.
He gave me a quick kiss before he let me go. It scared me how much I wanted him to pull me in to his arms and continue kissing me. His touch soothed me instead of making me cringe. I should be pulling away from him in every sense, but instead I found myself leaning toward him more and more.
The car ride home was a quiet one. I couldn’t stop staring at the new pictures of our daughter.
Our daughter.
She already looked so beautiful even though I only had these grainy pictures of her.
”You want me to come upstairs with you?” Cailean asked as he parked the car. I could tell that he was trying to make sense of my mood and that he was starting to get worried.
”No, you have a bar to run. You should go. I’ll be fine,” I answered, trying to convince both him and myself that I just needed a minute by myself.
Besides, since it had been an afternoon appointment, he was already running late. Sure, it was a Tuesday and the crowd would be a bit smaller at the bar, but there would be a crowd nonetheless. I had been caught up on all the paperwork he let me handle, but to be honest, I wanted to be alone with my thoughts and being in the bar was far from quiet and lonely.
”You’re more important than my fucking business, Gertie,” he insisted as we got out of the car. ”Our daughter is more important and if you need me to stay with you, I will.”
”I know you would. I promise I’m fine and I promise to call you if I need you.”
I could tell that he didn’t believe me, so I grabbed his face and pressed a hard kiss on his lips. I knew that only fueled his worry, but he still pulled me closer as if he craved my touch just as much as I craved his. I let him go before he could deepen the kiss and
walked ahead of him so he wouldn’t be able to see the tears that were finally breaking free.
For a minute, I was worried that he was going to follow me upstairs, but he got stopped by Charlotte as soon as we walked inside the bar. I couldn’t see him with my back turned, but I could feel his worry as I walked up the stairs and to his apartment.
Still, he didn’t follow.
I made my way to the bed through blurry vision. Now that the tears had started, they wouldn’t stop coming until I was completely dried up.
I grabbed the frame from the nightstand. Even though my stay with Cailean was temporary, I still felt the need to be close to my mom. In the picture, she looked happy while holding on to a three-year-old me. It was before everything went downhill in our lives. My mom had been a classic beauty and while I had inherited a few of her features – the color of my eyes and hair,  and the shape of my nose – I didn’t look much like her. Her dark hair was thick and curly, and her skin had a slight tan to it.
I wondered if my baby would look a little like her.
More tears streamed down my face, knowing how happy she would be and how she would make plans to go shopping as soon as possible.
”It’s a girl, Mom.” I rubbed my belly, trying to imagine my mom’s face. ”You’re going to have a granddaughter.”
I pulled the frame to my chest and laid down on the bed. For the first time in over a year, I allowed myself to cry over missing my mom. When I first found out that I was pregnant, I missed her more than I could ever imagine. However, that was nothing compared to the ache in my chest right now. How the hell was I supposed to raise a little girl without my mom?
Sometime later, I could hear my phone ringing in the distance, but I didn’t bother getting up to see who it might be. I was too tired, my head was too heavy and my eyes were too puffy from all the crying – company was the last thing I wanted right now.
I didn’t know how long I had been in bed, a few hours perhaps, before I felt the bed dip behind me and it wasn’t long before a pair of strong arms wrapped around me, making me start crying all over again. He didn’t need to talk, I knew it was Cailean who had showed up. Most likely due to a worried call from one of the girls or maybe he had gotten worried when I hadn’t gone downstairs to tell him goodnight.
“It’s alright, love, I’ve got you,” Cailean said soothingly, placing a small kiss on my neck.
I cried until there was nothing left within me – all my energy had left my body and what was left was a blubbering mess with a swollen face. Cailean was still there; I could feel his breath on the back of my neck, something that was oddly comforting. However, not as comforting as his fingers lightly tracing my belly.
“When the ultrasound technician told us that it was a girl, the first thing I thought was how happy my mom would be to have a little granddaughter.” My voice was raspy, almost to the point where it made me cringe and I took a deep breath before I continued, “For a short second, I forgot that she wasn’t here anymore and when I realized that she’s not, it felt almost as if she had died all over again.”
Cailean didn’t say anything, but I felt his fingers continuing to stroke my belly in a comforting way. I didn’t need him to say anything. In fact, it was probably for the best that he didn’t. All I needed was for someone to listen.
“I was home for Christmas break one year. My dad was at work, I think.” Truth be told, I had no idea where my dad had been that night, but I chose to believe it was something innocent like his work. “Anyway, my mom really wanted to make us some hot chocolate, but in her world, you couldn’t have hot chocolate without marshmallows.” I smiled at the memory of her hot chocolate and her love for marshmallows. “I told her we didn’t need it, but she insisted and said that the store wasn’t that far away and that she would be right back. Why didn’t I stop her, Cailean?”
Fresh tears were flowing down my cheeks, the guilt that had been haunting me for years was overwhelming.
“You couldn’t have known,” he whispered.
I turned around in his arms so that I could face him. I wanted to make sure that I didn’t see pity in his eyes, because that was the last thing I wanted – that was not the reason why I told him this, something I hadn’t even told the girls because I knew they would pity me – but I saw none of that. Instead, his green eyes looked sad. Sadness was a lot better than pity, so I continued.
“It had snowed pretty heavily that year and the plow machines were running almost all day, every day of the week. Mom was just going to the store to get some marshmallows to make hot chocolate.”
“What happened?” Cailean wiped  fresh tears of off my cheek. It felt nice so I placed my hand over his, not wanting him to move.
I closed my eyes, focusing on his warm palm on my cheek and answered, “The roads were covered in ice and a plow machine swerved out of his lane for less than a minute but that was all it took.”
“I’m so sorry, Gert.” That was all he said before he crushed me in a hug – or whatever our position allowed us to – and he didn’t let go.
“They said that she died at the scene, but I know that she didn’t die instantly.”
“How do you know?”
“The guy who was operating the plow contacted me about a month after the accident. I never blamed him for it, but he blamed himself and he wanted to let me know how sorry he was. He said that he had sat with my mom, held her hand and all that, until the ambulance had arrived. She died holding a stranger’s hand, but at least she had someone there with her.”
”There was nothing you could have done,” he assured me gently, something I’d heard over and over again, but it never hit home. It still didn’t make me feel any better coming from Cailean, but I felt lighter after telling him about it. It was something my dad and I rarely talked about, especially since Diane had showed up.
My instincts were to argue and tell him that I could have done so much to just make her stay home, but instead I said, ”Thank you.”
”I’ll always be here for you,” he promised and once again I chose not to argue. If he thought he would always be here for me, then I would let him believe that. Inside though, I knew there would be a time he wouldn’t. I didn’t see a reason as to why he would want to stick around when he had a new wife and a new life. It didn’t make sense. ”Are you hungry?”
It seemed like an odd question after everything I had just told him, but maybe he was just trying to change the subject.
”No.” I nuzzled closer to him. I didn’t want to leave the comfort of the bed, or his arms for that matter. I wanted to stay where I was for as long as possible. And I truly wasn’t hungry, at least not for food.
”You need to eat. And you missed dinner.”
”I know,” I whispered as I kissed his neck. The thought of food made me feel nauseous, but the thought of him made me feel horny. After all the crying, I needed something to make me feel good and get my mind off of it. Before, I would have reached for a book or turned on the TV, but now I had this man. Someone who knew how to make me feel good. I tried getting closer, which was almost impossible since we were already so close. Still, I pressed my body to his and said, ”I need you.”
”I’m right here,” he promised, misunderstanding what I meant.
”Please.” I started fumbling with his clothes, hoping he got the hint. I had only gotten his t-shirt up over his amazing abs before his hands stopped me.
”Not like this.” He hugged me to him and making it impossible for me to remove any clothing. Rejection hit me like a flood and fresh tears started pooling in my eyes before spilling over my cheeks. He must have felt them because he spoke again, ”I’m happy to let you use my body whenever you have the need to, but not when you’re sad and crying. You’ll still be sad after its done.”
”I just want you to make me feel better,” I rasped out, trying to get more wiggle room.
”I do, too, but sex isn’t the answer this time.”
”You don’t want me?” I was trying to guilt him into having sex with me which made me feel icky. I just needed him to make the pain go away and his body would do the trick, I was sure of it.
”Gertie,” he warned. ”You fucking know how turned on you make me. Your body was made for me and you know it. I’ll fuck you senseless tomorrow, but I’m not going to do it minutes after finishing a six hour crying-fest.”
”But I want it now,” I argued like a child. I needed to unwind my body and the only way I knew how to these days was having sex with Cailean.
”No.” His tone was one of finality and it didn’t matter what he had said, humiliation ran through my veins like wildfire. I tried to push away from him, but he wouldn’t let me. ”Let me make you something to eat.”
”I’m not hungry, Cailean,” I told him for the last time. Forcing myself to eat would only make things worse. I was an adult woman and if I was hungry, I would eat. ”Now, let me go.”
”Never.” He tightened his hold, stopping my struggles of getting free from his embrace. ”At least come with me while I get myself something to eat. I’m fucking starving.”
”Then why didn’t you eat before you came in here?”
”Because my girls needed me,” he answered and patted my butt before he rolled over to get out of the bed. Even though I had wanted to get away from him, I instantly missed the connection. ”Now, come on.”
With a pounding head, I did what he asked, although I had no clue why I did. Again, I wasn’t hungry. I was tired and I wanted comfort in the form of his body, not his company. I already had my clothes on, albeit a bit wrinkled, but who the hell cared anyway? So all I had to do was use the bathroom and put shoes on.
”Where are we even going?” I was still in a sour mood over not being in bed, naked, as I located my purse.
”Hey, come here,” Cailean said as he pulled me toward him. I looked up at him just as he bent down to kiss me. Of course, my body instantly reacted and my mind went back to where it had been just a few short moments ago. I needed him. And just like before, he stopped me from taking things further by breaking the kiss, leaning his forehead against mine as his breath fanned my face. ”Don’t make this any harder than it is.”
”Why won’t you just have sex with me?” I asked, frustrated, and pulled away from his embrace. If anyone was making things harder than it had to be, it was him.
”Because we both know it’s not what you need right now.”
”You have no idea about what I need or don’t need right now.”
My anger toward this whole situation was getting worse and with it came both tears and a wave of nausea. I tried to breathe through it, willing them both to go away.
”Oh, yeah? You think that me fucking you right now will magically make the grief and pain go away? Guess what, Gertie, it won’t. All it will do is momentarily make you forget why you were sad in the first place and possibly make it worse. I’m not going to help you do that. I’ll have sex with you once your head’s in a better place and you can actually enjoy it.”
His words had finality to them and I knew there was no way we were going to have sex right now. However, I didn’t get to think too long about that or whether or not to follow him out the door he had disappeared through because I had to run to the bathroom before I puked all over the carpet.
I knew Cailean had eventually followed me inside the bathroom because I could feel his presence behind me as I heaved into the toilet. Since I hadn’t really eaten much today, there wasn’t much coming up, but the nausea still wouldn’t go away.
”Here,” he said, handing me a glass of water as I leaned back for a break I knew was going to be short-lived.
”Just go away,” I rasped out in a moan, not wanting him to see me like this. I managed to get out a ”Please” before I was once again head deep in the toilet.
”I’ll always be here for you, Gertie,” he said, rubbing my back.
It felt like the heaving went on forever, taking away whatever little energy I had left after all the crying. I was beyond exhausted by the time I finally felt like it was safe to leave my position in front of the toilet.
”I’m sorry for trying to guilt you into having sex with me,” I mumbled, leaning against the tub.
”I still lo-” The word got stuck and he coughed to hide what he was about to say before he recovered with, “like you, babe. Trust me, turning down sex from you wasn’t easy and it will probably be a rarity in the future.”
We both knew what he was about to say and I thanked the heavens that he stopped himself before he uttered the word that was for sure going to turn our relationship upside-down. I wasn’t ready for love and I absolutely didn’t want to hear Cailean tell me that he loved me because that would force me into thinking about my feelings for him. Feelings I shouldn’t be having or even thinking about having.
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“WHERE DOES THE name Cailean come from?” I asked as he rubbed my feet in lazy motions. It felt absolutely wonderful.
It had been three days since my breakdown and while
things had returned to normal, it almost felt as if Cailean had gotten busier with the bar downstairs than ever before. I didn’t know if he was avoiding me after almost spilling the dreaded L-word or if he simply was just busy. Either way, I was grateful, in ways I chose to ignore, to have his undivided attention tonight.
We were currently sitting on the couch, reading a book about baby names. While it wasn’t necessary to name our daughter yet, I felt a strong need to have a name for her. Plus, it would get Allie and Cailean’s mom off our backs for a little bit; they had both been overly excited about us having a girl and I had no doubt that I would end up with a whole closet and then some pretty soon.
“It was my great-grandfather’s name. My mom wanted to name me after her father, but he wanted none of that so she named me after his father instead.”
“What was your grandfather’s name?” I had always found it fascinating when people named their children after a family member. I, myself, had been named after Hamlet’s mom – my Mom had been a big Shakespeare fan, but there were a lot of characters she could have named me after that weren’t an old lady name.
“Colin,” Cailean answered.
“I like that name,” I said honestly. “If we’d had a boy, do you think your mom would have been upset if we would have named him Colin?”
“I think she would have loved it,” he answered, digging a little further into the arch of my foot, causing me to let out a moan. “And there’s always the next one.”
“Cailean,” I warned, taking my feet away from him. I didn’t want to think about him having another baby with another woman and then naming him Colin. I also didn’t want him thinking that we would have a second baby together either, which made me selfish. I knew I couldn’t have my cake and eat it too, but jealousy surged through me just thinking about him touching another woman.
“I don’t know why you keep fighting this, Gertie. We both know that you belong to me.” He shifted us so that he was hovering above me. He kissed down my neck, knowing how it affected me.
“Because our marriage was never supposed to happen in the first place.” It was getting harder to focus when he moved on to my collarbone, nipping it lightly before giving it soft kisses.
“Or maybe it was fate. Maybe it was always supposed to happen this way.”
“Either way, we’re here and we have a baby to name now, and she’s not some little boy that isn’t even planned yet,” I answered and pushed him off me. If he would have continued, it would have ended up with him inside me while convincing me to have a baby as soon as our daughter was out. I couldn’t let that happen. “She needs a name.”
“Fine,” he said with a huff as he sat up straighter, pulling further away from me. I hated to admit it, but I instantly missed the heat of his body.
“I like Isabella.” I stroked my belly. “My mom’s name was Danielle so I was thinking Isabella Danielle.”
“How about Isobel? My grandmother’s name was Isobel.”
“Isobel Danielle Baker.” I liked it. No, I loved it.
Cailean looked up at me with so much emotion that I thought he was going to burst. I had no idea that giving our daughter his grandmother’s name would mean so much.
“Do you really mean that?” he asked, bending down to lift my shirt so that he could kiss my stomach.
“Mean what? I think it’s a great compromise. Besides, I kind of like Isobel better than Isabella.”
“Isobel Danielle Baker?”
Oh. He means his last name.
“Um, I mean, if you don’t want that, we can name her Isobel Danielle Anderson,” I told him with uncertainty. I had thought it was more of a tradition to name your baby after the dad, especially if he was a part of the baby’s life, which Cailean would be.
“Fuck no. While you’re at it, you might as well change your last name, too.”
“Gertrude Baker doesn’t really have a ring to it.” I let out a small chuckle. I didn’t realize until after the words were out of my mouth that it sounded as if I had actually contemplated changing my name.
I hadn’t.
Not even for a second.
“Gertie Baker does, though.” He hovered over me. “You’ll always be Gertie to me so it doesn’t matter if you don’t like the way Gertrude Baker sounds, because you’ll be my Gertie Baker.”
“You’re joking, right?” I held his face in my hands so that I could see his eyes. All I saw was sincerity
– he actually wanted me to have his last name. If you would have told me five years ago that the ladies’ man of our school, the great Cailean Baker, wanted me to take his last name, I would have laughed out loud. Now, just because he wanted that, it didn’t mean that I did.
“Never,” he said firmly, effectively chasing any thoughts I had about it away when he eagerly pressed his lips to mine.
My hands made their way from his face to his hips, catching his shirt on my wrists, exposing his wonderful abs. I almost asked how he managed to keep them up, but then he moved away from me to rip it off completely and I lost all my thoughts about it.
Holy hell, I thought as I took in his muscular chest and the tattoos. How am I ever going to let this go?
Instead of thinking about it, my hands made quick work on his belt, but he stopped me before I could make it to his jeans.
“Let me take care of you first,” he protested, moving to yank on my pants. It wasn’t hard for him by any means since they were just a simple pair of sweats.
“You always do.” I stopped him before he got to my shirt. I pushed up, forcing him to sit down, before I straddled him. “Let me take care of you for once.”
I could see the moment he gave up any resistance that he had and I slid down from his lap, and onto my knees in front of him. I tried hiding my nervousness as I worked the button of his jeans, but I mustn’t have done a good job because his hands covered mine just as I was about to unzip him.
“You don’t have to do this, baby,” he assured me.
“You really want me to stop?” I challenged, making a show of stroking him above his jeans.
“Fuck, no,” was his answer as he helped me get his pants down.
His dick sprang free, hard and long as it bounced lightly against his abdomen. The size of it was impressive and I knew I wouldn’t be able to fit it all in my mouth. Looking at it this close, I was surprised it even fit inside me at all.
Before I could lose my courage, I gently grabbed it and took it in my mouth. Cailean let out a moan as I tasted the slight saltiness of the smooth skin.
His hand found its way to my head where it tangled into my hair.
“Look at me,” he demanded and I did, wondering if I had done something wrong. But that thought was quickly erased as I saw his hungry eyes looking down at me. “Bloody hell, you’re so fucking perfect.”
It was hard keeping my eyes locked with his. Partly because it felt too intimate, but also because I wanted to focus on what I was doing. However, seeing the pleasure on his face made me feel good.
“Move your hand with your mouth,” he instructed, sounding out of breath. I did as he asked and watched his head fall back on the couch. The pure extacy on his face made me bold and I took it one step further by circling my tongue around the head.
With the help of his guiding hand in my hair, I bobbed my head up and down, trying to keep up with the rhythm he set. I wanted to go slower, enjoying the moment more than I thought I would, but if anything, he picked up the speed and started thrusting into my mouth. He hit the back of my throat, causing me to gag. I could feel tears on my face as I continued sucking him, trying to go as deep as he wanted.
“I’m about to come so if you don’t want it down your throat, you need to stop.”
Did I? A part of me was curious about what it would be like and another part was disgusted by the idea. It turned out that I took too long to decide, because the next thing I knew, Cailean’s hand tightened in my hair and hot spurts of semen tickled my throat. It felt as if the sticky saltiness never stopped coming and I had a hard time swallowing it with his dick still in my mouth.
Cailean’s hand finally relaxed in my hair, giving me the opportunity to sit up straight. I swallowed what was left in my mouth and the look on his face as his eyes followed the movement was enough to make me want to give it another chance. Perhaps I wouldn’t make such a mess if I was more prepared.
“I’ll be right back,” I whispered after a while and got up from the floor, my stiff knees letting out a silent thank-you.
“Hey,” he said softly, taking my hand to stop me from getting up completely. His free hand traveled up to my face and I could feel him wipe something off the corner of my mouth. How embarrassing, I probably have semen all over my face. “You okay?”
“Yes,” I answered and I wasn’t really lying. I was mostly okay if you didn’t count the humiliation of not being able to swallow everything. “I’m just going to clean up a bit.”
Looking at myself in the mirror made me cringe a bit. My lips were swollen as if we had been making out for hours, my face was blotchy, and my mascara had run down my cheeks. Other than the mess on my face, my eyes shone with happiness and confidence, something that hadn’t been there before. Or at least not this strong.
Cailean stepped into the bathroom as I was wiping my face off with a washcloth, going straight for the shower to turn it on.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” He hugged me from behind.
“Was it good for you?” I asked worriedly as I turned around in his arms. What if I had done all that and it hadn’t even been enjoyable for him?
“You’re worried that I didn’t like it?” His eyebrows shot up in surprise.
“I didn’t swallow all of it,” I mumbled.
“Fuck,” he cursed and pulled me in for a fierce hug. “It was messy and it was sloppy, but hell, babe, I didn’t even think you would try swallowing so the fact that you did…”
I wanted him to finish his sentence, but he spoke with wonder in his voice which made me feel a little bit better about it.
“So you want me to do it again?” I asked, placing a kiss on his chest.
“Fuck, yeah. But let me take care of you.”
I let him finish taking my clothes off and drag me into the shower, the steam from the warm water enveloping us.
“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered and cupped my boobs from behind.
I let him take care of me in the shower with his skillful fingers and mouth while water was pouring over us, just like he had asked for. He made me forget to be embarrassed about the blowjob and while I probably wouldn’t try to swallow next time, I felt high on being able to bring him the same pleasure he brought me.
“Are you sure Sebastian is okay at the bar by himself?” I asked after we had cleaned up and gotten in bed.
“Positive,” he answered tiredly, pulling me in closer.
“I just feel selfish for keeping you here when you have a bar to run.”
“It’s not like I’m your prisoner, Gertie.” He snorted. “Besides, before all his wedding shit, Sebastian took most of the night shifts and now that all that is behind him, he felt like it was time to get back to our routine.”
“You better not let Hanna hear you talk like that about her wedding,” I said with a small laugh.
“This has always been my favorite part of the day,” he murmured as he nuzzled my neck with his nose. It almost felt as if he was breathing me in.
“Why?”
“Because the day is finally over and I get to put it all behind me. Plus, now I get to do it with you warm and soft in my arms. It just makes me feel so fucking content, you have no idea, baby.”
His words struck me right in my chest; not because he felt so content with me – I was almost to the point where I wanted to give up trying to get him not to like me and our situation – it was because I felt the same.
“Yeah,” I said
with a sigh, hoping he would just drop the subject.
And with a small squeeze and a kiss, he did and eventually I managed to drift off in the comfort of his arms… content.
↞ ♥ ↠
“Wake up, sleepyhead,” Cailean whispered, kissing his way up my neck and jaw.
“No,” I grumbled, trying to pull him to me.
“You know, if you allowed me to wake you up earlier, we would have time for that,” he said with a chuckle and a chaste kiss on my cheek before he stood up. “I put your crackers on the nightstand. I’ll be in the bathroom if you need me.”
“I need you to come back and keep me warm,” I whined, trying to snuggle deeper into the blanket. The bed was always cold whenever he wasn’t in it. I hated it.
“And I need you to get your sexy ass out of bed so that we can see how our daughter is doing.”
Damn him for being right and damn me for not being a morning person.
I must have fallen back asleep because the next thing I knew, a blast of cold air hit me as the blankets were yanked off the bed.
“Cailean,” I said with a groan and tried in vain to get the blankets back.
“You’re out of time.
“I’m pregnant,” I said in defense although we both knew that was only part of my issue and he had no problem pointing that out either.
“You’re also not a morning person.”
“Just give me five minutes.”
“I’ll give you three to get out of that bed.”
“Or what?” I taunted, already more alert due to our banter. Had I mentioned how well he knew how to play me?
“I’ll carry you into that bathroom myself.” While that sounded very tempting – Cailean in the bathroom meant we were close to the shower and the shower had the possibility of making Cailean do things to my body no man had ever done – he had to ruin my thoughts when he opened his mind again, “Get your mind out of the gutter, baby. We don’t have time for it, as much as it pains me to say that. We need to leave in 30 minutes to make the appointment.”
“Fine,” I huffed and threw the blankets off, feeling like a toddler who wasn’t getting her way. I was acting ridiculously, but I didn’t know how to stop it. I could, however, apologize even though that went against everything I ever thought about Cailean. Still, I got up and walked over to him, wrapping my arms around his firm midsection. “I’m sorry for making things difficult for you.”
“Pfft, it’s not like I don’t fucking deserve it, but you’re making it so bloody hard not to take you up on your offer.”
“I’ll remember that when we’re not crunched on time,” I said with a smirk while untangling myself from him.
“Hey, the least you can do is give me a kiss?” He pouted.
“But I don’t want to tempt you,” I mocked, but still gave him what he wanted. I didn’t let him take it further than just a peck because while his breath smelled nice since he had brushed his teeth, mine didn’t.
I had to hurry to get ready on time, but we still made it with five minutes to spare.
“Ready?” he asked, reaching out his hand for me to take as we made our way into the doctor’s office.
I no longer hesitated to take it because I needed the comfort. It didn’t matter how many times we’d done this or that everything had been fine at each appointment, I was still very nervous.
“Yeah,” I answered and he squeezed my hand, trying to comfort me.
“She’s okay, Gertie,” he said reassuringly, the tone in his voice indicating that he was trying to reassure himself as well.
“But what if they found something on the ultrasound?”
“Then we’ll deal with it, okay?”
I could only nod in response because I didn’t have the same confidence he seemed to have, fake or not. I tried telling myself that everything had looked good to my untrained eye and that I had nothing to worry about.
Since it was an early morning appointment, it didn’t take long before we were called back and I was weighed before we were led back to the exam room. Again, the nurse never said anything about my weight or blood pressure being on the bad side, so I tried to calm down. Seeing the doctor smile as she announced her presence at the door helped a little bit, but then that could just simply be because she had always had that effect on me.
“How are you feeling?” she asked cheerily, her brown curls bouncing as she got situated on the small chair by the computer.
“Mostly okay,” I answered truthfully. “I’m still tired a lot of the time, but I manage.”
“Have you been able to feel the baby move at all?” she asked, typing away on her computer.
“I don’t know,” I answered.
It was very embarrassing to not being able to answer her question with a yes or no. I had heard it could feel like a flutter, almost as if you were gassy. One horrible side-effect of this whole pregnancy so far was that I had become one of those gassy pregnant women so I had no idea if it was said gas or our daughter moving.
My cheeks heated up just thinking about the time last week when I accidentally farted in front of Cailean – he had made me laugh and there was no stopping it. He had let out a small laugh at first and I had tried to leave so I could hide and never see him again, but he hadn’t let me. He had been cool about the whole thing, still was, and reassured me that it was a whole new level of trust in our relationship. I still hadn’t been able to look him in the eyes for the rest of the night after that, but I had slowly learned that holding it in was causing more discomfort than letting it out. Like he had said, there was a new level of trust in whatever relationship we had and I guess it was a sign that I trusted him… somewhat.
“Don’t worry. It’s normal, especially for a first time mom, to feel the baby move around 22 to 25 weeks,” Dr. Blackburn assured me. “How’s the nausea going?”
“It’s fine,” I answered, but that answer didn’t seem to satisfy Cailean.
“She’s throwing up almost every day, sometimes two or three times a day,” he said, earning a glare from me.
“Are you getting enough food in you, or is it all coming right back up?” she asked me while casting a glance at Cailean as well, probably thinking that he would give a more honest answer.
“It’s mostly just in the mornings and then at night after taking my vitamins,” I answered, knowing he would butt in no matter what I said.
“All she can keep in is toast, pancakes and KFC,” he added, earning him yet another glare. This wasn’t his appointment and he should have been grateful that I even let him come along.
“I eat other things too,” I defended. “It’s just easier to eat it if I can actually enjoy eating it, hence my increased intake of toast and pancakes.”
“Well, at least you’re getting something in your system and it seems as if you’re gaining weight,” the doctor said, her brows creasing before she added, “You said you usually throw up after taking your vitamin; how long after?”
“Maybe half an hour or so.”
“Hm, sometimes the iron in the tablets can cause nausea in some women and maybe you are one of them. Although, you’re anemic so you really do need it,” she mused. “How about this – we get you off your normal vitamins and try the chewy ones instead, I’ve heard they can be easier to digest and they taste like a fruit snack. However, I also want you to make an effort in eating more leafy greens, beans and more meat. Hopefully, that should help with your iron levels without making you throw up.”
As much as the thought of leafy greens and beans disgusted me, I nodded my head in promise. I needed to stay healthy, if not for me, then at least for my baby.
After a very lengthy appointment – I’d had to do some sort of glucose test, hence why I was starving – we were finally on our way to breakfast. I needed a big one in order to make it through my work day. Working had become harder due to my nausea, fatigue and generally being uncomfortable, but I hadn’t given up yet. I was, however, seriously considering asking Cailean about going down to part time for the reminder of my pregnancy. I knew he had hired me out of pity, so it wasn’t as if he needed me, but my pride and mental stability would take a hit from asking about less hours.
“Pancakes?” Cailean asked, snapping me out of my thoughts, although I had no clue why he bothered. Of course I wanted pancakes for breakfast. I shot him a look that told him so and he chuckled, causing me to smile because there was simply no way I couldn’t. “Of course. Pancakes it is.”
“You’re not sick of it yet?” I asked, thinking about how my diet these days pretty much consisted of toast, pancakes and KFC as he had mentioned to the doctor earlier.
“Never,” he answered, looking at me. The look told me he wasn’t just talking about my cravings. “Besides, it’s not like I have to eat pancakes.”
“Just don’t get anything with onions in it,” I told him, almost gagging at the mere thought of smelling the cooked vegetable.
“Duly noted.”
He drove us to our regular breakfast place – it sounded so weird that we already had a breakfast place together – and ordered our food. Even though not all my appointments required fasting, eating first thing in the morning didn’t really work for me anymore, so by the time we got our food, I was starving.
But of course Cailean had to ruin my pancake bliss by opening his mouth.
“My mom wants to throw you a baby shower,” Cailean announced like it was the most natural thing on earth.
“No.” I speared my poor pancakes on the fork as if they had been the ones announcing a dreadful baby shower. I didn’t do that kind of stuff and Cailean should have known that by now.
“I know you don’t like attention, but could you please just do it? She’s been on my fucking case about it since she found out, even more so when we announced it’s a girl. Plus, I bet Allie is just dying to throw you one.”
“Do you want one?”
“Fuck no. I don’t need people to buy me shit and I definitely don’t want to eat chocolate that’s been stuffed in a diaper.”
I gave him my best “Are you serious?” look. I mean, did he even hear himself when he spoke? He expected me to attend while he did whatever he wanted? Just because I didn’t have a lot of money, it didn’t mean that I needed a baby shower so that people could give me things. If they wanted to buy it based on my Amazon baby registry, then fine. I was, however, not going to sit at the center of attention while people watched my reaction to whatever they had bought me. Just no. No way.
“You do realize what an asshole you sounded like just now?” I asked. “Right?”
“Asshole? I was just saying that there’s no fucking way I’m going to a baby shower. It’s not a place for a man to be at.”
“Wow, I’ve never heard you being so sexist before,” I said with a smirk, all thoughts of being angry gone because he was being absolutely ridiculous. Maybe that was his plan to get me to calm down. I mean, Cailean was a smart guy and what was spewing out of his mouth right now was completely opposite of being something a smart guy would say. “I’m waiting for you to tell me that you’re expecting me to quit my job and stay home every day, cooking and cleaning while taking care of our baby.”
“I already told you that I’ll support you if that’s what you want,” he answered simply.
“I’m not attending a baby shower,” I told him firmly, steering the subject back to where we started. He wasn’t going to distract me into going.
“I don’t think you’ll have a choice in the end. It is my mother paired with Allie we’re talking about here.”
“Fine, but then you’re going too!” The smile on his face told me he had me exactly where he wanted me. “You tricked me, didn’t you? You’re not as stupid as you just portrayed yourself.”
“I just want my mom off my fucking back about it. If I had to sacrifice myself for a stupid baby shower, then so be it,” he replied smugly.
Damn him for knowing how to play me so easily.
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“WOW,” I SAID in amazement, unable to hide it.
Cailean had dragged me out this morning to hunt for his new house, or at least I thought he had been looking for a house when he had first told me about it a couple of weeks ago, but this was now the third apartment we had been looking at.
The place truly was amazing and the view was beyond gorgeous – I could see almost all of Seattle through the living room windows.
“Do you like it?” Cailean asked, coming up to stand behind me.
“It’s beautiful,” I admitted.
If he insisted on living in a skyscraper in the middle of the city, then this apartment would be hitting the jackpot.
“Could you picture yourself living here?” he asked softly, wrapping his arms around me.
“What?” I asked confused, spinning around in his arms. “No.”
“No? But you said it was beautiful and your face is showing how much you love it.”
“It is gorgeous, the view is amazing and it’s picture perfect, almost as if it came straight out of a magazine.”
“Then what’s the bloody problem?”
“It’s perfect for you, for someone who wants to live the city life to its fullest and doesn’t mind living up in the sky without a yard.”
“So you’re saying you want a yard?”
“What I want shouldn’t matter, Cailean.” I was starting to get frustrated, but I tried keeping my voice calm, knowing that he was getting just as frustrated with me. “This is going to be your home, not mine, and I think our baby will love it here.”
He narrowed his eyes at me and gave a curt nod, but he chose wisely not to argue with me. Instead, he let me go and went with the realtor to explore the rest of the apartment. I didn’t follow them, mostly because I knew he was upset with me, but also because what I had told him was true. It shouldn’t matter what I thought about it. No matter how gorgeous it was.
I spent some time exploring the living room and the absolutely amazing kitchen while Cailean followed the realtor around upstairs. Yes, the apartment had a second floor which sort of blew my mind. The place was huge for an apartment in Seattle and I didn’t even want to guess how much the rent would be. If there even was one. You probably had to purchase a place like this.
I was interrupted in my musings as the perfectly styled realtor led Cailean into the kitchen. I should have known this would be a luxury place as soon as Cailean had introduced me to the realtor. He oozed money in his suit and sleek style.
“As you can see, this is the kitchen. It’ll come with brand new appliances, the rest is fairly new as well. The couple selling this place isn’t using this as their primary home so everything is rarely used.”
“I can tell,” was Cailean’s only response as he took in the kitchen, completely ignoring me. It shouldn’t have hurt, but it did. I wanted to leave, but instead I stood my ground and stayed. If he wanted to be mad at me for speaking the truth, then so be it.
The realtor must have either sensed the tension between us, or he was actually done showing the massive place when he said, “I will leave you to discuss it. If you need me, I’ll wait by the elevator.”
Yup, the place had its own elevator as well.
“Are you going to ignore me all day?” I finally asked when he still hadn’t said anything after we were left alone.
“If it’s a choice between you freaking out or me ignoring you, then yeah.” He leaned against the counter, dragging his hands across his face in frustration.
“I’m not freaking out. Us living together was always meant to be temporary.” I tried to keep my voice calm as I stood next to him, palms resting on my growing bump. I should have been sitting down, but this conversation needed to happen and I was about to end it by leaving the room.
“And yet, here we still are.” He was being a sarcastic jerk as he smirked at me.
“Not by choice,” I lied. It wasn’t really by choice, but apart from one phone interview where I had turned down the job because it required a couple of months worth of traveling per year, I hadn’t exactly made an effort to look for another one.
My words hurt him. I could tell by the way he was looking at me as he gave me a final, curt nod before leaving me standing there alone.
I gave him a couple of minutes before I followed him. He was standing by the elevator doors, deep in conversation with the realtor. Neither of the men acknowledged my presence as they continued speaking.
“I should have a couple of listings ready by next week,” the realtor said.
“Make it happen by Friday,” Cailean responded, agitated. “And I’ll send you a list of preferred neighborhoods.”
“Friday, right,” the realtor agreed and I couldn’t blame him for giving in so easily. Business Cailean was pretty intimidating and if I hadn’t known the man, I probably would have done anything he demanded.
Heck, I used to do everything he asked for in high school.
The ride down to the lobby was a quiet and awkward one, but I refused to break the silence while there was a stranger with us.
“Cailean,” I pleaded once we had said our goodbyes to the realtor and made our way to the parking garage.
“Not here, Gert,” he replied as he continued his long strides. I gave up trying to match his long legs, realizing that I was only hurting myself. I was several feet behind him before he noticed. “I’m sorry, babe. I just didn’t want to have this conversation standing up. I know you’re tired and I know it’s bound to be a long one.”
And just like that, he won me over again. Trying to not let my emotions show, I caught up with him and slid my hand in his, giving it a squeeze. I knew we had both said some hurtful things in the last couple of hours, but this moment made me hope.
Hope that we could fix it.
Fix us.
Once we were in the car, we sat in silence. Cailean didn’t bother starting the car and I had no idea how to start the difficult conversation I’d been putting off since he first mentioned moving.
“I’m sorry,” I rushed out at the same time he said, “I’m such a jerk.”
“I think we were both jerks in there,” I tried to joke, lightening the burden he seemed to have on his shoulders.
“Gertie,” he started, pulling my hand into his lap. He looked at our joint hands for a good minute before he continued, “I want to be there to help with diaper changes, feedings, whatever it is a baby needs and I can’t do that if she’s not there with me.”
“But there will be days when she is with you,” I reasoned, trying to keep my voice gentle.
“I don’t think you understand how much it’ll gut me to miss out on the days that she’s not.”
“I do,” I whispered, looking down at our hands.
“Then what’s the fucking problem?”
“We were only supposed to be temporary!” I yelled, yanking from his grip to throw my hands up as if it would make my point more clear. “Okay? Once Isobel is here, there’s not supposed to be an us anymore.”
“Nothing about us is temporary, Gertie,” he growled. He actually growled.
I swallowed nervously, unsure how to respond to that. On the one hand, the fact that we were on two completely different pages when it came to our post-baby relationship was extremely frustrating. On the other hand, I had never been more turned on in my life.
Okay, that was a lie.
Cailean had turned me on beyond words in ways I had never imagined before during the last few months, but still, the growl was extremely sexy.
His face had gotten closer and instead of denying myself of doing what I wanted, I grabbed his face in my hands and pressed my lips to his. It was hard and it was sloppy, but it was us. The car was roomy, but there wasn’t enough space to do what I wanted. Besides, we were in a car in a public parking lot.
I moaned into his mouth as his tongue traced my lips, but I knew that if I let him in, we wouldn’t be leaving anytime soon.
“We’re not temporary,” he said when I pulled away, our breathing heavy as we stayed close.
“I know,” I whispered.
“Don’t say shit like that, okay?”
I nodded, but I knew that while we weren’t temporary, what we had now could never last. We would forever be tied to each other, we had been since the first day we met all those years ago, but I was never meant to be his.
↞ ♥ ↠
I stirred, trying to get my eyes to open as the morning light streamed into the bedroom. Normally, I would have shut the blinds and I could have sworn I had done so last night, but… Eyelids growing heavy, I wasn’t able to stay awake long enough to wonder about it.
The next time I came around, the feeling of being watched came over me. It took awhile for my mind to wake up enough to register Cailean sitting in the rocking chair in the corner of the room. A coffee cup was in his hands and he was already dressed in sweats and a t-shirt.
How long has he been awake?
I was normally the one who got up first, which made sense since I wasn’t the one working until the early morning hours.
“What are you doing?” I asked, my voice still thick with sleep.
“This was a good buy,” he commented, rocking in the chair. It was something I had insisted on a few days ago. We hadn’t even been out shopping for the baby, but instead of buying the dresser we had went out for, we came home with the grey rocker he was currently sitting in.
“Mhmm,” I murmured in response, ready to go back to sleep if he was going to ignore me. It almost seemed as if it was becoming a habit of his these days.
“I was staring at you,” he finally answered just as my mind started drifting off again.
“Because that’s not creepy,” I whispered to myself, but he heard me anyway because a small chuckle escaped him.
“I’m playing catch-up from all the years I missed out on and it just had me thinking.”
“Thinking about what?” I was officially awake by then because hearing the words ‘I’ve been thinking’ was almost as bad as ‘we need to talk.’
“Just the time that we missed out on, you know?” He shrugged, taking a sip of his coffee before he continued, “And not just the eight years since we graduated, but all those years before that.”
“You mean the years you spent bullying me?” I couldn’t help my snappy response, but to be fair, he was the one who was getting close to dragging up all our ugly baggage.
“What if we had put aside our differences, we could have been high school sweethearts.”
“You mean, your differences.”
“We could have been on our second or third kid by now,” he said thoughtfully and got out of the rocker to join me on the bed, his large palm splayed out on my stomach.
“I’m not a baby machine.” I scoffed on a laugh. “Besides, you didn’t seem to be the settling down kind of guy back then anyway.”
“I would have been for you if I had known what I know now.” He bent down and placed a kiss on my belly before moving up to my lips. “I know I can’t change the past, but knowing where we came from, it just makes me appreciate what we have now so much more.”
Swallowing the big lump of emotions down my throat, I didn’t know how to handle this side of Cailean. I had never taken him as a sentimental and dreamy guy.
“Whatever you put in your coffee this morning, please use it every morning.” I smiled against his lips. “I’ll take emotional Cailean over grumpy Cailean every day.”
“Fuck, I’ve been an asshole recently, haven’t I?”
“Sort of.” I shrugged, not wanting to brush off the truth.
I”m just scared of losing you, Gertie. These last few days… I don’t know, it just feels as if you’ve drifted further away each day.”
“I’m right here,” I assured and pulled him to me.
For now.
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“YOU SHOULD TAKE a nap. I intend to keep you up all night again,” Cailean said huskily, grazing his lips across mine.
If we hadn’t been in Allie’s kitchen, I wouldn’t have let him wait until tonight. Unfortunately for my raging hormones, we had stopped by my best friend’s house after looking at a house for sale just down the street. Cailean had said it was the one, and while I agreed that it was an amazing house, a part of me was dreading having him live so close to my friend. I could picture a future where I would see him and his new girlfriend, or even wife, taking their evening walk while I visited with Allie. The other part of me saw an opportunity where Allie could keep me updated on what was going on in his life while keeping an eye on my daughter when she was spending time with Cailean.
A sting on my neck, caused by Cailean biting me, brought me back to the present. His tongue worked on soothing the sting away and I couldn’t help but to moan at the sensation. I was sure there would be a mark there by tonight, as if we were to sex crazed teenagers.
He was supposed to be spending time with the guys, playing video games, which was why I had busied myself with baking with Allie in the kitchen. He had been coming in here for the cookies, but things had quickly turned heated.
“Oh, yeah?” I shuddered slightly in anticipation at the thought of what was about to happen tonight, scolding myself for letting Cailean affect me the way he was, but quickly forgot all about it as his lips moved even hungrier across mine.
“Mhmm,” he hummed. “Definitely.”
A throat cleared and I quickly pulled my head away from Cailean and discovered Allie in the doorway. She knew all about my relationship with Cailean, or at least most of it, but I still couldn’t help but blush. Cailean chuckled and pressed a brief kiss on my warm cheek.
“I’ll see you later, baby,” he said as he started to walk away with a handful of the cookies.
“Or maybe you should let her sleep,” Allie put in pointedly. “Babies need their mommas to sleep so that they can grow.”
“I know,” he said and bent down to give her a kiss goodbye on the cheek, but she pushed him away, most likely due to what she had seen earlier. As if I couldn’t be more embarrassed, he then added smugly, “That’s why I suggested she take a nap.”
He was gone before I could fling the cookbook at his head for saying that. Allie just shook her head, but I couldn’t tell if it was from amusement or disagreement. However, I could tell she wanted to say something and I knew exactly what it was.
“There’s no need to tell me,” I told her, slipping down from the counter.
“Tell you what?” She grabbed a cookie, acting innocent, before she sat down on one of the bar stools.
“Whatever you were about to say.”
“Good, then maybe you could tell me, because I have no idea how to react to seeing my best friend basically having sex on my kitchen counters.”
“We did not have sex on your kitchen counters,” I said defensively. I had more respect than that, right? We seemed to be getting caught up in the moment more often than not these days, but that didn’t mean that I was about to let him have me in someone else’s kitchen. That was just wrong. “I wouldn’t do that to you and Nick, or myself for that matter.”
“I’m not saying you can’t have sex in the kitchen, because it’s sometimes amazing and I know how sometimes you just want it right then and there.” She held up her hands in surrender.
“I’m just saying that Cailean has a perfectly good kitchen you can do that in that is not mine.”
My cheeks flamed in embarrassment as we went back to baking. It was something the two of us had bonded over when we met in college. And baking in a dorm wasn’t the easiest and while we got pretty creative at times, it was as if we were making up for lost bakes once we graduated.
“Let me ask you this – what are you going to do once Isobel is here? Are you going to continue your whole parents-with-benefits deal, or are you going to let him lose?” Allie asked, breaking the comfortable silence we had been sitting in as the cookies were baking.
“The plan was always for us to go our separate ways once she’s here.” I hated that I sounded miserable at the mere thought of doing that.
“Was that your plan or was that his plan?”
“Mine,” I admitted. “I don’t think he ever planned on letting go.”
“Then do yourself a big favor, Gertie. Let him go now so that there’s not a little girl in the mix when you do. Or, give yourself to him all the way, meaning that you put on those beautiful rings of yours and stop living out of a bag; I’m sure the guy could spare a drawer or two, maybe even some closet space. I’m not saying that everything will work out in the end, but start planning for your baby as a couple rather than two separate parents.”
Isobel chose that moment to move inside me. And not just a little flutter that might have been gas, but actually moved. Kick and all.
I gasped, placing my hand on my stomach to see if I could feel it, but she stilled. I was out of the chair in less than a second, hoping she would kick again and needing to get to Cailean before she did.
“Cailean,” I urged, positioning myself in front of him. I knew that was the only way to get his attention while he was playing one of these stupid games.
“Just a sec, Gert,” he said, looking around me.
Embarrassment flooded my cheeks, turning them red, at his dismissal. It wasn’t just about him ignoring me, I could deal with that just fine, but it was the fact that a room of people had just witnessed it that turned the slight disappointment into mortification.
“Here, babe,” Matt said from beside us. “You can play for me. I need to go take a piss anyway.”
I didn’t know what made him do it, but the look in his sincere eyes told me it wasn’t because he needed to use the bathroom. Either way, I was grateful for the save.
“I don’t know how to play,” I admitted quietly as I took a seat next to him.
Cailean shot me a confused look as I got comfortable, but I ignored him. If he could do it to me, then I could do it to him. Besides, Isobel was no longer moving around so my reason for being there was no longer valid.
“You don’t need to know how to play the game,” Matt instructed. “Just hide me so this fucker here can’t kill me.”
“I can do that.” I nodded and tried to get myself somewhat oriented by looking from the screen to the controller in my hands. Cailean and I kept ignoring each other as Matt taught me how to play and my suspicions earlier were proven right when he never did leave to go use the bathroom. I didn’t know how long we sat there - long enough that I knew I should have left and joined Allie back in the kitchen by now - but I was once again interrupted by a sharp kick to my side. “Ah!”
“What’s wrong?” Matt’s attention was immediately on me as Cailean merely looked my way.
Screw him.
“She’s kicking,” I explained and without asking, he put his hand over mine just as another kick came.
I knew I should have asked him to remove his hand, but a part of me wanted to share the joy with someone. And soon we were joined by Allie as well all the while Cailean just sat there, mute, staring at all the commotion.
“I’m out of here,” he announced, interrupting the fussing.
My heart dropped down into my stomach as the front door slammed and all sets of eyes landed on me as if I knew what was going through Cailean’s mind.
I did, but I didn’t.
↞ ♥ ↠
Allie took me home a short while after Cailean had left. Matt had offered to take me since Cailean’s place was on his way home, but I figured it would only make things worse. While I wanted to hurt Cailean back, as if we were back in high school again, I couldn’t bring myself to do it.
“Call me if you need anything,” Allie pleaded as she dropped me off. “And I mean it. If you need a break and a place to stay while you sort things out, I’ll be here.”
“Thanks, Allie,” I answered even though we both knew I wouldn’t take her up on it. If there was one thing that was different between me now and how I had been back then, it was that I wasn’t backing down. If Cailean wanted to be a jerk, then so be it. I wasn’t going to take it.
“What, home so soon?” he asked mockingly, raking his eyes over me as I walked into the apartment. “Matt couldn’t satisfy your needs?”
His words, added to the hurt I was already feeling, made white hot fury surge through my veins. I knew, deep in my bones, that this was a fight I should be backing down from, but I was done letting him walk over me as if I was some sort of doormat. High school Gertie was gone, and it was about time he realized that once and for all.
“Fuck you,” I seethed, not finding anything better to say as I stormed past him toward the bathroom. Tears were forming in my eyes and I refused to let him see them.
So much for not letting him get to me.
“Already did,” I heard him mutter as if it was a curse, and maybe that was true.
I slammed the bathroom door closed behind me, sinking down to my butt. I wasn’t sure what to do because I wasn’t leaving and I knew I couldn’t hide out forever.
My ass was numb by the time I got off the floor, but I was no longer on the verge of crying as I started getting ready for bed. After the mentally exhausting day, I was more than ready to go to sleep and start a fresh day tomorrow.
As I was putting my earrings and watch away, I caught a glimpse of the small box containing my wedding rings. I hadn’t opened it since I had put them away. It felt as if it was so long ago, but in reality, it had only been six months. We hadn’t even been married a year yet and look at us.
I cast a glance at the door to make sure I was alone before I opened the box. They were so beautiful my heart hurt. I wanted to wear them, I truly did, but I didn’t know what that would mean to our relationship. We were married, there was no escaping that, but it felt as if I were accepting it by putting the rings on. Or had I already accepted our weird relationship and marriage when we had sex?
I wished for a normal marriage so that I could display the rings with pride instead of shame, knowing what they represented. I wished our marriage hadn’t started with manipulation or alcohol. There were so many things I wished for, but I still couldn’t find myself hating the situation we were in right now, no matter how things had started or how things had ended today.
“Gertie,” Cailean said through the door. I could tell by his voice that he regretted everything that had gone down today.
The door handle rattled when I didn’t answer him.
Oh, crap.
I panicked, not wanting him to see that I was trying on my rings – I would never live that down and his head would be too big for his own good. However, when I went to take the rings off, they both got stuck on my knuckle and no matter how hard I tried, they simply would not come off. I went to shut the door, but I was too late and Cailean appeared in the doorway before I could even put my hand on the knob.
“Get out. I don’t want to talk to you right now,” I told him with a glare, trying to hide my left hand behind my back before he noticed.
“What are you doing?” He nodded toward my not-so-discreetly hidden hand, completely ignoring my command.
“Nothing. Now leave.”
Instead of leaving like I asked, he took a step closer. Then another. Another, until he was standing so close to me, I could feel his body heat and hard muscles press up against me. Gently, he grasped my hand and pulled on it until I finally relented and let him look, the rings shining between us.
“Fuck,” he muttered, barely audible.
“Allie put her hand on my belly too.” I felt as I needed to put that out there.
“I’m a jealous bastard and I’m sorry for reacting the way I did. Someone touched what was mine and I didn’t like it.” He stared down at my hand for what felt like five minutes before finally looking up, saying, “You should wear them more often, they really suit you.”
“They suit me?” I quoted.
“Very much so.” I knew before he even moved what he was about to do – it was written all over his face – so it came as no surprise when his mouth met mine in a heated kiss that broke off way too soon. “Turn around.”
“Why?” I asked, breathing heavily from his kiss.
“Because I’m about to fuck some sense into you,” he said gruffly.
Oh.
There was no hesitation on my part after that as I turned around to face the mirror. His hands worked quickly as he took my pants and underwear off. I barely had time to step out of them before I felt his hardness against my butt. There was something sexy about the fact that he was still dressed, as if he couldn’t get inside me soon enough.
“Do it,” I challenged.
“Oh, I’m going to,” he answered as I felt him nudge my entrance. Then he was inside me in one swift move that stung in a delicious way. “And it’s going to be fast and hard.”
He looked up at me in the mirror, catching my eyes with his as he started moving inside me. And like he promised, there was nothing slow about it, and I loved it. He roughly pulled down my shirt and bra, exposing my boobs. They were heavy in his hands as he thrust into me.
I looked down, his intense eyes making me feel as if he could see right down to the very core of me. It made me feel too vulnerable and exposed.
“Nuh-uh,” he chided, slamming into me so hard I would have lost my balance if it hadn’t been for the counter. “Keep looking, baby. I want you to watch me fuck what’s mine and how bloody good we look together.”
I tried keeping my gaze up, locked with his in the bathroom mirror, but he felt too good to keep my eyes open.
“Please, Cailean.” I had no clue what I was begging him to do, but I needed him to do something to relieve the ache that was slowly building up inside me.
“Look, Gertie,” he urged me once again, but this time he grabbed a hold of my left hand, aligning our rings. “Accept the fact that you’re mine. You promised me that the past was in the past, but you sure as fuck aren’t acting like it.”
I could no longer deny the fact that my life wouldn’t go back to normal after all this, and he was right, the sight of us in the mirror made sense. It looked as if we belonged to each other, as if we knew each other’s deepest part of our souls.
“I’m scared,” I admitted in the smallest whisper. I couldn’t even believe that I had uttered those words and even though I should have regretted them as he stopped all movement altogether, I simply couldn’t.
It was the scary truth after all.
He started moving achingly slow again and dragged his hand across my upper body, squeezing my boob lightly before capturing my chin. He angled my head so that he could give me a kiss, a kiss that I eagerly responded to.
“It’s okay,” he said softly when he pulled away. There was no arguing or demands that I would get over it; he was just accepting of it and that alone made all my walls of hatred crumble.
I let out a loud moan as he started moving faster again, setting a pace that would quickly push me over the edge.
“Cailean,” I moaned.
“That’s it, baby. Come for me,” he said with a groan, fingers expertly stroking my clit.
He didn’t have to work for it long and before I knew it, my body tensed up as I let go and came. As usual, Cailean wasn’t far behind as I felt him twitch inside me. His hands held my hips almost bruisingly as he kept me from moving.
After a while, he pulled out, causing us both to wince at the loss of contact. Grabbing a washcloth from the counter, he quietly helped me clean up, making my heart melt a little bit more. After a gentle kiss on my hip, he pulled my panites back up and righted my t-shirt.
“It’s my rings on your finger and it’s my baby growing inside you,” he said forcefully as he buttoned his pants back up. “And any future babies you might have are all going to be mine.”
I couldn’t help the flutter in my belly as he spoke, clearly staking a claim that he didn’t have. A possessive Cailean was a hot Cailean and even though I should have been bothered, I was anything but.
“Okay,” I whispered, unsure if he actually heard me, but it didn’t matter. The words were mostly meant for myself.
Now if I could only find a away to let my heart and mind claim him as well.
↞ ♥ ↠
“Hey, did you finish those spreadsheets yet?” Cailean asked without looking up when I strolled into his office the next day.
“No. I’ll have them done later this afternoon,” I answered, waiting for him to finish up whatever he was doing.
He looked up in confusion, because any other day I would have had them done by now, or at least told him I would get right on it. I could see the moment he took in my outfit and it dawned on him that something was off.
“You realize you could work in sweats for all I care, right?” He looked me up and down, taking in the flowery sundress I had on. If you looked really hard, you could see my small bump, but other than that, I looked like my old self.
“I’m not here to work. I actually stopped by to tell you that I won’t be in until a bit later today. I have an interview in a little bit.”
That made him sit up straighter in his chair and I could see a flash of anger dance in his eyes. That was the reason why I hadn’t told him about it until just now. I’d gotten the call three days ago and I knew he would have found a way to talk me out of it.
“What, we had a fight and you think I’ll fire you?”
“No,” I scoffed. “If anything, fighting and arguing is our strong suit. But we both knew this was temporary.”
“And you think now is a good time to start a new job?” His gaze flickered down to my midsection and while he didn’t say it outright, his eyes told me everything.
“Pregnancy isn’t going to stop me from achieving my goals,” I said with a bit more attitude than necessary.
“Fuck,” he cursed and stood up, making his way towards me. I would have stopped him if he hadn’t looked so torn. He pulled me into his strong arms and I couldn’t help but to sag against his strength. “It’s just that I’ve gotten used to having you here with me every day and I… kind of like it.”
“You kinda like it?” I raised my eyebrows in silent laughter.
“Fine,” he huffed, squeezing me. “I love that I can just pull you in here and bend you over the desk if I want to, or sneak kisses when you think no one is looking. I like that I can keep an eye on you.”
“You’ve never fucked me on your desk,” I protested and slapped him on his chest for even saying that.
“No, but now I might not even get the chance to.”
“Cailean, it’s just an interview,” I promised, hating seeing him like this, but it was my career. Just because he was throwing me puppy eyes right now, it didn’t mean I was willing to give up a job for him. I’d already lost one due to getting pregnant - because I still believed that I would have nailed that job if we hadn’t met in Vegas - and I wasn’t about to flush another one down the drain simply because he wanted the chance to bend me over his desk.
“I know. All joking aside, you have actually been a huge help around here. Who knew having an organized desk with color coded binders would make me so efficient?”
I rolled my eyes, thinking back to the day he had caught me cleaning up his desk. Let’s just say he wasn’t too happy that I was touching his stuff. “Again, it’s just an interview so stop acting as if this is goodbye.”
After some more reassuring that I wasn’t going to be starting a new job today, or this week for that matter, he let me go. The whole drive to the company I was interviewing for, my stomach was a mess, my hands were sweaty on the steering wheel and I couldn’t help but think of all the ways this was a bad idea.
The main interviewer reminded me of my old boss, the one who had fired me because our futures weren’t lining up.
Such bullshit.
As the questions were asked, I had a feeling there would be no shared lunches, stolen glances, small kisses or a booty call happening in this office and for that reason alone, I felt myself already turning down their offer. I hadn’t realized how much I enjoyed working for Cailean and his little bar until that moment when the thought of not doing it almost sent me into a panic.
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A FEW DAYS after the our big fight and my failed interview, Cailean insisted on yet another shopping trip. This time, to IKEA. Apparently, the little shopping - his words, not mine - we had done the other day, had just made his urge to go baby shopping so much worse.
We had found a crib and changing table, along with a dresser, that weren’t as humongous as the ones we had looked at in the baby store. They also weren’t several hundreds dollars, which was a plus in my book.
While I had found everything I had looked for, Cailean still humored me by walking through the entire store, and again, picked up some random stuff and put it in our cart. What the hell did he need a dish brush for?
“I dated a Swedish girl once. She was a nanny and she used to cook for the kids and bring me leftovers; these meatballs tastes nothing like hers,” he said, shoveling said meatballs in his mouth. I was sure he hadn’t meant anything by what he said, but hearing him talk about other girls made my insides churn.
“How many girls have you dated?” I asked even though I didn’t even want to think about him with someone else.
“Officially?”
“Is there any other way to date someone?”
“Well, yes…” he hesitated when he saw that I was completely serious. “There are fuck buddies and just random fucks.”
I winced at his words. Not because of the crude way he was putting it in, but the fact that he was so casual about having sex with someone he didn’t even know. I wasn’t stupid and I knew Cailean had a past – heck, I had witnessed some of it in high school – but to hear him talk about it made it seem more real somehow.
Hypocrite. You had sex with a ‘stranger’ in Vegas.
“Then, how many ‘buddies’ have you had?” I made quotation marks at the word.
“A few,” he answered vaguely.
“Cailean,” I said in a small whine. Why couldn’t he just tell me?
“Gertie,” he answered back. “Do you really want to know how many girls I’ve fucked? Because I sure as hell am better off not knowing how many guys have touched you in places only I’m allowed to touch.” I knew he was because last time we’d had a discussion similar to this one, he’d refused to ask.
“One,” I answered shortly, taking a sip of my drink, hoping it would calm me down. “Besides you, only one guy has touched me like that… once.”
“Gertie,” he warned with a groan, obviously not liking the fact that I told him. “I don’t know, okay? Probably a dozen or so.”
A dozen… wow, that was twelve girls that had touched what was… mine. Was he even mine?
“Okay, thank you for answering.” I was feeling anything but thankful for the answer. I could have handled the knowledge that there had been a couple of girls before me, but a dozen…
“Do you feel better knowing?” He raised his eyebrows as though he knew exactly what I was feeling.
“No,” I whispered.
“I tried to warn you. What’s in the past should stay in the past.” He began eating again. I had started to hate our quote about the past. “Now, can we please talk about something else?”
As much as I wanted to ask more questions, I knew I probably wouldn’t like the answers, so I agreed to the change of subject.
We ended up talking about the baby shower - neither of us had a clue when it was or where it was taking place. Allie had been pretty tight-lipped about the whole thing and Cailean’s mom wasn’t any better. He seemed pretty confident that it wouldn’t be in Leavenworth, though, so at least we knew something.
After we had finished eating our lunch, we went straight to getting our things and paid for it. Surprisingly, Cailean let me pay for the furniture and while I didn’t like spending money, it still felt good to have finally gotten some necessary things for Isobel. I felt more prepared and one step closer to her being here; which still scared the crap out of me, but now I also felt a bit excitement along with that fear.
↞ ♥ ↠
I stared at the toilet paper in my hand, the slight pink tinge coming in and out of focus as I tried to process what I was seeing.
It couldn’t be blood.
It just couldn’t be.
No.
“Gert?” Cailean asked through the door, his knock on the door and voice startled me out of my trans, but I still couldn’t let go of the fact that everything was falling apart.
I couldn’t answer him, no matter how much I wanted to call out for help. If I was bleeding, there was nothing Cailean could do about it.
“Okay, you’re starting to freak me out, babe,” he pleaded through the door.
I tossed the toilet paper into the toilet and grabbed some fresh paper, wiping once again, hoping this was all just a bad nightmare.
Pink.
Blood.
No.
Frantically, I tried again as if it would all go away. I barely registered the door opening, but then Cailean was right in front of me. If I hadn’t been so scared I might have been embarrassed about him seeing me like this, but I was beyond that. I needed someone to fix me.
“Gertie, what’s wrong?” Cailean asked in a panicked voice.
“There was blood…” I whispered. Holding the toilet paper up for him to see. As gross as that was, I needed him to tell me that it was all in my head. “My pee… it had blood in it.”
I saw him pale, but thankfully, he didn’t freak out like I had done. My hands were still shaking and my heart was beating way too fast for comfort.
“Okay,” he said and I could tell that he was trying to take control of the situation. “Okay. Do you have the number for your doctor?”
Right. My doctor. I should have thought about calling her. Why hadn’t I thought of that?
“Cailean,” I said on a choked sob.
“Hey, it’s okay,” he said gently, stroking my hair away from my face. “We’re not going to freak out until we’ve talked to your doctor. Spotting is normal.” I could tell he was trying to convince the both of us, but I still nodded my head, choosing to believe him. “Okay?”
“Okay.”
He disposed of the tainted toilet paper and helped me up from the toilet, my legs stiff from sitting on it for too long and fear.
So much fear.
Fear of what was going on.
Fear of what could happen.
Fear of what would happen.
I went over to my side of the bed - because Cailean had already wormed his way so far into my life that we had sides on the bed - and sat down. My pregnancy book contained all the numbers I would need and I handed him the piece of paper, too unfocused to be able to make the call myself.
Thankfully, he didn’t argue about it and grabbed it from me. I listened as he called the 24-hour nurse line and was surprised that he didn’t need to ask me any questions even though I could hear the nurse on the other line firing off different ones. I was impressed that he had listened enough to know the answers.
“Yes, she’s six months pregnant and this is the first time this has happened,” he said as if to confirm the information he had just given. “Thank you.”
“What did she say?” I laid down on the bed. It somehow felt as if I could keep Isobel safer in this position.
“She made us an appointment with Dr. Blackburn first thing in the morning,” he answered and came to sit next to me, a hand placed protectively on my belly. “If the bleeding starts to get worse or if you start to experience pain, we need to go to the hospital right away.”
“Okay,” I mumbled. While the possibility of things getting worse made fear creep up my spine, I was somewhat relieved that they hadn’t told us to rush to the hospital right away. Maybe if I laid still, the bleeding would go away and everything would go back to normal.
“Can I get you anything?”
I shook my head in answer. “Maybe just… hold me?”
Even after all this time, it was hard to admit when I needed his comfort, but I desperately needed it now so my pride had to take a step back. And when he climbed in behind me and wrapped his strong arms around me, everything melted away. I still had a hard time falling asleep and the lack of soft snores behind me told me that Cailean had the same problem. Still, we didn’t talk. Maybe we should have, but at that moment, there was nothing that could be said to make things better.
↞ ♥ ↠
“Have you been doing any exercising? Walking more than normal? Have you experienced pain during intimacy?” Dr. Blackburn rambled off the questions so fast, I almost couldn’t keep up with her.
“No exercising and no pain, but we did go shopping so I walked a bit more than my pregnant body wanted me to,” I answered as Cailean squeezed my hand in reassurance.
“Okay, that is most likely it,” she said and took out my ultrasound pictures. “You see, you have something called Placenta Previa. I didn’t mention anything because it normally goes away long before you’re due. It’s a condition where the placenta is blocking your cervix; that means the baby has no way out. The pressure she was putting on it while you were walking around is most likely what caused the spotting when you got home.”
“So how does she come out?” Cailean asked before I got to it.
“If the placenta hasn’t moved by the time you’ve reached 30 weeks, we’ll have to schedule a C-section.”
C-section? But that would mean surgery!
“What if I don’t want surgery?” I asked before I could even stop myself. Of course I had no choice. Isobel needed to come out one way or another and my vagina was not an option. I knew labor would be painful and I hadn’t exactly been looking forward to it, but surgery was just downright scary.
“I’m afraid that would be your only option,” Dr. Blackburn said with pity in her eyes. “The placenta contains a lot of blood so we can’t have you go into labor since the contractions could be fatal to both you and the baby.”
“What does that mean?” Cailean asked and by now I could tell that he was worried.
“It means we’ll have to deliver your baby girl before she’s due. It’s a risk because her lungs might not be fully developed, but if we wait too long, the risk is even greater. I usually recommend delivering the baby around 35-36 weeks.”
“But that’s only two months away,” I whispered, putting a protective arm around my belly.
“Two and a half, yes,” she corrected. “But remember, it’s only if the placenta is still blocking the cervix in a few weeks.”
“So that means another ultrasound?” Cailean asked.
“Yes, I’m inputting the referral right now and they will give you a call back like they’ve done the other two times. It also means light bed rest, more frequent appointments and no sex.”
“Can I still work?” I asked at the same time Cailean asked, “No sex?”
She looked at me first and answered, “You can work as long as it’s mostly sitting down. No walking around, bending too much and absolutely no heavy carrying. I will write you a note if you need one.” Then she turned to Cailean and answered his questions with, “No penetration and no orgasms; it could set off contractions. What you do with that information is up to you.”
Since my job was mostly done sitting by a desk, the light duty wouldn’t bother me much but I had to admit that I was a little bummed out about the no sex-rule as well.
Okay, maybe a little bit more than bummed out, if I was being honest.
Dr. Blackburn gave me all the regular after-care instructions and sent us on our way as if everything was normal. I had barely wrapped my head around the fact that I was going to become a mom, but now I had to accept the fact that my pregnancy wouldn’t be one of those smooth and breezy ones; not that it had been great to begin with, but this was still another complication to add to the rest of the list.
“It’ll be okay, babe,” Cailean said as he wrapped me up in a tight hug. I loved his tight hugs. I hadn’t even realized we’d reached the car until then. “We’ll get through it.”
“I know,” I mumbled into his chest as I wrapped my arms around his waist.
“Come on, let’s get some breakfast,” he said, releasing me way too soon for my liking.
“I’m not hungry,” I said just as my traitorous stomach growled.
“Uh-uh,” he said, opening my door with a big smirk on his face.
It didn’t feel right to go out to eat with Cailean anymore. A big part of our relationship, besides Isobel, involved sex. Now that sex was out of the equation, going out to breakfast seemed more like a date and less like the ‘I just screwed your brains out so now I need to feed you so we can keep going’ situation we had going on before.
It scared the crap out of me.
“It’s just breakfast, Gertie,” Cailean said as he got into the driver’s seat. “Relax.”
“We both know it’s not just breakfast anymore, Cailean.”
“I know.”
And that was that. He didn’t make a cocky declaration about his marital rights to go on a date and I didn’t retort back that said rights were only on paper. I let him take me to a diner and I let him pay for the food.
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“HERE,” ALLIE SAID, handing me a beautiful pink maxi-dress and I looked at it in confusion.
She and Hanna had surprised me this morning by showing up at Cailean’s apartment with Starbucks and breakfast. They both knew I was struggling with Cailean, my condition, and what that meant for us, so I had just thought they were here to make me feel better. Which they had succeeded with. Cailean had been working pretty much all night
so I had been frustrated and sleep-deprived. Not a good combination.
“I wasn’t aware that I needed a new dress,” I said and looked at the two of them. Now that our breakfast was over with, I could see that they were dressed way too nicely for so early in the morning - they were both wearing dresses, similar to the one in my hands, and make-up.
“You do for today,” Hanna said cryptically and ushered me toward my bathroom. “Now get dressed so I can fix your hair.”
“What’s going on?” I asked.
“Don’t worry about it, but if it makes you feel any better, Cailean had nothing to do with it,” she responded and shut the door, leaving me alone in the bathroom.
It did make me feel a bit better, but I was still anxious about what they had planned. A warm shower helped a bit and as I stepped into the gorgeous baby-pink dress that hung perfectly over my belly, there was even some excitement that shown in my eyes. Whatever they had planned, it felt good to dress up.
“You look happy,” Allie commented as she applied my makeup. Hanna was doing my hair, but she paused at Allie’s words.
“I am,” I answered truthfully. I was happy… for now. It still felt as if the other shoe was about to drop.
“You deserve to be happy, Gertie. Even if that means you stay with Cailean when Isobel gets here,” Hanna chimned in.
I wasn’t going to lie, the same thing had occurred to me and sometimes I found myself thinking about staying the way we were - long term. But that was all it was. Wishful thinking.
“I know,” I whispered quietly, but instead of talking more about it, which I probably should have given the opportunity, the girls finished making me pretty while talking about Christmas.
As soon as we stepped into Allie’s house, I was met by Cait, Cailean’s mom. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what was happening today and why I was dressed up.
Baby shower.
“Oh, look at you!” Cait gushed and hugged me. When she released me, her hands immediately went to my belly and while touching made me uncomfortable, I knew I had to suck it up today. Besides, she was Isobel’s grandmother. “You look absolutely beautiful.”
“Thank you,” I said with a shy smile.
I wanted to tell her how beautiful she looked as well with an elegant green dress and her hair perfectly styled, but before my awkward mouth could muster up a response, she was ushering me toward the living room. The women sure had been busy - there were pink and white decorations everywhere along with a bunch of balloons.
“I hope it’s not too much, but there were too many options to just choose a couple,” Cait said apologetically.
“It looks great.” Which it did. It was just a bit over the top for my taste, but I didn’t dare tell her that.
“You just sit down and relax. The guests should be arriving pretty soon,” was the last thing she said before she disappeared into the kitchen, leaving me standing alone in the room.
I wondered what guests she was talking about since I barely knew anyone. I wanted to help, but when I offered, I was gently turned down.
“It’s your party, Gertie,” Allie explained, but that was exactly why I wanted to help. They had done so much for me already. “Now, shoo. Cailean and the boys will be here soon. You can go wait for them or go sit your butt down. Light duty, remember?”
As if I can forget, I thought as I reluctantly sat down on one of the barstools.
Cailean found me in the decked out living room a while later. He looked good in his standard outfit of jeans and a shirt, but the way the black Henley was hugging him made my eyes linger just a tad bit more than what was appropriate.
“I had nothing to do with this, I swear,” he said, encircling me in his strong arms. He seemed so worried that I would blame him that it made me smile.
“I know.”
He bent down and gave me an intimate kiss that I never wanted to end. But of course we eventually had to pull away from each other. He gave my lips a quick peck before he said, “You look bloody gorgeous by the way.”
“I could say the same about you,” I admitted.
He gave me a radiant smile just as his mom walked over to us, so he never got the chance to give me crap for complimenting him. He should have known that I found him good-looking by now anyway.
“Really, Cailean; jeans?” Cait asked as she looked him over before hugging him. “You couldn’t dress up?”
“My wife seems to appreciate my outfit fine enough,” he said and pulled me to his side.
“Oh, very well,” she said with a sigh, letting it go. “Come on, you can help me hang up the last of the balloons.”
Did we really need more balloons?
Apparently we did.
↞ ♥ ↠
There were people who came to my baby show that I had never met before. Sure, a handful of the guests were people that I considered friends. But mostly it was friends of Allie or Cait. Cailean seemed to know everyone, though, which was good. At least one of us would look as if we knew what we were doing. I would just follow his lead.
Even though I was starving and wanted nothing more than to dig into the delicious-looking brownies Cait had made, we were playing games before eating. And not just any game, but the same one Cailean had dreaded. It made me feel a bit better and kept me from thinking about the food that was waiting.
He was sitting next to me on the couch. When he looked over at me, I couldn’t help but laugh at his expression.
“I might have mentioned how much you looked forward to the diaper game,” I admitted.
“I’ll get back at you for that one,” he promised, but still sniffed the diaper so he couldn’t have been too mad. “This is fucking disgusting. I’ll never be able to enjoy a chocolate bar again.”
“Like you eat a lot of those anyway,” I said with a scoff and poked his hard abs.
“Hey, I’ve got to keep these hard somehow since you like them so much.” He even went as far as lifting his shirt lightly and flexed, showcasing those lickable abs of his.
“Tease,” I muttered but still leaned in to give his jaw a kiss.
“Cailean,” Cait scolded, “put your shirt back on.”
His expression as he did what she said - as if he had been a little boy - made me laugh. It started out as a small giggle, but it quickly escalated to the point where I had to squeeze my legs together to keep from peeing myself.
“You okay there, babe?” he asked amused.
“Sure, yeah,” I answered trying to calm down. “Now stop making me laugh or I’m going to pee my pants.”
“You’re not wearing any pants and if you need to go use the toilet, then use the toilet. No one is going to judge you for it.”
I shot him a glare for taking my statement so literally, but it didn’t last long. It seemed as if any annoyance I felt toward him these days never lasted long. Instead I surprised us both by leaning over and placing a kiss on his lips.
I pulled away from him, but he put a possessive arm around me and kept me close.
My stomach growled loudly, urging people to get up and start eating in its own way even though no one heard it. Sure, I could have been the first person to get up, but I felt awkward enough with all the attention aimed at me. No one needed to see me huff and puff while trying to get off the couch.
“One more game and one more prize,” Allie announced and I groaned inwardly. We had already played three games and surely I couldn’t be the only one who was hungry.
Cailean chuckled beside me so maybe my groan hadn’t been as quiet as I had thought. While the game in itself was fun because it required me to use my mess of a brain to unscramble words, I was getting to the point where my mood went from happy to hangry.
“You hungry?” Cailean asked when someone finally won the last game. I shot him a look that told him he knew very well how hungry I was. He held up his hands as if he was defending himself against my wrath. “Okay, okay. I’ll go get you something.”
“Don’t forget a brownie,” I said as he stood to leave and then added, “Please.”
“I value my balls too much to forget your brownie.”
With that he left me sitting there on the couch feeling a bit helpless. I should have heaved my heavy body off the couch and gotten my own food. Too bad said heavy body had its own ideas about what we were doing.
Almost right after Cailean had gotten up, Sebastian flopped down in his seat, scaring me enough to jump a bit. The way he was looking at me as if he wanted to tell me something made me squirm. Our relationship over the last few weeks had gotten a lot better and a lot less awkward, but we were nowhere near as close as I was to his wife. Heart-to-heart was not something we did. At all.
“He loves you, you know,” he said, gesturing toward Cailean. “You can see it from a mile away.”
And there it was. Now it wasn’t just the girls who put their noses where they didn’t belong. I looked over to where Cailean was standing. Brooke, the little girl who belonged to one of Allie’s friends, had him invested in what looked like a very serious conversation. He must have sensed my eyes on him because he looked up and met my eyes. As soon as he saw me looking, he flashed me a big smile before turning his attention back to Brooke.
“He likes the idea of me,” I said to Sebastian, not taking my eyes off Cailean.
“If that’s what you want to tell yourself so that you can sleep better at night, then that is fine by me,” he said, holding up his hands in surrender. “But I think you guys were made for each other, and that’s coming from a guy who only does romance to please his wife.”
Wow.
I was no longer afraid to admit that we did work well together despite our differences. Or maybe that was why we worked. He was forward and outgoing and I counteracted that with my need to be alone and quiet. I was organized, he was not. He had no problems expressing his feelings by actions, and I would rather think about them than to do anything about them.
Somehow, we just worked well together.
“Thank you,” I said. All he did was give me a nod before he got up to join his wife.
I didn’t get to sit there and mull over what Sebastian had just said for very long before Cailean made his way over with Brooke, on his shoulders.
“For you, my queen,” he said and leaned forward, handing me my plate.
“I’m a princess,” Brooke said proudly from her spot on his shoulders.
“Well, then, thank you, kind sir,” I said with a giggle.
“He’s a pony, silly,” she corrected me.
There was no containing the laughter that left me, but he seemed okay with being a pony and if that didn’t demonstrate what kind of father he would be, then I didn’t know what would. He leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss before Brooke demanded him to move on.
Sebastian’s words lingered in my mind, but even the fear they brought couldn’t ruin my mood today. Sure, I couldn’t deny how scary it was when I realized, sitting there with my plate of food in my lap and Isobel gently moving inside me, how truly happy I was. It almost felt too good to be true, but there was no denying who was responsible for it.
I made Cailean sit with me as we opened the presents.Thankfully, he didn’t argue about it and even helped me open a few. We got way more things than I could have imagined - blankets, crib sheets, a stroller, diapers and a crapton of clothes - and while I hadn’t wanted a baby shower, I was grateful for every single thing.
“Thank you so much for letting us do this, Gertie,” Cait said as we hugged goodbye.
“I should be the one thanking you,” I argued lightly. “I can’t thank you enough for everything you got Isobel.”
Out of everyone, her and Robert had been the ones to give us the most gifts - at least now I knew where Cailean’s generosity came from.
“Oh, hush,” she said, brushing my words away. “Just let us know if there’s anything else you need.”
“Good luck with that,” Cailean muttered from next to me, earning an elbow shove from me and a glare from his mother.
“You take care of these girls of yours, you hear me?” she said almost scoldingly as she hugged him.
“Of course, Ma,” he answered.
I loved seeing them together, almost as if it made Cailean more human somehow. It was hard to see the boy who had hurt me when he was like this. After a few more hugs and a couple of gentle caresses of my belly, she left to go join Robert in the waiting car.
I tried helping Allie and Hanna clean up the mess the party had created, but they refused. And when Cailean wanted nothing to do with my offer of help carrying the new things to the car, it left little for me to do so I sat down on my couch and put up my swollen feet on the coffee table.
“You look like you could need this,” Matt said, handing me a glass of water I hadn’t known I needed until just now. I was a bit taken aback by his gesture since we had barely spoken since that day when he felt Isobel move. I didn’t know if Cailean had talked to him about it or not, but he had seemed to have kept his distance lately.
“Thank you.” I took the glass from him and he surprised me further by actually sitting down next to me.
“No problem.”
He made himself comfortable on the couch next to me and while I should have told him to go sit on the other side of the couch, I was too tired to think about it too much. Instead I gulped the cold water down and set the glass aside before leaning my head back.
“Is it hard?” Matt asked as I was on the brink of sleep.
“Huh?” I was confused.
“Being pregnant.”
“Well, yes… but no.” My answer was weird, but so was his question. “It’s hard because I’ve lost control of my body, but at the same time, I have a little girl inside me that I couldn’t imagine loving more than I already do.”
My answer didn’t seem to satisfy him as I watched him thinking, trying to come up with how to phrase his words.
“So you’d still keep her even if Cailean let’s say… cheated on you?” he asked carefully. I could tell the word made him as uncomfortable as it made me.
“Is he?” I demanded in a hushed tone, looking around for Cailean. I knew in my gut that he hadn’t, but why else would Matt even bring it up?
“No, no.” Matt dragged a frustrated hand over his face and hair. “But if he had, would you?”
I narrowed my eyes at him, suspicious as to why he would ask me that. But I still gave him my answer.
“Absolutely.”
He gave me a short nod and settled back into the couch, clearly done with the conversation. I wanted to ask him why he had brought it up, but something told me to just let it be.
We sat in silence after that and eventually it went from being awkward to just… silent. It was almost as if he just wanted company without having to talk to anyone and since I didn’t know what to say, I guess I was the perfect candidate for the job.
I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew, I felt something move under my cheek.
“You better get your hands off my girl,” I heard Cailean demand in a low voice.
What? When had I fallen asleep?
I slowly sat up, willing my body to work, but I barely managed to lift my head up. A moan escaped me when I felt how sore I was.
“Relax, dude,” Matt said and I felt him shift next to me. “She fell asleep and I didn’t want to wake her.”
“Right.” Cailean’s voice was clipped and if I didn’t know any better, he sounded almost jealous. “Because your shoulder just happened to be there.”
“Whatever,” Matt responded, clearly not too offended by Cailean’s behavior. “Just get her to bed since she’s clearly exhausted and I’ll see you next week. Try not to rip anyone’s throat off in the meantime.”
“That wasn’t necessary,” I scolded Cailean when I finally mustered up enough energy to sit up completely.
“He touched what was mine,” was his answer along with a shrug of his shoulders. “Again.”
“Yeah, yeah. Just help me up so we can go home” I reached my arms out, waiting for him to lend me his hand. The bigger my belly got, the harder it was for me to get up.
I was tired and uncomfortable by the time we had said our goodbyes so the short walk, or waddle, to the car seemed to take forever, but Cailean never complained as he held my hand. It was quiet moments like these that I loved the most; moments when our past didn’t matter and we were just a couple whose friends and family had just thrown them an amazing party.
It had taken a few nights to get over the fact that we were no longer having sex. It was a lot different to just sleep next to someone - it was almost more intimate than sex, putting your trust and vulnerability in someone.
When he opened the passenger door for me, I took a minute to just snuggle closer to him, putting my nose in the crook of his neck and inhaling deeply. A warm and sleepy Cailean was one of my favorite things about him. There was something about the way he smelled that made me long for him. Placing a small kiss on his neck, I pressed deeper into his hold.
“I miss you,” I whispered, not just talking about the sexual part, but I missed the way it brought us closer in some ways.
“I know,” he said instead of saying it back even though I knew he must have felt the same.




Chapter 22
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IN THE WEEKS that followed Thanksgiving and the baby shower, things seemed to finally fall into place. I had given up all pretense of hating Cailean, which made things a lot easier. There were still moments when I didn’t like him, usually when he bought things for me or when we argued over something. Without makeup sex, it took us a bit longer to get over our differences, but we managed.
Letting go of my hatred and sort of accepting whatever relationship we currently had allowed me to do things I hadn’t felt comfortable doing before.
Christmas was rapidly approaching and since Cailean wasn’t closing on his new house for another few weeks, he had let me go crazy with decorating the apartment. I think he learned something new about me when he came home one night and took one look at what I’d done - I loved Christmas. While all the holidays throughout the year each had something special about them, none of them beat this season.
That was almost a month ago and today was Christmas Eve. We had promised and planned to go to his parents house tonight, and while I wasn’t dreading it the same way I’d had last time, I still wanted something that was ours.
So, this morning when I woke up before Cailean, I decided to make him breakfast. Well, a limited breakfast of pancakes and waffles since the mere smell of bacon and eggs made me gag.
“Babe,” I whispered gently and crawled under the covers. The apartment was somewhat cold this morning due to the freezing weather, so the heat that was coming from Cailean was welcoming as I snuggled closer. “Wake up.”
“I’m good right here,” his husky voice replied, pulling me impossibly closer. My belly, which I deemed giant these days, pressed between us.
“Merry Christmas,” I said and there was no containing my happiness as I pressed my lips to his for a quick kiss.
“Come back,” he whined with a pout and leaned in for a deeper kiss. His hands were warm as they explored my body in lazy motions while his tongue traced my lips.
“Keep doing that and we won’t leave the bed today,” I warned.
“I don’t mind.” He sighed and nuzzled his face into my neck.
“I do. I made you breakfast and I want to give you your present.”
“You can be my present.” His lips trailed their way up from my neck and along my jaw, making it so hard to say no.
“I got you a real present.” I gathered enough strength to pull away and got out of the bed. I knew that if I stayed, he would have convinced me to spend the whole day in it. “Now, come on.”
“You are real, Gertie,” he grumbled and sat up on the edge of the bed, the tattoos on his back flexed with his movements. I felt a tingle in my body as I watched him move across the room to pull on some sweatpants and a t-shirt. “As long as I have my girls, I don’t need anything else.
Wow, cue the hormones.
As always whenever I made something, Cailean devoured it as if it was the most delicious meal he had ever eaten. Sure, I’d perfected my pancake recipe over the months, but even I knew they weren’t that great. I appreciated the gesture, though, and I couldn’t stop smiling while we ate our breakfast.
“Fuck, you make my heart do funny things with that smile of yours,” Cailean said as he got out of his chair to take care of the dishes.
“It’s Christmas,” I lied.
The holidays did bring out a certain joy in me. Maybe it was because it was my mom’s favorite holiday as well and it was something we shared so I felt more connected to her. Or it was all the treats. Or it could be the Christmas songs playing on repeat on the radio.
Or it could simply just be him.
Even though Christmas wasn’t technically until tomorrow, Cailean let me treat this morning as if it was today. While I didn’t mind going to see his parents for Christmas, I wanted to give Cailean his present when it was just the two of us. The simple act of giving him something brought out some insecurities that I trusted Cailean enough with, but to have his parents witness it… not so much.
“Here, let me give you mine first,” he insisted and went to our bedroom only to return a few seconds later with a small box.
I sat down on the couch, next to the tree, and retrieved my wrapped present for him. I had hidden it behind the cushions this morning after hauling it around in my purse for the last month. It was impossible to hide anything from Cailean.
I thrust my gift into his hands as soon as he sat down next to me. “Here. It’s from me and, well… Isobel.”
Gah, why was I acting so awkward?
He accepted it with a small chuckle and handed me the little box wrapped in turquoise wrapping. I knew what company the box came from. I might not have been rich, but I had seen enough romance movies to know.
With shaking fingers, I gently opened the wrapping and took out the box. With Cailean’s urging, I managed to open it and inside was a small necklace with a heart pendant. But not just any pendant.
“Cailean,” I choked, taking in the small and dainty necklace in front of me. It was perfect. More than perfect, but I had no words for it. “Thank you.”
I took it out and let it dangle between my fingers as I inspected it. The small heart pendant had a purple pearl in it.
Amethyst.
The birthstone for our daughter.
“Would you mind?” he asked and gestured toward the necklace.
“Please.” I carefully placed it in his palm and lifted my hair, giving him access to put it around my neck.
After securing it, he placed a kiss right where the buckle landed and I found myself leaning into his touch.
“I love it,” I whispered and traced it with my fingers. It landed perfectly in that little indent between my collarbones.
“Now the world will know that you belong to our little family,” he said, taking my hand in his and rubbed his fingers along the wedding rings that adorned my left hand. I hadn’t taken them off since that night when he told me not to.
“Open yours,” I said, changing the subject.
I turned around so that I could watch him open his present. As nervous as I was for him to open it, I didn’t need to see his possessiveness right now. It normally got me hot and bothered and since there was nothing to do about it at the moment, there was no need for him to display it.
“I’m sorry it’s not as perfect as your necklace,” I rushed out as he unboxed the watch I’d gotten him. It was a pretty fancy one that I’d had engraved with the Gaelic word for father - Athair - and Isobel’s full name. It had made me think of him when I saw it because he was always asking what time it was, too lazy to pick up his phone or look at the wall to check for himself.
“Why are you fucking apologizing?” He looked at me in confusion. “It’s not a competition and this gift is perfect for me. Besides, you didn’t need to get me anything. You’re already giving me my whole world.”
“So you like it?” I asked in a small voice.
“Babe, look at me,” he pleaded and put his finger under my chin to raise my head. I looked into those beautiful eyes of his that not too long ago I had hated. What had happened to that guy and who was this man sitting in front of me? “I love it. Will you please put it on?”
Relief washed over me as I placed it on his wrist. I didn’t know why I had been so worried about giving him something, a guy who could buy whatever his heart desired, but as usual, he had taken my worry and pushed it far, far away.
After stuffing our faces with candy from our stockings and watching a Christmas movie cuddled up on the couch, he told me to get dressed. I wanted to spend the whole day on that couch with him, in our pajamas, but I knew the holidays was about family so I begrudgingly got up to get ready.
“How about going over to check on the new house?” Cailean asked excitedly from the doorway to our bedroom where I had just finished putting clothes on.
“What?” I turned around in shock to see if he was joking.
“Got the keys a few days ago, but we’ve been so busy and I wanted us to experience it for the first time together.”
He twirled a set of keys on his finger and the giddy expression on his face made me smile. The house had been something I pushed into the back of my mind, something to be dealt with later, because we still hadn’t discussed what would happen beyond Isobel first being born.
“What about dinner at your parents’ house?”
“Dinner’s not until later and since a certain someone woke me up at the crack of dawn, we have time.”
“Then let’s go!”
If it meant that I got to spend more time alone with him, just the two of us, then I was all for it. Even if that involved going to see a house he had picked for a future we wouldn’t share.
↞ ♥ ↠
“Merry Christmas, Gertie,” Cailean whispered, coming up behind me as we stepped into the foyer.
I turned around in his arms and instead of responding, I pulled him down for a kiss. A kiss I never wanted to end. His face was still a bit cold from being outside, but his hot breath mingled with mine and his warm lips made up for it.
“Want a tour?” He smirked, pulling away way too soon.
“I was here when the realtor showed it to us.”
“But it wasn’t ours then.”
It still isn’t, I thought to myself when he dragged me through the house.
It really was a perfect home for a new family. Not too big, but not too small. And it was a remodeled house original to Seattle so it wasn’t one of those cookie cutter houses with a tiny yard either.
The sunken living room with the stone fireplace was what had attracted me the most, something I had always wanted no matter how 70’s-style it was. A bonus had been the dark wood cabinets with marble countertops in the kitchen, brand new appliances and everything.
“This will be the nursery, unless you want another room for her.” Cailean led me to the room that was next to the master bedroom. This room had already been painted a dusty pink with white wainscoting. The window seat and the built in bookshelves were a girl’s dream come true. I had no doubt Isobel would love growing up in this room.
“No, this is great,” I answered through the lump in my throat.
“Stay here,” he said and led me to the padded window seat I had just admired. “I’ll be right back.”
I sat down and looked around the room, thinking about ways to decorate it. I was picturing the rocker in the corner with a changing table next to it when Cailean walked back in with a big box.
“You brought the crib?” I asked and stood up to help him maneuver it.
“I got it. You go over there and look sexy.” He nodded to the seat I had just vacated.
I scoffed, but still did what he said. “I’m far from sexy these days. I’m more like a cute hippo.”
“You wanna feel the hard-on I’m sporting just watching your ass waddle from here to over there?”
“I’ll pass.” I laughed. “Now why did you bring the crib? It’s an empty house.”
He shrugged his shoulders and started unpacking the box. “I just felt like it was important that the first piece of furniture in this house is for our daughter and I wanted to do it with you. Today just seemed like a good day for it is all.”
“Okay.” It seemed like a good enough answer, but he wasn’t done.
“I don’t know where we would have been if it wasn’t for her. I feel like I owe everything to her.”
His words swirled around in my head as he went on to start building the crib. It was true. I had no idea where we would be or what we would be doing if I hadn’t been pregnant. The thought should have bothered me, but in reality, it made me thankful.
Thankful for the time we had gotten to spend together.
Thankful that I got to know the man that came after the bullying boy.
My due date was approaching fast and there were still moments where I pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.
Watching Cailean put the crib together made me horny – everything he did made me horny these days, but watching him now went beyond everything else – and I tried not to let my thoughts wander in that direction. The way his mouth pursed in concentration as he read over the instructions, the way his biceps flexed under his t-shirt as he tightened the screws, the way he handled everything with love and care just so that it would be safe enough for our daughter. It was everywhere – my attraction for him was no longer just physical.
Mind out of the gutter, Gertie, I reminded myself.
It took him awhile to get as far as he had and he was only halfway through, but he never once lost his cool – not counting the amount of cursing that had been going on. I realized he’d must have the patience of a saint because everyone lost their cool building IKEA furniture. Considering what I had put him through over the last few months, I shouldn’t have been surprised.
“How do you do it?” I asked, suddenly curious.
“Do what, babe?” he asked absently, focusing on the crib.
“Put up with me.”
“What are you talking about?” He was now officially confused and abandoned the crib building completely, multi-tasking clearly not being his thing.
“How can you stand someone turning you down time and time again? There are plenty of women out there looking to score and you’re perfect in almost every way so I don’t understand why you’re here and not out there.”
“I’m perfect, huh?” he asked with a smirk. Of course that was the only thing he picked up on.
“You’re perfect for someone who didn’t spend her teen years being bullied by you,” I explained and the hurt look almost made me regret saying it. Almost. It was the truth after all.
“I deserved that,” he said to himself with a small nod. “Gertie, I can’t tell you enough how sorry I am and I think you’re getting tired of hearing me repeat it all the fucking time, but it doesn’t mean that I’ll ever stop being sorry. However, I actually like that you know everything about me; you’ve seen me at my worst and I hope that someday, you’ll see me at my best as well.”
Damnit, why did he have to make me cry?
I’d gone from being horny to a blubbering hormonal mess. Screw these hormones and damn him for knowing exactly what to say. It felt as if he was slowly but surely chipping away at my resentment for him and it scared the living crap out of me.
“Why me?” I asked, trying to keep the tears from flowing down my cheeks but it was a hopeless case. “Why not someone who only sees the good in you?”
“Because I love the fuck out of you, Gertie,” he said, holding my face in his hands as he brushed the flowing tears off my cheeks with his thumbs. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see the truth in his eyes, because God help me, I knew he wasn’t lying. “Look at me, baby, please.”
“No,” I cried, trying to shake my head. “No, no, no.”
“Look at me,” he pleaded so softly that I had no other choice but to oblige. The way he was looking at me made my insides twist because there was no uncertainty and no hesitation about his feelings. “I do. I do love you, Gertie. I’ve gone from hating you, marrying you out of revenge, to this. Getting to know you and watching you grow into your role as a mother has taken things to a whole new fucking level.”
“You can’t… I won’t let you,” I choked out, trying in vain to pull myself free from him.
“You won’t let me,” he repeated in an amused tone. “Babe, sorry to break it to you, but I’m a stubborn ass and there’s nothing you can do to stop me from loving you.”
“You only think you love me because I’m pregnant with your daughter. There’s no way you can love me because I used to hate you, and now I hate the fact that I can’t hate you anymore,” I rambled off as I sobbed my heart out. “And I hate these hormones, I hate crying all the time and I hate that I’m so damn uncomfortable. I hate that you’re so handsome. It’s making me so horny and I can’t do anything about it. I hate it.”
“You can hate all you want, Gertie, my feelings won’t change.” He pulled me to him so that I was straddling his lap instead, which only made things worse for my raging hormones. “And I can get a beer gut if that would make things easier for you.”
“No,” I said with a scoff, but thankful that his joke had brought out a smile through the tears. “We both know that your looks are your best feature.”
“You’re beautiful, even when you’re a mess,” he said with a chuckle and did his best to clean up my tears with his fingers.
I shooed his fingers away so that I could kiss him. I had mostly done it to shut him up, but things quickly got heated and before I knew it, we were making out like horny teenagers. His lips were hungry as they moved against mine and I felt as if I couldn’t get enough of him.
Desperate for air, I moved my lips down the stubble on his jaw. I flicked my tongue out, tasting the saltiness of his skin along his neck. I wanted to mark him and he didn’t stop me as I gently bit down.
“Fuck, sweetheart,” he said, moving his hands all over my body as if he couldn’t make up his mind about where he wanted to touch me.
I sat back and proudly inspected the mark that was already starting to form. It was partly hidden beneath his t-shirt, but it was there.
More, my mind urged me.
I slowly made my way down his body until I landed on my knees in front of him. Hitching his t-shirt up, I pressed a small kiss on his hard abs. There was no doubt about what I was about to do and he didn’t stop me. I knew we should have moved to a different room, but I couldn’t stop.
He watched me with hungry eyes as I worked on unbuckling his belt. My fingers were shaking, but from the adrenaline rush I got whenever I did this to him and not from nervousness. We were past nervousness at this point.
He was wearing jeans with a button-up-fly - which I think he did just so I got my practice in - so it took me longer to free him than I wanted, but apart from lifting his hips, he never once made a move to help me speed up the process.
When I had finally managed to get his jeans down enough to expose him, his erection immediately sprang free, hard and ready.
It looked painful and judging by the hiss he let out when I gently touched him with my fingers, it was. I wanted to help him. I wanted to make him feel better. I wanted to give him pleasure even though I knew I would get none in return.
“What do you want?” I taunted bravely. I never talked dirty to him, that was his role in our relationship. Today, I felt different. Comfortable with who we were.
“You,” he answered breathlessly, impatiently thrusting his hips in my direction. “Always you, Gertie.”
I shouldn’t have liked his answer, but I did. And instead of trying to figure out what that meant, I decided to give him what he wanted.
I licked my way up and around his length, sucking the head into my mouth before doing it all over again. I knew it drove him insane, something I loved.
“Stop teasing,” he pleaded, threading his fingers in my hair. I was surprised it had taken him this long before he took control.
As much as I wanted to give him some of his own medicine by continuing to tease, I took him as deep as I possibly could without gagging. I had gotten better, something I never thought I would take pride in, but I still wasn’t able to take all of him in my mouth.
“Harder,” he said with a groan. “You won’t break me, Gert.”
I squeezed him harder with one hand and used my free one to gently cup his balls. His hand tightened almost painfully in my hair as he started thrusting into my mouth. I loved it when he took control like that and couldn’t help the moan that escaped me.
“I’m gonna come,” he warned even though he didn’t really need to. I had become an expert in reading him and his signs that I knew when to pull away. I still appreciated it, though.
I let him go with a small pop and sat back, pulling my shirt off, knowing he wanted to come on my chest; another thing I had learned in the last few weeks. It wasn’t long after he let out a curse that I felt the expected hot mess land on my boobs.
I wanted more, but I knew we had to stop. I tried not to let it get to me as I helped him tuck himself back in and climbed back up on his lap. His hands went to my thighs and I felt contentment as he stroked them. Knowing I needed to get cleaned up, no matter how badly I wanted to stay right there forever, I made a move to get up. Of course, he stopped me.
“Let me help you clean up,” he pleaded, eyes still hungry as he took in my messy state.
“It’s okay, you have a crib to finish building.”
I knew from the few times that I’d given him blowjobs since our ‘no sex’ rule that he felt bad for not being able to reciprocate. As horny as I was, it didn’t really bother me as much as it did him. Besides, I felt powerful being able to bring him to his knees.
“I can be good,” he said with a pout.
“I’m sure you could,” I said with a laugh. “But having you near me right now is doing stupid things to my body.”
He gave my swollen lips a quick kiss and nodded. I thought, and hoped, he would let me go without bringing up our subject from earlier. I was wrong.
“I know there’s a chance you’ll never say those words back to me, and it’s a risk I’m willing to take, because I do love you, Gertie Baker.”
What could I possibly say to that? I could have corrected him on my name, but the truth was, I liked how it sounded in that moment. I might not be feeling the same way, and I didn’t know if I ever would, but he did at least deserve some sort of acknowledgement that wasn’t negative.
So, I gave him a nod and got off his lap so that I could clean up. It was all I could do at that moment with all of the emotions floating around in my mind.
Damn him for loving me and turning my mind into a complete mess.
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IT WAS A couple of weeks into the new year and I was folding a few of Cailean’s t-shirts to bring over to the new house when there was a knock on the door. He had gone to get some dinner, but there was no way he was back already and there was no need for him to knock either.
I contemplated just ignoring the person when whoever it was knocked again. Thinking it might be Charlotte, I opened the door against my better judgement. I shouldn’t have opened that stupid door.
I was met with a blonde woman standing on the other side, her hair styled in beautiful curls. She reminded me a bit of Hanna in the way that she was a classic beauty - tall, slim, flawless skin, and everything I was not.
“Can I help you?” I asked carefully, waiting for her to get over whatever confusion she seemed to be feeling.
Welcome to the club, lady.
“I don’t know,” she hesitated in a British accent and I knew instantly that I wouldn’t like what she had to say. “I’m looking for Cailean Baker.”
“He’s not here,” I answered in a strained voice, trying very hard not to gauge her blue eyes out for asking about Cailean. “Maybe try again later.”
“I could just wait here; do you know when he’ll be back?”
“He could probably tell you that better than I can.” I was starting to get extremely flustered. Yet, she played nice and so would I, which is why I opened the door for her to step inside. I could just come up with a lame excuse and leave once she was comfortable enough.
“Could I maybe borrow your telephone?” she asked as she stepped inside, smelling too nice for my liking. “If you don’t mind, I mean.”
“I’m actually about to head out,” I said, coming up with the excuse so quickly I even surprised myself. “But there’s a house phone in the kitchen and his number is on the fridge.”
I knew I shouldn’t leave a stranger – at least she was to me – in Cailean’s apartment, but she seemed familiar with him enough. Besides, Charlotte and Sam wouldn’t let just anyone up here.
“Thank you…” she trailed off.
“Gertie.”
“Well, thank you, Gertie.” She flashed me a sweet smile. “I feel the need to apologize on Cailean’s behalf. It can’t be easy to clean up after him.”
“I’m sorry?” I asked confused. Did she seriously think I was his maid?
Who is this lady?
“I hope you told him to go easy on you considering that you’re in the family way and all,” she went on, looking around the small apartment.
“Right,” I said in a clipped tone because she was seriously starting to piss me off.
“I’m Tawnya, by the way,” she supplied as she put her purse down on the kitchen counter. “Cailean’s fiancée. I’m sorry, I should have told you that when you first opened the door, but this jet lag is killing me and it’s like I’ve lost all my manners.”
She might as well have punched me in my gut – there was no way I had heard her right because Cailean was married to me.
I was the one having his baby. I was the one he’d told how much he loved. I was the one currently helping him pack up our essentials from his apartment so that we could stay at the new house after Isobel was born.
It was all supposed to be me.
“Right,” I said again, the crushing feeling in my chest only getting worse by the second. I was falling apart and there was nothing I could do about it.
There has to be an explanation, my conscious practically yelled at me. I knew there had to be, but all I saw was the lies the asshole had spewed. He’d had months to come clean about having a fiancée. Six months ago, it would have been welcomed news, but now… now they were crushing my soul. We’d agreed to leave our ugly past behind.
Feeling a hard kick from Isobel, it took everything in me not to break down right there in front of this woman. It wasn’t just me anymore. I might have gotten over what he had done eventually, but why had he pulled an innocent little girl into this whole mess?
“Do you have something to drink?” Tawnya asked, snapping me out of the storm raging inside my head.
“Um…” I tried to gather my emotions so that I could get out of here. I didn’t want an audience when I broke down completely, and at that moment, Cailean was the last one I wanted to see so I needed to leave before he came back home. “There’s a couple of water bottles in the fridge. Cailean should be back with dinner pretty soon.”
With that, I gathered my stuff and left without looking back. If I had, I would break down and there was no way of knowing of bad it would be. Okay, scratch that, the breakdown that was about to happen was going to be of epic proportions.
By some miracle, I managed to escape the bar without being seen by either Sam or Charlotte, and I even pulled off getting to my car - Cailean’s car - without a hitch. As much as I wanted to just leave it here, I had no other way of getting anywhere without it. It was too far to walk to Allie’s and taking public transportation was out of the question with the tears burning behind my eyelids.
↞ ♥ ↠
“Well, well, well. Look who the cat finally dragged in,” Allie said amused, slowly turning around to face me.
I had somehow made it to Allie’s without an accident and I cursed myself for driving while I was in this condition. Heartbreak made you do stupid things apparently. I should have calmed down before I told her what happened, but I needed someone to hold me together.
“What’s wrong?” Nick asked, immediately aware of the emotions I had dragged into the house.
“What did that asshole do this time?” Allie seethed and if I hadn’t been so upset, I might have laughed over her protectiveness; Allie had been the one who had a hard time with mine and Cailean’s past.
“He has a fiancée,” I choked out before my knees painfully hit the floor.
“Gertie!” Allie yelled out as if she was trying to catch me.
“He has a fiancée, Allie,” I sobbed out as she embraced me. “He told me he loved me, but he has a beautiful fiancée.”
“Oh, Gertie,” she said with a sad sigh. “Let’s get off the floor and then you better tell me what the hell you’re talking about.”
With the help of Nick and a fussing Allie, I made it to the couch before collapsing again. It felt as if my whole world had tilted on its axis. It was as if I hadn’t had a life before Cailean had come back and now that I had to push him out, I didn’t know where it left me.
Who is Gertie now?
As I told Allie what happened at Cailean’s apartment, I realized that I had to find a way to move forward somehow. Letting him back into my life was a stupid mistake, especially when both my brain and heart warned me not to. I let him back in and it went too far, leaving me heartbroken from his betrayal.
You trusted him.
I had trusted him. Somehow, along the way, he had earned my trust. I was such a fool.
“I just can’t believe it,” Allie said once I had managed to get most of the story out.
“That makes two of us. What am I supposed to do now?”
“You’re going to cry it all out while we eat some ice cream and then tomorrow, you start to move forward. It’ll be hard and it’ll be painful, but you will make it out of it alive. I promise. You’ll have me and I guarantee you that Hanna will help you too. And before we know it, Isobel will be here and I have a feeling that she’ll take some of the pain away.”
There was a knock on the door before I had a chance to respond and it didn’t take a genius to know who it was. The fury that Allie had in her eyes when she looked up at me told me she knew who it was, and before I knew it, she was off the couch in a flash and joined Nick, who had gone to open the front door.
“No, you don’t have the right to see her right now,” I heard her argue and there was no longer any doubt that it was Cailean.
I wanted to avoid him. I never wanted to see him again and I definitely never wanted him to touch me again. However, my life wasn’t about what I wanted anymore; it wasn’t just Gertie to think about. As much as I wanted to ignore Cailean, I knew my daughter needed a father in her life, something I hadn’t really had, one way or the other. And because of that, Cailean needed to know that what he had done had hurt me enough to where his future with his daughter was shared custody only. There would be no living together and she would grow up in two different families instead of one.
These thoughts made me cry and before I got lost in bawling again, I pushed myself off the couch and walked over to where Allie was trying to block Cailean out.
“It’s okay, Allie,” I mumbled, trying not to look at Cailean. I knew my courage would break if I did.
“It’s not,” she protested fiercely, coming to stand by me. As much as I appreciated her support, I needed to speak to Cailean alone. “It’s one thing for him to bully you and end up impregnating you, but it’s a totally different thing for him to marry you while he’s already engaged, making you the other woman!”
“It’s not like that, Allie,” Cailean hissed out.
Before things got out of hand, I stepped in between them and said, “Enough. Allie, I’ll be fine, I promise. Cailean, please leave. I’ll meet you outside in a minute.”
He reluctantly walked back outside and closed the door behind him. I tried to gather my thoughts, praying that I wouldn’t be a blubbering mess when I told him that we were over.
We’re over. The words, even if they were just inside my head, brought on fresh tears. Everything we had built and overcome had all been for nothing. It was all part of his scheme and betrayal.
“I don’t like this, Gertie,” Allie said as she wrapped her arms around me. “I don’t care who he is, I will always have your back.”
“I know,” I told her and leaned into the comforting embrace. “I still have to let him know where we stand.”
“No, you don’t. He doesn’t deserve your goodness. Just ignore him and eventually he’ll leave you alone.”
“We both know he wouldn’t,” I mumbled, cradling my extended belly. “And I could never do that to Isobel.”
“You’re too good for your own good,” she said and let me go with a sigh. “I’ll be right here if you need me.”
“Thank you.”
I took a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself down a bit before I went outside to see Cailean. I knew it would be pointless, because as soon as I saw him standing in the driveway next to his truck, tears broke out as if there was no tomorrow.
“Gertie,” he breathed out with a sigh of relief. I had no idea what he was relieved about. He made a move to reach out for me, but I took a step back. Having him touch me right now was all kinds of bad. “It’s not what it looked like.”
“Famous last words,” I said with a bitter laugh. “Is it true? She’s your fiancée?”
“Not really,” he answered, dragging a hand through his messy hair as he looked away.
His answer was yet another punch to my gut and broken heart.
“That should have been a clear yes or no answer,” I told him, ready to bolt from this conversation. But he needed to know that we were done. “I can’t believe I let you get to me again. I can’t believe that I went against everything my gut told me. But that’s not the worst of it; you had to bring a baby into the mix! Was that your plan all along? To knock me up so that my child could feel the force of the great Cailean Baker, too?”
We’d already been over this once and he’d convinced me that Isobel had never been part of the plan, but now I wasn’t so sure anymore.
“Is that really what you think?” he asked with fury in his eyes. “Think really hard, Gertie. Do you really think that I don’t love that little girl more than anything?”
I didn’t.
Which was why I had such a hard time wrapping my brain around all of it.
“Then explain to me why this is all happening,” I pleaded, close to tears as per usual.
“Tawnya is the girl my grandfather wanted me to marry. Apparently, I have been ignoring her too long and she decided to make an appearance. We were never officially engaged. There was never a ring or wedding planning involved, and as far as I’m concerned, there was no love involved either.”
“Does she know that you’re married to me? Are we even married?” I had stupidly enough not even questioned the legality of our marriage. “Why would you not tell me about her when we aired out our secrets?”
“You’re my wife, but no, she doesn’t know. I was in such a hurry to get to you that I didn’t have time to explain it to her.” He was pacing in front of me and I could tell he wanted to be done with this conversation just as much as I did.
“You’re an asshole,” I snapped. “She deserves to know that her future husband is already married. And I deserved to know about her.”
“I know. Fuck, I’m so bloody sorry, Gertie.”
“That’s not enough this time, Cailean. We’re done.” I wiped the traitorous tears that kept escaping. “I promised that you could be in Isobel’s life no matter what and I won’t keep her from you, but you and I are done.”
“Don’t do this, Gertie,” he pleaded, looking distraught. The bastard still made my heart ache for him, but I couldn’t act on my feelings anymore.
“It was all you, Cailean. You did this. Now please leave.”
“This isn’t over, Gertie,” he said forcefully. “This isn’t over, Gertie. I will give you some time, but we’re not fucking over. We just started.”
With that he left me standing there, watching his retreating truck until I could no longer see it. I knew he was serious, but this time, so was I.
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“GERTIE, PLEASE. IF not for him, then at least come for me,” Hanna pleaded one more time before she hung up.
There was a small part of me that didn’t care about how shitty of a friend I would be by ignoring her pleas. However, after all the help and support she had given me – and not just recently, but since we first met – my conscious simply wouldn’t let me just crawl back into bed and pretend that none of this was happening.
It had been two weeks
since I had watched Cailean drive away and this was the third time Hanna had called me about a drunk Cailean. However, this time was the first time she had actually begged me to come get him. The first two times, she had simply asked me to talk to him.
It hadn’t been easy to ignore him. He’d called a few times and sent a million texts, but unless he specifically asked about the baby, I didn’t bother responding. We’d had one last ultrasound - which had confirmed that the stupid placenta hadn’t moved - where I hadn’t said much to him. I had held my ground about us being over and when I had pulled my hand away from him, he had seemed to respect my space by not trying to touch me again. He hadn’t been able to come to my surgery consult, which I might have scheduled at a time when I knew he wouldn’t be available. It was just too hard to see him.
I hadn’t gone back to the bar to help out, leaving me too much free time to dwell on all that had happened. I tried to keep busy preparing for Isobel, but there wasn’t much left to do. For now, we were set up in Allie’s guest room, which was better than being homeless, but it wasn’t a long term solution and I was back on square one.
I never bothered changing out of my sweats or looking in the mirror anymore. What was the point?
The beautiful beast of a car I was stuck driving was a constant reminder of better times. Up until this point, I hadn’t even sat in it, let alone driven it. I’d had public transportation and Allie’s help to avoid going anywhere near it. Now, however, I wasn’t left with much of a choice – I wasn’t going to wake Allie up and ask to borrow her car, this wasn’t her mess after all, and even if I magically found a bus, it would probably take me hours to get to Cailean’s.
The car still smelled new, Isobel’s car seat was still installed in the back and Cailean’s pack of gum was still sitting in the center console. My vision blurred as tears streamed down my cheeks. There was nothing I could do to stop them. It didn’t matter how many times I cursed myself for letting Cailean in and falling for him – there was no denying it anymore because I truly had fallen for the bastard – I was still in the same situation as before, just angry. Add angry to my stupid pregnancy hormones and you got the current mess I was currently in.
It took a handful of deep breaths and a few kicks of reassurance – at least that was how I interpreted them – from Isobel before I was finally in a condition to drive to the bar. Sebastian was downstairs working, but he saw me and pointed up the stairs. I gave him a nod in thanks and made my way up to where my world had come crashing down.
“I’m sorry. I really am,” I told Hanna when she opened the door for me, even though it wasn’t my fault that Cailean had turned to alcohol and that she had decided to babysit him. I still felt as if I should apologize on behalf of him. And then I was reminded of Tawnya because she had apologized on behalf of him too and I wondered why she wasn’t here to help him.
I’m so stupid.
“I know it’s not your fault, Gertie,” she started. “I don’t even blame Cailean for being in this state.”
“Why not?”
“The dude went from having a small future with his child to one full of possibilities only to have it get ripped out by some skank and a bunch of misunderstandings.” She looked as if she was about to start crying. “I would be drinking myself into a stupor, too, if that ever happened to me.”
With that, she left the apartment to go back downstairs. As much as I didn’t want to be here, I still felt the need to help Cailean.
I found him lying halfway on top of the bed, still dressed and passed out. I wanted to run away at the sight of him. Sure, he looked like hell, but he still looked like my Cailean with his beautiful messy hair and pouty lips that were begging to be kissed.
He’s not yours to kiss anymore, I reminded myself.
With that thought, I should have left, but instead I walked over to him and started removing his shoes. As uncomfortable as it was to sleep in jeans, I left them on, knowing I couldn’t handle seeing him half-naked at that point.
The difficult task proved to be moving him into a more comfortable position. Even if I hadn’t been pregnant, there was no way I would have been able to move him without his help.
“Come on,” I said, trying to nudge him into a somewhat lucid state. “You need to help me move you.”
“Don’t touch me,” he groaned.
“Cailean,” I whined.
“I have a wife. She’s jealous. No touching.”
“I am your wife, you idiot,” I hissed. “And I’m not jealous.” My mom used to tell me that jealousy was defined as wanting something you didn’t already have. In my eyes, Cailean had been mine, so technically, I was only defending what was already mine. But, maybe he hadn’t been mine at all, and in that case, I could have been defined as jealous.
Argh, why does everything have to be so confusing? I thought to myself as I tried to get Cailean more comfortable by grabbing a blanket from the bed. Not that he deserved to be comfortable, but I couldn’t find it in me to just let him lay like that either. If I couldn’t move him, then I could at least make sure he stayed warm.
“Gertie?” he groaned and turned over to face me. He looked as if he had been on a drinking binge for the past three days; which he probably had.
“I’m here,” I responded and went to pick up the clothes from the floor. Anything to keep busy without having to look at him.
“Don’t leave. Stay, please,” he pleaded in a hoarse voice, grabbing my wrist gently.
Everything in me told me to run, to get out of this room and as far away from him and the memories we shared in this place as possible. Nothing good would come out of me being here except for more hurt. I wanted to say something back, something that would hurt him just as bad as he had hurt me by not even mentioning a fiancée in the time we’d been together.
That was the sick part of me; then there was another part of me that still loved him and cared for him. That was the part of me that wanted nothing more than to curl up in his arms where I had once felt safe and comforted.
“You belong to someone else,” I whispered, my voice cracking.
“I belong to you,” he answered, tugging on my wrist.
“Not anymore.”
“Just for tonight… please, Gertie. I just want to hold you one more time,” he pleaded and it sounded as if he was about to break apart too.
He finally moved his long body up the bed and held his arms open for me. I didn’t bother undressing or take my shoes off. It wasn’t as if he noticed and I wouldn’t be staying.
I couldn’t.
Crawling into the bed and Cailean’s arms felt like coming home. It felt so good that it took all the willpower I possessed to stay awake. I couldn’t let myself fall asleep in his arms. Everything I had worked through during the last few weeks would have been blown to tiny little pieces if I did.
Unable to fall asleep, I lay in that bed with him for hours, basking in his warmth before I gently pried myself away from him.
I left him without a note or any trace that I had been there at all. Hopefully, he would wake up and not remember a damn thing of what had happened. I knew that if he had seen me give an inch by letting him hold me, that he wouldn’t hesitate to take a mile. Something I couldn’t afford to give him.
↞ ♥ ↠
I was exhausted the next day. I hadn’t been able to fall back asleep when I had gotten back to Allie’s so I had been sitting in front of the computer all morning, sending off resumes to pretty much anything and everything.
I was starting to get desperate. While Allie hadn’t put a deadline on me staying with her and Nick, I still felt as if I was imposing. Add a baby into the mix and things were bound to get crowded.
I had managed to score a couple of independent online projects for blogs. It wasn’t something I had necessarily wanted to do, especially since I had gotten the taste for running a bar, but money was money and beggars couldn’t be choosers. I should have been grateful for the chance.
I was working on helping someone set up a spreadsheet for their finances when there was a knock on the door. I was alone in the house and Allie hadn’t mentioned anyone coming over. If it had been one of her friends, they would have just barged in. Allie and Nick had an open door policy when it came to friends and family.
As I got up from my comfortable spot on the couch, I was hit with the unpleasant memory of opening the door to the unknown a few weeks ago. If this was going to be another life altering moment, I would rather not deal with it.
I was just about to sit back down when the doorbell rang, followed by some more knocking.
They would go away eventually, right?
Put on your big girl panties, Gertie.
With a sigh, I started waddling to the door, hoping it was some important package being delivered or something. I shouldn’t even be opening doors to houses that are not mine, another lesson I’d learned from Cailean, but maybe Allie had simply forgotten to tell me or wanted to surprise me.
Maybe it was Cailean, which was more likely than a secret package being delivered. I’d been expecting him to show up today after what had happened last night. My traitorous eyes had betrayed me more than once by looking at the clock, wondering where he was.
Silly Gertie.
With that thought, I wrenched the door open to a well-dressed guy in his forties. His brown eyes, hidden behind a pair of glasses, looked at me and then to a big envelope in his hand.
“Gertrude Anderson?” he asked.
“Who’s asking?” I asked back, feeling skeptical as to why a guy in a fancy suit would be looking for me.
“I just have some papers that need to get to her,” he answered cryptically.
“Okay, well, I’m Gertrude,” I answered cautiously. “What can I help you with?”
“You’ve been served.” He handed me a big manila envelope and gave me a nod in goodbye before he left.
I looked down at the envelope in confusion and by the weight of it, it had to have been important. Important enough that someone had found out where my temporary home was and deliver it in person.
I didn’t even make it back to the couch before I tore into it like a maniac.
↞ ♥ ↠
Divorce papers.
Cailean served me with divorce papers; and for the last thirty minutes, all I could do was pace back and forth, wringing my hands with both anger and stress. I couldn’t calm down. I still felt as anxious and angry as when I first opened that stupid envelope.
Finally, Isobel had enough of the constant agitated movement and gave me a good swift kick to my belly. I sat on the couch and glared at the stack of papers just mocking me from the coffee table.
That charming Scottish bastard. I had never felt more conflicted, hurt or betrayed in my entire life – even counting his damn high school bullying and his stupid mystery fiancée.
Wasn’t this what I wanted since I woke up that morning in Vegas? No matter how many times I told my stupid mind that, my heart ached at the thought of losing Cailean and the small family we had built together. Granted, the few weeks we had been apart were supposed to have been the end for us, but silly me, I still had some small grain of hope we would somehow wind up together.
Stupid Gertie, my mind told me. Never assume anything.
Before I could even think about it or stop myself, I picked up my phone and dialed his number.
“Hello,” he answered. He sounded distracted and I could hear the sound of a door closing as well as the flick of the lighter – he was smoking, which meant that he was stressed out.
“She’s still here, isn’t she?” I demanded, completely disregarding the real reason as to why I had called him in the first place. I couldn’t help the tears that burned in my eyes from the hurt. She hadn’t been there last night, but maybe she had been out doing something. It sounded silly even to my own ears, but it could have been true.
“Tawnya?” he asked in a flat voice. “Christ, Gertie. Do you really think I’m that much of an asshole?”
“Well, you didn’t answer the question, did you?” I sniffled involuntarily, wiping stupid tears from my cheeks. The pain in my back was only getting worse and I was unable to get comfortable so instead of listening to his excuses, I decided to cut to the chase and asked, “Divorce papers, Cailean?”
“It’s what you always wanted, isn’t it?” he asked back.
“Yes,” I admitted, although a part of me knew it was a lie. Sure, I had wanted a divorce in the beginning, but I had thought we had grown into a real couple until Tawnya had showed up. I still wanted him to confirm it, though. “But why now?”
“Are you okay, baby?” he asked instead of answering my question. He was a pro at answering a question with another question, but today I just wanted answers.
“Just answer the damn question, Cailean,” I snapped angrily, letting out a small moan as the pain got worse.
The baby was feeling uncomfortable.
I was feeling uncomfortable.
I had to get off the phone so that I could do something about it.
“Gertie, I can hear you shuffle, moan and cry. I know you’re not okay.” Once again, he wasn’t answering my question.
“I just want to hear you say it,” I choked out.
“Say what exactly, Gertie?” He sounded frustrated.
“That you want a divorce so that you can be with Tawnya again.” There, I said it. The funny thing was, though, that I didn’t feel better after I had said it. All I felt was stupid and embarrassed – what business did I have in his relationships? I was the one who had wanted the physical side without the emotions or the label.
“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me, right?” he asked with a humorless laugh. “You know that’s not true. I love you more than anything and the only reason why I finally gave you what you wanted all along is because I figured we could start fresh once Isobel gets here.”
“Shit,” I muttered in response to the shooting pain in my back. The dull ache in my stomach was still coming and going, but it had gotten stronger now and I couldn’t even focus on what he was saying anymore.
“What?” He was sounding panicked, which is probably what I should have been as well, but I had read about Braxton Hicks and I tried my best to just breathe through it.
“Stupid Braxton Hicks,” I answered as it finally passed.
“I’m coming over,” he said quickly and I heard him shuffling around.
“No, you’re not,” I argued, but he had already hung up.
Shit.
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I WAS SURPRISED by the comfort Cailean brought as he took me to the hospital. I should have been pissed at him and my body should feel repulsed when he touched me. But, none of that happened. Instead, I tried to focus on my baby and the pain that kept coming and going.
“You okay, babe?” he asked, squeezing my hand.
We had finally been brought into a private room after the Urgent Care staff had decided that I should be admitted due to my condition. They had called my doctor who they promised would be here soon. Until then, they had hooked me up to several machines that monitored both me and Isobel.
“For now, yeah,” I answered and I contemplated telling him how I really felt, but his betrayal was still so fresh in my mind that I decided against it.
“Can I get you anything? Water, some more blankets?”
“I’m fine,” I told him even though I was a bit cold. I just wanted my doctor to get here and tell me that everything would be okay.
“Okay,” he said, finally giving up on trying to talk to me.
He rubbed my back which helped me cope with some of the pain, but other than that, he wasn’t talking or touching me. The doctor showed up thirty minutes later which felt like an eternity, and judging by the look on her face, I wouldn’t like what she was about to tell us.
“Okay, Gertie,” she started and walked over to the monitors to look at the paper that was feeding out from one of them. “It seems as if you’re having contractions and with the Placenta Previa, we need to be extra careful.”
“Extra careful as in bed rest for the next few weeks or…” Cailean trailed off, waiting for the doctor to finish her sentence.
“Extra careful as in delivering the baby,” she finished and I felt as if the air had been knocked out of me and tears blurred my vision. I had already been scheduled to deliver her early, but now was even sooner; what if she wasn’t ready yet?
“Oh,” was all I could say and I felt as if my world was collapsing yet again.
Was I even ready for this baby? The last few weeks had been so focused on just holding myself together and finding a way to move on from Cailean, no matter how impossible that had been. Sure, I had the essentials, but apart from a bassinet, nothing was really set up or installed yet. Everything had been brought over to Cailean’s new house and I hadn’t been there since before we split. I wasn’t even sure if he lived there or not.
“I’ve put in an order for some medication to stop the contractions, but you are also scheduled for your c-section in the morning,” the doctor went on as if she couldn’t tell that I was lost in my head.
“So come tomorrow, we’ll have a baby?” Cailean asked and it sounded as if he was in a state of shock.
Good, at least I wasn’t the only one.
“Yes. They will start preparing you for surgery in a couple of hours. Just like we talked about, I won’t actually be the one performing the surgery, but I will be there to assist. I know this is a lot to take in, but I need you to get some rest, Gertie,” she ordered me.
“Right,” I agreed even though that was impossible. How the hell was I supposed to get some sleep in after she dropped a bombshell like that?
“Okay, I will let you get some sleep and then I’ll see you in the morning. Please don’t hesitate to let the nurses know if you need anything,” she said as she made her way out of the room.
Everything felt so rushed and I didn’t have enough time to come to terms with everything. I was nowhere near ready to be a mother and now I only had a few hours to suck it up because it was happening whether I was ready or not.
“I’m scared,” I finally admitted.
Cailean looked up at me from his spot next to the bed. I could tell there was a lot of things he wanted to say. Instead he simply stated, “I know.”
I had no idea how he knew - maybe he was just as terrified as I was - but I felt comfort knowing that someone knew how I truly felt.
I ended up being able to doze off here and there throughout the night. Every time I woke up, Cailean went back to either holding my hand or rubbing my back, so I knew he didn’t sleep. We didn’t speak much, we were probably both busy trying to take everything in, but again, his presence was all I needed as comfort, no matter where our relationship was at.
Early in the morning, nurses came in to take me to the surgery, just like promised. I sat through their administrations with some sort of numbness. It was so hard to explain because it was unlike anything I had ever experienced. I answered their questions and watched as they hooked me up to the same machines as before. It was comforting listening to Isobel’s heartbeat and I tried to focus on that sound in order to calm down, but it proved to get harder to do as we approached the actual surgery.
“I want Cailean. I need Cailean… please,” I pleaded through tears, feeling my breath quicken in fear as someone started prodding my back. I knew what was happening - they had walked me through it earlier - but nothing mattered at that point except the fear I felt take over my body.
This was the first time I had cried since arriving at the hospital, but sitting on the small bed in a freezing O.R proved to be the tip of the iceberg. Cailean and I had been separated when a nurse had walked me into this room.
“Cailean?” the nurse who stood in front of me asked in an uncertain voice.
“My husband,” I clarified desperately.
“He’ll be here shortly, sweetheart,” she said soothingly. “Unfortunately, he can’t come in until you’re settled.”
I need him now, I thought desperately as well as pathetically while the person behind me shuffled around.
“Okay, this is going to sting a little, but it will numb the area for the spinal tap,” the man behind me said and before I could really process his words, I felt the sting he had warned me about. It really wasn’t as bad as I had thought, but the fact that I was going through it alone only intensified everything.
“Take a deep breath and hug the pillow tight,” the nurse instructed me.
“I need you to keep your spine bowed like this while I insert the spinal tap. It shouldn’t take more than a minute so try to breathe through the discomfort,” the man behind me said.
I was overwhelmed by all the instructions, but I somehow managed to make it through even though I was screaming for Cailean on the inside. It wasn’t until I was lying down on the narrow operating table with my arms wide open that he finally appeared. I didn’t think I had ever been so happy to see him.
“You’re here,” I croaked out through a sob.
“I’m here, baby,” he affirmed with a quick and hard kiss on my lips. I didn’t care about what had happened in the last few weeks, his presence and that kiss was exactly what I needed.
Cailean being there only lessened my anxiety by a little bit – I was still about to deliver my daughter six weeks before she was due and there was nothing that would take away my anxiety about that.
“I can’t breathe,” I whispered as dark spots started appearing behind my eyes. It was the same sensation I’d had during our last ultrasound appointment and the last thing I wanted was to faint.
“We’ll tilt the table for you until we need to start the procedure,” someone beside me said. “It should help with the pressure the baby is putting on you.”
“Thanks,” Cailean answered for me.
I could feel the sensation of someone tugging on my lower body, but other than that, I felt nothing down there. It was scary. Everything was scary.
“Just focus on me, Gertie,” Cailean instructed as if he could sense my mind working overtime. “Focus on me and our baby.”
I tried following his order and I looked into his blue eyes, focusing on taking deep breaths instead of the tugging on my body. My head was spinning, but I could see my doctor and the surgeon enter the room.
If it hadn’t been for the clinking of instruments, I wouldn’t have been able to tell that they had started cutting me. I couldn’t see anything, and I couldn’t feel anything. They were talking about the holidays and the weather as if they were having lunch instead of operating.
It felt as if I was in the Twilight Zone, but before I could think much more about it, an intense pressure settled on my torso along with more of the tugging.
I’m dying.
There was no other explanation for it as a blackness was starting to surround my eyes. I could hear murmurs, but I couldn’t for the life of me understand what was being said. The pressure was gone, but the blackness was getting worse by the second.
Panicked, I tried turning my head to look at Cailean one last time. He was sitting close to me, but he was focused on what was happening on the other side of the blue sheet.
“I love you, Cailean,” I said, hoping that he would hear me. “I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you before, but I love you and I know you’ll be the best dad there is.”
“Gertie,” I heard Cailean say in the distant. Unfortunately, I didn’t get the chance to see his face or eyes as he turned around.  “Don’t you dare say goodbye, baby.”
Someone was tapping me on my cheek, urging me to focus. Things were starting to turn black and I felt myself growing more tired, unable to focus on anything but the blackness and the peace that followed it.
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A STEADY BEEPING sound woke me up, but my eyes were too heavy for me to open. I wanted to go back to sleep, but my mind wouldn’t let me. The last thing I remembered was the cold O.R. and it was clear that I was no longer there. I was warm and comfortable, and apart from the beeping machine, the room was quiet.
I took my time trying to wake my body up, and I had no idea how long it took, but my eyes eventually opened up to a bright room. Looking around, I saw Cailean sitting in the rocking chair in the corner.
“Hey,” I whispered hoarsely, the sound of my scratchy voice made me cringe.
“Gertie!” he exclaimed and jumped out of his seat, showering me with kisses. “Fuck, you scared me, baby.”
Speaking of baby, “Where’s Isobel?”
“NICU,” he answered in a somber voice, sitting down on the edge of my bed, my hand tight in his.
“Why?” I asked, starting to panic. “What’s wrong?”
“Her lungs weren’t fully developed and she had some jaundice, but she’s doing better. I even got to change her diaper last time I saw her.” He was excited about that last part and I couldn’t help but feel a bit jealous of the fact that he had seen her, touched her even.
“Why are you here and not with her?” I asked in a whisper. She shouldn’t be alone. She shouldn’t know what it feels like to be all alone.
“Hey, calm down,” he said gently, cradling my face in his hands. It helped a little, but she still shouldn’t have been alone. “I was just with her and she’s fine. You weren’t… Bloody hell, I felt so fucking torn, Gertie. I needed to make sure you were okay too.”
It was then that I noticed the stress and the worry on his face. He really did care.
“I’m fine,” I said, putting my hands on his, hoping it was enough to reassure him. He gave me a nod and I swore it looked as if he was about to cry before he pressed a gentle kiss on my forehead. “Can I go see her?”
“I’m sure the doctor would like to check your over first,” he pointed out.
Oh, right…
“What happened?”
“You lost a lot of blood,” he answered and looked away. “You wouldn’t wake up, but they kept telling me that you were fine and just needed to rest. I thought I lost you, Gertie.”
“But you didn’t.” I didn’t know why I felt the need to keep reassuring him that I was fine, but the way he looked gutted me.
“I can’t lose you.”
Even though it hurt like hell, I sat up enough to pull him in for a hug. I could feel him sag in relief as I wrapped my arms around his midsection and it wasn’t long before he returned the hug and he didn’t let me go until a nurse popped her head in to check on me.
↞ ♥ ↠
Almost a whole day passed and after finally being cleared to leave my bed, I didn’t waste a second to order Cailean to take me to Isobel. It had been a long day of longing and while Cailean’s updates did provide me some comfort, I wanted to see her with my own eyes.
As soon as Cailean wheeled me up to Isobel’s incubator, everything around me just faded into white noise. She was here. The little human I’d had inside me was here. Everything had felt so surreal, as if it had all been a dream, but here she was.
She was tiny. Too tiny almost.
The diaper was taking up almost her whole torso and there were tubes everywhere.
But she was still the most beautiful little thing I had ever seen. Her hair was dark brown and even though she had her eyes closed, Cailean had told me that they were blue.
“She’s perfect, isn’t she?” he asked as he situated and put the breaks on
the wheelchair, knowing I wouldn’t want to leave anytime soon.
“She is,” I agreed with a watery smile.
“She just ate and her lungs are improving,” a nurse who was not much older than us, said, interrupting the moment. “As of this morning, she won’t need the blue light anymore unless the jaundice comes back.”
I was grateful for her positive update, but all I wanted to do was to hold her.
“Does that mean we could maybe hold her today?” Cailean asked as if he had been able to read my mind. I was sure my face said it all, though.
“It’s a possibility. I would need to check to see,” was her reply.
“Of course.”
She left us alone in our staring after that and I couldn’t stop. I could feel Cailean behind me and every once in a while, his hands were on my shoulders. I was glad that he was here with me and I had no clue how I had even thought about doing this on my own.
Maybe we’ll be okay after all.
I didn’t know how much time we spent with her, but it was enough for me and Cailean to hold her and change her diaper. As I stared down at her warm and tiny form in my arms, I couldn’t help but to feel overwhelmed with the love I already had for her. It was indescribable. But what confused me the most was that with my love for her, my love for Cailean had only intensified.
↞ ♥ ↠
I was tired. So, so tired. Between visits from our friends and family and time spent in the NICU, I could have slept for days.
But Cailean kept looking at me as if he wanted to talk and while I knew I could just ignore him, we needed to get this conversation over with. If not for our own sanity, then for Isobel’s sake.
“Are you okay?” I asked in a whisper. I was met with a pair of blue, bloodshot eyes as he looked up at me. All I got was a nod and for a second, I thought that was all he was going to give me. Until he moved to sit on the side of my bed.
“I know I have no right to ask you this after everything you’ve already given me, but do you think we could ever go back to what we were before this whole shitstorm?” he asked, vulnerability shining in his eyes.
“Go back to what, exactly?” I asked him even though I wanted him back with every fiber in my being. “Co-parents? Lovers? Being married?”
“I would like to start over. I’m not saying forget that Vegas ever happened because there’s no fucking way I’ll be able to forget. But how about letting me take you out on a date and then we’ll figure things out from there?”
“What about Tawnya?” Her name tasted bad in my mouth, but I needed to know before I gave this man my heart again.
“There’s nothing there, I swear,” he said pleadingly. “We weren’t even together when I left for the States and when I went back there after our wedding, I let her know that we would never be anything.”
“I thought you said you never dated,” I said sceptically.
“I don’t. Not until you at least.” He looked up at me and I knew what he meant. Oh. “I guess in her mind we were dating if we fucked exclusively. I never cheated on her, or you for that matter. We had been told from a young age that we were to be married and it seems as if she didn’t listen when I told her we were over once and for all.”
“What about your parents? I mean, if you had been betrothed to someone, why would they welcome me?”
“My mom had been set to marry someone when she ran away with my dad.” My eyes shot up in surprise at that. I would have never guessed that and if it wasn’t for the situation we were currently in, I don’t think I would have believed it. “Yeah, it’s not something she talks about very often. Anyway, that was why my grandfather sort of disowned her and wanted nothing to do with me being named after him. He came around after a couple of years and since he failed with his daughter, he decided to do it all over with me instead. My mom stood by it, but I have a feeling she would have stopped it all if we had ever made it down the aisle.”
“Why not just tell him no?”
“Because for some fucked up reason, I wanted his approval. Besides, I didn’t really care until you showed up. I just figured it was all void and null when he passed away. Sure, me and Tawnya still got together every once in a while, but it was more about familiarity and habit on my part.”
“So you never slept with her after you married me?” If everything he had told me was the truth - which I believed it was - then that was all that really mattered. As he had once said, we both had our pasts and there was nothing we could do to change that.
“No,” he said firmly, leaving no room for hesitation. “The last time we fucked was a few weeks before I met you in Vegas.”
“Okay,” I said, trying not to show how much that information bothered me. It might have happened before we got married, but I still didn’t like how candid he was about it.
“Okay?” he asked surprised. I had to admit, I was surprised at how easy it was to agree, too. “You agree to start over?”
“Well, we can’t really start over because we have a daughter.”
“Right,” he said with a huge, proud smile. “We do.”
“And I’m going to need your help when we get home from the hospital,” I continued. “But a date sounds nice.”
“It does, doesn’t it?” Again, he smiled and it took my breath away to see him so happy. “Just don’t be too surprised if I end up proposing on the first date.”
“I never signed the papers so that would be pointless.”
“You didn’t? Why not?”
Even though my pride took a hit, I admitted, “Because it didn’t feel right.”
“So you love me too much to let me go, huh?” he asked smugly.
“Don’t get too cocky,” I warned. “We still can’t go back to what we were. You still hurt me and while I will eventually be able to let this whole Tawnya thing go, you broke my trust by not telling me about her.”
“I know,” he sighed remorsefully. “Trust me, I’ll take whatever you’re willing to give me. I’ll even sleep on the couch.”
“I think that’s a good idea. And once I’m healed, I’ll let you take me out on that date, too.”
“Thank you,” he said, taking my hand in his and placing an intimate kiss on the inside of my wrist. “For everything.”
“You’re welcome. And thank you for never giving up on me, you stubborn ass,” I said with a genuine smile.
Who would have thought that I would ever say thank you to Cailean Baker, my high school bully? The thing was, he wasn’t my bully anymore.
He was Cailean Baker.
My husband.




Epilogue

↞ 2 years later ↠

◆◆◆
 
CAILEAN

I HAD BEEN eleven when I first saw her. She had been wearing denim overalls and a pink t-shirt with some sort of Disney princess on it. Her hair had been a complete fucking mess with brown curls everywhere. Her nose had been buried in a book, but as she looked up at me with her bright blue eyes, my world had stopped for a minute.
Gertrude Anderson.
Gertie Baker.
My wife.
The mother of my child.
The woman who held my heart in her delicate hands and wasn’t afraid to squeeze it every once in a while.
A decade and a half later and she still blew me away. She was currently standing in front of the mirror in my childhood bathroom as I watched her from the doorway. She was messing with her hair, but I didn’t see the point - it was beautiful as it was. Just like her.
“You’re so beautiful,” I said as I walked up to her, circling my arms around her waist and settled a kiss on her neck.
She looked up and rolled her eyes at me, telling me without words that I was being ridiculous. I told her several times a day how gorgeous she was and what she did to me. She never believed me and it made me sad to think that she didn’t see what I saw.
“Why are we even going to this stupid thing anyway?” she grumbled, leaning into my embrace.
“Because I want to brag about the amazing wife I somehow scored,” I answered with a chuckle, only kind of joking. It still amazed me how I had managed to keep this amazing person in my life.
“I thought it was the other way around,” she said with a small smile. I bent down and gave her a kiss; I just simply couldn’t help myself. “I just want to see the look on their faces when they see us together.”
We were getting ready to go to our high school reunion. It hadn’t been something I had ever planned on going to, because why the hell would I? A few years ago I might have entertained the idea of making an appearance simply to see if I could catch a glimpse at Gertie; if she would even have showed up which was highly unlikely. But now… now I had her and I didn’t need to see or catch up with anyone who might be there.
“You know, most of them probably already know that we’re married,” I told her, pinning her to the vanity. She was wearing one of those long ass dresses, but a dress nonetheless, so my mind and my cock had already figured out by now that it meant easy access. A quickie had never hurt anyone before.
“Don’t ruin the fun for me,” she said, trailing off on a moan as my hands glided up her smooth thighs.
“I would never.”
“What are you doing?” she asked, but she pressed her ass into my crotch, which led me to believe that she knew exactly what I was about to do. “Do we even have time for that?”
Almost three years together and she still had a hard time saying anything remotely dirty. It was a fucking miracle that she had managed to stay so innocent, but I loved her more for it.
“I always have time for you, baby,” I whispered and nibbled on her earlobe.
She did have a point, though, and as much as I wanted to take her to my bed, I would have to settle on fucking her on the counter instead. These days, improvised sex was basically the only way we got to do it. I wouldn’t change a thing and there was something sexy about having Gertie pressed up against the counter as if we were doing something we weren’t supposed to. As if we were hiding. Which I guess we sort of were.
“Turn around, I wanna see you,” I demanded.
“What, the mirror isn’t enough for you?” She gave me a smirk, but still did what I had told her to do. I knew she liked it when I fucked her from behind, but I needed her closer this time for some reason.
“You know I would take you any way I could,” I told her and helped her sit on the counter. It was the perfect height and I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy as she wrapped her legs around me. I didn’t even bother removing our clothing - I needed to be inside her now - and only pulled her panties to the side before unzipping my pants.
She let out a hiss as I entered her and I knew I should have spent some time working her up, but I wanted her too bad. I hadn’t been able to think of anything but being inside her. I tried taking it slow as I worked myself in and out until I was as far inside her as I could get.
“You feel so good,” she whispered huskily and bit my lip.
“Christ,” I cursed when she squeezed my cock, something she had been working on the last couple of months. It was some sort of exercise she had read about and while it felt amazing as hell, I didn’t want to come within two minutes of entering her. “You got to stop doing that, baby.”
“Mm, I kinda like torturing you.” She smiled coyly at me before she started kissing my neck, no doubt leaving a mark as if we were a couple of horny teenagers. “And we both know you love it.”
“I love every minute of it,” I told her honestly because it was true; it was the most wonderful kind of torture.
I started moving, doing my best to go slow so that she could adjust, but again, she did that fucking squeezing thing with her pussy and going slow went out the window. I pulled down her dress, exposing her beautiful tits. I alternated between sucking on them and watching them bounce with my thrusts.
“Cailean.”
Bloody hell, I loved it when she said my name like that and it made me pick up my speed, knowing that she was close. The feel of her pussy gripping me in a vice grip as she came made my eyes roll back into my head in pleasure.
Fuck.
“I love you,” I said on a groan, planting myself to fucking deep inside her there was no way she didn’t feel my release. Her legs were still wrapped tightly around me as if she didn’t want me to go just yet. She didn’t need to worry - I could have stayed inside her forever if it had been possible. Which it obviously wasn’t, as proven by what I heard just a minute after we had finished.
“Mama!”
I could hear Isobel outside the door and cursed; the kid sure had good timing. At least we had been able to finish this time, but I wanted to hold Gertie for just a minute and maybe help her clean up.
“It’s okay, babe,” Gertie said soothingly, running her hands through my hair in the way only she knew how to.
“I swear I love that girl,” I promised, gently pulling out of her. “But at this rate, I’ll never knock you up again.”
Gertie had finally agreed to have another baby when Isobel had reached 18 months. That was over six months ago and still fucking nothing. I knew it took time for most couples, but since it had happened the first time for us with Isobel, I expected her to end up with my baby in her belly at least within the first few months.
“It’ll happen,” Gertie assured me, pulling me in for a kiss before she let me zip my pants back up. “You go see what she wants and I’ll be there in a minute.”
“I love you, you know that, right?” I said, cupping her rosy cheeks in my hands. This was the look I loved the most – freshly and thoroughly fucked.
“I know, and I love you, too,” she said and just like every time she said those three words, my heart swelled just a little bit more. “Now, shoo so I can finish getting ready in peace.”
I left her, but not before kissing her first. I couldn’t get enough of her, even after three years together.
Damn, three years already.
It sure didn’t feel like it, and as if I needed a reminder of how much time had passed, my two-year-old daughter barreled right into my legs as soon as I opened the door. I made sure the bathroom door was closed before I picked her up.
“Mama?” she asked, looking at me with her big, blue eyes that were a replica of her mom’s.
“What, Daddy’s not good enough for you?” I asked, tickling her lightly before I hugged her to me. Her brown curls smelled like sugar cookies, probably from baking with my mom earlier.
“No. Mama,” she said with determination in her voice. She wasn’t very talkative yet, but she sure had her stubbornness down by now. It wasn’t much of a surprise, really, considering who her parents were.
“She’ll be out in a minute. How about we find grandma?”
“Yes. Gamma!” she said with a squeal.
Hey, at least she forgot about mommy for a second. The art of distraction is key in parenting.
“Where is grandma, anyway?”
It didn’t take long before we found her walking down the hallway toward my room, a look of relief on her face when she saw us.
“I swear, that child of yours…” she muttered, but I could see and hear the smile in her voice. “She was helping me with the laundry and then poof she’s gone.”
“Hence the reason as to why we have a baby gate in almost every room,” I told her, understanding exactly how my daughter could be. Most days the gates did nothing for our little escape artist, but it slowed her down.
“Where’s Gertie? I wanted to talk to her about something before you guys left,” she said and took Isobel from me.
“It better not be about the wedding,” I warned her.
After Isobel’s birth, we had started over just like we said we would. However, that only lasted the six weeks until Gertie could have sex again. I’d tried to be a saint and she had tried to hide her want for me, but in the end, we had both just said “fuck it” and gone back to being married. Okay, Gertie might not have said it like that, but the result was still the same - she went back to being my wife and I was back to being her husband. Just like it was supposed to be.
My mom had tried to talk her into having a ceremony, but Gertie had firmly told her that if we ever made it to our tenth anniversary, only then would she entertain that idea.
I loved the woman, but there would be no if we make it. I would make sure we made it.
“Of course not; the wedding is already planned. I’m just waiting for her to tell me she’s ready for it.” Of course it was already planned. My mother was a party planner after all. “I just wanted to ask her if Isobel needs anything. Sheila from up the street has a granddaughter that’s just a little older, so she has a bunch of hand me downs.”
“And why couldn’t you just ask me?”
“Cailean,” she chided and rolled her green eyes at me. “We both know you wouldn’t be able to answer that.”
She had a point… somewhat. As far as Isobel’s clothes and shit went, I just mostly went with whatever Gertie had in her closet. I knew better than to mess with it.
“Fine,” I huffed just as Gertie stepped out of my bedroom. She had put herself together and pulled her hair up in a ponytail, but she still had that glow about her she got every time after sex.
She’s stunning, I thought to myself as I followed the girls down the stairs, only half listening as they discussed what Isobel needed.
“Give me kisses,” I demanded from my daughter as we were getting ready to leave.
“No,” she said in a sing-song voice but still placed a sloppy kiss on my lips. They were my favorite.
“Have fun and make sure to give grandma and grandpa hell, okay?” I joked and set her down on her feet, following her into the kitchen where Gertie was still chatting with my mom.
“Cookie,” Isobel said and Gertie bent down to pick her up so that she could reach a cookie from the counter.
I loved seeing them together. Not just my wife and my daughter, but the three most important women in my life. Our road to ge where we were hadn’t been easy, but it was all worth it.
“You ready to get this shit over with?” I asked.
“Cailean,” my mom scolded.
“Sure,” Gertie said with a giggle. “Let me just finish my peanut butter toast?”
I frowned, unsure if I had heard her correctly because Gertie hated peanut butter. She always complained whenever I ate it around her, stating that the smell of it made her want to gag.
A smile replaced my frown when I thought about the reasons that would cause her weird behavior. There was only one thing that made sense.
Fuck, just the thought of her carrying my child again did all kinds of crazy things to me and my cock. While there were a lot of mistakes made when she was pregnant with Isobel, I wouldn’t change a thing because it made our relationship what it was today. Sure, we had our fucking flaws and shit, but who didn’t? I always knew we would be great together and I was so bloody happy that she had finally realized that, too, because she was mine forever. Just like I had always been hers.
↞ The End ↠
 




Author’s Note

◆◆◆
 




Dear Reader,
Gertie and Cailean’s story has been with me since I was a teenager. It all started as a way to process what I had experienced in high school. Bullying is not easy and I realize that this story sort of romanticizes an unacceptable behavior that has become a normal occurance for children and teenagers. But I’m also hoping that Gertie and Cailean’s journey will make people see that there’s always two sides to every story. I wrote this book as a closure for myself and a decade later, I feel as if I’m ready to put it all behind me.
As I mentioned earlier, it’s been a decade since I first started writing this book and it has gone through numerous rewrites and changes. There’s always going to be things I want to change about it, but I felt as if it was time I shared it with other people. I never realized how hard it would be to put myself out there and let people read my words, but I’m hoping it will bring at least someone some peace. 
If you liked it, or even if you didn’t, please take a minute to leave a review. I am forever grateful that you decided to take a chance on my book; thank you, from the bottom of my heart, for reading Always Yours.
Love,
Grace
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