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  CHAPTER ONE


  My dad, Kevin, once told me that he knew he wanted to marry my mom a month after they started dating. He said that a man just knows, and if you’ve been dating more than a year and he hasn't mentioned marriage, then get out of the relationship––fast.


  I thought he was just smitten with my mom, but here Brandon and I were less than a year later and engaged. I couldn’t be happier. Brandon had come into my life at the right time––as if fate intended for it all to happen. Given these last eight months and all the life threatening situations, I wouldn’t change a thing. It’s true what people say; things happened for a reason and now I just hoped that Christy, Michael and Colin were going to get what was coming to them once their trial started so they would be out of our lives forever.


  I stared at the ring Brandon had given me not even an hour ago as my dad's words echoed through my head. I stood with my back toward the warm stream of running water, admiring my new ring as the evening light from the bathroom window reflected off the two and half carat princess cut diamond encased in a halo setting with round tiny diamonds along the whole band.


  After a few minutes, I realized that I was still alone in the shower. Brandon hadn’t returned from seeing who was at the door and that made me nervous. I quickly rinsed the soap from my body and started to turn off the water when the shower door opened and Brandon slipped in. His hard chiseled body stepped close to me as we both stood under the warm stream of water––something we did almost every night.


  “Hey, what took you so long?” I asked, slipping my arms around his neck.


  “Blake’s here.”


  “Really?”


  “Yep.” Brandon’s hands glided down my back to rest on my ass as he gave it a little tug to bring me closer to him.


  “Did you know he was coming?”


  “Nope, he said he needed to get away and used the plane ticket we gave him for Christmas.”


  “Couldn’t he have asked? I mean, this is an important night,” I pouted as Brandon’s cock grew against my belly. I chuckled slightly. Here we were again, talking about his brother at the wrong time.


  “Babe, you know how Blake is. He doesn’t always use his head,” he said, tilting his head down to place a soft kiss on my neck.


  “I know,” I said, sighing. “Can he maybe get a hotel room for the night?” Of all the nights Blake could have come to visit us, it had to be tonight…the night when I wanted to wear nothing but my new ring and a smile.


  “I guess, but we haven’t seen him in, what? Five months?”


  “I know––you’re right. I just wanted to walk around naked for the night,” I said, biting my lower lip and giving him my most innocent smile, making his cock twitch in response.


  “I’ll make it up to you another night––I promise,” Brandon groaned, bending down again as he pressed his lips to mine.


  “But that other night won't be the night you proposed and I said ‘yes’.”


  “I know, Baby…” Brandon looked down at me, searching my eyes as if he was looking for some sort of answer or something. “What if we get a hotel room in the city, you call in sick tomorrow and we order room service, eat breakfast in bed and then spend the rest of the day with Blake? He can take care of Niner tonight. It will give him time to clear his head, too, since that was the reason he jumped on a plane and flew thousands of miles unannounced.”


  “Well, he did come all this way. Maybe we should spend time with him?”


  “No, he will understand. I’m sure he will be here longer than one night. We will hang out with him tomorrow. Plus I want to see you wearing nothing but your new ring and a smile for the rest of the night,” he said, winking at me, reading my mind.


  *~*~*


  Brandon and I walked down the staircase with our overnight bags in hand. A smile spread across my face as I passed the recently flickering candles on each step, remembering my welcome home greeting.


  Niner came running around the corner when he heard me making my way to the kitchen. After everything that happened, I realized I forgot to say hello to the new member of our household. I was used to him greeting me at the door, but I quickly forgot all about him when I saw all the candles spread through the entryway and up the stairs.


  “Hey, Buddy,” I said, kneeling down to his level, rubbing and kissing him on the head. “You and your daddy are very sneaky.”


  “Well, it was all his idea,” Brandon said, chuckling.


  “Spencer!” Blake said, walking up to me with open arms. “How’s my Poker Shark?”


  “Hey, Blake, it’s good to see you. How are you?” I asked, embracing him in a hug.


  “Your Poker Shark?” Brandon asked.


  “Anyone who can beat you is my Poker Shark,” Blake answered, winking at Brandon then turning back to me. “I’m good, Spence. Sorry to come unannounced. I had no idea tonight was the night. I should have called first.”


  “It’s okay. It will be fun having you here. How long are you planning on visiting?”


  “A few days––maybe a week tops, if that’s okay?”


  “That’s fine with me. You and Brandon can have quality brother time,” I said, smiling at the two Montgomery boys.


  “Spencer and I are getting a hotel room in the city tonight. Can you take care of Niner until tomorrow? You can take Spencer’s car and meet us for lunch and we can spend the afternoon with you…give you a mini tour of San Francisco,” Brandon said to Blake.


  Take my car? The thought of Blake driving reminded me of what Aimee had told me in Houston. I guess it wouldn’t hurt for him to drive my car as long as he didn’t drink too much. No way would he show up drunk or drink so much in San Francisco that he couldn’t drive back…right?


  “Nah, I should be the one to get a hotel room,” Blake said, taking his phone out of his pocket.


  “It’s okay. Really. This way, I don’t have to cook and can spend more time naked with Spencer,” Brandon said, slapping my ass.


  “Whoa, TMI, Babe, T.M.I.” I said, playfully swatting Brandon’s arm.


  “Well, if you insist, but let me see the rock before you leave,” Blake said.


  I stuck out my hand, flashing my beautiful sparkling diamond. A smile returned to my lips and my heart swelled with happiness. A year ago, I would have thought this would be me and TravAss, not Brandon. I should probably be thanking TravAss instead of hating him. Brandon makes me a better person, takes care of me, wants me for me and truly loves me. TravAss was never that person.


  “Damn, Bro, you’re going to make me compete with that?” Blake asked, looking over to Brandon while still holding up my left hand to him.


  “You’re proposing to Stacey?” I asked.


  “Oh, no, no, no––I will never get married. I am just messin’ with Brandon,” Blake said, slapping Brandon on the shoulder.


  “You two broke-up again?” I asked Blake.


  “You guys go––enjoy your night. We’ll talk about all this tomorrow.”


  *~*~*


  Brandon and I entered the white marble lobby of the Ritz-Carlton after leaving his keys with the valet. I was finally starting to get used to having some of the finer things in life. Brandon always made sure we stayed in five star hotels, drove nice cars and carried designer bags. However, I still went to Target at least once a week, because that store had everything and I just loved it!


  Before we left our house, Brandon called and made reservations for the night. While he checked us in, I sat back on a couch in the lobby and admired him. He was everything I had ever wanted and all the words he spoke to me during his proposal were exactly how I felt. I never wanted to know what life would be like without him. I’m not sure how I managed life without him, just like he stated to me. I wanted nothing more than to start a family with him, grow old and just live a happy life––together.


  Brandon turned and winked at me while the front desk clerk finalized everything. My heart skipped a beat as he flashed me his panty melting smile after his wink. I couldn’t wait to be up in the room, naked with him. No matter where we were, when he gave me that smile, I wanted to jump him right then and there. I think he knew that and did it on purpose, but I didn’t care. I fucking worshiped his body because he used it to worship mine.


  “Ready to go, future Mrs. Montgomery?” Brandon asked, approaching where I sat on the couch in the lobby.


  “Yep.”


  Brandon reached to take my hand to help me up from the couch. Butterflies filled my stomach on contact as I remembered what we had done only a few hours ago when we had sex without a condom––finally. Now we were going to spend the entire night naked, exploring our newfound pleasures and our engagement.


  We walked hand in hand towards the elevator as a bellboy followed us to our room with our bags.


  “Crap, I forgot to tell Ryan that you proposed and I said ‘yes’,” I said, reaching into my purse for my phone.


  “She already knows.”


  “She does?” I asked, giving Brandon a questioning look.


  “Of course. Ryan would have castrated me if I didn’t give her a heads up or get her advice on the ring.” That was very true. Ryan was like a big sister to me, especially since my sister, Stephanie, lived hours away and we rarely saw each other. “Becca and Jason know as well. And, of course, your parents.”


  “You talked to my parents?”


  The elevator doors closed with us and the bellboy inside. As we rode up, he answered, “I had to ask your dad for permission.”


  I laughed. I never pictured my parents as being old fashioned and Brandon needing to ask for my dad’s permission, but it also warmed my heart to think that Brandon wanted to do everything the right way.


  “What would you have done if he said ‘no’?” I asked as we stepped out of the elevator when it arrived on the seventh floor.


  “I still would have proposed,” he said, winking at me. “By the way, everyone is expecting your call tomorrow. Tonight, you’re all mine.” Brandon kissed the side of my head as he slipped the key in the door when we arrived at our room.


  A few lights were already on when we entered the room. As we stepped in further, I noticed there was a soft glow coming from the unlit bathroom through a built-in window that overlooked the bedroom. The bellboy brought in our bags and Brandon tipped him as he wished us a good night, closing the door behind himself as he left.


  I wandered into the bathroom as curiosity got the best of me. As I entered, I noticed that six tea light candles sat along the edge of a giant tub below the window that overlooked the bedroom, burning in clear votives, with red rose petals floating in a bath full of water. The square tub was framed with white trim, and a vase filled with roses that matched the petals sat in the far corner.


  “How did you do this?” I asked Brandon as he followed me in.


  “When I called to make the reservation, I asked them to do it. I was going to do something similar at home for after dinner.”


  “Is the water still warm?” I asked, leaning over and dipping my hand into the tub. “Oh it’s perfect!” I smiled brightly at Brandon. “How did I get so lucky?”


  “No, the question is: How did I get so lucky?” Brandon said as he leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “And there should be…” he turned and started to walk out of the bathroom, “champagne and strawberries here, too,” he said from the bedroom.


  Brandon returned to the bathroom where I stood waiting for him. He had the champagne and a plate of chocolate covered strawberries in hand. “Shall we?” he asked, nudging his head towards the steaming bathtub.


  “Yes, we shall,” I said with a smile.


  Brandon set the champagne bucket and strawberries on the bathroom counter. He started to pour us each a glass after he uncorked the bottle while I slipped my t-shirt over my head, followed by my jeans and flip flops. Once the glasses were filled, Brandon shed his clothing right where he stood next to the counter.


  Brandon walked over, handed me my glass, and we cheered to being engaged. After taking a sip, he grabbed my hand and started to step into the warm water.


  “Wait, the strawberries!” I said and moved to grab them off the counter. I placed the tray on the side of the tub and placed my hand back into Brandon’s as he guided me into the water. “Wow, even though we just took a shower before we left home, this water feels so good.” I sighed as I sat down in the tub.


  “It sure does,” he said, spinning me around so I was nestled between his legs.


  I would never tire of taking baths with this man. I fit perfectly against his chest as he ran light strokes up and down my legs and arms, kissing my neck and shoulders as I relaxed more against him.


  “Want to watch TV?” My eyes settled on the wall mounted flat screen TV above the bathtub as Brandon asked me.


  “No, that’s okay. Want a strawberry?”


  Brandon and I washed each other and then soaked in the warm water, feeding each other strawberries and sipping the champagne until the water turned lukewarm and we had almost finished the entire bottle. I wished every day ended with Brandon and me soaking in a tub full of warm water. It was so relaxing and comforting. I loved being in the arms of my man––my fiancé.


  Brandon helped me out of the tub and wrapped one of the soft, fluffy towels around me.


  “Ready to call room service?” he asked, shrugging on his robe.


  “Yes, I’m starving!”


  I looked at the clock near the bed to see it was already after nine in the evening. This had been a long, enjoyable night, and I was happy that we were going to play hooky in the morning and just enjoy us. We placed an order with room service and I sent an email to my boss, Skye, while Brandon texted Jason to let him know that he was going to spend the day with me and Blake.


  After relaxing in the plush, king-size bed for a bit, room service arrived with our dinner and another bottle of champagne. I didn’t realize it, but I was really hungry. After all the excitement and festivities, I really worked up an appetite.


  I couldn’t wait to talk to Ryan, my parents, my sister, Becca and all the girls at work about how Brandon proposed. My lemon tree had produced the best lemonade a girl could ask for, and I planned on drinking it for the rest of my life!


  “More champagne?” Brandon asked as I pushed back the tray with my empty plate on it from where I sat in the middle of the bed.


  “Yes, please,” I said, holding up my glass.


  After Brandon refilled it for me, I set the glass on the nightstand near the window and stood to gather our empty plates. After setting the plates and trays outside for room service to pick up, I started walking back to the bed to snuggle. Brandon was lying there, propped up with his arms behind his head, watching the TV. I stopped dead in my tracks. Fuck, he was hot!


  Brandon’s eyes flitted to me where I stood biting my bottom lip and admiring the view.


  “You know what happens when you look at me that way, right?”


  My eyes slowly made their way from his firm chest that was slightly exposed beneath the white robe to his perfect face as he finished asking me the obvious question. “No, what happens?” I teased.


  “Why don’t you come over here and find out?”


  I felt my whole body flush with desire. No matter how many minutes, hours, days, and nights I had spent with this man, I was almost positive I would never lose my appetite for him. I walked over to the side of the bed where he lay. Brandon sat up and swung his legs to straddle mine where I stood.


  He looked up at me with his mocha eyes that had darkened with desire, and slowly started to untie my robe as our eyes locked. I felt my body moisten between my legs and my mouth began to water.


  Once Brandon had untied my robe, he slowly started to slide it off my shoulders and down my back until it pooled on the floor around my bare feet.


  “You’re so beautiful,” he breathed.


  “And you’re so fucking hot!” I said, making us both laugh a little.


  “Well, I’m glad you think so. If you didn’t, we would have a problem,” he said, leaning forward and placing a kiss on my stomach.


  I ran my hands through his soft, light brown hair and down his neck to his back, bending over slightly as he pulled my breast into his mouth and flicked my nipple until it puckered. Dragging his mouth across the valley of my chest to my other nipple, Brandon did the same thing he had before. Wetness continued to build between my legs as he worked my plump mounds with his mouth.


  Both his hands glided down my naked back until they rested on my ass, and he pulled me forward, causing me to fall on top of him as he lowered us down onto the bed. Brandon slowly turned me over, my legs hanging off the side of the bed with my back flat on the firm mattress. He dragged his tongue along my collarbone, sending chills throughout my body.


  Slowly, he ran his tongue up the side of my neck before finally resting his mouth on my soft lips that were eager to taste him. I reached my hands down between us and started loosening the tie of his robe as our tongues swirled around one another.


  “Hold on,” Brandon said, rising off of my body to stand up.


  “Wha…what? Why?” I asked, trying to reach for him to pull him back to me.


  “I have an idea,” he said, shrugging his robe off until it slid all the way down his body to the floor.


  I scooted up on the bed to get more comfortable while Brandon walked over and grabbed the champagne and ice bucket. Reaching his hand in the melting ice, he grabbed a cube and looked up at me with hooded eyes. I slipped my hand down between my legs and started to rub my aching clit, trying to ease the ache between my legs as I watched his lips curl in a smile.


  “I love it when you play with yourself,” he groaned.


  My body heat rose at his words as I continued to tease myself. Brandon rested his body to the side of mine and circled the freezing ice around my nipple and then the other. My mouth parted and I moaned as the sensation rippled through me. I rubbed my clit harder and faster as Brandon slid the ice cube down my belly toward my pussy.


  Brandon stopped the ice on my navel and rubbed it over my abdomen until the remaining ice melted and pooled in my belly button. He leaned over and slurped the water out from my skin and then reached over and grabbed another ice cube and the champagne bottle.


  My body was on fire; as he ran the ice cube down my stomach again, it cooled a path that quickly heated up. This time, Brandon didn’t stop at my belly button. He continued to trail the ice down through my pubic hair to my hand, where I was flicking my clit with my finger.


  “Here, use this,” he said, handing me the ice cube only to return to the bucket and grab more ice.


  I slid the ice up and down my slit, shooting shivers through my body. I could feel the ice melting quickly as the water dripped down my pussy and onto the bed. Brandon’s hard cock pressed into my outer thigh as he slid two ice cubes around my torso. My body was on the verge of shattering as I worked my clit with the melting ice.


  Brandon started to slowly pour the champagne over my stomach after the ice melted in his hand. “Mmmmm, you taste even better like this,” he said, drinking the champagne from my chest valley and navel.


  I needed to touch him. I reached my free hand between our sides and stroked his rock hard length effortlessly as he hissed on contact. “Will you do it–––please?” I begged, needing him between my legs.


  I released his cock so he could position himself between my legs. My breasts now ached from no attention, so I grabbed them, kneading each soft mound in my hands as I felt Brandon’s firm tongue lap up the juices from my pussy. A thin layer of sweat was beginning to cover my skin since there was no more ice to cool it down.


  He slid his tongue up until it met my throbbing clit as I whimpered from the blissful sensation. Brandon flicked my clit with his tongue, up and down, round and round, until my body about to tip over with sheer pleasure.


  “Even though,” he whispered as his tongue flicked over my pussy, “I just tasted this not that many hours ago, I will never get tired of tasting you.


  “Yeah…don’t stop,” I moaned.


  He didn’t stop. His tongue fluttered my nub until I couldn’t hold it any longer. My body erupted with pleasure. “Fuck me!” I moaned.


  “Oh, I plan on it, future Mrs. Montgomery. On your knees.”


  As soon as my body finished celebrating, I quickly got to my hands and knees, eagerly wanting his perfect cock. The bed dipped as Brandon came up and positioned himself behind me. His cock teased the entrance of my dripping pussy until finally with one smooth thrust, he filled me––bareback.


  I moaned in lust, my back arching as his cock slid against my soaked walls. His balls slapped against my pussy as I closed my eyes tight, savoring every sensation as my body began to build to erupting again. Brandon gripped my hips tight, and I knew he was on the verge of shattering, too.


  I could feel his cock growing inside me, and I knew at any second he was going to erupt. I bucked my hips back, meeting his thrusts, his balls slapping harder into me. “Fuck,” I moaned again as his grip tightened on my hips. Finally, my body won the battle, I came––hard, just as Brandon groaned his own release.


  He pulled out of me and cum began to drip down the back of my thigh. Reaching over, he grabbed a tissue from the nightstand to clean it up.


  “This is one bad thing about not wearing condoms,” I said.


  “What is?”


  “It’s messy,” I said, giggling slightly.


  “Now I just need to invest in tissues instead of condoms,” he said, kissing my right butt cheek before slapping it playfully.


  After cleaning up and dressing in our PJs, we both climbed into bed––exhausted. Sleep was now winning the battle. I glanced at the clock and saw that it was almost midnight. We said our goodnights, kissed each other softly, and then drifted off to sleep with our bodies entangled with each other.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER TWO


  Brandon and I enjoyed breakfast in bed followed by a morning shower to start our day. Before checking out of the hotel room, he called Blake to meet us at MoMo’s. Since moving, we hadn’t been there to eat in a long time, and I missed our old stomping grounds.


  “So, how was last night?” Blake asked as we sat down at a high-top table near the bar.


  “None of your business,” Brandon replied.


  Our waitress came over and took our drink order while we still were unsure of what we were having for lunch. I ordered a Cosmopolitan, Brandon ordered a pint of Blue Moon and Blake ordered his Pepper Jack.


  “Thanks again for letting me crash for a few days,” Blake said genuinely.


  “Of course, anytime,” Brandon responded.


  “So, what happened with Stacey? I thought you guys were going to last this time?”


  Blake gave a heavy sigh. “I don’t know, Spence; we have a love hate relationship.”


  “But things were going good, right?” I asked.


  Stacey and I had kept in contact since Christmas. I had given her information to my friend, Audrey, in L.A. to hopefully give her contacts to pursue her acting career. She told me that she and Blake were getting along better than ever, and she had hoped that when he moved out of his parents’ house, they would find a place together. I guess that wasn’t the case.


  “We were––we are. I don’t know. She started talking about moving in together and it started to freak me out.”


  “Why did you have to fly halfway across the country?” Brandon asked with a slight chuckle. “Just don’t move in with her.”


  “Dude, mom and dad are breathing down my neck to move out, and Stacey thought it was the best idea in the world. I just…I just needed to get away from them all. Again, I’m really sorry I didn’t call.”


  “It’s okay, Blake––really,” I said, setting down my menu, finally deciding to have the pulled pork sandwich with fries.


  Blake reached into his jeans pocket and pulled out his phone. “Fuck, Mom and Dad won’t stop calling me!” he said with clenched teeth, tossing his phone on the table in front of him.


  “I’m sure they’re just worried about you. They just want to make sure you made it okay,” I said.


  “They don’t know I’m here.”


  “What the fuck, Blake? You left and didn’t tell them? What the fuck is wrong with you?” Brandon asked with a raised voice, leaning back in his chair and crossing his arms over his chest.


  “Look, we already established that I left without thinking. We don’t need to keep rehashing it,” Blake said, taking a long sip of his drink that the waitress recently placed on the table. Before the waitress walked away, Blake ordered another drink.


  “Jesus Christ, Blake!” Brandon shouted, reaching into his jeans for his phone.


  “What are you doing?” Blake asked. “Telling Mommy and Daddy on me? You do know that I’m a grown man.”


  “I’m just telling them you’re here. I don’t want them to keep worrying about your ass.”


  Brandon held his phone up to his ear as I sat awkwardly, taking a few small sips of my Cosmo. People finally started to turn back around after staring at us while Brandon yelled at Blake. Blake pounded the rest of his drink as our waitress brought out his next round and told us that our lunch should arrive soon. Brandon started talking to his dad and told him that Blake was here. Blake excused himself from the table, and because I felt bad for Stacey, I sent her a text, letting her know that Blake was with us.


  Stacey: Are you fucking kidding me?


  Me: Yeah, he arrived last night. Oh btw, Brandon proposed last night, too! :)


  Stacey: Congrats! I am so happy for you two. As far as Blake…I don’t even know what to think. What did he tell you?


  Shit, why did I feel obligated to tell Stacey about Blake? I did it because I would want to know if my boyfriend took off out of town without telling me, too, but now I didn’t know if I should tell her what Blake said. I didn’t want or need Blake mad at me.


  Me: He just said that he needed to get away. I guess Robert and Aimee want him out of the house now?


  Stacey: So he moves to California?


  Me: Um… I hope he didn’t move to California! I mean, if he wants to live here, it better not be with me and Brandon! He said he is just here for a few days. Let him miss you.


  Stacey: I’m so tired of his shit. I shouldn’t have pushed him to move in with me, but seriously, we have been dating forever.


  Me: Blake is coming back to the table… just give him a few days. I’ll try and talk some sense into him ;)


  Stacey: Good luck!


  Blake returned from the restroom just as Brandon hung up with his dad, and I wasn’t sure what Brandon told him since I had been busy texting Stacey.


  “Everything okay?” I asked Brandon.


  “Yeah, they are just pissed he didn’t tell them. Mom has been freaking out all day because Stacey called the house looking for this jackass,” he said, lightly shoving Blake’s shoulder.


  “Whatever. All’s right with the world again. Everyone can calm down now that they know where I am.”


  “Don’t be an ass, Blake. They love you and care about you,” Brandon said, sipping his beer.


  “Whatever, let's just drop it,” Blake said, taking a sip of his second drink.


  We sat in an awkward silence. There was definitely tension in the air as Blake continued to drink his second drink and Brandon and I sipped our first. My phone buzzed on the table and I held my breath, hoping Stacey’s name didn’t appear on the screen or I was sure more shit would hit the fan. Luckily it was Ryan––well kind of lucky.


  Ryan: Why the fuck haven’t you called me today?


  Me: Sorry! We are out with Blake at MoMo’s. Oh and yeah…Brandon proposed last night :P


  Ryan: Wait… Blake?


  Me: Yeah he showed up last night after Brandon proposed :/


  Finally our waitress brought us our lunch as we were all now on our phones and not talking to each other. Before she could walk away, Blake ordered another drink for himself and Brandon ordered another beer. I shot Brandon a questioning look. This was Blake’s third drink in less than an hour. How the hell was he going to drive my car home?


  Before I could put my phone back in my purse, Ryan texted me back.


  Ryan: Wow, crazy! Fill me in later and congrats on your engagement finally! I want to see the ring this weekend.


  Me: Thanks! I’ll call you later.


  I put the phone back in my purse. The boys were still not talking to each other. Ha, and they say girls are moody?


  “So, what do you want to see first?” I asked Blake, trying to ease the heavy tension.


  He thought for a few moments and then answered, “I’ve always wanted to check out Alcatraz.”


  “Oh, that’s a good idea. I’ve actually never been.”


  “Neither have I,” Brandon said, giving me my smile.


  “Then it’s settled,” I said. “After we eat, we can head over and check out the tour times.”


  *~*~*


  Brandon drove us to Pier 33 after we ate lunch. I didn’t want Blake driving my car and I was happy when Brandon pointed out that it would be packed down there, even though it was a Thursday, and we should only take one car. After parking a few blocks away, we walked down to the pier and stood in line to get tickets for the tour.


  “Hey, let's come back and do the night tour,” Blake said, pointing at the board with the tour times.


  “That sounds cool,” Brandon said.


  “I don’t…know––isn’t it haunted?” I asked, my fear of ghosts lurking in my head.


  Brandon and Blake started laughing and then Brandon asked, “Babe, you’re afraid of ghosts?”


  “Um, yeah! Have you seen how creepy they are?”


  “Spencer, they won’t hurt you,” Blake said, making fun of me.


  “Um, the hell they won’t! I’ve seen movies.”


  “What movies have ghosts that hurt people?” Brandon asked, still smiling at me like I was an idiot.


  “Like…like The Exorcism of Emily Rose!” I screeched.


  “Babe, that wasn’t even about ghosts,” Brandon said, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and kissing the side of my head, trying to stifle his laugh.


  “I don’t care, that movie fucked me up for months. I don’t do scary stuff––period. You guys can come back later if you want to do the night one,” I offered.


  “Oh, I like that idea,” Blake said.


  “Let’s do the day one and if we still want to come back at night, we can,” Brandon said to Blake.


  We bought tickets for the next tour and boarded the ferry to take us to The Rock. Once we docked, we took the two and a half hour tour and learned almost everything there was to know about the famous prison. I was intrigued with knowing that so many criminals had once lived there, like Al Capone, George “Machine Gun” Kelly and Robert Franklin Straud, who was better known as “The Birdman of Alcatraz”.


  It’s kind of crazy to imagine what the world used to be like compared to how it is today. What if Alcatraz was still an active prison? That would be awesome and scary at the same time…scary to have a rock full of criminals only two miles from the town I lived in.


  “Let’s go for drinks,” Blake said as we rode the ferry back to the pier.


  Brandon looked to me as we silently spoke. I didn’t want to go for drinks. Someone needed to head home and check on Niner, and even though I was enjoying spending time with my future brother-in-law, I flat out didn’t want to go.


  “I think Spencer and I are going to head home,” Brandon said.


  Both of us didn’t need to go home, though. Brandon should spend time with his brother while he was here since he lived so far away and barely saw him. “Why don’t you two go out, maybe call Jason to come as well? I’ll just go home and check on Niner and catch up on TV.” I did have a few episodes of Real Housewives to catch up on since I didn’t get to do that the night before like I planned on my way home.


  “Yeah man, I haven’t seen Jason in a long time. Call his ass!” Blake said, gesturing for Brandon to make the call.


  “Babe, are you sure?”


  “Of course, go have fun. Blake isn’t here that long and needs to let off some steam.” I turned and smiled at Blake. “I get to keep you forever,” I said, turning back to Brandon, kissing his lips.


  “Spencer, have I told you how much I love you?” Blake asked.


  “No, but I’m glad you don’t hate me,” I said, laughing.


  “You’re going to fit right in,” Blake said, nudging my shoulder with his.


  Brandon leaned over and kissed the side of my head. “She’s a perfect fit.”


  *~*~*


  On my drive home, I called my mom, Julie, and told her the good news. Of course, she already knew since Brandon had already spoken with my dad. My sister, Stephanie, was over at my parents’ house for dinner, so I was able to tell her as well. We talked about everything that I had dreamed of for my wedding as a little girl.


  When Stephanie was nine and I was seven, she and I played dress up, and we each had married our imaginary boyfriends. We joked that my real wedding would have real food instead of plastic, and real people attending instead of all our stuffed animals. I really missed my sister. Stephanie also agreed to be a bridesmaid––of course.


  Niner was extremely happy to see me as I walked into the house. He jumped on me as I entered the door, licking my face and wagging his tail fast.


  “Hey Buddy, did Tianna come walk you today?”


  Since Brandon and I now had almost an hour long commute to work every day, we had hired our neighbor, Tianna, to come over throughout the day to take Niner to the dog park so he wouldn’t have any accidents inside the house. Tianna was a super sweet animal lover. She didn’t have kids, but she loved her nieces and nephews like her own. She would take Niner with her while she walked her own dogs.


  “You want to go for another walk?” I asked. I hadn’t been to the gym since Tuesday, and Brandon and I usually didn’t go on Fridays, so I needed to do some sort of exercise before calling it a night.


  Niner and I walked around the neighborhood while I called and talked to first Ryan and then Becca about Brandon proposing. Of course, I made Ryan my Maid of Honor, and I asked Becca to be a bridesmaid. They were both honored and couldn’t wait to start helping me plan it…even if Brandon and I didn’t have a date, yet. Every person I talked to asked me when we were getting married. Give us a day, people!


  Ryan told me that she still had all of her old bridal magazines and phone numbers of caterers, photographers, venue sites––you name it, she had it. We made plans to meet for lunch over the weekend and start planning what I had dreamed of since Stephanie and I were little girls.


  Niner and I walked back home and we both immediately headed to the kitchen for dinner. I set his leash on the beige granite countertop and opened the stainless steel refrigerator, standing in front of it as I contemplated what to make. This used to be much easier when I had Brandon home. Since he was a good cook and I wasn’t half bad either, we usually made dinner together. Now here I stood, just staring and waiting for culinary inspiration to hit me.


  Spoiling my little buddy, I decided to make Niner and I each a turkey burger for dinner. After all, I wasn’t eating alone. After grilling each burger on the Griddler, I walked over to the couch in the living room with my plate in one hand and a glass of Pinot in the other. I set them down on the coffee table, flipped on the TV and selected the oldest episode of Real Housewives of Orange County that I had saved on the DVR.


  I stuffed my face with the turkey burger and veggie chips while watching Tamera shouting at Alexis to get out of her gym opening party and Gretchen clapping excitedly while Vicki sat there in silence––yes, Vicki was silent for once. The episode quickly ended after the awkward scene and I couldn’t wait to start the next one.


  Instead of pressing play, I walked upstairs and took a long, warm shower while envisioning my upcoming wedding. I couldn’t wait to walk down the aisle and say “I do” with Brandon. Before long, I was dancing and singing I Say a Little Prayer for You and remembering the scene from My Best Friend’s Wedding.


  Just as my skin started to wrinkle, I stepped out of the shower and dressed in my PJs. It was a little after eight o’clock and Brandon and Blake still weren’t back. Being in a catch-up mood and exhausted from the night before, I slipped into bed, grabbed my Kindle and started to read a book I recently purchased.


  I loved my romance novels and since I was currently living my own version, it was hard to find time to read. Usually each night, I fell asleep in Brandon’s arms, but tonight was different. I fell asleep by myself in our large king-size bed.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER THREE


  Waking up alone is worse than going to sleep alone. I reached behind me for Brandon, only to feel an empty, cold space. Panic ran through my entire body as I shot straight up, noticing Niner lying at the foot of the bed on Brandon’s side––and no Brandon.


  My body started to relax when I reached for my phone and read a text message sent from Becca at eleven forty-five the night before.


  Becca: I have the boys. Brandon and Blake are both really drunk. Taking them to my place to sleep it off. Night, lady!


  I glanced at the clock; it was a little after six and almost time to get ready for work. Walking down the stairs to grab my morning coffee, I sent Brandon a text.


  Me: I’ll see you after work.


  I wasn’t sure if I was mad at him or not. So I kept my text short and…sweet? I was the one who told him to go drinking with Blake and Jason. I wanted him to have a guy’s night out, but after spending almost every night with someone, you become accustomed to your normal routine, and waking up alone was one of the worst feelings in the world––especially when I didn’t know where he was or if he was okay.


  What would I have done if he had tried to drive home after drinking and had gotten into an accident? I’m not sure I would survive without him in my life. Maybe moving so far from the city was a bad thing, but at the same time, we were now engaged and hopefully on our way to starting a family. Were we ready to stop partying and start taking care of another human being?


  My mind was racing as I set my phone on the kitchen counter and then walked to let Niner out in the backyard. It was one night. Brandon could have one night of being irresponsible. Blake would be going home in a few days and life would be back to normal.


  Normal…what was normal? Fighting off an ex? People trying to take Brandon’s money? Did we even have a normal life? I shook my head, trying to get my brain to shut the fuck up. This was a joyous time, and I would not let one night become a wedge in our relationship.


  *~*~*


  I made it to work a few minutes before I was expected to be there. Being out for an unexpected day should be the norm for me. The year had been challenging with all the time I had been taking off. Everyone, especially Skye, was very supportive. Now, I needed to cram two days’ worth of work into a day so I could enjoy my weekend.


  Just as I set my purse in my desk drawer, Skye poked her head into my office.


  “Feeling better, Spencer?”


  “Oh. Um…yes. Thank you.” Should I fake cough or sneeze?


  “I’m taking off for the day after my morning meeting,” she said, stepping further into my office.


  “Okay, no problem. I have a ton of emails to catch up on,” I said, trying to get her to leave my office.


  “Okay, I’ll leave you to…,” she trailed off, making me turn my head from my computer screen. “What’s that?” she asked.


  “What’s what?” I asked, confused.


  “On your left hand.”


  I looked down at my shiny new ring. “Oh,” I said as a smile returned to my face, “Brandon proposed the other night.”


  “So that’s why you took yesterday off? Playing hooky to stay in bed all day?” Skye asked with a slightly knowing smile on her face.


  “No, it wasn’t like that.” That would have been what we were doing if it hadn’t been for Blake.


  “Aw come on, Spencer. You know we aren’t far off in age and I would have done the same thing,” she said, walking closer to my desk, her hand motioning for me to show her my diamond.


  Skye congratulated me and asked the repeating question, “Have you set a date, yet?” After telling her that no date had been set–– yet, she congratulated me again and then left to get ready for her meeting.


  I slumped back in my chair, feeling relieved that Skye wasn’t mad that I had taken the day off and lied. In fact, she told me that everyone was entitled to personal days and she completely understood, even if I had missed a lot of work this year.


  My phone buzzed on my desk just as I remembered I needed more coffee to get through the morning.


  Brandon: Future Mrs. Montgomery, I’m so sorry! Fucking Blake kept buying me drinks and before I knew it, I was waking up in Jason’s guest bedroom. Call me on your lunch. I love you! Please don’t be mad at me :(


  Brandon knew me well. My heart fluttered at the words “Future Mrs. Montgomery”. I knew he did it to test the waters. I didn’t text back, though. I wanted to make him nervous, wondering if I was in fact mad at him. After all, my heart didn’t feel good when I woke up alone. Since Skye was leaving before noon, I decided to take a longer lunch and a surprise trip to see him at the gym.


  I meandered around the office, showing the girls my new ring on the way to grab a cup of coffee before trying to catch up on my work. Everyone was happy for me. Bel joked that she officially couldn’t steal Brandon away from me and Carroll’s eyes became teary as I retold how he proposed and the things he said. Sue really liked the part about Niner, and Amanda couldn’t wait until my bachelorette party so she could have time away from her kids for a night. Of course, as I was telling them the whole story, I left out what Brandon and I did right after he proposed. They didn’t need to know my sex life, even if Bel once tried to force it out of me after our holiday office party.


  On my way back to my office, I bumped into Acyn––literally. My left hand clenched the coffee I was carrying. The hot caramel colored liquid sloshed around the top of the cup, landing on his crisp, white long sleeved shirt that hung loose above dark denim jeans.


  “Oh my God, I am so sorry!” I said, turning my head to search for something to wipe up the mess.


  “Are you okay, Spencer?” he asked, his eyes glancing down at my left hand that was holding the coffee mug.


  “Yeah, sorry. We need those big round mirrors for corners around here,” I joked, waving my hand in the air at where they should be on the wall.


  “Haha, yeah we do, but I don’t mind running into you,” he said, looking down at his shirt.


  “I’m so sorry. Let’s go to the kitchen and try to get the stain out,” I said, motioning him to follow.


  “I heard you were out sick yesterday; hope you’re feeling better now.” He reached out his hand and grabbed the paper towel I had dampened with soap and water.


  “Yeah, I am. Thank you.” Acyn continued to dab at his shirt. “Let me know how much I owe you for the dry cleaning bill,” I murmured, feeling embarrassed.


  “Don’t worry about it, Spencer. It looks like it is coming out. I bet once I wash it, it will be as good as new,” he said, reaching out his hand to rub my arm gently.


  Things were much better between me and Acyn, but I knew he still had eyes for me. I didn’t ask, but I wasn’t sure if he was still seeing Sandie or not. I knew having a boyfriend wasn’t scaring him off and apparently having a fiancé wasn’t either. I excused myself and headed back to my office.


  I quickly caught up with my work emails and left the office at eleven thirty to surprise Brandon with lunch. I grabbed us sandwiches from the deli down the block and hurried to get to the gym by noon. As I pulled into the parking lot, my phone chimed with an incoming text. I quickly grabbed the brown sack with our sandwiches and my purse and walked towards the gym.


  I reached in my purse, pulled out my phone and saw that it was a text from Brandon.


  Brandon: I have a meeting in a few minutes…please let me know you made it to work okay.


  I smiled at the text. I knew it was killing him for me not to respond.


  I walked into the gym, said hello to the new front desk staffer, Jennifer, and decided to string Brandon along for a few more minutes.


  Me: Yes, but I’m not at work.


  Brandon quickly responded back.


  Brandon: Why? Where are you?


  I read the message as I walked up the stairs to his office.


  Me: I’m here.


  As soon as I made it to his closed door, he swung it open.


  “Hi!” I said, holding up our lunch with a huge grin on my face.


  “What are you doing here?” he asked, pulling me to him and wrapping me in his arms.


  “I brought you lunch.”


  “You’re not mad at me?” Brandon asked, his chin resting on the top of my head with me still in his arms.


  “Not really. But let’s not make this a habit with Blake here.”


  “I won’t. Let’s eat. I’m starving and don’t have much time. I have a conference call starting in a few minutes.”


  “Do you mind if I eat in your office while you’re on the phone? I have an hour until I need to be back.”


  “Of course not,” he said, grabbing my hand and bringing me into the office. He closed the door behind us as I took a seat in front of his desk. “You’re going to be bored, though.”


  Brandon sat down across from me on the opposite side of the desk.


  “I think I’ll live,” I said, smiling at him and handing him his salami and cheddar cheese sandwich.


  Before I could ask Brandon what he and the boys did with their evening, his desk phone rang. I sat there quietly, watching him talk about sales, buying a warehouse and God knows what else. My mind wandered as I watched him in his element. The sight of him being assertive and bossy moistened my panties under my jeans.


  I needed him––now. He was my drug. My life. My everything.


  I set my half-eaten turkey sandwich down, stood up quietly and started to walk over to him behind his desk. His eyes followed me, wondering what I was doing.


  “Yes, Paul, Jason and I are sure,” he said, his eyes never leaving my body as I stood in front of him and began to unbutton my jeans. His eyebrows rose, watching me slowly unzip my pants and slide them down my legs.


  “No, we will not pay more than one point five mil for the warehouse space,” he said, licking his lips and reaching out to touch my panties.


  I slapped his hand, wagging my finger in warning. Brandon kept repeating “uh huh” as he watched me slip my fingers in my panties and shimmy them down my legs, tossing them onto the increasing pile of my clothes.


  My warm butt rested on the top of his cool oak desk, my feet resting on his thighs as I motioned with my finger for him to come closer. I spread my legs, giving him a perfect view of my sweet spot. Without hesitation, he wheeled his chair closer to me, his face at eye level with my moist pussy.


  “I understand, but you’re good at what you do. If they want to sell bad enough, they will accept the offer,” he said, listening to the man on the other end…inching closer and closer to me. He wrapped his arms around my waist, his hands grabbing my ass to scoot me to the edge of the desk.


  Brandon licked his wet tongue up my dripping center, his right hand still cradling the phone while still repeating “uh huh” at whatever Paul was saying on the other end.


  “Paul, can you hold on for just a minute?”


  Brandon put the phone on hold. I watched him wide-eyed, not saying a word as he rolled his chair back, stood up and walked over to lock the door.


  “All I need is for a Jason or Blake to walk in on this––or worse, a client,” he said to me.


  “Blake is here?”


  “Yeah, he is hanging out until I can drive him home after I get done with a couple of things,” he said, sitting back in his chair.


  “Oh, I should let you do your work then,” I said, starting to slide off the desk.


  “No, no. You stay put. You’re not going to get me all…hungry and then leave me,” he said as he gave me the smile I loved so much. My heart and belly fluttered and he kissed my lips.


  Brandon reached for his phone. “Sorry about that, Paul. My lunch just got here and I only have a few minutes to eat it.”


  I threw my head back in silent laughter. Yeah, he was…eating––lunch!


  I felt Brandon return his mouth to my sensitive center again, making me hiss with the sudden pleasure as my head tilted back and up at the ceiling. My eyes squeezed shut as I started to enjoy the tongue I loved so much.


  “Uh huh,” he repeated again, this time against my swollen flesh.


  Each time he murmured, he vibrated my center in an unexpected way. Was it possible that he was getting better at this even while he was multitasking? I tried to keep my moaning at bay as he continued to flick my clit and swirl his tongue around my entrance, licking up my desire.


  “Yes, do it. Call me tomorrow when you’ve heard from them. Okay, bye.”


  Brandon hung up the phone while not moving his head from between my legs. His tongue continued to overwhelm my pussy, which ached to clench and explode around it. My hands ran through his hair, pulling his face into me––needing that little bit more to send me over.


  My body was getting close…so close that as soon as Brandon slipped two fingers inside, hooking them just right, my body shattered. The room slightly spun as my orgasm ran through me. I moaned out in pleasure, not caring who might hear. Brandon turned my world upside down. I didn’t care what people thought about me––or us. I had him and that was all that mattered.


  I lay on the desk, coming down from my high as I heard Brandon unzip his jeans. My mind flashed back to how we almost did the same exact thing in my office at my company’s holiday party. We were turning into exhibitionists or just two people who could never get enough of each other.


  I once heard that during your first year of marriage that if you put a jelly bean into a jar each time you have sex and remove one each time you have sex after that year, the jar will never become empty. At our rate, we will need multiple jars and it probably will be true; that jar will never become empty.


  My pussy was dripping with my cum as Brandon slid in, teasing my clit just before entering.


  “Never expected that this day would turn into having a nooner,” he said, whispering in my ear as his hips rocked into me.


  My legs wrapped around his waist, bringing him closer and deeper into me.


  “Me either. I didn’t know what to think when I woke up and you weren’t there.”


  “I’m so sorry, Baby. Before I knew it, I was so drunk. I don’t remember Becca picking us up or going to their house. I just woke up in their guest room.” He leaned down and kissed me. I could taste myself faintly on his lips.


  He continued to thrust into me, my head inching closer to the edge of the desk. Lifting my t-shirt just enough to expose my bra, he pulled down one cup and latched his mouth onto my nipple, swirling his tongue around, making it grow harder.


  “We’ll talk about this later,” I moaned, Brandon hitting the right spot. My hands ran through his silky brown hair as he continued to tease my nipple and pump into me.


  “Come here,” he said, sitting in his chair. “Turn around.”


  I slid off the desk and turned around, my bare ass in his face.


  He leaned forward, placing a soft kiss on my butt cheek. “Step back and guide my cock into you.”


  He drew me to him as I stepped back and sat down onto his thick cock. He unhooked my bra, letting it rise enough for him to wrap his hands around me and cup each breast into his palms, caressing them just enough to make me moan with satisfaction.


  Brandon started to kiss my naked back, sending a slight shiver over my body. I was getting close again. His hard shaft was positioned to hit my delicious G-spot––over and over and over as I used my legs to slide up and down.


  “Babe, I’m gonna come soon,” he said, his mouth still kissing along my back.


  “Me too,” I hissed.


  He reached one hand between my legs, the other still caressing my breast, and found my clit, massaging it gently with two fingers. I could feel the sweat from our bodies as I rode him, up and down. Brandon circled his fingers faster around my clit. My body, not being able to take it anymore, came around his throbbing thick cock as he squirted his hot cum into me.


  *~*~*


  We quickly ate our real lunch after we cleaned up and righted ourselves.


  “Thanks for stopping by, Babe,” he said, reaching for my hand to lead me out of his office.


  “Now you won't forget me,” I said, throwing his words back at him–the same words he said to me after my office rendezvous.


  “You know that will never happen, but I understand how you feel now.” He winked at me and then slapped my ass as we started to walk down the stairs.


  “Good,” I said, proud of myself.


  Brandon and I exited the front doors towards my car. I had just enough time to get back to work and not be late. I turned to say my goodbye to Brandon when I noticed just over his shoulder that Mrs. Robinson, the cougar who wanted to get in Brandon’s pants, was getting out of her bright red Mercedes Benz. She turned to look at us and my arms tightened around Brandon, bringing him closer as I kissed him––hard. Kissed him like there was no one watching. Kissed him like my life depended on it. Kissed him until we both needed to come up for air.


  Put that in your pipe and smoke it, Grandma!


  


  


  


  CHAPTER FOUR


  “So, what are we doing tomorrow?” Blake asked, falling onto the opposite side of our sectional couch.


  “I think I’m hanging out with Ryan tomorrow,” I said, looking at Brandon.


  “Ryan? Bro, you let her hang out with other dudes?” Blake asked, pointing his finger alternatively between me and Brandon.


  “Ryan’s a girl, you idiot,” Brandon said, throwing a pillow at his brother.


  “Oh, well, is she single?”


  “No, she just got married. Are you single?” I asked Blake, pointing back at him.


  “Yes––no. I don’t know!”


  “Dude, you never change,” Brandon said, getting up from the couch and walking out of the room.


  Blake sighed and rolled his eyes. “Don’t give me that look, Spencer,” he hissed.


  “Sorry. I know it’s none of my business, but you should talk to Stacey. Don’t do this to her because you’re scared of commitment.”


  “Not you too,” he said, groaning.


  “Blake, I like Stacey. I think you two are perfect for each other, but you can’t just run when you’re scared. She would do anything for you. Don’t you want that?” I asked, leaning forward, resting my elbows on my knees.


  “I told you on Wednesday that I was never getting married.”


  “So you just want to be lonely your whole life?”


  “Trust me, Spencer, I’m not lonely. I get plenty of attention,” he said.


  I tried very hard to mask my look of disgust before responding with, “So you’re a man whore?”


  Poor Stacey. She should take Blake’s leaving as a sign to get the hell away from him––forever, and to find her own Brandon, because apparently, only one of the Montgomery boys was a real man.


  “Did you just call my brother a manwhore?” Brandon asked, walking into the living room with three beers.


  “Yeah, I sure did. I’m sorry, but I can’t just sit here and have him cheat on someone who I consider my friend,” I said as I stood up, wanting to storm out of the room.


  “You don’t even know her,” Blake spat, taking a beer from Brandon.


  “Stacey and I have been talking since Christmas. Didn’t she tell you that I got her in touch with my friend Audrey in L.A.?” I asked, starting to raise my voice.


  “She mentioned it, but I didn’t know you two were buddy buddy now.”


  Brandon was still holding my beer, waiting for me to take it. My hands rested on my hips. “You know what? If you break her heart again, I will kick you in the balls for her!” I hissed, then stormed off towards the stairs.


  Just as I turned the corner to walk up the stairs, I heard Blake say to Brandon, “Your woman is feisty.”


  Yeah Blake, I am feisty. Why couldn’t men just tell us how they feel? Everyone gets over heartbreak eventually, and if Blake would leave Stacey alone, she would probably find someone a whole lot better––someone who would treat her how she is supposed to be treated, unlike Blake.


  How were Blake and Brandon brothers? When it came to women, they were the total opposite. Brandon always let me know how he was feeling. Blake was a coward.


  I slammed the door to my bedroom, my blood boiling. Just as I fell face first into the mattress, I realized I stormed off without grabbing my beer. Fuck, I needed that beer to calm my nerves.


  “Babe?” I heard Brandon come into the room.


  I rolled over so I was lying on my side facing the door. Brandon sat down on the edge of the bed, setting my beer on the nightstand. Thank God he brought the beer!


  “Are you mad at me?” I asked.


  “Why would I be mad at you?”


  “Because I just yelled at your brother.”


  “Babe, my brother is a handful. Always has been. He doesn’t use his fucking head and he gets in a lot of trouble. Trust me, I’ve said worse to him,” he said as he lay on his side so we were facing each other.


  “Yeah, but that is your brother. I barely know him.”


  “That’s true, but you know what I love about you?” he asked, tucking a piece of my hair behind my ear.


  “Well, I hope there is more than one thing,” I teased.


  “There is definitely more than one thing, but I love that you don’t take shit from anyone––not even my brother, especially when it involves one of your friends.”


  Brandon was right. I always thought that Ryan was the fiery one––the one who didn’t take shit from anyone, but that is why she and I got along so well. We were two peas in a pod and if you fucked with us, we would fuck your shit up––just like I wanted to do to Max when I saw him at Fog City Diner with his sister, Melissa, who I thought he was dating at the time.


  “You’re right. He just needs to stop dragging her along. This is going to crush her.”


  “Who said he was going to break up with her?”


  “No one, but he is asking if my friends are single. Someone who is dating someone else shouldn’t be asking that question and shouldn’t be running away.”


  “Babe, don’t worry about Blake. He is a big boy. When he is sixty and alone, he’ll regret it.” Brandon kissed my lips softly. “So you’re hanging out with Ryan tomorrow?”


  “Yeah, we are meeting for lunch. She wants to give me all her old bridal magazines and stuff.”


  “Good, you better hurry up and plan this wedding so I can marry your ass,” he said, rolling on top of me, making me squeal.


  “Oh hell no. I’m not planning this by myself,” I said, reaching between us to pinch and lightly twist his nipple.


  “Ouch!” he hissed. “Alright, alright, I’ll help you!”


  “See, if I can kick your ass, I can kick grandma’s ass.”


  “Grandma?”


  “Mrs. Robinson.”


  “Oh God, you’re still hung up on her?”


  “I saw her today when I was leaving to go back to work.”


  “Babe, you know she is a member of the gym.”


  “I know. There is just something about her. She wants to put her cougar claws in something that isn’t hers.”


  “Me?” he asked, eyeing me like I had lost my mind.


  “Yeah, you.”


  “I barely even see her anymore. I think she has finally acknowledged that I am taken,” he said, leaning down to kiss me softly again.


  “Well after today, I hope that announcement is loud and clear.”


  “So that’s why you kissed me like that today?”


  “Yeah––staking my claim.”


  “This is all the claim you need,” Brandon said, holding up my left hand to show me my ring.


  *~*~*


  The boys decided to go mountain bike riding for the day while I met with Ryan in the city for lunch. After Brandon and I had our talk and he calmed me down, we walked downstairs and I apologized to Blake. He told me I was right and that he would call Stacey on Sunday and let her know when he was coming home so they could work everything out.


  After we watched the Giants game, we all called it a night and headed to bed. I had a wedding to start planning––we just needed a date.


  Ryan and I hadn’t seen each other since her wedding and I couldn’t wait to wrap my arms around her in a big hug. We had so much to talk about.


  “Let me see!” were Ryan’s first words when I walked into the restaurant and stood next to her by the hostess stand.


  I held out my hand, just as she had done to me when Max proposed to her.


  “Oh my God, Spencer, it’s gorgeous!”


  “I know you helped pick it out,” I said, nudging her shoulder. “You don’t need to act so surprised.”


  “I did, but it looks so much better in person,” she said, still holding my hand.


  The hostess took us to our table, rattled off the daily specials and told us that our server would be right with us.


  “Wow, look at you; you are so dark now,” I said, motioning to the tan she got from her honeymoon.


  “I know, right? Max and I laid out almost every day on the cruise. Some of our excursions were spent at the beach, too. I loved it.”


  “I saw your pictures on Facebook. I’m jealous. I love the sun. Too bad San Francisco has so much fog.”


  “I know,” she sighed. “It’s not like I can enjoy it much anyway with being so busy. Now that we are back, Max will be working late hours again. I don’t know what I am going to do with my nights since you live so far away.”


  “Aw Ry, we can still hang out. I promise.”


  A lot had happened in a year. Ryan and I went from spending almost every night together, even when I was dating TravAss, to maybe seeing each other once a week. We both knew that at some point it would come to this, but we didn’t realize I would live so far away.


  “I just wish we lived closer,” she said, giving me a sad look.


  “Me too. I miss stuffing our faces with Chinese food and ice cream.”


  Our server finally came and took our order. While we waited for our food, Ryan and I spent some time reminiscing about the good ol’ days. It was good to catch up. Ryan told me all about her honeymoon. They went on a cruise to Mexico for seven days and she swore she gained at least ten pounds with all the food they served on board.


  “Can you believe we are both going to be old married ladies?” she asked.


  “Not really.” I laughed. “I’m still trying to process everything. These last few months have been a whirlwind.”


  We talked about everything from Christy to the Trevor/Michael thing.


  “When is the trial again?”


  “July––they are combining the charges and prosecuting them all at the same time.”


  “Are you going to go?” Ryan asked, taking a bite of her Chinese Chicken Salad.


  “Of course, the DA wants both Brandon and me to testify. I think he may need you, Becca and Jason as witnesses. Maybe Max, too.”


  “Oh shit, are you nervous?”


  “Yes!”


  I was really nervous…nervous about getting up in front of an audience and telling the awful stories again while they all sat and watched me. The trial in July would be against the three of them for attempted murder and against Michael and Colin for kidnapping.


  The defense attorney was seeking an insanity plea for Christy and trying to settle for a plea bargain against Colin. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it all. Christy was crazy, but would going to the nuthouse be enough? And Colin was Michael’s accomplice, so should he get less time because he wasn’t the mastermind like Michael was?


  I was trying not to think about it really. I didn’t want to think about what would happen if they weren’t found guilty. It’s not like we could move. Brandon’s business was huge, and apparently Michael could find Brandon anywhere since he tracked him to San Francisco and Vegas.


  “Don’t be nervous. You’ll have us all there, even if we don’t need to testify. But, if I do, they all better watch out because my claws will come out.”


  “I know.” I laughed. “Thank you. Let’s talk about good news. Show me what you brought me,” I said, clapping softly.


  Ryan reached in her bag and pulled out at least ten bridal magazines, a mini address book and five brochures for wedding venues.


  “Holy shit! I don’t remember seeing all this stuff,” I said, wide-eyed.


  “You were a little busy.”


  “I’m sorry,” I whispered.


  “No, Spencer, that’s not what I meant. I meant you were busy with Christy and Michael.”


  “Oh,” I said, grabbing the first magazine. “I have a shitload of reading to do.”


  “Yeah, what colors were you thinking? Do you know where you want to have it? Are you having an engagement party? Oh my God! I get to pay you back for your bachelorette party. Be prepared to wear everything penis!”


  “Whoa, slow the fuck down! We just got engaged three days ago.”


  “Spencer, we both know you have had this wedding planned your whole life.”


  “Some yes. Okay, for the colors, I’m thinking teal and silver.”


  “Oh, teal is really pretty. You should do a colored dress.”


  “What? I am not wearing a colored dress,” I said, taking a sip of my iced tea.


  “No, not the whole thing. Look…” Ryan flipped through one of the bridal magazines and showed me a whole collection from Alfred Angelo.


  “Wow, those are beautiful.”


  Ryan and I ordered dessert while we flipped through some of the magazines. I really liked the colored dress idea and couldn’t wait to go shopping. I’d kissed a lot of frogs in my life and finally my prince was whisking me away.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER FIVE


  The next few days flew by. Blake was still with us. He rode into the city with us every day for work and did his own thing until we drove home after the gym. He said he was really enjoying California, and when he talked to Stacey, he told her that he would be home by the following Friday; however, his one week turned into almost two.


  The Tuesday of Blake’s second week, he called a house meeting. I looked at Brandon, questioning what the hell was going on. Last I checked, Blake was just a guest––not a tenant. That quickly changed.


  “I’ve gathered you both here today,” Blake started to say.


  We all started laughing.


  “What are you a preacher now?” Brandon asked him.


  “Far from it, Bro,” he said, winking at us.


  “Alright, so what’s up?” I asked.


  We sat around the dining room table. I fiddled with the label on my Honeycrisp Apple Wheat Shock Top.


  “Please promise me you will listen to everything I have to say before you make your decision,” Blake said. I could tell he was nervous, but I had no idea what he was talking about.


  “Okay?” Brandon questioned.


  “First, I would like to tell you both that I am thankful for you letting me stay with you these last few days. I know I said only a week and well, it’s been thirteen days, but who’s counting, right?” Blake flashed his Montgomery smile.


  “Spill it,” Brandon said, taking a sip of his beer.


  “Okay so…you know how I am a bartender back home?”


  “Yeah?” Brandon questioned again.


  “Well, I think San Francisco would be an awesome place to bartend and maybe even open my own bar.”


  “Okay?” Brandon questioned again.


  “So…I was hoping that you guys would let me move in permanently––well until I get a good job and can move into my own place in the city.”


  I sat there stunned. I didn’t know what to say. Brandon and I didn’t need a roommate, and we were going to be newlyweds soon. But this was Brandon’s brother, and family does stuff for each other, so there was no way I could say “no”. It would have to come from Brandon.


  Brandon and I excused ourselves and went up to our room to discuss what Blake had propositioned. After we talked it over for only five minutes, we came to the conclusion that Blake could stay with us, but needed to be out before we got married. That also reminded us that we hadn’t picked a wedding date.


  “I wanna marry you tomorrow,” Brandon said.


  We had just come back upstairs from telling Blake he could move in––temporarily. Brandon and I were in the shower together, talking about our day and now our future before calling it a night.


  “We just told your brother that he could live with us, but has to move out before we get married. I think that might be a little short notice,” I said as I turned around in the shower and started rinsing the shampoo from my hair.


  “I know, but I don’t want to wait anymore. I want everyone to know that you’re Mrs. Brandon Montgomery.”


  “Tell me something––how did you stay single for so long?”


  “What do you mean?” he asked.


  We switched places in the shower.


  “You’re like the perfect guy. How did someone not snatch you up before me?”


  Brandon stopped lathering his body and gave me the look that I never wanted to see––the look that doesn’t smile. The look that tells me I said something wrong. The same look I got when I told him once that I didn’t believe he had a boring sex life before me.


  He backed me against the white tiled wall of the shower, his arms stretching out to rest on the wall on each side of my body, caging me in. His brown eyes darkened as they looked into my own brown eyes.


  “How many times do I have to tell you that you aren’t like all the other girls I’ve dated? You’re the one. My soulmate. My better half. Whatever you want to call it. We are getting married and we are going to be together until one of us is no longer breathing. I never felt that with any other girl before. So stop doubting anything that is in your head.”


  I looked back into his smoldering eyes. “Okay,” I whispered.


  “Spencer, I’m serious. It’s you and me forever and I want forever to start tomorrow.”


  “We can’t elope. Do you know how much our families would hate us? How much Ryan would hate us? She is looking forward to paying me back for all the penis attire,” I said, blushing and biting my bottom lip.


  “You mean this penis attire?” Brandon asked, nudging his hardening cock in between my legs.


  “No. We aren’t showing that penis off in public,” I said, reaching my hand down between us and grabbing his length.


  Brandon’s body tensed as I stroked him from root to tip.


  “We can’t get married tomorrow, but I’m sure we can get married soon. I have enough materials to plan a wedding overnight, thanks to Ryan.”


  “Fine, we’ll get married this weekend.”


  “Did you forget the part about Ryan wanting to pay me back for making her wear everything penis?”


  “Yes, I’m definitely not thinking about Ryan right now,” Brandon said, looking down at my hand that was stroking him.


  “Well, that’s good,” I chuckled. “You know, I’ve always wanted to get married in the fall.”


  “Fine with me. Pick a date in October and tell everyone.”


  “This October?”


  “Yes,” he mumbled against my bare skin and then continued to trail kisses down my front.


  “You mean––the October that is in five months?”


  “Yes.”


  “Don’t you think that is too soon?”


  “You don’t want to marry me?” he asked, looking up at me.


  “Of course I do. But…”


  “But nothing. You said so yourself two minutes ago that you can plan it in twenty-four hours. I’m giving you five months.”


  “Fine, I’ll look at the calendar in the morning and pick a date in October,” I said, then started to stroke him faster.


  Brandon dropped his arms that were caging me in and I pushed us back under the spraying water until our bodies were free of suds and the water was starting to cool.


  *~*~*


  I sat at my desk, thinking about the night before. I was just getting used to living with a guy, and now I had to live with two guys, and one of them was immature and a party animal.


  I flipped through the pages of my daily desk calendar until I reached October. I’d always wanted a fall wedding, just like I told Brandon, but I didn’t realize it would be only a year after my life changed forever.


  Brandon came into my life when I was broken, and he put me back together. He was my one and only, my soul mate, my love, my everything, and I was going to be with him forever.


  “Hey, Spencer, are you busy?” Acyn asked after knocking on my door and scaring the shit out of me.


  “No, what’s up?” I set the calendar back down on my desk.


  “Just wondering if you had lunch plans for today?”


  I didn’t.


  “No, I don’t.”


  “Great, I was wondering if you want to go grab a bite?”


  After Acyn helped saved my life, I went to lunch with him to thank him. Since then, we hadn’t been alone together. I thought that he was finally getting the picture that we would never be together, but there was a look in his eye that told me something different.


  I liked Acyn. He was a fun, outgoing, and sweet person, if it wasn’t for Brandon, I might consider getting to know him better.


  “Sure,” I said, reaching for my phone that was sitting on my desk with my left hand. I saw Acyn’s eyes follow my hand with my ring on it, and then I put my phone in my purse and stood to leave. “What do you have in mind?”


  “Japanese? There’s a great place just down the street that has amazing sushi.”


  “Sure, let’s go.”


  Acyn and I walked the three blocks to the restaurant down the busy streets of downtown San Francisco. Downtown was easier to walk in than to drive anywhere. With all the one-way streets and all the cars and pedestrians, you were bound to have a bit of road rage, and well, it was Wednesday and I needed to actually get some work done, so I couldn’t get a drink at lunch.


  “So, I see congratulations are in order?” Acyn said, nudging his head at my hand.


  I hadn’t seen Acyn around the office since I ran into him the week prior. I had been busy helping Skye, so I usually ate lunch in her office. Better Keep Jogging Baby also known as BKJB, was looking to expand to get more business, and my days were spent brainstorming with Skye.


  “Oh––yes. Brandon proposed the other night,” I said, looking down at my ring with a huge smile.


  “He’s a lucky guy.”


  “I think I’m the lucky one.”


  “Oh yeah? How so?”


  I narrowed my eyes at Acyn. Were we really having this conversation?


  “Come on, Spencer, we’re friends,” he said in his Southern drawl.


  “Yeah but––you’re a guy.” I laughed. And you have the hots for me.


  “Alright, I get it, but really, congrats.”


  “Thank you.”


  “Do you have any more single friends you can hook me up with?” Acyn asked, grinning.


  “Hmm, not that I can think of at the moment, but I’ll get back to you. What happened with Sandie?”


  “She’s a great girl, but not the one I want,” he said.


  I figured the best way to have Acyn get over me was to find him someone else. Someone who he would want to be with for a long time. Someone who would make him happy like I made Brandon happy.


  Acyn and I talked and enjoyed lunch. I showed him some pictures of my single friends, and there were some he said he would be interested in dating. I told him that I would ask them what they thought of him and get back to him. He wanted me to leave his night job out of the matchmaking process. He said that he was almost able to quit stripping because he was making good money at BKJB.


  We walked the few blocks back to the office, and I felt really good about where I stood with Acyn. When he finally said, “Really, Spencer, congratulations,” as we parted ways back at the office, I knew he meant it.


  I sat at my desk, engrossed in my work when my cell buzzed with an incoming text.


  Brandon: I forgot to tell you that it’s my night to host poker night. I love you!


  I guess I had forgotten as well. The guys would switch off weekly, and I didn’t realize that it had been eight weeks since Brandon last hosted. This would be the first time for it to be in our new house. So although I had known Brandon had poker tonight since it was a Wednesday, I didn’t know it would be at our place. I planned to just go home and start planning our wedding while the boys enjoyed their time.


  Normally, I would hang out with Ryan, but I really wanted to start planning our wedding. Five months would be here before we knew it.


  When I started to text him back, I realized that I had been interrupted by Acyn’s invitation to lunch before I could pick the date for our wedding. I grabbed the calendar and scanned the dates in October again. Once I finally chose one, I continued my text to Brandon.


  Me: Okay, do you need me to pick anything up on the way home? BTW, I picked THE date. ;)


  Brandon: No, I’m sending Blake to get stuff and then stopping on the way home for the beer. And are you going to leave me hanging all day?


  Me: Leave you hanging? You want me to send you a naked picture? :P


  Brandon: Yes!


  Me: I deleted the ones from December…plus you should have them already.


  Brandon: Maybe you should take some new ones?


  Me: I’m at work, silly! Do you want to know the date or not?


  Brandon: Yes. When do I get to marry the love of my life?


  I smiled and my face flushed as I read his text.


  Me: October 12th.


  Brandon: Good, let’s tell everyone tomorrow since I’ve got poker tonight.


  Me: Okay, but we are sending out Save the Dates, too.


  Brandon: What the hell is that?


  Boys!


  Me: I’ll tell you later. Love you! <3


  *~*~*


  I sat in the middle of our king-size bed, hearing the loud guys downstairs playing poker through my closed door, and flipped through one of the bridal magazines Ryan gave me.


  I had already showered and grabbed all necessary items from downstairs to tide me over for the night. Poker night usually ran late, and I was trying hard to keep my eyes open so I could give Brandon a kiss goodnight.


  I tagged pages in bridal magazines, marking dresses, hair styles and flower bouquets I liked. After making it through two, I grabbed my laptop and searched the internet for Save the Date ideas.


  I bookmarked a few ideas so I could show Brandon, but before I could continue, he texted me from downstairs. Shaking my head, I grabbed my phone.


  Brandon: I’m still thinking about those pictures…


  Me: Definitely not sending them now!


  Brandon: Please?


  Me: You’re crazy. I’m not sending you naked pictures while you are surrounded by a bunch of guys!


  Brandon: They won’t see. Promise.


  He really was crazy if he thought I would do it.


  Me: Um…no. Why don’t you send the boys home and come up here?


  Brandon: They’ll be leaving soon. Talk dirty to me. ;)


  Me: You’re crazy!


  Brandon: I can’t wait to have your wet mouth around my cock!


  What the hell was he doing? Chuckling, I replied back.


  Me: What’s going on? You never text me while you are at poker.


  Brandon: I’m drunk and I want to fuck you!


  Oh, well that explained a lot. There had only been a few times when I had seen Brandon drunk. We usually didn’t drink a lot, but it seemed that since Blake had been here, Brandon had been drinking much more than usual.


  We continued to text and forth. My texts were usually just me telling him he was crazy or silly while he talked about doing stuff to my body. It was getting close to my bedtime, and Brandon had stopped texting me. Maybe one of the guys yelled at him for being on his phone? I didn’t know, but once my head hit my pillow, I was out.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER SIX


  It felt like déjà vu all over again. I woke up with Niner at the end of the bed and no Brandon on his side of the bed. I wasn’t panicked like I had been before. Brandon was home last night when I went to sleep. He would never drink and drive or get into a car with a drunk driver…right?


  I slipped out of bed, stopping at the foot, and kissed Niner on the head. It was that dreaded time in the morning––that time to get ready for work. Since we moved about a forty-five minutes from the city, I now had to get up even earlier than I was used to. I still wasn’t a morning person. I stretched on my way to the bathroom, thinking that I would probably see Brandon passed out on the couch downstairs.


  I entered the threshold of the en suite bathroom and noticed Brandon in the fetal position on the plush sage green bathmat in front of the toilet. I shook my head and chuckled to myself. I guess he had drunk a lot the night before and worshiped the porcelain God.


  “Babe?” I said in a hush voice.


  Brandon didn’t move.


  “Babe?” I tried again, this time, shaking his shoulder slightly.


  He stirred a little and groaned as he rolled over onto his back.


  “Babe, come get in the bed,” I said, kneeling beside him and rubbing his arm.


  Brandon just groaned again.


  “I’m gonna go get you some water. Try to make it to the bed. If you can’t, I’ll help you when I get back.”


  I slipped out of the bedroom and made a pit stop at the guest bathroom. Brandon was blocking our toilet and I really had to pee–the only reason I went into the bathroom in the first place.


  Niner followed me down the stairs and into the kitchen. After letting him out into the backyard, I filled a glass with filtered water and walked back upstairs. Brandon had successfully made it to the bed, just not under the covers.


  “Here, Babe,” I said, setting the glass on the nightstand.


  “I’m going to kill Blake!” he mumbled into the pillow.


  “Why?” I asked, slightly chuckling.


  I knew why. Brandon never really drank before Blake showed up. Now it seemed that he was getting drunk at least once a week, and I was the one who had to take care of him.


  “He kept pouring shots, and I was winning and not paying attention. Next thing I knew, you were waking me up on the bathroom floor.” He groaned again into the pillow.


  I walked into the bathroom, grabbed a few aspirin and returned, handing the pills to him while he sat up and drank some water. I think it was best to say he wasn’t going to work, while I had to make the long drive myself for the second day in a row.


  *~*~*


  Me: Are you ready for Gideon on Tuesday?


  Ryan: Fuck yeah! Are you re-reading the first two?


  Me: Yes. Too bad we can’t read the new one together like the old days.


  Ryan: I know :(


  I thought for a moment. Why couldn’t we do that?


  Me: I have an idea! How about you pick me up from work on Monday, we eat dinner at my house, you meet Blake finally and then we stay up all night and read the new Gideon and then we both play hooky the next day?


  Ryan: I think Max is working late that night, too.


  Me: Yay! Let’s do it!


  Ryan and I used to read the same books at the same time and gasp and laugh and talk about the book as we read it together. We would drink wine, pig out on food and just have a really good time. I missed those days.


  *~*~*


  The end of the week and the weekend flew by. Brandon went with Blake to buy a car while I went dress shopping with my mom, my sister, Ryan and Becca. I didn’t know where Blake was getting his money to buy a car and I didn’t ask. I had a feeling that Brandon was either buying it for him or co-signing on a loan.


  I hadn’t had a chance to talk to Stacey, but she had texted me on Thursday and told me that Blake told her he wasn’t coming home. She was over his bullshit, but promised that she would still come to my wedding. I told her that it would be okay if she didn’t, but she insisted that she wanted to show up with a hot date and make Blake jealous.


  Brandon had picked four groomsmen and I decided on four of my closest friends to be my bridesmaids. My friend Audrey was the only one who wasn’t able to come up for the dress shopping, but she trusted Ryan’s pick for a bridesmaid dress.


  Just like I had, my mom fell in love with the colored dresses by Alfred Angelo, but after trying on four styles plus some non-colored ones, we decided on an ivory charmeuse dress with embroidered lace rhinestones, crystal beading and sequins. The dress was form fitting and ruffled around my body in a circle, all the way down to the semi-cathedral train.


  It was actually the first dress that I had tried on, but nothing after could compare to it. It was perfect. I couldn’t wait to wear it and show Brandon. My mom took pictures and texted them to my dad while we all wiped our eyes and stared at me in the large floor-length mirrors.


  Everyone agreed with Ryan on a floor-length chiffon and satin bridesmaid dress in teal with a ruched bust and sweep train. It was an empire gown accented with a silver bow waistband to match my wedding colors. The draped style of the gown was sure to cover Becca’s growing belly. She would be seven months pregnant by my wedding, but said she wouldn’t miss it for the world. I didn’t want her or Jason to miss it either. They had such a great bond with Brandon, and I was so lucky to be accepted into and loved by their tight knit circle.


  After the bridal shop staff took all our measurements and we placed our orders, we went out to lunch just as we did with Ryan after her Say Yes to the Dress outing. Finally, my mom was here to visit, and it wasn’t after a tragedy.


  We were all able to laugh together, and I showed my mom and sister both where I worked and Brandon’s gym. Becca insisted that we pamper ourselves at the spa, but they were booked completely for massages, so we settled for manicures and pedicures.


  My mom wasn’t used to getting that kind of treatment. I wasn’t sure why, but she always did it herself. Getting pampered was one of the best things in the world. I loved getting pedicures—until they scrubbed your feet. That shit tickled and they knew it, but they held your foot tight and scrubbed away while you tried to squirm out of the seat. They were lucky they didn’t get kicked in the face!


  Ryan followed us to my house and we let the wedding planning commence. Brandon and I picked out our invitations, and then he let me take care of the flowers. I scheduled a wedding cake tasting for later in the week for Brandon and myself, while my sister and Ryan planned the wedding favors. Things were coming along perfectly.


  Sunday, my mom and sister left to head back to Encino. They were going to make the drive back for my bridal shower once we chose a date, and my sister was ready to party for my bachelorette party. I had to admit I was, too. It had been a long time since I had a fun outing with my girls. The last time was Ryan’s bachelorette party—and that didn’t end so well.


  *~*~*


  Just as we planned, Ryan picked me up after work on Monday. We were both giddy and couldn’t wait for our Kindles to contain the new sexy Gideon. We had waited many months for the book and it was finally time.


  On the way to my house, Ryan and I talked about her married life. Max was still working late hours and Ryan spent many nights alone. She had definitely beaten me in the book reading department. She was reading up to five books a week, whereas I was lucky to read one. But Ryan was happy. Max made her happy when they were together, and that was all that mattered.


  I think Ryan would actually kill Max if they spent more time together. I knew there were a few times when we lived together that I wanted to strangle the shit out of her, and I’m sure she felt the same way about me.


  We stopped at the store near my house and picked-up three bottles of Pinot and a bag of Ghirardelli dark chocolates. We were going to order Chinese just like old times and count down the minutes until midnight when Gideon would be delivered.


  Pulling into my driveway, Ryan sighed and said, “I wish Max and I lived in a neighborhood like this.”


  “Ry, I just had the best idea ever,” I screamed.


  “Why the fuck are you yelling? I’m sitting right here!”


  “Sorry,” I said, grabbing her forearm with excitement still in my voice. “Why don’t you and Max buy a house over here? Then we can hang out all the time, especially since Max works late.”


  “Oh!” she gasped. “I love that idea, but I don’t know if Max will go for it. I mean, he wouldn’t get home until really late if he had to make the drive every day.”


  “Oh, that’s true,” I sighed and reached for the door handle.


  “But––we know Max will do anything I say, so let me talk to him,” she said with a huge smile.


  Maybe this idea was far-fetched, but I wanted my friend back. I hated only seeing her once a week––if that.


  We carried the wine and chocolate into the house. Ryan made herself at home, sitting on a barstool at the breakfast bar while I grabbed the Chinese delivery menu for us to plan our feast.


  I grabbed my cell to place the order when the boys arrived home.


  “Hey, Baby,” I said, wrapping my arms around Brandon’s neck and giving him a long kiss.


  Ryan and Blake both cleared their throats.


  “Wow, I should have you drive home everyday so I can come home to this greeting,” Brandon said, kissing my lips one more time.


  I blushed when I realized there were four eyes staring at us.


  “Oh––Blake, this is my best friend, Ryan. Ryan, this is Brandon’s brother, Blake.”


  The two shook hands. Blake excused himself to grab a quick shower and Ryan turned to me and mouthed, “Oh my God”. Yep, pretty much. Those Montgomery boys were dreamy.


  I placed an order for Chinese food and poured Ryan and myself each a glass of Pinot. While waiting for the food to arrive, we sat in the backyard, sipping our wine with Brandon and Blake.


  Blake offered to be our bartender for the night, but given his excessive pouring style, I quickly declined and told him we would stick to the wine, claiming it was tradition.


  After dinner, the four of us went to work on mailing out all the invitations to our wedding.


  “You’re inviting Stacey?” Blake asked when he got to her name on the list.


  “Yes,” I said dryly.


  I didn’t care what he wanted. I felt that I needed to invite her since I had texted her about Brandon proposing and everything. It wasn’t my fault that Blake was being a douche and still running away.


  Our wedding invitations were gorgeous––silver stock paper with teal writing.


  THIS DAY


  I WILL MARRY MY FRIEND,


  THE ONE I LAUGH WITH, LIVE FOR,


  DREAM WITH, LOVE


  


  MR. AND MRS. KEVIN MARSHALL


  INVITE YOU TO CELEBRATE


  THE MARRIAGE OF THEIR DAUGHTER


  SPENCER NICOLE MARSHALL


  TO


  BRANDON LUCAS MONTGOMERY


  ON SATURDAY, THE TWELVTH OF OCTOBER


  TWO THOUSAND THIRTEEN


  AT THREE O’CLOCK IN THE AFTERNOON


  THE BENTLY RESERVE


  301 BATTERY STREET


  SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94111


  


  RECEPTION FOLLOWING CEREMONY


  After all the invitations were stuffed, sealed and stamped, the boys played Call of Duty while Ryan and I took Niner for a walk to burn off some of the calories from the Chinese.


  “I miss this, Ry.”


  “I miss this, too. So much has changed in a year.”


  “I know. I wish I didn’t move so far away, but I love it out here. The city is just so––chaotic.”


  “I know. I will talk to Max. You know I’ve always wanted the white picket fence. We don’t have those in the city.”


  “Oh, look at this house. It’s for sale,” I said as we walked by a house a few blocks from mine.


  “Wow, it’s gorgeous.”


  Ryan grabbed a pamphlet out of the box and said she would talk to Max again. She was used to getting her way, and I was sure she could persuade Max––she always had.


  *~*~*


  “Lori just texted me. Gideon has been delivered to her Kindle,” I said to Ryan, noticing that it was only ten-thirty and not midnight.


  “Really?” she asked, setting her wine down and reaching into her bag for her Kindle.


  I ran upstairs to grab mine. Brandon was lying in bed, watching TV––shirtless. If I didn’t need this night with my BFF or Gideon, I would forget everything and crawl into bed with him.


  I grabbed my Kindle off the nightstand on my side of the bed and started to leave the room. Brandon looked too hot to pass up. I tossed my Kindle on the bed, jumped up and straddled Brandon, giving him a long, hot kiss.


  “Well then…,” Brandon said.


  “I couldn’t resist.”


  “Are you all worked up ‘cause of this Gideon fellow?”


  “Kinda. He is my book boyfriend, and I am about to read about him having hot sex––with another woman.”


  “Should I be worried?”


  “Did I just not suck your face off? You will benefit. Trust me,” I said, giving him another kiss before scurrying off down the stairs.


  Lori was right; Gideon had been delivered. Ryan and I got cozy on each couch. We made sure we had enough fluids and snacks in case we needed them, and then we dived in.


  “God, I’ve missed Gideon,” I sighed after we had been silently reading for a while.


  “Me too. Which part are you at?”


  “Chapter three, he is talking about B.O.B.”


  “I just read that part. It was hot. You might want to grab a fan for us,” she said, laughing.


  We read in silence again for a very long time, just enjoying the story.


  “Oh my God!” Ryan gasped.


  “What?”


  “Chapter sixteen.”


  “Dude! I know right?”


  “I hope Gideon punches his brother.”


  “Me too. That asshole deserves it!”


  “And Corrine. Damn, she needs to leave Gideon alone.”


  “I want to punch her myself!” I said, and we both laughed and nodded in agreement.


  We both continued to read until the sun was peeking in through the blinds, and not long after that, Brandon came down the stairs, dressed in his work polo shirt and jeans.


  “You two are still reading?” he asked, laughing.


  “It’s tradition when it comes to Gideon, Babe.”


  “How many more times will you two need to do this?”


  “Two,” Ryan and I said in unison.


  Brandon laughed and shook his head and walked into the kitchen to get his morning coffee.


  “Do you guys want coffee?” he asked from the kitchen.


  I checked the percentage on my Kindle and saw that I was almost done with the book.


  “No. We are almost done and then we’ll go to sleep for a few hours,” I yelled back.


  Shortly after, Blake came down the stairs. Ryan peeked up from her Kindle and watched Blake walk into the kitchen after saying good morning to us. I watched her watch him and then once he was out of the room, turn her attention back to her book. Blake was good eye candy, but he was my soon to be brother-in-law, so I didn’t look at him like that.


  “Those girls are nuts,” I heard Blake tell Brandon when he walked into the kitchen.


  “Yeah, over a fictional character, too,” Brandon replied.


  “At least he is fictional and not real,” I yelled to them in the other room.


  “Yeah!” Ryan yelled in agreement.


  I heard the boys laughing. They just didn’t get it.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  We planned a summer trip with all our friends for the Fourth of July. The trial was fast approaching and I needed to get my mind off what could happen. More than anything, I needed to be surrounded by my friends during this time. The DA informed me that Christy’s attorney was trying to get an insanity plea, but I just wasn’t sure if that was enough. She tried to kill me after all. Yes, she was crazy, but was being committed to the nut house enough justice?


  Also, they DA refused a plea bargain for Colin. I was happy. He didn’t deserve any slack.


  Ryan rode up with Brandon, Blake and me while Jason and Becca drove separately and met us in Tahoe. Max was in the middle of a big trial––again. Even though he had the Fourth off, he had to work the next day and was unable to join us. I’m not sure how Ryan handles holidays with Max unable to join her; I hope that Brandon and I never run into the same issue––even if it was a little holiday like the Fourth.


  We were going to Ryan’s parents’ cabin on South Lake Tahoe. The Fourth was on a Thursday, and we collectively decided that we wanted to be there to see the fireworks shooting off over the lake. The house was perfect. It was a log-style home with four bedrooms, three baths and a massive fireplace downstairs that made the house warm and cozy for the cold, snowy winter nights.


  I had only been to the cabin once since Ryan and I became friends. Even though it was a vacation home, Ryan’s parents had decorated the house to feel like a home. It reminded me of a ski lodge.


  Wood beams ran along the ceiling that accented the stone fireplace. You would think that there would be antler chandeliers throughout, but there were very modern light fixtures that worked well for a cabin and were still complementary to the interior design.


  We left the city a little after five o’clock after Ryan and I were able to get off work a little early. After arriving in Tahoe five hours later because of traffic, we all scattered to bed to get a good night’s sleep so that we’d be well rested and ready to party the next night.


  Tahoe had one of the country’s top fireworks celebrations, which lit up the clear sky for miles and reflected off the lake; luckily, we didn’t have to fight traffic with the thousands of other people trying to find the perfect place to watch the show.


  I woke up around three in the morning and noticed that the downstairs light was on. After using the bathroom, I peeked down the stairs and saw Ryan and Blake talking while sitting on opposite couches. Not wanting to be social, I turned around and crawled back into bed with my love.


  *~*~*


  The next morning, the boys went mountain bike riding while Becca, Ryan and I, lounged on the deck that overlooked the lake, watching people ski, wakeboard and cruise the lake in their boats. The boys were also stopping at the store on the way back to grab stuff to grill for dinner and plenty of alcohol so we––minus the pregnant Becca––could all drink the night away.


  Ryan was putting on tanning lotion to my right while Becca adjusted her hat and sipped a glass of lemonade on my left. Not able to contain my curiosity any longer, I asked Ryan the question that had been bugging me since I woke up this morning.


  “So, you and Blake stayed up late.”


  Okay, maybe it wasn’t a question, but I wanted to know what that was all about.


  “Oh…yeah. It was hard for me to fall asleep without Max, so I came downstairs to get some water and Blake was awake and watching TV––so I joined him.”


  “Hmmm, I didn’t notice the TV on,” I said, raising an eyebrow at her.


  “We started talking about Stacey and Max and since we weren’t watching the TV, Blake turned it off,” Ryan said, squeezing tanning lotion onto her hand like it was no big deal.


  I hadn’t pried into Blake’s relationship since our “fight”. After Stacey had sent me the text that Blake told her he wasn’t coming home, I didn’t bring him up with her either. It wasn’t my business; however, I really thought they belonged together.


  “What do you mean? What’s going on with you and Max?” Becca asked.


  “Nothing is wrong. I don’t know…he just works so much and I rarely see him, except on the weekends. I’m lonely.”


  “Why were you talking to Blake about him, though? I mean, Blake doesn’t really have a good track record in the relationship department,” I said.


  Ryan didn’t have to tell me about her private conversation, but I was confused. She and Blake had barely spoken to each other a month prior when she spent the night at my house for our reading sleepover, and now she is best friends with him and getting love advice? From Blake?


  “We started talking about Stacey, and then we talked about Max,” she said with a shrug.


  “Okay, start over. What was said?” I asked, before looking over at Becca and mouthing “What the fuck?”


  “Okay, don’t tell him I told you,” she warned. “He said that he misses Stacey, but he really wants to get his bar idea off the ground.”


  “No, I mean about you and Max. Why were you getting love advice from Blake?”


  “I don’t know,” she said, shrugging again, then leaned back on the lounge chair, tilting her head up to catch some rays. “We were just talking. No big deal.”


  “I don’t believe you,” I huffed, crossing my arms over my chest. “I saw the way you were eyeing him when you stayed over last month. You have the hots for him, don’t you?”


  “What? No! I’m married,” she protested. “We were just talking and I was getting a guy’s perspective.”


  Becca sat up in her lounge chair and turned her legs towards us. Her little baby belly hung out between her bikini. “I’m not sure I would want relationship advice from Blake. You do know he is a manwhore, right?” she asked.


  “Yes, Spencer has told me. Nothing is going on between us, I swear.”


  “Ry, I know you are lonely, but Blake is not the answer. Don’t cheat on Max,” I said.


  “I would never. I swear nothing is going on with Blake. So I’ve checked him out. It’s okay to look.”


  “I know. I just don’t want you to get seduced by him or something.”


  “Seduced?” she asked, chuckling. “What is this, a soap opera?”


  We all started to laugh a little. “Yes, and maybe the start of our very own Jerry Springer episode.”


  *~*~*


  When the boys returned from biking, they all went their separate ways to get cleaned up while the girls and I used that time to prepare dinner. Jason had bought a case of lemonade for Becca. Since she had become pregnant, she had been drinking nothing but lemonade. She didn’t know why, but there was something about the sweet and sour taste that Baby Taylor loved.


  Brandon was the first out of the shower, and soon after, Jason joined him on the deck to get the grill started. The girls and I started wrapping potatoes in foil to bake them, chopping lettuce and veggies for a salad, and preparing corn wrapped in foil for the boys to grill.


  Blake was the last one out of the shower. I watched him closely while he eyed my best friend as she bent over to put the potatoes in the oven. “Blake, can you bring these beers out to the boys?” I asked, attempting to draw his attention away from her.


  “Sure.” He grabbed the three beers I had in my hands and joined Brandon and Jason on the deck. I sent up a silent prayer that Ryan wouldn’t fall for his Montgomery smile.


  *~*~*


  After dinner, we all took a walk down to the lakeshore. People were everywhere. Some were starting to set up fire pits to make bonfires, volleyball games were in progress, and kids and adults were swimming in the lake while boats floated in the deeper parts.


  “I’m glad we have a house all to ourselves,” Becca said, walking hand in hand with Jason.


  “I know. Every year my family comes, it’s always packed. I think it’s one of the reasons why my parents bought a house here,” Ryan said.


  Brandon and I were walking barefoot in the water along the shore. Ryan walked next to me while Blake was on the other side of her, and Jason and Becca walked in front of us. The sun was starting to set, and in a few hours, the fireworks show would start.


  “Y’all up for a drinking game?” Blake asked.


  I gave Brandon a look. A look that said, “Of course he wants to play a drinking game”.


  “I can’t drink,” Becca said.


  “You could just drink your lemonade and still play with us,” Ryan said.


  “What drinking game?” Jason asked.


  “King’s Cup,” Blake said, throwing a football back to a guy who missed so it almost hit Ryan.


  “I love that game!” Ryan said, clapping, not even realizing she almost got a ball to the face.


  “Yeah, let’s head back and get it all set up,” Brandon said, taking my hand.


  “Bec, you’re okay with taking care of five drunks?” I asked, laughing.


  “Won’t be the first time, you do remember I went to college with these two?” she asked, pointing at Brandon and Jason.


  “Hey, we were good boys,” Jason said, swatting her butt.


  “Keep telling yourself that,” Becca said, running a little to make Jason chase her.


  We walked back to the house. When the boys were at the store, they also picked up a few bottles of vodka, Captain Morgan, Coke, cranberry juice and beer. Ryan and I made our vodka cranberries while the boys set up for the game.


  King’s Cup is played with a deck of cards that are spread out and surrounded by a large cup––The King’s Cup.


  We each take turns drawing a card that was facedown, and depending on what the card was, you had to do a certain thing. If you drew an Ace, you would start to drink and then everyone would follow. Everyone continues to drink until you stop. It’s called a “waterfall”.


  If you draw a two, you pick a person to take a drink of their drink.


  A three means you take a drink of your drink.


  A four means “whores” and all the ladies have to drink.


  Five is “bust a jive”. A person does a dance move, and then the next person has to do the same dance move and add on. It continues until someone screws up, and then that person has to drink. Any time you get drunken, uncoordinated people dancing, you know you’re having a good time.


  A six is “dicks” and of course, the guys drink.


  A seven is obviously heaven––seventh heaven and all players reach for the sky. The last person to do it drinks. This is a great card when people aren’t paying attention or someone is too drunk to realize a seven was picked.


  Eight is “mate”. The player who picks the card chooses another player to be their mate. That means when one of them drinks, they both have to drink.


  A Nine can either be one of the best or worst cards, depending on how creative the group is. It’s called “bust a rhyme”. The player who picks the card, picks a word and then the next person has to pick a word that rhymes with it. This goes on until somebody can’t think of a word that rhymes.


  Ten is “categories”. The player who picks the card, chooses a category like types of liquor, types of cereal, etc. Obviously this goes on until someone can’t think of what fits the category.


  Now the Jack. This card is the reason to play the game. Jack represents the game “Never Have I Ever”. That one really doesn’t need to be explained, but you find out a lot about your drinking buddies.


  The Queen can be fun. The person who picks the card starts by asking anyone a question. That person has to reply with a question to anyone else. It goes on until someone gets tongue tied and can’t think of a question.


  And finally we have the King. The player who picks a King gets to “make a rule”. The rule can be anything, but must always be followed until another King is picked. If the rule is not followed, that person has to drink. The first three people who pick a King have to pour some of their drink into the cup in the middle. Whoever picks the last King ends the game and loses. This person has to chug whatever is in the King’s Cup, which is a disgusting mixture of different alcohols.


  We sat on the bench seat on the deck. Brandon, Ryan and I were on one side and Jason, Becca and Blake were on the other. We all had our choice of drinks. Ryan and I had our vodka cranberries, Becca had her lemonade, and the boys had Captain and Coke.


  We decided that Becca would go first since she wasn’t drinking alcohol. She picked a Queen and questions began to be thrown around the table. It was good to have this one in the beginning since we weren’t tipsy, yet. We went round and round until Blake couldn’t come up with a question and had to drink.


  Jason went next, drawing a ten. “Let’s get this party started for real. The category I choose is ‘sex positions’,” he said with a smirk.


  Brandon went first. “Reverse cowgirl,” he said, giving me that smile.


  “Doggie,” I said, smirking back at Brandon.


  “Missionary,” Ryan said.


  “Sixty-nine,” Blake said.


  “The Superman,” Becca said.


  “The what?” Ryan and I asked in unison.


  Jason was laughing too hard to answer and had to take a sip of his drink.


  “Well?” I questioned, still wanting to know what “The Superman” was.


  Jason proceeded to show us what The Superman was. I was still confused. He did some backwards balancing act above Becca as she laid flat on the deck. I think it was like reverse cowgirl, but with the guy on top. I’m not sure how this was enjoyable for the guy; he had to hold his whole body up with his arms.


  We went round and round drawing cards. We broke out into jives, rhymed words with fight, love, cock and pussy. Blake made Ryan his mate, which caused my eyebrows to shoot up. After he did that, Ryan made me her mate, and then Jason made Brandon his. We named types of liquor, cereal and yoga positions.


  We were all getting extremely loopy except Becca. The King’s Cup was almost full, and there was only one King card left when the evening sky was turning black. Shortly after nightfall, the fireworks show began to light up the sky.


  We watched along the railing of the deck. Brandon wrapped his arms around me from behind, Jason did the same thing with Becca, and Ryan and Blake leaned up against the railing side by side as we all gazed up at the colorful show.


  After the show, we returned to our seats and continued to play the game. The night air turned cool, but I was on my third drink, and the alcohol was making me warm. Once we made sure everyone had fresh drinks, Brandon drew a Jack. We decided on going five rounds of “Never Have I Ever”. Whoever put their fingers down had to take a drink.


  “Never have I ever joined the mile high club,” Brandon said.


  Blake of course put one finger down.


  “Never have I ever cheated on my other half,” I said.


  Blake and Ryan both put a finger down. I gave Ryan a questioning look. “What? It was when we were in college. Not with Max,” she said, then continued with her turn. “Never have I ever kissed a married person.”


  Blake of course put another finger down and so did Brandon. I looked sharply at Brandon.


  “What?” he asked.


  “You’ve kissed a married woman before?”


  “Yeah, a long time ago.”


  “Interesting,” I said dryly.


  Blake said, “Never have I ever,” and then stopped. We all watched him while he thought of something he had never done before. We laughed as he thought for a while and then finally said, “Oh––never have I ever kissed a guy before.”


  Of course Ryan, Becca and I dropped one of our fingers. I think that was a little cheating on his part to get someone to catch up to him.


  “Never have I ever had a threesome,” Becca said, taking her turn.


  Once again, Blake dropped a finger.


  Jason said, “Never have I ever…,” he looked down at Blake’s one finger, “… gotten a D.U.I.”


  “Hey, that’s no fair,” Blake said. I thought he would be mad, but he laughed, finished the rest of his drink, and then stood up to get a refill. “Help me get refills?” he asked Ryan.


  “Sure,” she said, standing up and walking into the house.


  Brandon ran his hand along my leg, making me shiver.


  “Having fun?” he asked.


  “Of course.”


  He turned my head towards him and kissed me softly. I loved his soft kisses. He made me feel special and loved. We were experiencing our first Fourth of July together.


  “We should come up here yearly,” Jason said, causing Brandon and I to loosen our lips.


  “Oh, that’s a good idea,” I said in agreement.


  “You want to come up here with a baby next year?” Becca asked, rubbing her belly.


  “Sure, why not?” he asked, shrugging.


  “We’ll see,” she said, laughing. “You have no idea what is in store for us.”


  Blake and Ryan returned with our drinks. There was a twinkle in Ryan’s eye, and I hoped it didn’t mean what I thought it meant.


  We went through the rest of the cards until finally Becca drew the last King, and we decided that since she couldn’t drink, we would split the cup between the five of us. That was the nastiest drink I had ever drunk. Vodka, cranberry juice, Captain Morgan and Coke do not mix well!


  *~*~*


  The day of the trial was finally upon us. I tossed and turned all night because I was nervous…nervous about testifying, nervous about seeing the evil people again, and nervous about the verdict. The District Attorney and defense attorney had already picked the jury the week before and this was it––no more waiting.


  I dressed in a simple black dress with ruffles down the front and black heels. Brandon wore black slacks and a solid black button down long-sleeve shirt with a black tie. We looked like we were going to a funeral. Ironically, I hope it turned out to be one. Obviously, Christy, Michael and Trevor wouldn’t get the death penalty, but I wanted them to feel like their lives were over.


  Blake rode into the city with us, but had to take care of some business for Brandon and Jason instead of coming to court with us. Needing money, Blake had been hired by Brandon and Jason to handle new clients. Since my boss, Skye, ran her article in November, Club 24 had gotten a ton of exposure. Taking new client applications and getting them set with membership packets that also included two one-hour personal trainer sessions had turned into a full-time job. It actually worked out perfectly with Blake’s arrival.


  As Brandon and I approached the steps of the courthouse, I saw Ryan, Max, Becca and Jason waiting for us. They too were dressed all in black. Having them all here for support was a blessing. The DA had put them on the witness list and may or may not call them to testify. They didn’t have to attend each day of the trial, but they insisted.


  Each one could testify to Christy’s reputation for being a liar and well––being bat shit crazy. Jason and Becca could also testify against Michael and Trevor about their college days and what actually led to all the events that had happened to me to try to ruin Brandon’s life.


  “Who died?” I asked, stepping up to my circle of friends.


  On the Fourth of July, we talked about dressing in black for this day––well week. Ryan wanted to dress in jumpsuit orange, but while that would had been funny, we couldn’t do that since we were testifying…and I didn’t own that much orange anyway.


  “If only…,” Jason murmured.


  We all hugged each other and took a deep breath before walking up the stairs and through security. After being cleared through the metal detectors, we made our way to the wood-paneled courtroom.


  As we entered, I took a big gulp to try to keep my nausea down and my hand instantly tightened around Brandon’s firm grip.


  “I’m right here, Babe, you can do this,” Brandon whispered in my ear as he led me to a seat in the front row on the right side of the courtroom.


  A few minutes later, the DA and his assistant entered the courtroom and set up their files at the desk in front of us.


  “Spencer, you’re going to do fine,” the Assistant District Attorney, Kimberly, said as she turned around to acknowledge we were there.


  “I hope so,” I whispered.


  Brandon rubbed his thumb across the top of my hand. Oddly enough, I was more nervous now than I had been when Christy tried to kill me or when Michael and Trevor kidnapped me. I guess it was true; you can do anything with adrenaline running through your veins.


  Moments later, a few bailiffs escorted Christy, Michael and Colin to their seats behind the desk on the left side of the courtroom. I didn’t watch them enter. I couldn’t. I wanted to not show fear, but I couldn’t look at them. I couldn’t look them in the eye. Not yet and maybe not ever.


  I raised my head and glanced over at Brandon; he was looking over at the defendants with a clenched jaw. I couldn’t imagine seeing your past walking into a room in handcuffs, especially after trying to destroy your future.


  “All rise,” the bailiff said.


  I took a deep, calming breath and stood. The judge entered and the longest week of my life began.


  


  


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  We sat in Becca and Jason’s living room in silence. The jury had been deliberating for most of the morning. After four days of evidence and testimony, it was now in the jury’s hands.


  We arrived at the courthouse Friday morning. The defense attorney and DA both made their closing arguments, and we were excused while the jury took their time to determine the fate of my nightmares.


  “For what it’s worth, Spence, Welsh did an excellent job,” Max stated, breaking the silence.


  Wyatt Welsh was the District Attorney fighting for my rights. I had thought he did a good job, too, but who was I to know. Max, however, was the attorney among us and I hoped he was right. I needed him to be right. We needed him to be right.


  I sat daydreaming on the brown leather couch while the rest talked about the week we had just endured. My brain was too exhausted to talk about the trial. I heard them talking about the defense attorney’s request to Christy to receive an insanity plea.


  “Let me make some sandwiches while we wait. Who knows, maybe the jury will be ready after lunch. We don’t want to be hungry,” Becca said, rubbing her expanding belly. “Plus, Jason Jr. is hungry.”


  My eyes shot up to where Becca was standing. Jason Jr. was hungry?


  “You’re having a boy?” Ryan asked, just as confused as I was.


  “No, we don’t know, yet. We just hope it’s a boy,” Becca said, then leaned down to kiss Jason softly on the lips before turning toward the kitchen.


  We ate our sandwiches that Becca and Ryan prepared for us. I could barely eat mine. My anxiety was running through me, and I didn’t have an appetite. I started to pace, making everyone else nervous.


  “Babe, come here,” Brandon said, motioning for me to come sit beside him.


  “I can’t,” I said, still pacing.


  “Please?” Brandon asked.


  I stopped pacing with a huff and went back to the couch, leaning into Brandon’s side. He wrapped his arm around me as I snuggled close to him. His fingers slowly caressed my arm, calming me. I never felt safer than being in his arms. I knew from the bottom of my heart that no matter what, he would always be there for me.


  My eyes started to drift as soon as Brandon’s cell phone began ringing. Glancing at the screen as he dug it out of his pocket, I saw that it was the DA.


  “Hello?” Brandon asked. “Really? Okay, we will be right there.”


  “Well?” Jason asked when Brandon hit the end button on his phone.


  “Verdict’s in.”


  My stomach dropped. All eyes turned to me. “Okay,” I whispered and stood on shaking legs.


  This was it.


  We all went back to the courtroom. Brandon held my hand, making me feel safe. No matter what the jury said, I was going to be fine. Brandon would make sure of it.


  Just like the first day and every day after, we sat while bailiffs brought Christy, Michael and Trevor over to the left table. They were not in jumpsuits, but in business attire. I really wished they were in handcuffs and those bright orange jumpsuits. My heart was racing, my palms were sweating, and I thought I was going to pass out at any moment.


  We all rose when the judge entered and then took our seats. After the judge situated himself, he turned to the jury and asked the foreman if they had reached a verdict.


  “We have, your Honor,” a middle aged, heavy-set bald man said.


  The few minutes it took for the judge to read the verdict to himself and then give the foreman the okay to deliver the verdict out loud passed in slow motion, like watching a car wreck in front of your eyes.


  Brandon held my hand tight, not letting go. His right leg bounced up and down and I knew he was as nervous as I was, but he was calm and collected for me.


  “In the case of California versus Christy Adams on the count of conspiracy to commit murder, how do you find?”


  “Guilty.”


  “In the case of California versus Christy Adams on the count of attempted murder, how do you find?” the judge asked.


  “Guilty,” the foreman responded.


  My body relaxed some. Ryan grabbed my left hand while Brandon held my right, squeezing it a little to show that she was there for me.


  “In the case of California versus Colin Rhodes on the count of conspiracy to commit murder, how do you find?”


  Brandon looked over to the left of us where Colin Rhodes was standing with Christy and Michael. Christy was sobbing into her hands, but no one touched her to comfort her. She didn’t deserve to feel better. More importantly, she deserved the guilty verdicts.


  “Guilty.”


  As the foreman verbalized the verdict, Colin’s body instantly tightened.


  Brandon released my hand and ran his hand down the middle of my back, soothing my nerves. I leaned into him, needing him to hold me up. I couldn’t believe my ears. While I and my friends both knew they were all guilty, I was scared that the jury wouldn’t believe they were all guilty.


  “In the case of California versus Colin Rhodes on the count of kidnapping, how do you find?”


  “Guilty.”


  Guilty. They were both guilty so far. I thought to myself that the jury had to find Michael guilty of all charges as well. He was the mastermind behind everything. He roped Colin into helping him stalk me and Brandon. He convinced Christy that she could get Brandon back if she killed me. He told me himself that he was the mastermind. Everything was his idea. He wanted Brandon to pay just for being better than him years ago back in college.


  I turned my head over to the table on the left again; Colin’s hands were clenched at his sides, Christy was still crying into her hands, and Michael had no expression at all, like he didn’t hear a word the foreman said.


  “In the case of California versus Michael Smith for the count of kidnapping, how do you find?”


  “Guilty.”


  That was it. Those were all the charges. My friends engulfed me in big hugs while tears rolled down my face. They were all going to prison. I didn’t know for how long, but I didn’t care at that point. I was just relieved that they didn’t get away with anything. If they only got a few months of jail time, Brandon and I would deal with it when the time came.


  The judge pounded his gavel on the desk, requesting that we hush and the defense counsel control his clients. Colin was yelling at Michael, and Christy was still crying. Michael never turned towards Colin while he was yelling. He just looked straight ahead like nothing fazed him.


  Brandon never let go of my hand even as he hugged our friends, too. We were one in this. The six of us hugged and then finally took our seat like the judge was ordering. Finally, my body was relaxing.


  “Thank you for your time and due diligence––you all are excused,” the judge said to the jury.


  I watched as they exited the courtroom through a door near the Judge’s bench.


  “Court is excused until Monday morning for sentencing.”


  Monday? We had to wait until Monday to find out how much jail time they were getting?


  We walked out of the courthouse and into the hall where the DA spoke with us and advised us that we could come back on Monday, or he could call me and let me know how much jail time they each got. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to come back.


  *~*~*


  “You think Brandon will like it?” I asked Ryan and Becca.


  They both went with me after work to get Brandon’s birthday present. I had a surprise trip with all our friends planned for him as well. A limo was picking us up with our friends already inside and then taking us to Napa for wine tasting. We were all staying at the Auberge du Soleil, and then the following day, we would return home.


  “He’s going to love it. It’s beautiful,” Becca said.


  “Yeah, he’ll love it, Spence,” Ryan said in agreement.


  “Well, I hope so or I’m fucked,” I said, laughing.


  I left the girls in the city and returned home. I would see them both in the morning when the limo picked us up, and we were all excited except the pregnant Becca. Actually, she was excited for all the cheese she would eat. That morning, I told Brandon that I needed to drive myself to work because I had a meeting at five o’clock and I didn’t know how long it would take. This was unusual, but Brandon didn’t question it––thank God. Blake was in on the surprise and ushered Brandon into the car so they could get to work on time.


  For Brandon’s birthday, we had told him that we were just going to go to dinner after he and Blake went mountain biking. He seemed a little bummed, but he did love biking and shrugged it off.


  When I arrived home, I tried to stay away from Brandon as much as I could. I didn’t want him to see his birthday present until it was his actual birthday. A few times he questioned why I was wearing long sleeves in July. I tried to play it off and told him that my shirt was thin enough and I wasn’t hot. I was fucking burning up!


  An hour after I got home, I took the bandage off and took a quick shower before Brandon could join me. We usually showered together, so I knew he would be suspicious. After getting out of the shower, I threw on my Giants hoodie and told Brandon that I was comfortable in it when really I was still burning up.


  Since Blake was in on the secret, I saw him turn up the AC for me. I mouthed “thank you” to him without Brandon seeing. Luckily, the Giants had a game, and we drank beer and watched the game until it was time to go to bed.


  “Wake up,” I said to Brandon at midnight.


  “What––what’s wrong?” he asked, whispering, probably still half asleep.


  “Nothing. I want to give you your birthday present,” I said, kissing his bare chest.


  “Oh,” he said, turning over to lay flat on his back.


  “I have to turn on the light.”


  “Why? I don’t need a light to see where to stick it,” he said, laughing and running his hand under my shirt.


  “That’s not your birthday present,” I said, swatting his hand.


  “What? Why not?”


  “Well, I mean, yeah, we are going to do it. It is your birthday and all, but that isn’t your present.”


  I reached over and turned on my lamp on my nightstand. We both squinted our eyes, and then once they adjusted to the light, I slipped off my long sleeve shirt that I had worn to bed…another unusual thing.


  “Um, I’m pretty sure this is how sex starts,” he said, eyeing me as I threw my shirt on the floor.


  “Yes, but I have to take my shirt off to show you your present, Birthday Boy.”


  “Okay?”


  I scooted closer to where he was laying on the bed and held out my left wrist. “I got this today,” I said as I pointed to my new tattoo.


  “You got a tattoo?” he asked, sitting up and grabbing my wrist to look closer.


  He looked at my fresh ink, not saying anything. I had the tattoo artist ink the infinity symbol with the initials B and S intertwined at the bottom. Instead of the ampersand symbol was a red heart that separated the B and S.


  “I know it might be kinda silly of me to get a tattoo on my body for your birthday,” I started to say.


  “I love it,” he said, kissing it. “It’s the infinity symbol, right?”


  “Yeah.”


  “It’s perfect, like you,” he said and kissed his way up my arm, not stopping until all the Birthday Boy’s wishes were granted.


  *~*~*


  “Spencer, can I see you in my office?” Skye asked over my office intercom.


  “Sure, I’ll be right there.”


  I made my way down the hall to Skye’s corner office. As I stepped through the threshold, I saw Acyn sitting on one of the two maroon chains in front of Skye’s desk.


  “Spencer, have a seat,” Skye said, motioning for me to sit beside Acyn.


  I didn’t know what was going on. Acyn and I had been on good terms. I had set him up with my friend, Leigh, and I thought we moved past whatever was between us––whatever he felt about me. I actually thought that Leigh and I looked alike. We had a similar smile and our hair was the same shade of brown. I was going to start giving up on him.


  I eyed Acyn curiously as if to silently ask, “What the fuck is going on?”


  “So…,” Skye said, setting her pen down on her desk. “Acyn has brought to my attention that there is a health expo in L.A. at the end of November…”


  My body instantly relaxed at her words.


  “Some things have––come up and I won’t be able to attend, but I want for you two to go together as a team and promote BKJB and what our website has to offer.”


  “Okay,” I said.


  “It’s just for two nights. You would fly down on that Thursday afternoon and fly back Sunday morning. Your meals will be covered, so order as much room service as you want.”


  “Sounds good to me,” I said, looking at Acyn with a smile.


  Acyn gave me a look––a look that I read as he was looking forward to time away with me alone and staying in a hotel with me. He obviously didn’t know me well. I would never cheat on Brandon no matter how hot Acyn’s body was. Don’t get me wrong––it was a nice body to look at, but Brandon had more than just a hot body. He was everything I had ever wanted. Ever.


  “I don’t need to stay at a hotel; I’ll stay with my parents,” I said, looking back at Skye.


  “We’ll work out all the details later. I just wanted to let you know that we are signing up and you will be representing BKJB,” Skye said.


  Acyn and I left Skye’s office after we were dismissed.


  “See you later, Spencer,” he said in a harsh tone.


  “See ya,” I replied.


  One of these days, he would give up on trying to get into my pants. Obviously, it wouldn’t be today, but I hoped it was before we were both six feet under, because I loved my job, and I didn’t think I could be friends with someone who wanted more than just a friendship from me.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER NINE


  The August weather was hot. Well, hot to San Franciscans. The days were in the mid seventies and the nights were in the low sixties. August was definitely our summer. I flew my mom and sister to San Francisco for my bridal shower. I knew they didn’t want to miss it, and having to keep coming to see me was an expense my family didn’t have the luxury of doing. They didn’t have the extra money to buy expensive plane tickets or spend five dollars per gallon on gas.


  Ryan and Becca planned my bridal shower with the help of my mom and sister. Club 24 had an open room on the top level of the gym that expanded almost the entire top floor of the building. It overlooked the bay and was perfect for my shower. Across the open room held Brandon and Jason’s offices with the employee locker room and a staircase separating the two sides.


  The open room was used to rent out for private parties. Since Club 24 had it all, many parents held birthday parties there for their children. It was perfect. The kids could swim, play beach volleyball, basketball or even tennis all under one roof while parents used the sauna, got a massage or used the tanning beds. Brandon and Jason had thought of it all. It was no wonder they were so successful.


  We arrived early to my shower. My mom and sister didn’t know where to go, and since I was their chauffer, I didn’t mind helping set up for my shower––even if it was my day.


  When we arrived at the massive complex, Ryan and Becca were already setting up the room that overlooked the city and the bay. Round tables were covered with white linen tablecloths and white folding chairs surrounded the tables. Bouquets of summer flowers sat in the center of the tables with silver and teal accents intertwined to showcase my wedding colors.


  “Don’t wait for us,” my mother said with laughter in her voice.


  “Sorry, Jules, you know how I am,” Ryan said, walking over to hug my mom and sister.


  “Yes, I do. What else needs to be done?”


  “I’m going to put on the music,” I said, leaving the girls to work on whatever else needed to be finished.


  I made my way to the offices across the hall. As I walked towards the control room beside Brandon’s office, Mrs. Robinson stepped out of the employee locker room.


  “Guests aren’t allowed in there,” I spat, not able to control my hatred towards her.


  “Even when they’re invited, Spencer?” she purred.


  “What are you talking about?” I hissed.


  “Nothing, have a nice day,” she said, continuing down the stairs.


  What does she mean, being invited into the locker room? I questioned to myself as I turned on the music for the party room. As I closed and locked the control room door, I saw Jay, one of the personal trainers, exiting the locker room…and then it hit me. They were having sex in the male employee locker room.


  “Hey Spencer,” he said, waving to me as he walked down the same stairs that Teresa had just walked down––like nothing was going on, like it was a normal day at work.


  “Hey,” I responded, watching him walk down the stairs.


  I walked back to the room where my shower was being held. I knew Brandon and I had sex in his office, but what about other employees having sex with members? I decided to just enjoy my shower and not think about it. I would bring it up to Brandon later.


  Female friends and family members arrived shortly after everything was set up. I hadn’t seen most of them in some time, and it was nice to catch up. They sat around the tables, stood by the food and sipped wine and champagne punch as they talked amongst themselves. Brandon’s mother had flown in from Texas with his dad. We insisted that we had plenty of room at our house for them to stay, but they chose to stay in a hotel in the city so our house didn’t feel like a bed and breakfast.


  “Ladies, now that everyone’s bellies are full and Spencer has had a few glasses of champagne, it’s time for games!” Ryan announced, looking like a kid on Christmas morning.


  The ladies paired off in groups and played the traditional toilet paper wedding dress making. My friends Audrey, Loralee and Diane won, and Ryan gave them a gift certificate to the spa below. I looked at Becca and she smiled. Usually people won Starbucks gift cards, but not when your fiancé and his best friends owned a massive sports complex equipped with a full service spa.


  Next, everyone answered questions about me, and my friend, Brandi, won with knowing the most about me out of the people that played. I wasn’t surprised. Aside from Ryan and Audrey, Brandi and I had been friends for a long time.


  “Next up, Spencer is going to answer questions about Brandon. Please write the number of answers you think Spencer will get right. There are fifteen questions,” Ryan instructed.


  I sat next to Ryan in front of all my girlfriends and family. I secretly prayed that they weren’t questions about sex. I didn’t want my mom or Brandon’s mom to know about our sex life, but I also knew Ryan, and I knew she would have those kinds of questions for me to answer. She wanted to embarrass me, and that made me nervous about my bachelorette party.


  “Question one––What is Brandon’s middle name?” she asked.


  “Lucas,” I answered.


  “That is correct.”


  “You think I wouldn’t know his middle name?” I asked. Everyone in the room laughed.


  “Of course not, but we are just warming up,” she said and winked.


  “Great,” I murmured.


  “What is Brandon’s favorite color?”


  “Green.”


  “Correct.”


  “What’s his favorite season?”


  “Um––summer?”


  “Wrong. It’s Autumn because he said that you told him that you have always wanted to get married in Autumn, so now that is his favorite time of year, especially since that’s exactly what you are doing.”


  I blushed while all the ladies awed. I loved that man so much.


  “Question five––what animal would he compare you to?”


  My eyebrows scrunched at her question. “What kind of question is that?” I asked.


  “Just answer it, Spencer,” Ryan huffed with a hand on her hip.


  “Um…a white tiger?”


  “Nope, he said a rabbit ‘cause you two do it like horny rabbits all the time,” she laughed.


  “Oh Lord!” I said, covering my face with my hands.


  Laughter filled the room. I couldn’t look up. I couldn’t look at my mom or Brandon’s mom either.


  “What was the first restaurant you two ate at together?”


  “Scoma’s in Sausalito.” I smiled, remembering our first date.


  “Yep.”


  “What is his favorite food?”


  “Barbeque ribs.”


  “That is correct,” Ryan said in her best Chris Farley voice.


  I laughed at her. She never ceased to amaze me.


  “Us Texans do love our barbeque,” Aimee said, nodding her head towards my mom.


  “Question eight––what is his favorite drink?”


  “Alcoholic?”


  “I didn’t specify,” she answered.


  “Um…Blue Moon?”


  “Yep!”


  I sighed with relief.


  “Now let’s get a little more personal…”


  My eyes shot up and once again I said, “Oh Lord!”


  “Where was your first kiss?”


  “His car.”


  “Brandon answered more than just his car. Should I read it for everyone?”


  “No!” I shouted, lunging for the note card.


  “Obviously, he doesn’t care if people know, Spence.”


  “Maybe he didn’t realize you were going to read all this out loud?”


  “We want to know,” my cousin, Gloria, shouted from one of the back tables.


  “Oh well,” she shrugged and continued. “Spencer and I had our first kiss in my car after running in the pouring rain on our first date. She,” Ryan emphasized, “kissed me first and we haven’t been able to keep our hands off of each other since.”


  The crowd awed again. I was mortified. I was going to kill Ryan and then Brandon.


  “Question ten––boxers or briefs?”


  “Boxers.”


  “Correct.


  “One thing he couldn’t go a day without?”


  I knew right away that I would get this wrong. Playing the naïve card, “Going to the bathroom,” I said with a smile.


  “Spencer!” Ryan huffed again.


  “What?” I asked, pretending to be innocent.


  “Wrong! He can’t go a day without you!”


  “I know,” I said to myself so no one else could hear. I did know that. I couldn’t go a day without him either. Yes, we had been separated when he went away for business, but we were still together and still talked on the phone. I knew we both couldn’t go a day without talking at the very least.


  “What feature does Brandon like most about you?”


  I thought for a good ten seconds. How could I name just one? He told me repeatedly that he loved my lips, my hair, my smile, my eyes, my boobs, my pussy, my butt, my legs, my spunk––my heart.


  “My––legs. He loves my legs when I wear a dress.”


  “Nope. He said your loyalty to him and your friends and family.”


  “That was a trick question. I thought you meant physically,” I pouted.


  “There are no trick questions. Anyway, question, thirteen. Three more to go… what is his pet name for you?”


  “Babe or Baby. They are like the same thing, right?”


  “He actually said Babe or Baby, too,” she smiled.


  “When did Brandon know he was going to marry you?”


  “When I said ‘yes’,” I chuckled.


  “Wrong! He said he knew he was going to marry you when he saw you running on the treadmill at the gym the first day.”


  “That’s ridiculous. How could he know that then?”


  “I don’t know, but that is what he said. I don’t make this stuff up.”


  I looked out into the sea of ladies and saw Brandon’s mom wiping her teary eyes. Did she know the answer and I didn’t? How could he know he was going to marry me before we even spoke one word to each other? What if I had turned out to be a crazy person? He’d already had a crazy girlfriend, but if he didn’t know she was crazy at the time, how did he know I was any different?


  “What did Brandon say is your favorite position in bed?”


  “I’m gonna kill you,” I murmured.


  “Answer the question, Spencer.”


  “Doggie style,” I said behind my hands over my face.


  “Yep, and last but not least, what is Brandon’s favorite position in bed?”


  “Reverse cowgirl,” I whispered.


  “What? I don’t think they heard you.”


  “Yeah, Spencer, I didn’t hear you,” my co-worker, Bel, said.


  “Reverse cowgirl!” I shouted.


  Most of the girls laughed while my mom asked Aimee, “What is reverse cowgirl?”


  “I don’t know,” Aimee shrugged.


  *~*~*


  After my shower and everyone had left, Aimee stayed behind and helped us clean up. I was really going to kill Ryan and then Brandon. I couldn’t believe how much they both embarrassed me.


  That night, Brandon and Blake drove into the city to have dinner with us and his parents. After dinner, Aimee and Robert asked Blake to stay with them for the night. I had a feeling they wanted to talk to Blake about what happened back in May and probably make sure he was doing okay. He was doing okay besides getting my fiancé drunk on a regular basis and making me take care of the hungover Brandon.


  It was nice having my mom here for a reason other than because she was comforting me with my life being recently in danger. The DA called me a few days prior when the judge made his ruling. Christy was sentenced to a mental hospital until doctors deemed her as sane, Colin was sentenced to five years in prison, and Michael received fifteen. Finally, in a long time, I was able to relax and not worry about hiding from stalkers or pregnant ex-girlfriends.


  My mom, sister and I stayed up into the wee hours of the night finalizing all the details for my wedding. We had the flowers and cake ordered, , the venue, the photographer and DJ booked, and all the wedding attire picked out. Things were moving along and RSVPs were slowly but surely coming in.


  I was starting to get nervous. In two months, I would finally be Mrs. Brandon Montgomery.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER TEN


  I met with Ryan for Happy Hour after work while Brandon and Blake had their weekly poker game. We talked almost every day, but it was hard to find time to hang out with her since I lived so far away. She was still trying to talk Max into moving into our neighborhood.


  Ryan always wanted to live in the suburbs. Even though the city fit her and she liked to party, her heart’s greatest desire was to start a family. Max still wasn’t ready to have a baby. Being a defense attorney required him to work many hours. He promised her that after being married for a year, he would cut down on his hours so they could start trying.


  We ordered our usual vodka and cranberry with appetizers for dinner at MoMo’s.


  “I’ve missed this,” I said.


  “Me too.”


  “I saw a house for sale down the street from me this morning on my way to work.”


  “Really? I’ll tell Max. Our one year wedding anniversary is just right around the corner.”


  “Not really.” I laughed. “You’ve only been married like three months.”


  “Four, but it seems longer.”


  “I can’t imagine how you will feel in ten years.” We laughed.


  “How’s Blake?”


  “Why do you ask?”


  It had been almost two months since our Tahoe trip. After talking to Ryan the morning of the Fourth, I let her flirting with Blake go. I knew Ryan wouldn’t cheat on Max and I understood that getting attention from a hot guy was––in a word––awesome.


  I also knew that once the trip was over, things would go back to normal. Normal as in Blake getting drunk a few times a week, Brandon coming home from poker hammered and me having to take care of them both.


  I couldn’t push the issue of Blake finding his own place. San Francisco was one of the most expensive cities to live in, and there was no way that Blake had enough money to find his own place just yet.


  Even though he promised me that he would be out by the time Brandon and I got married, I didn’t see that happening. I did feel safer living with two guys, but since our enemies were now in jail, I could breathe easier.


  “You just haven’t mentioned him lately when we send instant messages at work,” Ryan said, breaking my train of thought.


  “He’s Blake. You know, the guy who is a bad influence on his big brother. The one who wants to fuck anything that walks.”


  Okay, that wasn’t quite true. Blake was indeed a ladies’ man, but he still had standards. He’d gone out on dates a few times since he had lived here after he and Stacey broke up again. Blake had shown Brandon and I pictures of the current women in his life, and they were all beautiful.


  “Stacey is still coming to the wedding, right?”


  “Yeah, as far as I know. She RSVP’d.”


  “Isn’t that going to be awkward with Blake there?”


  “I hope not. They both told me that they are bringing dates and promised to be on their best behavior. It’s been what?” I thought for a few seconds. “Four months since they broke up and Blake moved here?”


  I was starting to feel like Ryan. These last four months with Blake here did seem long. I was sure it had been at least six months, but then when I counted it out, it was only four.


  “Think they are going to come home drunk tonight?”


  “Brandon at least will. Blake usually gets him drunk and drives them home, and then gets drunk himself. He’s the DD until they are safe at home. It’s so weird and I don’t know how much more I can take. Before Blake showed up, Brandon rarely drank.”


  “What are you going to do?”


  “I don’t know. I’m not sure it would stop if Blake moved out. I know Brandon loves having his brother here. They get along really well and since Jason is here in the city, too, they really only see each other at work or maybe on the weekends if we don’t have plans.”


  “Have you talked to Brandon about it?”


  “Not really. I mean, I’m sure he knows I hate having to take care of him, making sure he doesn’t pass out in front of the porcelain God every night.”


  “Maybe you should talk to him? Brandon’s a good guy. Maybe he is just stressed about the wedding?”


  “He’s the one who wanted it so soon.”


  “That’s true. I don’t know then, but I would just talk to him. Tell him you want the old Brandon back.”


  “Yeah, you’re right.”


  After we had two drinks and talked more about our love lives and my upcoming wedding, Ryan and I parted ways. She was beaming about my Bachelorette party and couldn’t wait. I couldn’t wait either, but I was scared of what she had planned.


  That night, like every week, Brandon came home drunk. I was almost to my breaking point.


  *~*~*


  “What should I wear?” I asked Becca. I had called her instead of Ryan. Ryan was planning a top secret Bachelorette party for me, and of course wouldn’t give me any idea as to where we were going.


  “Just wear clubbing clothes,” she responded.


  “We are taking a five month pregnant lady to a club?”


  “Not exactly.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “Spence, I am not giving you anymore clues. Just wear your clubbin’ clothes, okay?”


  “Alright,” I huffed.


  Unlike Ryan, I hated surprises. For her Bachelorette party, we at least told her what we were doing. We left out the part about the stripper, but that was a given. It’s more of a surprise when you get the random cop at your door, or in her case, a pizza delivery guy.


  “Wait, Acyn isn’t going to show up is he?” I asked. No one else knew that he wanted to be more than friends. Everyone just thought we were co-workers.


  “No, silly. If that happened, your co-workers would know he is a stripper since they are coming. We are smarter than that.”


  “Okay, good,” I sighed with relief.


  “I’m going to hang up now. That was too much information I just gave you.” She laughed.


  I dressed in a simple black skirt, light pink tank top with sequins and black heels. I pulled my hair back into a high ponytail. If we were really going clubbing, I didn’t want my hair to be all sweaty against my neck.


  So this is the final fling before the bling, huh? I thought to myself as I finished putting shiny lip gloss on my lips. I was starting to get nervous. My sister, Stephanie, Audrey and I were driving into the city to meet up with Ryan, Becca and the rest of my friends.


  No one would tell me what we were doing. I begged my sister. I pleaded with Audrey, but it was of no use––no one would spill. They both were dressed in clubbing clothes, so I just prayed to myself that we were going to dinner and a club. That is normally what girls do for these things, right?


  I didn’t mind wearing all the penis attire. When a guy knows it’s your bachelorette, they tend to buy you drinks in hopes that your single friends will hook up with them. And yes, a few of my friends were single. I had a feeling that this would be a night I would remember for a lifetime––unless I got really wasted and blacked out.


  We pulled up to Ryan’s house, made sure our lips were perfect, and walked into a house full of women.


  “Yay, she’s here!” Ryan screeched.


  “Oh God, I’m nervous now,” I said, looking around the room.


  The girls who were already at Ryan’s house had their penis attire on. Everyone was sporting penis necklaces, flashy diamond rings on their left hand––that literally flashed colors––then I was draped with a “Bride-to-Be” sash.


  “Look, the penis necklace whistles,” Brandi said, blowing into the––penis.


  “Everyone, grab a penis straw. You are to drink out of this wherever we go,” Ryan instructed.


  Ryan passed out the peach colored straws.


  “Limo’s here,” Becca said, looking out the front window.


  Ryan ushered me and the girls into the limo. “Ladies, remember, if you find a hot guy, blow your whistle and we’ll make him buy Spencer a shot.”


  “I plan to blow more than my whistle,” Bel said, laughing with Carroll.


  “I bet you do,” Audrey said, laughing with them.


  The girls and I were rowdy on the way to the Japanese restaurant Ryan made reservations at. When we arrived, we were seated at two hibachi grill tables that faced each other. Each side had their own chef and after ordering my meal, my friend, Jessi, started the night off right by ordering me a Sake bomb.


  The girls ordered their drinks and after dinner was complete, a round of Sake bombs were ordered for everyone. We were a loud bunch. People were watching us as we whooped and hollered. What did they expect when you had nine wild women together?


  “Now what?” I asked, a little tipsy. “We going to dance?”


  “Nope,” Ryan shook her head.


  “But I thought we were going clubbing?”


  “What gave you that idea?”


  “Becca told me to dress in clubbin’ clothes,” I said, looking over at her.


  “We are going to a club, but not that kind of club,” Ryan corrected.


  “A strip club? We are going to a strip club? You had me wear a short skirt to a strip club?” I asked, starting to get pissed.


  “No, just get your ass in the limo. I promise there will be no strippers.”


  We piled into the limo again; the girls were uploading pictures to Facebook, Twitter and Instagram. We were having a great time, but I still feared what Ryan meant. What other club could there be?


  I thought about some of the romance novels that I had read. “Oh my God!” I shouted, grabbing Ryan’s wrist. “We aren’t going to one of those BDSM clubs, are we?”


  “What the fuck are you talking about?” Unable to stifle her laugh, she and the rest of the girls started laughing.


  “Oh my God, we are!”


  “Relax, Spence, Brandon would kill us if we did that,” Becca said, patting my knee.


  “I just didn’t know what you mean by ‘club’ if we aren’t going dancing.”


  The girls all looked to Ryan for guidance. I knew they wanted to tell me.


  “We are going to a comedy club, you dipshit!” Ryan said, raising her voice over the loud music flowing through the limo.


  “Oh,” I murmured.


  “Thanks for ruining the surprise,” she huffed.


  The limo pulled in front of a comedy club and the driver opened the door to let us all out. Ryan handed the doorman a packet of printed tickets from her purse and we were ushered inside. A few tables upfront were blocked off and had reserved cards on them. I followed Ryan and the rest of the girls up to the tables as a waitress came to take our drink order.


  “Who’s performing?” I asked Brandi after the waitress left.


  “The Wingman.”


  “The Wingman?”


  “Yeah, have you read his book?”


  “Um––no?”


  “You should; it has lots of sex in it and it is funny as hell. I really liked it!”


  “Well, let’s see if I like his act first,” I said, turning my attention back to the stage.


  A lady by the name of Stacey Prussman did a little opening show to get the crowd ready for “The Wingman”. After a few jokes, she finally started to announce James.


  “Are you all ready for your headliner? He’s the author of The Wingman Chronicles, and his TV pilot, The Wingman, won Best Pilot at the Hoboken International Film Festival in June 2013. Stand up and make some noise for “The Wingman”, James Holeva.


  James ran up on stage holding a wireless mic. He was kind of cute. His brown hair was spiked like he had just fucked a girl in his dressing room, and she couldn’t keep her hands out of his hair; it suited him.


  He removed his leather jacket and turned towards the audience. He was wearing a black t-shirt and designer jeans that hugged him just right. Black looked good on any man. I loved when Brandon wore black shirts. After all, the first night we danced, he wore his black pinstriped shirt that to this day still makes me hot.


  “San Francisco, where are my dirty girls at tonight?” he shouted into the crowd.


  Girls in the crowd, including my rowdy friends, cheered and let him know that we were here.


  “If you act like a whore, you’ll be treated like a whore. That being said, more girls should act like whores,” he said, starting his show.


  James continued to perform in your face sex jokes, stories about his adventures, talking about how girls think. He was right on a bunch of points. He definitely knew what he was talking about. James harassed the crowd and then finally noticed our row of nine.


  James turned to me. “So, something tells me you girls are having a bachelorette party?”


  “Why do you think that?” Ryan yelled back at him.


  Of course it was Ryan who would speak up. She always had a way with talking to men. Come to think of it, she was the one to talk to Michael and Colin first. I wonder what their plan would have been if we never talked to them in Vegas?


  “The penises around your neck, penis straws in your drinks and the ‘Bride-to-Be’ sash kinda gave it away. Usually girls at my shows end up with penises on their heads, but not until after the show,” he said, smirking at her.


  The crowd and I laughed. Ryan just might have met her match.


  “Speaking of,” he continued, “where are we going after the show?”


  “Wherever you want,” my sister, Stephanie, screamed at him.


  My sister was recently single. She and her boyfriend, Chris, broke up and now she was all for having a good time. I heard for months about my bachelorette party and how she couldn’t wait for it to happen. She wanted to be free and get guy’s phone numbers while we were out.


  “Do you like a big cock?” he asked, turning towards Stephanie.


  “Um…”


  “Spencer does!” Audrey shouted out.


  The crowd laughed again. I, on the other hand, shot my evil eyes at her. Now it was my turn.


  “So, is that why you’re getting married?” James asked me.


  “No, of course not.”


  “Oh? So you’re saying your man’s small, but you’re fucking a black guy on the side?”


  “No way, he’s…” I stopped. Everyone was laughing. I didn’t need to tell him and the rest of the club about my sex life––or so I thought.


  “Do you like to suck cock?”


  I laughed with the crowd. This guy was not going to back down. This is what Ryan wanted. She wanted me to be heckled. I bet she planned this whole act. She always wanted me to open up and be carefree, just like her.


  “Yes. Yes, I do.” I replied.


  Brandi and Jessi both choked on their drinks. Bel and Carroll screamed out, “I knew it!” and Ryan and Becca just laughed and shook their heads. They already knew that part of my sex life since we played drunk Truth or Dare. I turned to my sister; she and Audrey were laughing and clapping with the crowd as well.


  “Do you? It’s a bachelorette party night. One of your last nights to really party. One of your last nights when another guy could comfortably eat your pussy,” he said.


  I felt my panties moisten at the word “pussy”. I thought about that morning and how Brandon did nothing but just that. He liked to eat me out. Loved it, in fact. He never could get enough and neither could I.


  “You know once you’re married and it’s six months from now, you’ll have a ZZ Top concert between your legs,” he continued. “When your man eats you out for your birthday, he’ll be walking around with a rug burn for a week.”


  Everyone including myself was laughing. I saw tears rolling down Brandi’s face.


  “Nah, I’m just fuckin’ with ya. You’re gorgeous and he’s a lucky man. So tell me––what do you like sexually? Do you like to be spanked?”


  Do I like to be spanked?


  “She does!” Ryan yelled.


  “Since this is your last hurrah as a single woman, I think you deserve a spanking before you leave. What do you think?” he asked the crowd and turned to me for an answer.


  “I don’t think so,” I said. Spanked in front of a crowd? On stage?


  “Spencer, do it!” Ryan yelled at me.


  The rest of the girls agreed with her and I felt obligated to do it. After all, I was having a good time. My many vodka cranberries were flowing through my veins and self preservation was out the window.


  While waiting for me to make up my mind, I heard James on stage, “If a girl tells you she doesn’t like to be spanked, you’re just not hitting her hard enough.”


  What the fuck?


  “Fine, I’ll do it,” I said, taking a huge sip of my drink before standing.


  “Alright, get your ass up here. I’m gonna spank you like you’re one of Bing Crosby’s kids.”


  The girls cheered. What the fuck was I doing? Going to get spanked by some comedian? Granted, he was funny and easy on the eyes, but this was not like me. This was like––Ryan.


  James asked me my name, when I was getting married and out of all the girls with me, what my sister’s name was.


  “You wanna spank my sister instead?” I asked, trying to get out of this embarrassing situation.


  “I’ll do that in private after the show. You’re the one getting married, so it’s your lucky night and you get to be the one to get spanked on stage.”


  Great.


  The crowd and my friends went crazy as I bent over a wooden bar stool parallel to the audience. I was really going to kill Ryan. After my bridal shower, this was the icing on the cake. I didn’t do nearly as bad at her bachelorette. In fact, I was the one who got the short end of the stick that night––not her.


  James talked to the crowd as I tuned them out, waiting for the first smack, and then it came.


  Smack.


  “Harder,” Brandi yelled.


  Smack.


  “Harder,” Audrey yelled.


  Smack.


  “Harder,” Ryan yelled.


  “Do you want the belt?” he asked.


  “Give her the belt!” Jessi screamed.


  “Give her the belt!” Stephanie, screamed.


  And finally, Becca joined in, “Give her the belt!”


  “Only if you tell the crowd, ‘I will not sue James Holeva’.”


  “I will not sue James Holeva,” I mumbled.


  “You heard it,” he said to the crowd. “That’s legally binding.”


  And then he spanked my ass repeatedly with his black leather belt. Each whipping ricochet could probably be heard in the back of the club. Yeah, I liked it. James knew how to spank ass, and I I found myself wondering if Brandon did since we’d never gone there.


  After my spanking, James closed out his show with telling the audience to ask him questions, and then he answered them. The girls and I ordered another round of drinks. We had all night to party since the boys were not expecting us until the next day. This was my last night to be wild.


  “Where’s Stephanie?” Jessi asked.


  “Yeah, where’s my sister?”


  She was gone. No way she was with James––right?


  We sipped our drinks; strange men were buying me shots that I handed out evenly amongst the girls. Some commented that they could spank me if I wanted them to. I declined. My ass was already stinging.


  “Where is my sister?” I asked. It was getting late. It was last call for drinks and the club was slowly becoming empty.


  “I’ll go…” Becca trailed off.


  I looked up. My sister was coming from the back, her hair out of place and her lips a little swollen.


  “What the fuck happened to you?” Audrey asked.


  Audrey was one of our oldest friends. She was like a second sister to us and could talk to Stephanie like I could.


  “Exactly,” Stephanie said.


  “Exactly what?” I questioned.


  “I…” James came out of the back and my sister’s eyes went to him. “I was… ow,” she said as James slapped her ass.


  Yeah, we got it.


  *~*~*


  Two days before Brandon and I were to say “I do”, Brandon took me to dinner at Scoma’s, just like our first date. We ate at a table along the glass windows overlooking the bay.


  “At least the weather is better this time,” I said, slurping a spoonful of delicious clam chowder into my mouth.


  “Yeah, but I’m glad it rained that night,” he said, winking at me.


  “Me too.” I blushed. After all this time, Brandon still made me blush just like when I first saw him on the treadmill.


  “So, I don’t know the proper etiquette, but I have your wedding gift and I want to give it to you now and not wait until our wedding night.”


  “Oh––okay,” I said as my eyes lit up. “I can give you yours when we get home or wait until before we walk down the aisle like I planned.”


  “I’m not giving it to you now so you give me mine. Don’t change your plan; however, I’m intrigued at what it is since I won’t get it until right before I see you.”


  “I’ll wait. I want to wait.”


  “Okay, well here,” he said, reaching into his jacket pocket that was hanging on the back of his chair and pulled out a manila envelope.


  “A pre-nup?” I asked with a raised brow.


  “God no, Spencer. We talked about that. I don’t want to sign one. You’re a part of the Club 24 family now and will always be that way no matter what. Plus, I don’t want to say our marriage is over before it even starts.”


  “I know.” I smiled sweetly. “I don’t either, but I don’t want you to think I’m a golddigger.”


  “Babe, I know you’re not a golddigger and that’s all that matters. You never ask for anything and like I always tell you, I don’t give a fuck about what people think. We know our relationship––not anyone else.


  “Okay, well gimme!” I said, holding out my hand for the envelope.


  I couldn’t imagine what it was. Brandon was always thoughtful and bought me lavish gifts. To this day, I still carry my Louis everyday and wear my diamond earrings.


  I opened the flap and pulled out a piece of paper. “What is it?”


  “What does it say?”


  Brandon was smiling his smile. The smile I would never tire of. The smile that made me want to jump his bones wherever we were.


  “It says that it’s a Buyer’s Agreement.”


  “Keep reading.” Somehow he smiled wider and it moistened my panties.


  I read the document but didn’t get passed the second sentence.


  “You bought BKJB?”


  “Actually, Club 24, LLC bought BKJB.”


  “I don’t––how?”


  “Do you remember that day you came by my office for ‘lunch’?” he asked, putting lunch in air quotes.


  “Well, duh,” I said, blushing again.


  “I don’t know if you were paying attention to my phone call…”


  “Yeah, not really,” I said, interrupting him.


  “I’m surprised I was paying attention,” he said with a wink. “Anyway, Paul, Jason and my broker couldn’t find a building to expand to. People were asking for too much money. We still wanted to expand, but Skye called me a few weeks later and told me that she was looking to sell and asked if we would be interested.”


  “Really?”


  “Yep. I know how much you love your job and I help you with your daily segment anyway, so it’s like I work there, too.”


  “Why did Skye want to sell? BKJB is her baby.”


  “Did you know that she too is getting married?”


  “Um––no!”


  “I think she is waiting to make that announcement once I gave you BKJB.”


  “Wait. Slow down. You’re giving me BKJB?”


  “Yes––well, like I said, it’s part of the LLC, but once we are married, you will have twenty five percent anyway. We want to add you as a partner.”


  My head felt like it was going to explode. Brandon was giving me so much information and I was still trying to wrap my head around him buying the business where I work.


  “Okay, okay, let’s back up,” I said, leaning back in my chair and waving my hands like I was confused. Well, I was confused.


  “Why does Skye getting married make her want to sell BKJB?”


  “I guess it’s some rich dude and she doesn’t need to work anymore. She said she wants to be a housewife like on one of those shows you watch.”


  “Oh Lord, I can only imagine a Real Housewives of San Francisco or the Bay Area.”


  “Anyway, she knows how much you love it and thought it would be good for you to have it and be the boss.”


  “Okay…”


  “I talked to Jason and Becca and they loved the idea. We have brainstormed and come up with stuff we want to pitch to you about expanding and involving Becca and her skills.”


  “Her photography skills?”


  “Yes.”


  “What are they?”


  “We will discuss at our next board meeting.”


  “Okay, when is that?”


  “When we get back from our honeymoon.”


  “Speaking of, where are we going?”


  Brandon wanted to surprise me and wouldn’t say where he was taking me for our honeymoon. He said to pack light because we would be naked most of the time and to pack a swimsuit just in case there were people around. I’d been trying to get it out of him for weeks, but his lips were sealed and still are.


  “Nice try, Spence.”


  “Just give me hint.”


  “I already told you to pack a swimsuit; there will be swimming.”


  “Give me another hint.”


  “Babe, you can wait three days to find out. You’re making me wait two for my wedding present.”


  “That’s different.


  “Fine, the last hint you will get is to bring sunscreen,” he said, smiling that smile.


  That was not a new hint. I already knew we would be in the sun since he told me to pack a swimsuit. I threw my napkin at him and he leaned over across the table and gave me a light kiss.


  “You’re cute when you’re angry,” he said, laughing.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  I stared at the small packet of papers sitting on my lap, trying to process what Brandon had just told me.


  Skye didn’t tell us that she sold Better Keep Jogging Baby. She told us that she was moving. I had assumed she still owned the company and was just going to hire someone to take her place. I didn’t think it was odd until I couldn’t keep my eyes off the documents Brandon had just given to me.


  It was all making sense now. Skye didn’t replace herself because she didn’t need to. Brandon took over––or what he was telling me, I took over.


  “I’m still confused,” I said to Brandon as we pulled into our driveway.


  “About what?”


  “Skye is still at BKJB, but you own it already?”


  “We own it,” he said matter-of-factly. “I worked it out with her that she will still run everything until we get back from our honeymoon. No one is to know until you hold a staff meeting.”


  “Oh,” I said, still pondering all the information.


  “I thought you would be excited. I thought this is what you would want,” he said, opening the garage door that led into our house.


  “I am. I’m still in shock. I just can’t believe I am going to be the boss. I also feel weird about it, since it wasn’t any of my money that bought it.”


  “It’s not about the money, Spencer. Do you want me to be the boss and you work for me? Would that make you feel better?”


  “I…no, I get it. Because we will be married with no prenup, I own it automatically.”


  “Exactly.”


  We walked into the house. I kicked off my heels near the door and sat my purse on the side table. Niner was there, waiting to greet us and Blake was in the kitchen on his laptop.


  “Well?” Blake asked Brandon.


  “I told her my news, not your news.”


  “Your news?” I asked. “I’m not sure how much more news I can handle today,” I said, joking with them.


  “Well, sit down,” Blake said, gesturing for me to sit at the dining room table with him.


  “You know, I can fire you now,” I said, sticking out my tongue at him. “I own part of the Club 24 business, I was just told.”


  “That’s kinda what I want to tell you.”


  Brandon sat next to me at the table and handed us each a beer. The last time we were at this table like this, Blake asked us to move in permanently. Well…I thought he would be out by now. I hoped he would be out before we got married, but since that was happening in two days, I didn’t think that was the news he wanted to tell me.


  “I found a place to open my bar,” he continued.


  “Oh my God, that is good news! Where?”


  I sighed with relief. I was so nervous about what he wanted to tell me. Knowing Blake, it could have been anything.


  “Downtown. Kinda, um…near the gym.”


  “That’s awesome! Did you make an offer to lease it?”


  “Well…” he started to say and looked over at Brandon. “I ran this by your business partners and they said that now since you own twenty-five percent, I need to ask you. They all like the idea. I just hope you do.”


  “Okay, well spit it out. This can be kinda like my first official boss decision,” I said, smiling at Brandon. It was finally sinking in that Brandon gave me the best present ever.


  “I want to transform the upstairs open room into a nightclub.”


  “The room where I had my bridal shower party?”


  “Yes, exactly.”


  “Oh…you said ‘yes’?” I asked Brandon.


  “Yes, so did Jason and Becca. We all think it would be cool. The club would have a different entrance, of course. And Blake doesn’t have to invest into another property.”


  “So we would own it, not Blake?”


  “Yes and no. Blake will pay for all the modifications to get the nightclub up and running. He will pay us rent like he would have needed to do anywhere else. If and when the club is successful, we will talk about adding him as a partner so we are all making equal amounts.”


  “And if it’s not successful?”


  “Then you lose nothing and I lose it all,” Blake said. “But when it is successful and I am a business partner, I plan to do this with all the properties.”


  I took a swig of my beer. My head was overflowing with information. I was already freaking out about our wedding. I had a lot on my mind. What if it rains? What if the flowers aren’t delivered on time? What if the cake falls apart? Thankfully, I went with Ryan early in the day and picked up my dress. It fit perfectly. Does it really matter if all the bad stuff happens? I was marrying the love of my life. I didn’t need all the details. I just needed him and it sounded like he wasn’t going to get cold feet.


  “Yeah, whatever you guys want. I trust your instinct,” I said to Brandon––not Blake.


  “Thanks, Sis, you won’t regret this. I know what people want in a bar and nightclub,” Blake said. He stood up fast and engulfed me in a hug, almost spilling my beer.


  *~*~*


  Our wedding rehearsal went well. The wedding party knew where to walk in, they knew were to stand, and Ryan assured me that she would have tissue in her bra in case I cried during the ceremony.


  We ate a filling dinner at La Ciccia and now I was fresh out of the shower, in my PJs and sipping wine with my bridal party in our hotel suite. Brandon and the boys had their own suite and Jason had strict instructions to not have him stay up too late and to make sure he was on time tomorrow.


  I didn’t have a doubt in my mind. I knew Brandon wouldn’t be late, but I just had to poke fun at him.


  After dinner, I said my goodbye to him. The next time I would see him was when I walked down the aisle in white. I wasn’t nervous anymore. The flowers were delivered, most of my guests were checked into the hotel, my dress still fit, and during the rehearsal, the hotel was setting up for the big day. Everything was going to go perfectly.


  “Are you almost ready for bed, Bride-to-Be?” Becca asked.


  “What time is it?” Ryan asked.


  “Almost midnight. Jason Jr. is making me tired,” Becca replied, rubbing her protruding belly.


  I yawned just thinking about going to bed. Becca and Jason didn’t know for sure that they were having a boy. They didn’t want to know. Becca said she knew she was having a boy and that was good enough.


  “Yeah, we should probably go to bed soon. The champagne is making me sleepy, and I don’t want to drink a lot and have a hangover tomorrow,” I said.


  The girls insisted that I have the room with the king-size bed while they shared the room with two queens in it. I said goodnight to Ryan, my sister, Audrey and Becca and crawled into the oversized bed, only to lay there wide awake. As I heard the girls make their way to their room, I thought about whether I should turn on the TV or read.


  Another thought popped into my head.


  Me: What are you doing?


  Jason: Playing poker. Did you mean to text me?


  Me: Yes. Did you tell B?


  Jason: Not yet.


  Me: Don’t! I was wondering if you could do me a favor?


  Jason: Of course. You’re not getting cold feet are you?


  Me: God no! Can you come down the hall and slip a room key under my door?


  Jason: Okay, but don’t you know that it is bad luck to see each other before you get married? I even know that and I am a guy.


  Me: I know. We won’t see each other. I promise. Don’t tell B and text me when you all go to sleep. Okay?


  Jason: Okay…?


  Me: Just do it.


  An hour passed and Jason finally texted me that the key was under my door and the boys were in bed. I knew they had given Brandon the king-size bed, just like the girls gave me.


  The suite was exactly like the one I was staying in. I tiptoed to the door with the king-size bed, trying not to wake Blake who was sleeping on one of the couches and Brandon’s friend, Ben, on the other. The door was closed when I got to Brandon’s. Opening it slowly, I stepped in and shut it behind me quietly. I couldn’t see for shit, which was good because I didn’t want bad luck.


  “Brandon,” I whispered when I reached the side of the bed. I prayed silently that it was him.


  “Spencer?”


  Okay, it was him.


  “Shhhh.”


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Nothing. I just––I just want you,” I whispered.


  “Isn’t it bad luck to see each other now?” he asked, whispering back.


  “Can you see me?”


  “No.”


  “Good,” I whispered and started to slip off all my clothes.


  “Is this a pre-wedding rendezvous?” he laughed. “Should I get naked or what?”


  “Yes,” I said, throwing the final piece of clothing on the floor.


  I heard Brandon rummaging around on the bed and then a piece of clothing fell onto the floor.


  “Okay, I’m ready,” he said.


  I could hear a smile in his voice. I was smiling too as I crawled into the bed, straddling his hips as he lay in the center of the bed.


  “Yeah, I would say you are ready.” I laughed, feeling his hard length against my inner thigh.


  “Just the thought of you naked does this to me,” he said, leaning up and kissing my chin. “Where are your lips? I can’t see you.”


  I felt around on his face until I touched his soft lips and leaned down to kiss him. My hips circled against his cock, not penetrating inside, but enough to work my center, causing my juices to build and lubricate his length.


  “Fuck, that feels good,” he hissed.


  I moaned in response, still kissing him. Our tongues danced together, my hips moved up and down along his hard cock. Brandon reached between us, his hand circling my clit.


  “Fuck!” I said, breaking our kiss.


  He reached with his free hand, kneading my right breast and then slipped my puckered nipple into his hot mouth. Still to this day, his mouth did wonders on my body. I knew without a doubt that he was created for me and only me and the very next day, we would vow to be together forever.


  My hips ground harder against him as the pleasure he was giving me built deep into my core. His thumb rubbed my clit faster; I was close. I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed him in my mouth. I needed to taste him.


  “Hold on,” I whispered. He stopped his hands and mouth as I turned around, straddling him backwards. “Okay,” I said––ready again.


  My pussy was over his face, his hard cock was below my chin. Reaching down with my right hand, I raised his cock and lowered my mouth until a hiss escaped my lips as soon as his tongue slipped between my folds, licking up my desire.


  His tongue felt good. I craved him. I needed him––every inch of him. My tongue returned to his length, swirling around the tip and down the side, licking up my juices that coated his shaft.


  “I love it when you suck me off,” he groaned.


  I bobbed my head up and down over his cock, his tongued swirled around my clit, two of his fingers working the walls of my pussy until I was screaming out in pleasure, not caring if Blake or Ben heard.


  When my body stopped convulsing, I turned around as he instructed and slid down over his shaft. His hands guided my ass up and down. My slick center slid effortlessly over his cock. I was close again. My body was in sync with his, and it didn’t take much to send me back over the edge.


  “I’m not sure what I love more actually––your mouth milking me or your tight pussy milking me,” he said.


  I continued to slide up and down, matching him, thrust for thrust. Leaning down again, I claimed his mouth as another orgasm washed over my body. Brandon tensed, spurting his hot cum deep into my pussy.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER TWELVE


  The limo stopped in front of the historic Bently Reserve in the Financial District of San Francisco. I looked out the window at the beautiful building I had seen many times before. Seven pure white marble columns lined the stairway entrance, the sun was setting and I was fighting back tears––happy tears.


  Brandon and the boys were already inside, as well as our guests, waiting for my arrival. I had always imagined this day. I had heard that people become nervous, but I wasn’t. Today was the day that I was marrying my best friend…the one I would grow old with, laugh with, dream with, live for and love.


  Still looking out the tinted passenger side window of the limo, I waited for the driver to open the door as I watched my dad make his way down the steps.


  “Oh Ry, I need you to give this to Brandon,” I said as the girls started to pile out of the car.


  “Of course. Will you tell me what it is?”


  I handed Ryan the small silver gift bag. “It’s a Rolex that’s engraved with our names and today’s date.”


  The Rolex that I bought Brandon was silver with a black face. I liked it, not because it could go underwater, but because it was very elegant and would go with whatever he wore.


  “Aw, that’s awesome. He is going to love it!”


  “I hope so.” I smiled.


  After Ryan exited the limo, my dad stuck his head in. “Ready, Princess?”


  I was. I really was.


  “Yes,” I said, taking his hand in mine.


  “You look beautiful, baby girl.”


  “Thanks, Daddy.” I smiled and kissed his cheek, trying not to smear my lipstick.


  The photographer we hired was snapping pictures of our exchange and the girls walking up the steps. The cool October breeze whisked across my bare shoulders, making my hair that was loosely pulled into a low updo with long curls tickle my skin. I had a few shorter tendrils framing my face and my grandmother’s old handkerchief stuck in my strapless bra.


  My friend, Lori, let me borrow an Eiffel Tower necklace that I wrapped around the stem of my deep orange rose bouquet. My something blue was my shoes. I wanted to be comfortable and dance the night away. After Ryan’s wedding, I knew I would be standing a lot. I wore teal Vince V Camuto snake skinned sandals that were accented with a rose and rhinestones on each shoe. They were very comfy.


  My dad leaned down, kissed my cheek and whispered, “Let’s go get you married.”


  A smile spread across my face. It meant the world to me that my whole family loved Brandon and today, he would officially join my family and vice versa.


  We walked up the steps and into the grand foyer. Brandon’s groomsmen greeted us and then lined up with their appropriate mate to walk down the aisle. This was it. Train’s Marry Me started to play overhead and our friends started to walk.


  As I listened to the words that were being sung, I thought about the days when Brandon didn’t speak to me at the gym. Train sang about having the nerve to say hello in a café and it was almost an exact reflection of my life. Brandon needed the courage to say hello at the gym, but couldn’t find it until Vegas. At least he finally did at the poker table or else we probably wouldn’t be where we were today.


  Then at my bridal shower, I found out that he told Ryan that he knew he was going to marry me the first day he saw me. Train sang about that, too. After finding the nerve to say hello, he asked me to say that I would marry him. The song was perfect.


  When I finally stepped through the threshold into the immense hall, I was taken aback by its beauty. High vaulted ceilings and intricate crown molding all done in stark white were the perfect background for the most important day of my life.


  Our guests sat in silver Chiavari chairs with teal bows wrapped around the back and a diamond pendant in the center. Teal colored lights shot up from the floor along the white walls and a massive iron chandelier hung above the front of a white carpet aisle runner that I started walking down towards Brandon.


  I saw him watching our friends walk towards him, and then when he finally saw me and our eyes met, he smiled the smile that melted my heart. He was dressed in a traditional black tuxedo with a white dress shirt and a silver tie, and a teal handkerchief tucked into his breast pocket. The groomsmen were dressed similarly, but had a teal tie that matched the bridesmaid dresses, and a silver handkerchief that matched the belt on the bridesmaid dresses.


  Our eyes stayed locked as I walked down the carpet to the center of the room. Our guests sat to the right and left of me, as well as in the back of the room, beyond where the minister and Brandon stood waiting in the center of the room on a raised platform a few feet off the ground.


  All eyes were on me as my dad and I got closer to Brandon––closer to my future. As the song ended, I stepped onto the platform and Brandon took my arm from my dad after shaking his hand.


  My dad kissed me on the cheek and told Brandon to take care of me. I knew he would. I had no doubt.


  “You’re breathtaking, Babe,” he said, whispering in my ear.


  I smiled at him as the minister began, “Dearly beloved…”


  I tuned him and everyone else out as I stared into Brandon’s mocha eyes, waiting for my turn to speak. We held hands as we faced each other, and everything around us was gone. We were the only two in the room––the only two that mattered. Today was our day, and I would remember it forever.


  *~*~*


  After taking several pictures with our family and the bridal party, Brandon and I waited at the double doors to reenter the grand foyer as Mr. and Mrs. Brandon Montgomery. We were in our own little bubble as we gave each other sweet kisses and Brandon held me close.


  After giving us time to bask in our glory, our wedding coordinator opened the doors and we stepped back into the once familiar room. The room was awash in a sea of candles along the double staircases and tabletops.


  While we were taking pictures, the venue had transformed the room into our reception hall. The soft flicker of light projected against the walls and ceiling, giving the huge room an intimate feeling I didn't think was possible.


  Where the platform had once sat in the middle of the floor where Brandon and I exchanged vows was now replaced with a dance floor. Circular tables sat on each side of the floor and were draped with white linen tablecloths. The chairs that the guests sat in during the ceremony were placed around the tables and our guests now stood in front of them, clapping as we entered.


  The table tops were accented with tall vases holding white roses in the center, with tea light votives around them and teal linen napkins. A monogrammed M shined down onto the dance floor as we walked onto it to begin our first dance as husband and wife to Michael Buble’s song, Crazy Love.


  We slowly turned in circles, my head resting on his chest near his right shoulder as Michael sang about taking away troubles, grief and heartaches. He sang about the woman doing that for the man, but it went both ways between me and Brandon.


  Brandon came into my life and took away my heartache, and I helped get rid of his troubles from his past. Together we would comfort each other in times of grief, because that is what marriages were about.


  After our dance, we joined the wedding party at the head table and waited to start dinner. Everything was going great until everyone started dancing after the speeches.


  Stacey and her date, Eddie, were out on the dance floor with me and Ryan and most of our guests. Brandon, Jason and Blake were at the bar drinking until Robin Thicke’s Blurred Lines came on. I’m not even sure what happened next.


  One minute, we were dancing, the next, Blake was pulling Stacey by the arm with her screaming at him to let her go. Poor Eddie didn’t know what to do either. He just stood there for a minute. I looked to him, he looked to me, and then he and Brandon went after Blake and Stacey.


  “What was that all about?” Ryan asked me.


  “Beats me,” I shrugged.


  “Didn’t they say they would be on their best behavior?” Ryan asked, raising her voice so I could hear her over the music.


  “I’m not sure Blake knows how to do that.”


  I could hear Brandon yelling over the music from down the hall. I scampered off to the wedding disaster that I didn’t see coming. I should have known, but I thought we were all adults.


  “Blake, open the door,” Brandon said, banging on the women’s bathroom door.


  “Babe, just leave them alone,” I said, grabbing his arm to pull him away.


  The bathroom was around the corner and thankfully not everyone knew what was going one. I didn’t exactly know what was going on. Brandon threw up his hands and stormed off. This was not the way I thought this night would go.


  *~*~*


  Our family and friends lined up on either side of us, holding sparklers as we walked down the steps of The Bently Reserve. I felt like a princess. I was a princess; my daddy said so earlier that day.


  Blake and Stacey didn’t come out of the bathroom for quite some time. When they did leave, Brandon and I were having our last dance, swaying back and forth to At Last by Etta James. I was in heaven. I barely noticed Stacey’s ruffled dress and Blake adjusting his pants.


  Despite the little incident with Blake and Stacey, the night was perfect. I was finally Mrs. Brandon Montgomery and that was all that mattered.


  “Are you going to tell me now where we are going tomorrow?” I asked, still not sure where we were going on our honeymoon.


  We were riding in the limo to our hotel room for the night. He only told me to bring summer clothes and sunscreen. It was Autumn. Where in the fall could you go and it was still nice weather? I had no idea how long we would even be gone. Since Skye was still at BKJB, she and Brandon arranged my vacation time. I never really liked secrets.


  “Not yet. You’ll find out at the airport tomorrow.” He popped the cork on a bottle of champagne in the limo.


  “You know this is killing me, right?”


  “I promise that it will be worth the surprise,” he said, handing me a flute of the almond champagne.


  “It better be,” I murmured, taking a sip.


  We arrived at the Fairmont, and Brandon led me to our room that was already prepared for our arrival. Just like the night he proposed, there was a bottle of champagne and a plate of chocolate covered strawberries waiting for us––my favorite.


  “You’re so beautiful.”


  “You’ve said that like a million times tonight,” I said, taking a bite of a strawberry, trying to not get a piece of chocolate on my white dress.


  “I just had no idea how beautiful you would look in your dress. I really thought my heart stopped.”


  “You’re such a liar.”


  “You don’t think you’re beautiful?”


  “No, I mean about the heart stopping.”


  “Well I figured that was more romantic than telling you that I was hard as a rock when you were walking down the aisle.”


  “I was wet when I saw you. I love when you wear suits and stuff. Remember New Years Eve and Ryan’s wedding?”


  “Do I?” he chuckled. “Fuck, I’m getting hard again.”


  “That’s the point. It’s our wedding night.” I smirked.


  “I know. I’ve been waiting for hours.”


  He stepped closer to where I sat on the edge of the bed, then reached his hand out to help me stand up. Once I stood, he turned me around so my back was towards his chest and slowly began to unzip the back of my dress, followed by his soft lips kissing the exposed skin as the dress slid down my body.


  My skin tingled all the way to my pussy. It felt good. His tongue retraced where he placed kisses until he lingered on my right ear, nibbling enough to make me moan with need.


  My dressed pooled around my ankles, leaving me in a white strapless bra, my teal sandals and my special panties.


  “I like your underwear.”


  “I figured you would.” I blushed.


  I wasn’t sure why I was blushing. I had been naked with Brandon numerous times before, but he just had that effect on me.


  “It’s very fitting.”


  “I know. I have more, too.”


  “Really?”


  “Well, I always plan on being Mrs. Montgomery, so I had to get more made for when these wear out.”


  “Well––we don’t want to mess them up now,” he said, hooking his fingers on each side of my hips and sliding the panties that read “Mrs. Montgomery” on the ass, down my legs.


  His hands glided up my right leg. The anticipation was driving me mad as his hands moved closer to my soft mound, which ached with the need to be touched.


  “Step out of your dress, Baby.”


  I draped my dress over the back of the black desk chair, stripped myself of my shoes and bra and waited for Brandon to tell me what he wanted next.


  “Let me,” I said, stepping forward to undo his tie.


  After shedding him of his clothes, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed the mouth that was made for mine. His tongue swirled in my mouth, tasting of chocolate, strawberries and champagne.


  Our mouths stayed locked as he pushed me to the bed and lowered me down until his body hovered over mine. I spread my legs, wrapping them around his waist to bring him closer to me…closer to the spot that I needed him to fill.


  He eased his body down, onto me, his hard shaft pressing between my slick folds. My hands glided down his sculpted back, feeling every muscle that made this man. His mouth worked his way down my neck, stopping at my hard nipple as he sucked it into his mouth. A moan escaped my mouth as the friction built between my legs, needing to be filled.


  I was dripping. He was hard and I needed him––now. “I’m ready,” I panted.


  He eased back enough until he guided his thick cock into my pussy, not stopping until he filled me completely.


  “You’re so wet, Mrs. Montgomery.”


  He slid in and out, increasing his pace as I guided him into me by using my legs that were wrapped around his waist. My back slid a little over the white down comforter that covered the plush bed.


  We were meeting each other’s thrust, over and over, my pussy squeezing him as his hard cock pumped into me. I reached my hand up, cupping the side of Brandon’s face, and brought his mouth down to mine.


  Coming up for a breath, he smiled that signature smiled that I had fallen so deeply in love with. Brandon gazed down at me and my body hummed with pleasure, he’s the only man to ever make me feel this way. His strokes didn’t come from force, but were driven by pure unadulterated love.


  My eyes closed, my legs began to tense around Brandon’s hips. I was close and he knew it, his voice was low


  “I’m gonna come.”


  “Me too,” I panted.


  He leaned down and captured my lips again, securing a kiss before a growl came from his chest. He was right there with me.


  Coming down from our high, we settled into a long bath before enjoying each other a few more times before drifting off to sleep as husband and wife.


  *~*~*


  Not long after we went to bed, we awoke to get to the airport to catch our flight. Brandon still hadn’t told me where we were going. I was tired, but the excitement running through my veins had me wide awake.


  “Now?” I asked, wanting to know where we were going.


  We were in a yellow taxi on the way to the airport and the unknown was killing me.


  “Nope.”


  “I don’t like you anymore,” I pouted, crossing my arms over my chest.


  “I know. You love me,” he teased.


  “I would love you more if you told me where we were going.”


  “Doubt that. You can wait a few more minutes.”


  “Fine,” I said, still pouting as I looked out the window as the cars on the highway passed by us.


  We arrived at the United Airlines terminal for our seven a.m. departure. I knew what time our flight left, but I didn’t know the destination.


  Brandon and I wheeled our luggage to the baggage claim and Brandon handed our passports to the clerk.


  “Passports?” I asked.


  “Yep,” he said, smiling mischievously.


  “Mr. Montgomery, I have you and Ms. Marshall on the seven o’clock flight to Fiji with a layover in Los Angeles. Is that correct?”


  “Yes, that’s correct,” Brandon said, looking over at me.


  “Fiji? We’re going to Fiji?”


  “Yep.”


  “Oh my God! I’ve always wanted to go to Fiji!”


  I couldn’t contain my excitement. People behind us were staring. They had to know it was for our honeymoon; after all, I was wearing a “Just Married” white zip-up hoodie.


  “Are we going to be staying in those huts on the water?” I continued.


  “Nope.”


  “No?”


  The clerk handed us our boarding passes and took our luggage and we started walking towards the security check.


  “Well?” I asked.


  “It’s even better.”


  “Oh my God, you’re not going to make me wait for that are you?”


  “Yep.” He smiled.


  “Don’t give me that smile!”


  “Babe, I promise you’re going to love it. I want to see your face when we get there.”


  “Okay.” I smiled back at him. I could wait. I could tell that it meant a lot to him to make me happy, and he did.


  *~*~*


  After our long flight out of LAX, which took almost a full day in the air, we arrived in Fiji a little after six in the evening their time.


  “We have to take one more plane,” Brandon said.


  “What? We are here…in Fiji.”


  “I know, but where we are going, you need a plane to get there.”


  “Really? How cool!”


  “Actually, stay here. I need to check us in, but I still want it to be a surprise.”


  Brandon walked over to a little booth where he spoke to someone, and then we were escorted to a small private plane on the tarmac. There were a few other people on board and after waiting for another couple to arrive, the plane took off for a short ride.


  We arrived at a small island and then were shown to a small cruiser boat which would take us to a platform that sat in the middle of the water not far from the shore of the small island.


  I looked at Brandon, trying to find answers, but he still wouldn’t tell me what was going on. He just smiled at me with a cocky smile. The smile I loved to hate. The couples that we were with were quietly talking among themselves and enjoying the warm tropical weather as it kissed our skin.


  We stepped off the boat and were ushered to an elevator.


  “An elevator?” I asked.


  “To get to our room,” Brandon said.


  “In the middle of the ocean?”


  “Yeah.”


  “What?”


  “You’ll see,” he said and kissed me.


  A staff member of the resort escorted us into the elevator that began its decent into the crystal clear blue water. “Welcome, I’m Kerri and I’ll be your escort and show you to your room,” she said.


  “How far down is the room?” I asked.


  “Forty feet below the surface,” Kerri said.


  “Wow, that’s awesome.”


  Brandon took my hand and led me out of the elevator as we followed Kerri down a hallway that looked like any ordinary hotel. We walked down the shell pattern carpeted hallway, stopping at a grey door with a small circle window on it.


  “This isn’t a real window,” Kerri said, pointing at the door. “It’s just decoration.”


  “That’s good,” Brandon said.


  That was a relief; I thought people could see into our room when I first saw it.


  Kerri opened the door for us and Brandon followed me in.


  “Holy shit,” I said.


  We walked into a room with the entryway covered in wood paneling along the walls that curved around onto the ceiling. A king-size bed sat beyond the wood paneling under a glass roof that wrapped around into windows.


  “Seventy percent of the room is made up of acrylic and will allow you to see fish, coral reefs and even sharks,” Kerri said, pointing at the water.


  “Sharks?” I asked.


  “They can’t get you, Babe.”


  “I know. Still kinda freaky.” I laughed.


  “You both will be here for two nights and then you will stay on the island in the hotel bungalows on the water. We have a restaurant here underwater and a submarine at your disposal if you need to use it––or want to for that matter, a library and a spa, but you have this big tub here in your room.” Kerri pointed to the step-up bathtub on the left side of the room.


  “It’s so pretty,” I said, looking around the room at the ceiling.


  All types of tropical fish swam overhead. There was a little sitting room beyond the bed towards the back of the room. Kerri left after telling us that if we needed anything, to let her know. I couldn’t think of anything.


  Brandon sat in the chair next to me in the sitting room and we gazed up at the huge aquarium. Actually we were the aquarium in the scenario. The fish were out in the South Pacific Ocean as we were in the large glass oxygen tank.


  “This is amazing,” I said.


  “See why I wanted it to be a surprise?” Brandon asked.


  “Yes.” My eyes were glued to the live show in front of me as I watched the tropical fish.


  “Oh wow, what is that?”


  “Where?” I asked.


  He pointed to the right of him, “Is that a…”


  “A shark?”


  “No,” he chuckled. “It’s a stingray.”


  *~*~*


  We made our way to the restaurant once the night set in and we could no longer see the fish in the distance. We enjoyed a nice hot bath before bed, and the following morning, we took the submarine out with another couple and saw more of the South Pacific.


  A school of dolphins swam by our room when we arrived back from our submarine journey. It was breathtaking. Before long, our underwater adventure was over. We spent the rest of the week in a hut style hotel room along a dock that stretched out into the clear blue water.


  We enjoyed hikes to waterfalls, zip lining and eating dinner on the beach every night––it was heaven. During the day, we lounged around in the shallow water near our room, made love multiple times throughout the day and just enjoyed the relaxing week. We had nothing to worry about. No work, no family drama and no wedding planning stress since the day had come.


  


  


  


  


  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  Brandon and I had been back from Fiji for almost three months. Three months of married bliss––literally. Not long after we returned from our underwater paradise, Blake moved out into an apartment in the city. The house was quiet at first, but then it was perfect.


  The Monday I returned to work, I called a staff meeting. Brandon came with me and we informed everyone that we were the new owners of BKJB. People were shocked – some more shocked than I was when Brandon told me the news.


  After reassuring everyone that everything would stay the same, besides needing to find a replacement for my position, I had Acyn and another staffer, Donna, stay behind.


  “Acyn, I just wanted to let you know that I will still be going to the expo in March with you.”


  He looked at Brandon and then back to me. “Okay, cool.”


  “I also want you, Donna, to come with us.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes, I think it would be best for three of us to go.”


  I saw a look of defeat in Acyn’s face. I was bringing Donna with us for two reasons. One of them was to keep Acyn off of me––literally—and the other reason was, I thought, Donna, would be a good fit for my old position.


  “I can’t wait,” she said.


  “Good. Let’s meet next week to prepare for the expo. I’ll have my new assistant–– when I hire the person––set it up.”


  Acyn and Donna started to stand.


  “Actually, Donna, would you mind staying? Brandon and I need to speak with you.”


  She stayed as Acyn left. I could tell he was a little upset. Now that I was the boss, I might need to let him go. I liked Acyn. He saved my life, but I just couldn’t help feeling uneasy around him. One minute he was fine with us being friends, and I thought he was finally giving up, and then the next, he would turn around and flirt with me.


  I offered Donna the position. She gladly accepted. This was all so new to me, but I actually felt confident…felt like a boss.


  *~*~*


  I sat folding a tiny newborn onesie that I bought for Becca’s shower. I was daydreaming about when my day would come. After being married, I thought about finally starting our family. Brandon and I briefly talked about it, but we didn’t talk about it in the sense to start one. We talked about how we could start one now because we were married.


  Of course people have children out of wedlock, but now everyone was waiting until we announced we were pregnant. I just didn’t know when that would be. Our relationship had been anything but slow, but were we ready to grow our family?


  Not long ago, I had a conversation with Becca about Brandon’s child and their child growing up together. That was the silver lining when we thought Christy was pregnant. Now Becca was having her shower and was about ready to pop.


  After I packed all the gifts that I bought for the shower in a cute blue gift bag with yellow stars and teddy bears on it, Brandon and I drove into the city for the shower. We ate food, played games and had a very nice time.


  Blake showed up with Stacey. After nearly causing a scene at my wedding, they had gotten back together. Blake later apologized for his actions and explained that when he heard the song that was playing and saw Stacey dancing with Eddie, he blew up.


  I guess Blurred Lines was a special song to them like Down on Me was for me and Brandon. If I ever were to see Brandon dancing with someone else to Down on Me, I would probably react the same way as Blake did.


  It wasn’t Stacey’s fault that the song came on while we were out dancing, and it would have been rude if she would have stopped dancing with her date. However, Blake did it for her.


  Stacey told me that while Blake locked them in the bathroom, they reconciled their relationship––again. Luckily, Eddie wasn’t her boyfriend, but just a friend. I knew Blake loved her deep down, and sometimes you just need reality to put everything into perspective.


  I could tell by the way he always acted in front of her and how he would randomly talk about her that he still loved her. I just wished the two would stop breaking up and just be together. It’s hard to see your friends in pain after a break-up.


  Now Blake and Stacey were faced with the two thousand miles that separated them because Blake had a panic attack and decided to start his new career in San Francisco. Stacey wasn’t ready to move halfway across the country.


  “I want a baby,” I said to Brandon as we drove over the Golden Gate Bridge towards our house.


  Brandon’s eyes got big as a look of panic crossed his face. “You’re ready for a baby?”


  “I think so.”


  I thought I was ready. I was twenty-nine and with the love of my life. The next step was to have babies.


  “Don’t you think that it should be something that you know?”


  “Yes. Do you want a baby?”


  “Now?”


  “Well, in nine months really.” I chuckled.


  Brandon looked at me for a few seconds and then back at the road. “How about we wait until next month when Becca has her baby? You know, get a feel for it.”


  “I guess,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. “It’s just that all the baby stuff was so cute.”


  “You know that they don’t stay that small, right?” He laughed.


  “Yes,” I said and I stuck out my tongue at him. “I just have the itch now.”


  “Well we can practice and scratch that itch.” He winked.


  *~*~*


  Not taking more than a step inside the door, Brandon turned and pushed me against the garage door. My nipples hardened beneath my purple silk tank top as he pushed his tongue into my mouth, tasting faintly of beer.


  He cupped my face as our tongues danced around in each other’s mouth. My body heat rose as I felt his hard erection pressing into my center, telling me that he couldn’t wait to devour me.


  “You know, I heard that women get hornier when they’re pregnant,” I said, running my lips down the front of his neck towards his chest.


  “Hornier than you already are?”


  “Yes.” I smiled against his bare chest.


  “Is this your way of talking me into makin’ a baby?”


  “Maybe.”


  His navy blue dress shirt hit the floor and I made quick work of his belt. Brandon picked me up before I could pull the belt free of his pants and led me to the couch with my legs wrapped around his waist.


  He set me on my feet in front of our leather couch and I helped unbutton my jeans as fast as possible. He placed me down on the soft leather cushions, running his hands down each of my smooth legs.


  “Spread your legs farther apart, Babe.”


  I did, spreading them on either side of his body. He grabbed my hips and scooted me forward on the couch until my pussy was on the edge, then got down on his knees.


  Brandon ran his hand between my thighs, grazing my folds with his thumb. My head fell back along the back of the couch, my eyes closed and my back arched as I hissed with the sudden touch on my sensitive lips.


  “How are you always this wet?” he asked, stroking his thumb up my slit.


  “I don’t know,” I moaned.


  “Christ, you’re so beautiful and all mine––my wife.”


  “Mhmmm.”


  I waited, anticipation building for when his tongue would lap up my juices that were sliding down the bottom of my pussy and probably onto the couch. And then it came––his hot wet tongue slowly licking up my folds, sending a wave of pleasure through me. The wetness of his tongue felt good––so good.


  Brandon grabbed both sides of my hips, keeping me from squirming as his tongue continued to give me the pleasure I was seeking. He sucked my clit in his mouth, making a popping sound, causing my back to arch off the couch again.


  My hands reached around my back as I unhooked my bra from under my tank top, needing to touch myself. Once they were freed, I rolled my breasts in my hands as Brandon continued to lick, suck and blow.


  Releasing one of my breasts, I pressed his head into my mound with my hand, needing more pressure––pressure to build the sensation to come fast. Even though I loved the feel of his tongue on my pussy, I needed the first orgasm to come fast. He did that to me.


  “Fuck,” I hissed again in pleasure.


  My body was slick with sweat as the air conditioner blew light cold air onto my skin. I was on the cusp of exploding…exploding around his tongue. With one slip of his finger into me, I did just that. I came around his tongue and his finger, my body tightening as the orgasm rippled through me.


  “My turn,” he groaned after I came down from my high.


  We both quickly removed his shoes and pants, tossing them on the floor near my own clothes. He sat in the same spot that I was just in as I straddled his waist, hovering over him as I guided his hard cock into my still wet pussy.


  Our mouths locked again and I tasted myself on his lips––tasted what he did to me. As we kissed, I rode his cock up and down. He thrust himself inside of me, pounding into my core. Our bare chests pressed into each other, rubbing against each other as I slid along his length.


  Brandon’s hands rested on my ass, guiding me up and down. The friction from his cock hitting my core was bliss. The fast strokes were bringing me to the edge again. He broke our kiss, licking down my neck, tasting the faint sweat from my skin.


  Since Blake was finally out of the house, Brandon and I made love on any place we deemed fit. The couch we were on was one of our spots and it was easy to brace myself to bob up and down over his hard cock.


  I moaned into Brandon’s ear, the pleasure so close, I could feel my body heat rising more. He continued to thrust upward, hitting the delicious spot that ached to be awoken, and his cock rubbing every nerve that would send me over the edge at any moment.


  Brandon groaned against my neck; I could tell he was close…as close as I was to coming undone again. He quickened his thrusts, pounding the spot that sent a wave of satisfaction through my entire body as my orgasm took over. He groaned again, rocking his hips into me harder as he came deep inside me.


  


  


  


  


  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  After a long day at work, I drove the thirty minutes home by myself. Brandon was at Ben’s house for their weekly poker game and I still needed to pack for the expo which was in two days in Hollywood.


  Acyn, Donna and I were flying out after lunch the next day. Since becoming the boss, my days were spent mostly in meetings. I didn’t really have time to go to the expo, but I needed to go.


  BKJB was more of my life now and I needed it to succeed. I needed to show Donna how to talk to the public and get more subscribers to our website. Since she had been with the company as an administrative assistant, she wasn’t quite up to speed on how to run my old position of executive assistant.


  Of course, like I predicted, she was doing an excellent job. She coordinated all my meetings, managed the daily workout posts to give to Bel and Carroll for Facebook and Twitter, and kept my workload somewhat in order, among other things.


  Since Brandon and I were trying to have a baby, I needed Donna to know the ins and outs to manage tasks while I was out on maternity leave. Luckily, since Jason and Becca’s baby boy, Jason Jr., was already three months old, Becca would be able to watch over my position while I was out.


  Becca was able to take over my position, given her partner status in the company. She was capable of doing my position, and we didn’t need to find a replacement for when I would be away.


  Of course, she would probably need to speak to me daily to make sure she was doing everything correctly, but I had no doubt she and Donna would be capable of holding down the fort.


  The day after Jason Jr. was born, Brandon got baby fever. He said to me, “Wouldn’t it be cool to have our kid grow up with J Jr.?”


  “Of course it would be.”


  “I see what you mean about wanting a baby. I’m ready.”


  I stopped taking the pill that day and allowed whatever was going to happen, happen. Our parents were excited to hear the news that we were ready. Ever since Aimee learned that she was not going to be a grandma because Christy had faked it all, I could tell she was sad.


  I knew that Brandon and I were the ones to give her grandchildren. With Blake’s history, he would never settle down. Actually, he might give them grandchildren with many different women.


  As I remembered Brandon and myself finally making the decision to try for a baby, I started packing for my business trip. The expo was Friday and Saturday and it would be the first time since Brandon and I had been married that we would be apart.


  I was actually a little annoyed that Brandon had chosen to go to his poker game, but I got it. I got that it was his one night to hang with the guys, but I was going down south for three nights. It wasn’t normal for us to be away from each other, but I knew he needed his guy time, too.


  Just as I zipped up my suitcase, a text came in from Blake.


  Blake: Poker was canceled so we went out for drinks. Your boy is fucked up, so I’m driving him home.


  Me: WTF Blake? You got him drunk again?


  Blake: I didn’t force him to drink, Spencer!


  Me: Really? How many of those drinks did you buy him?


  Blake: Well, all of them.


  Me: Exactly.


  I was pissed. So many weeks have passed that Brandon was drunk. I couldn’t take it anymore. It needed to stop or maybe this marriage wouldn’t work out.


  Me: I’m coming over.


  Ryan: Okay?


  Me: B is drunk again. Over it!


  Ryan: Lovely. See you soon.


  I called Tianna and made sure that she would be able to take care of Niner while I was gone. I couldn’t trust Brandon right now. He was more concerned with drinking than taking care of his family.


  Ever since Blake had shown up, his partying ways were rubbing off on Brandon. I was done. Done!


  “You’re drunk again?” I asked, sitting on the couch when he came in through the front door.


  I already knew the answer, but he needed to know that I wasn’t happy––that I was over it. I wasn’t sure if he would remember our fight since he was drunk, but he wasn’t the type to black out and not remember shit when he was drunk.


  “No,” he said, slurring the word.


  “Really? That’s not what Blake told me.”


  “Fine, I’m drunk!” he shouted.


  “Do you think that I should raise a fucking baby with a drunk?”


  “Relax, Spencer. I don’t get drunk every night.” He plopped down on the couch next to me.


  “No––you get drunk every week and I am sick of it. I’m the one who always has to take care of you,” I said, standing from the couch as a tear started to roll down my cheek. “I’m going to Ryan’s for the night. I don’t want to look at you right now. I’ll see you when I get back on Sunday night. Maybe by then you will realize that there is more to life than a bottle of vodka.”


  “Don’t go. I’ll sober up and then not drink ever again,” he said, trying to reach for my arm to stop me.


  “I’m not asking you to not drink ever again. I just want my Brandon back,” I cried.


  *~*~*


  I didn’t sleep at all as I tossed and turned in Ryan’s guest bed. Brandon and I rarely fought. I had never stormed out of the house before, but I just couldn’t take it anymore. Even if it has been just one night a week––it was one night too many.


  Our relationship started like a fairytale and now it was turning into a nightmare. I had brushed his drinking under the rug for far too long and I couldn’t live my life like that anymore. People thought we were the perfect couple. Maybe we were, but he didn’t make me happy like I used to be.


  From the moment I left our house, Brandon was calling me. I ignored his calls and texts. I wasn’t going to beg him to stop drinking. If drinking was our undoing, then let it be so. I had bounced back from much heartache in my life.


  On the drive over to Ryan’s, the song Marry Me by Train came on the radio. At first, it didn’t register in my head until they sang the line about always being happy by his side. Tears rolled down my face, the road blurred in front of me, and my heart broke.


  When Brandon and I were planning our wedding and trying to come up with a song to walk down the aisle to, we picked that song. I didn’t want the traditional song; I wanted one that fit our life, and it did.


  Ryan and I stayed up well past midnight talking it out. She understood where I was coming from. Max didn’t drink that much, but she knew what it was like to be unhappy in a marriage.


  I was dragging at work, waiting for lunch time and time to head to the airport. I wasn’t looking forward to the expo anymore. I was the type to blow up and then move on, but I wanted to move on in person with Brandon. I needed him to realize what he was doing to me. How he was making me feel.


  Acyn, Donna and I took a taxi to the airport right after lunch. Brandon was still calling and texting me. I texted him when I got to Ryan’s the night before, letting him know that I had made it to her house and to sleep on everything. Maybe he had, but I didn’t have time to deal with it now.


  “Are you okay, Spencer?” Acyn asked, after we got out of the taxi at the airport.


  “Yeah, I’m fine. Why?”


  I thought I was hiding my feelings, but I was wrong.


  “You just seem down.”


  “I’m just tired.”


  I was tired, but of course, I was also depressed. I hated fighting with Brandon and now I wouldn’t see him for three whole nights.


  “Luckily we can check into our hotel when we get there and you can take a nap,” Donna said.


  “Yeah. I’m looking forward to it.”


  We didn’t have to be at the expo till the morning to set up.


  “Oh,” Acyn said.


  Oh?


  “Room service and a bed sound really good right now,” I smiled, trying to hide my pain.


  We talked about the expo as we flew to L.A. A taxi took us to our hotel near Universal Studios where the expo was being held after we landed. I was tired and I needed to get my mind off my fight with Brandon. I felt bad to leave Acyn and Donna alone in a city that they didn’t know anything about.


  “How about we grab dinner later?” I asked, walking towards the elevator to the rooms. “On me.”


  “That sounds great,” Donna said, looking over at Acyn.


  “Sure,” Acyn said with a twinkle in his eye.


  “Let’s meet back down here in,” I said, looking at the clock on my phone. Brandon had texted me again.


  Brandon: I just wanted to say that I’m sorry.


  “Let’s meet at six,” I continued after reading the text quickly.


  “Perfect,” Donna said.


  We parted ways. I went up to my room, texted Brandon that I was in L.A. and then drew a bath to relax. I needed to clear my head. Fighting with Brandon was the last thing I wanted to do. He was my best friend, my life, my love.


  I held my left arm out of the warm soapy water, looking at the tattoo I got for Brandon’s birthday. The infinity symbol was staring me in the face. This was ridiculous. How could I be so silly? Brandon was a good man. He loved me and I loved him. He would do anything for me.


  I knew deep in my heart that if we just talked about it, he would understand what his drinking was doing to me. I needed to tell him that I married a thirty-one year old business man and not an eighteen-year-old college frat boy.


  I couldn’t go another night with us fighting. Even though I wanted to do it in person, I couldn’t wait.


  “I’m sorry,” were the words Brandon spoke when he answered his phone.


  “I know,” I sighed.


  “No, really, I am. Spence, you’re my best friend, and I don’t know where I would be without you by my side.”


  “Me either,” I said quietly as a tear rolled down my cheek. “I’ve been thinking, and I know you aren’t a drunk.”


  “When I see you cry, it makes me want to die. It breaks me inside and I never want to see you that way again…unless they are happy tears.” I heard a smile in his voice. I smiled, too. “I know that I’ve been fucking up since Blake has been here and I’m going to go back to the old Brandon. The one you fell in love with.”


  “The one I’m still in love with,” I whispered, tears flowing freely down my face.


  “I’m going to make this right, Baby. I know I can’t take back all the times I was drunk, but I’m not going to cross that line again.”


  “I told you that I’m not asking you to stop drinking.”


  “I know. I understand that it’s the level I got it to. I’m the one to blame in all this––not Blake. Don’t be mad at Blake.”


  “How could I not be mad at Blake? He’s the one who influenced you…the one who kept buying you more.”


  “But I’m the one who drank them. He didn’t force me to do it.”


  “I don’t get why you did. Is our life that bad that you need to mask some sort of pain by getting drunk when out with the guys?”


  “No, not at all,” he sighed. “Work has been crazy, Blake makes me crazy and I just needed to blow off steam. I didn’t realize I was hurting you in the process. You never said anything.”


  “I know…I should have.”


  “Let’s not talk about the past. I’m going to stop. No more sleepless nights, no more tears. I’m going to make this right. You’re my world, my everything, and I don’t want to lose you. Fuck, I’ve been close to losing you twice before because of other people. I am not about to lose you because of me – not when I can fix it.”


  “Okay,” I whispered.


  “I’m sorry and I am going to fix this.”


  “Okay, I believe you.”


  “I love you with all my heart, Baby.”


  “I love you more.”


  *~*~*


  I covered my tear stained face with make-up and met Acyn and Donna down in the lobby. We walked through City Walk at Universal Studios and ate dinner and had drinks at the Hard Rock Café.


  Acyn and Donna were great employees and deserved to be treated. This expo was a big deal for our company. We would have a lot of exposure for new subscribers for the website. Acyn was a master at fitness and knew a lot about nutrition, which was a big part of our website.


  People were realizing that diet and exercise together was the key to losing weight ––not a magic pill. Our site was a way to learn about diet and exercise without having to pay a lot of money for a gym or a personal trainer.


  Ironically, it was the opposite of what Brandon and Jason needed for Club 24. They needed people to need and want the gym, as well as need personal trainers to help them. Now that our corporation owned both sides of the spectrum, it was a win win.


  We walked back to our hotel after dinner, deciding to call it a night. I was exhausted, but I put on a happy face. I was happy. Brandon and I smoothed things over and now I was able to focus on the expo.


  “Can I talk to you before you go up?” Acyn asked.


  “Of course,” I looked over at Donna. Was she going to stay, too? Please stay.


  “I’ll see you both bright and early,” she said with a smile.


  Damn it!


  “What’s up?” I asked.


  Being alone with Acyn was hard. Not because I had feelings for him, but because he always made me feel uncomfortable. Some women are flattered when a guy flirts with them. I admit, it’s nice, but with Acyn, it had gotten to the point where I just didn’t want to be near him.


  He was a nice guy. He was hot, but I just didn’t understand why it seemed that he only had eyes for me. He could get any woman he wanted. He had a rock hard body, gorgeous blue eyes and was sweet. He just wasn’t the guy for me.


  “Can we grab one more drink? I want to talk to you about something.”


  “Um––sure.”


  The look in his eye reminded me of the night I saw him at the office holiday party when he sat next to me––before he knew of Brandon. A look of lust.


  “First, I want to make sure that you’re okay. You seemed a little sad earlier,” he said as we sat at a small round table and waited for a cocktail waitress.


  “Yeah, I just didn’t sleep well last night. I’m good,” I said with a smile, trying to hide the truth.


  “Everything’s okay with Brandon?”


  “Acyn…I’m your boss now; you need to stop.”


  “I’ve cared about you far longer than you’ve been my boss.” He smirked.


  “I’m married now,” I said dryly.


  “Spencer––I’m not going to beat around the bush anymore. You make me want to be everything you need, and I want to put you first. I talk to God even when I’m not in church, praying that you will be mine. And most of all, I want to be the one to make you laugh not cry.”


  “I…”


  “Let me finish.”


  “I can’t, Acyn. I’m married. I’m fucking married to a good man. He is all those things. He’s my everything. Yes, we got in a fight. So what? Couple’s fight. That doesn’t mean that I want to divorce him. You really can’t keep doing this.”


  I was livid. People in the small lobby bar were staring at us––enjoying the show.


  “I’m in love with you, Spencer.”


  “You don’t even know me. You know nothing about me.” I laughed.


  “I do. I love your passion, your drive…”


  “Stop! Just fucking stop. If you weren’t such a big asset for this company, I would fire your ass right now.”


  “You wouldn’t. I saved your life.”


  “Is that it? Is that why you think I owe you a chance?”


  “No…”


  “Did you think that you would get me alone and I would cheat on Brandon?”


  “No, I just wanted to tell you how I felt.”


  “I’m sorry, Acyn, I can’t. I love Brandon with all of my heart. I would never hurt him that way. You really need to stop this. Move on. Find someone who will make you happy. I’m not that girl.”


  “Okay.”


  “Is it okay? We’ve had this conversation several times. I’ve set you up with my friends so you would move on.”


  “I’ll try.”


  “You need to do better than try. If you can’t, I can’t have you working for me anymore.”


  


  


  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  The expo was packed in the morning and then started to slow down after lunch. We were having great success. People were grabbing flyers, scanning our QR code and signing up for our website right then and there.


  I walked around to the other booths that were set up, exploring what others had to offer. I saw some great ideas for promotional items, and on my way back to our booth, I saw Acyn flirting with a brunette. Good for him.


  “She could be your twin,” Donna whispered in my ear.


  Acyn and the brunette were still flirting. Acyn was showing her easy moves like squatting and how to correctly do a push-up.


  “Really? You think so?”


  “If not your twin, then she could be your sister.”


  “I don’t see it.” I laughed.


  I didn’t. I didn’t think the brunette looked like me at all. Ryan looked more like me than this chick.


  Acyn must have felt my eyes on him as he turned and smiled at me. I wasn’t jealous. He might think I was staring because I was jealous; however, I was just trying to see what Donna saw to make her think this chick looked like me.


  The brunette finally left after getting Acyn’s email address and what I would assume his phone number. Donna was helping another expo-goer as I sat and watched them pitch our company perfectly. Acyn and Donna could handle it alone. They didn’t need me, and I didn’t want a repeat of the night before with Acyn.


  “Guys, you two are doing an excellent job,” I said once the people walked away.


  “Thanks, Spencer,” Donna said.


  “I actually need to head back to San Francisco this afternoon. I need to leave you both to hold down the fort.”


  “No problem,” Donna said. “Is everything okay?”


  I felt Acyn’s eyes on me as I spoke to Donna.


  “Yes, of course. I just need to take care of some pressing business, and since I think the rush is over, you don’t really need the boss hanging around.” I smiled.


  I left after giving them a few instructions regarding getting our banners and any extra flyers back to San Francisco. They still needed to handle Saturday’s expo on their own, but I knew they could do it. I needed to go make sure things were okay with Brandon.


  After our phone call, we were fine, but I just wanted to see him. I didn’t want our last memory to be bad if anything were to happen. It’s like they say, “Never go to bed angry,” and well, it should also be, “Never leave someone mad because you never know what may happen”.


  I arrived at LAX and took a flight back to San Francisco a few hours later. A lot of people traveled for business between the Bay Area and southern California and there were many flights available throughout the day.


  I didn’t tell Brandon that I was coming home because I wanted to surprise him. I daydreamed all the way home about us taking a warm bubble bath together and lying in bed for the rest of the weekend, all the while partaking in some much needed make-up sex, over and over.


  After landing at SFO, I took a taxi to Club 24, said “hello” to Jennifer at the front desk and made my way up to Brandon’s office with a smile plastered across my face. I couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when I opened the door and surprised him.


  I wish that I could tell you that I saw that look on his face, but sadly it wasn’t what happened. Have you ever been in a situation that you couldn’t believe you were in? Like going on your dream vacation and it being so surreal that you just couldn’t believe that it was happening in real life? Only, this wasn’t my dream coming true.


  Brandon’s blinds were drawn on his office window and his door was closed, but not locked as I turned the knob and stopped dead in my tracks.


  I could only see the back of Brandon’s white Club 24 polo shirt he wore every day to work as his hips rocked into a woman with his jeans still around his waist. No clothes were on the floor––it was almost as if they couldn’t wait to fuck.


  The woman lifted her head from the desk when she heard the door open, and my world came to a halt.


  Teresa Robinson’s eyes met with mine and an evil smile spread across her face as she moaned, “B, right there. That feels so good,” in his ear.


  His head was down on her chest as he groaned into it––enough for me to hear the familiar muffled noise.


  Why?


  Why were the men in my life always cheating on me in their office? I thought Brandon was different. One little fight and he was cheating on me. Or was he cheating on me the whole time and I had just caught him?


  I kept my tears at bay as I turned on my heel and ran down the stairs, not closing the door behind me. Let him know that someone saw him. Let her tell him it was me.


  “Have a nice day, Mrs. Montgomery,” Jennifer called out to me as I ran past her to the front door.


  Mrs. Montgomery. Those two words hit me like a ton of bricks. Who knew words could crush my heart so hard that I felt like I couldn’t breathe? How? Why? I gave that man everything. He was my everything, told me I was his everything, but Mrs. Robinson finally got her claws into him.


  A lonely tear rolled down my right cheek as I slammed the door to my black Bimmer once I was inside. I looked around for Brandon’s Range Rover, wanting to smash his headlights and run my key down the side and write “cheating bastard” on every side. My blood was on fire.


  My cell phone rang and it was him. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t talk to him. My world was ending and I just couldn’t talk to him. I didn’t want to hear any excuse he gave me. No excuse was good enough. I did everything for him…cared for him with all my heart, pleased him in ways that I thought satisfied him, but obviously it wasn’t enough.


  A wave of anger rushed through me as the phone continued to ring. Fuck you, Brandon, I thought and threw my phone at my dashboard, watching it shatter into a few pieces.


  I’d been down this road before with TravAss. That time, I was sad. I thought my life was ending. My heart was torn from my body, but this time, I was angry. Brandon knew everything about TravAss. He knew how bad he hurt me––how he crushed my heart, stomping on it after ripping it from my chest. But Brandon was a cheating bastard, too.


  I drove the few blocks to Ryan’s as the lone tear rested on my cheek and slowly dried. I pulled in front of Ryan’s house and waited for her to arrive home. I had no way of calling her and hoped she was coming straight home from work. She and Max still held their Friday date night tradition and they were both due home at any minute––I hoped.


  Closing my eyes, I sat in my car in silence, replaying what I had just seen. I wasn’t going to cry…not going to shed any tears. He wasn’t worth it. If he wanted an old cougar, he could have her.


  Why didn’t I see any signs? I saw her flirt with him, but he had turned her away and I believed him. I deserved better. What was better? The last two men in my life who I was in love with cheated on me. What was wrong with me? What was I doing wrong?


  In love, you take your chances, but this was unfair. I would stop breathing if Brandon told me to. “Through sickness and health, for better or for worse, till death do us part,” are the words we said from the heart––at least I did.


  I remembered that Ryan had given me a key to her house in case she lost hers or in case I needed it for anything. I couldn’t drive all the way home––not to the house I shared with him.


  I sat at her dining room table and waited for her to arrive after I poured myself a glass of vodka––no cranberry juice––straight vodka on the rocks. I needed to not feel the pain that was breaking my heart, making me want to die.


  I never thought Brandon would do this to me. I never imagined that we would get a divorce––let alone that he would cheat on me. I thought he was a good man. I gave him my world. He was my world and now my world was crashing down around me.


  I turned Acyn down a million times. He told me that he wanted to make me laugh and not cry. That he wanted to be my everything and that he loved me. I thought I had my everything. I would never cheat on Brandon.


  “Spence, what are you doing here?” Ryan asked, coming in the front door.


  I took another sip of the vodka. It burned my throat as the cold liquid flowed down.


  “I…”


  “You what?”


  I couldn’t get the words out. I looked into her brown eyes, trying to find the strength to tell her what I had seen.


  I stood, wanting to stomp around the kitchen in anger, but fell to the floor as tears poured out.


  “Spencer, what happened? Why are you not in L.A.?”


  I couldn’t speak. My tears were finally trying to heal my pain.


  “Please tell me why you’re crying,” she said, holding my head against her chest as she stroked my back.


  “Brandon,” I whispered. I was hyperventilating as the words struggled to come out.


  “Brandon what? Is he okay?”


  “He…”


  I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t get the words out. The image of him and her on his desk played over and over in my head as I remembered.


  “He’s calling me,” she said.


  “No!” I screamed, reaching for her phone.


  “Spencer, please tell me what’s going on. You know I’m here for you.”


  “I caught him cheating on me!” I screamed. Salty tears dripped from my chin onto my black blouse.


  “Oh my God! Are you sure?”


  “Yes I’m sure. I saw him––in his office with grandma!”


  “Grandma?”


  “Mrs. Robinson!”


  “That bitch! Give me my phone back, I’ll call this fucking bastard and ring him a new one.”


  “No, I don’t want him to know where I am.”


  “Well, I’m going to kill him,” she said, still rubbing my back to calm me.


  I told Ryan what had happened, starting from our fight before I left for the expo. Her phone kept ringing over and over and we ignored it. A few times I had to beg her not to answer. I loved her, but this wasn’t her fight. This was mine and I needed to deal with it on my own terms.


  Ryan poured me another vodka on the rocks and herself a cranberry juice.


  “You’re not drinking with me?”


  In the past, no matter what, we always drank together when shit hit the fan. It was tradition to drink vodka and eat our mint chocolate chip ice cream straight from the carton.


  “No, I have something to tell you, but it’s not the right time.”


  “What do you mean?” I wiped my tears away from my cheeks.


  “Want some ice cream?”


  “Ry,” I said, giving her a stern look.


  “Max and I are pregnant,” she said, trying to hide her excitement.


  I cried again. Everyone’s life was perfect, but mine. She had finally gotten what she wanted and I had a cheating husband.


  “See, this is why I didn’t want to tell you right now.”


  “No, I’m happy for you,” I said through my tears.


  Ryan’s phone kept ringing, but we didn’t answer it. He would get the hint eventually. I cried more as I tried to force a smile for Ryan. I was happy for her. My best friend was happy, getting her happily ever after that she longed for. I didn’t think mine would ever come now. I couldn’t imagine dating another guy and having my heart ripped from me again.


  “Why aren’t you answering your phone?” Max said, walking in the front door.


  “Because, we aren’t talking to that asshole,” Ryan said.


  “What? Why?”


  “He cheated on Spencer!”


  “When? He’s in L.A.”


  “What?” I questioned, lifting my head to finally look at him.


  “He got a call from Donna. Acyn’s dead.”


  


  


  


  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  I couldn’t save him like he saved me. I left him and he died. I would never be able to see his smile again, hear his laugh or even turn him down for a date. Work wouldn’t be the same anymore and I already missed him.


  Even though I left L.A. because I didn’t want to be alone with him and threatened to fire him, I would miss him dearly. He saved my life and I owed him much more than what I said to him my last night in L.A. He was a good guy, a guy who just wanted love––my love—the love I would never give him.


  Would he recognize me the next time I saw him––in heaven? He would look the same, but I would look different––older, hopefully. Never had I imagined him dying without me being able to say goodbye. Now he was looking down on me from heaven, watching me cry, wishing he was here. I’d always assumed he would be here.


  I hadn’t lost many friends before. The only people who I had lost in my twenty-nine years were my great grandparents. I wish that I could turn back the hands of time…wish that I could go back to the minute before Acyn chose to get in the car with the brunette from the expo.


  *~*~*


  I waited at Ryan and Max’s for Brandon to arrive back from L.A. This was turning into the longest, most painful day of my life.


  Brandon didn’t know that I was coming home and wanted to show up at the expo to surprise me. He had been in the air at the same time I was, and when he landed, he had a missed call from Donna. She had tried to call me, but my phone was off as well since I was in the air.


  As it turned out, Brandon wasn’t cheating on me in his office––it was Blake.


  I didn’t know what to think. Only mere hours prior, I thought my world was crashing down and it turned out to be a mistake. I thought about what I had seen and now that I was thinking more rationally, I realized that I hadn’t seen Brandon’s car in the parking lot and I never actually saw his face while in his office. Blake and Brandon could pass for twins if you only looked at their profile.


  Mrs. Robinson intentionally made me believe that it was Brandon. She knew what she was doing, and it was the last straw. Brandon was giving me the pleasure of telling her that her membership was revoked and she was no longer allowed on the premises.


  When Brandon finally arrived back in San Francisco, he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. I told him about everything that happened since the moment I stepped off the plane. He held me in his arms the whole time, rubbing my back and telling me that he would never ever cheat on me.


  After I calmed down a little, Brandon called Blake and ripped him a new one. Blake didn’t see the big deal. He and Stacey were once again broken up because of the distance––at least that is what he told Brandon. I wasn’t convinced they were broken up. I had come to learn that my brother-in-law was a manwhore. I hoped he wasn’t a cheater, but I had a feeling that if he thought he wouldn’t get caught, he would cheat.


  He got caught, but would I ever tell Stacey?


  I didn’t even know what to think about what Blake did. Of course, we didn’t fire him for violating company policy, but Brandon put him on probation and explained to him that he was not allowed in the gym for three months. He was only allowed upstairs where he was doing the renovations for the nightclub.


  His probation would also help him focus on getting the nightclub up and running. He hoped that it would be hoppin’ by the end of July, which was three months away…if he lived long enough to see that day. With everything he just put me through, I was ready to kill him.


  I thought my life was over. I thought my own happily ever after was never going to happen. But, it wasn’t true. It was Acyn’s life that would never get that happily ever after.


  *~*~*


  The day after the accident, Acyn’s mother flew to L.A. to retrieve his body. The brunette had also been killed. They were just a few blocks away from a restaurant where they had been having dinner when a car crossed the center lanes and slammed head first into their car. Acyn and the brunette both were killed instantly by the drunk driver who also died in the crash.


  I still wish that there was something I could have done––stopped him from getting in the car or made him go out to dinner with Donna and me instead…instead, I left him.


  A week after the accident, Brandon and I flew to Alabama for Acyn’s funeral. It was the least I could do. I needed to say goodbye to him. I needed to tell him I was sorry. Sorry for being so cruel when all he wanted was love.


  The casket was closed at his funeral. His body was so wrecked that his mother didn’t want anyone seeing him in that state. It was a hot humid day; Brandon and I stood next to his mom and watched his casket being lowered into the ground after the priest gave his speech that I didn’t heard a word of.


  I stood on shaky legs, feeling as if my body would collapse into itself if it hadn’t been for Brandon holding me upright. Of all the things that were swirling in my head, the most prevalent was the realization that it could have been me in the ground. The one whose life was cut short if the person whose life was tragically now over hadn’t saved mine.


  I couldn’t find the words to express how grateful I was to this man who was now an angel in heaven. I wish that things hadn’t been left on uncertain terms, and that we had managed to become friends and not worry about walking on eggshells because of how he felt about me.


  What was hurting me the most was how amazing he was in life and all the things he’d done. He’ll never get that happily ever after that I will have with Brandon. He will no longer have first kisses, the butterflies that flutter when you meet the one, and he will never have children.


  I felt myself tightening the grip around Brandon’s arm, and he acknowledged me with a kiss to the crown of my head. He knew how I was feeling, because he felt it, too. If not for Acyn, I probably wouldn’t have still been breathing.


  It wasn’t a doubt in my mind that Michael would have had Colin kill me after Brandon wired them the money.


  I tossed the single yellow rose I had been holding during the ceremony into the opened hole in the ground. The yellow rose meant friendship and I would always treasure Acyn as my friend for as long as I live.


  I leaned into a hug with Acyn’s mom while she wept. I never met her before this tragic event, but I told her that her son once saved my life. I felt bound to her in a way, because like me, she never got to say goodbye.


  I tried so desperately to hold back the tears that were threatening to spill. It didn’t hold. Hot tears streamed down my face, blurring the sea of people who were here to say their final goodbyes. I felt Brandon’s hand caressing the back of my shoulder. He was my rock, and I loved him even more for it.


  The minister spoke low to Acyn’s mom and she nodded, walked over to the pile of dirt and picked up a handful. Her voice a low whisper, I could vaguely make out the “I love you” and “you made me so proud” as she sprinkled the dirt she held clutched into her tiny fist onto the box below.


  She turned to me and gave me a small smile. “Spencer, please go next,” she said, her own tears streaming down her face.


  I nodded. Brandon held my hand as he walked me over so I could pick up my own handful of dirt. I stood to the side of the grave, opened my hand and let the dirt fall.


  “I’m sorry,” I whispered and turned into Brandon as my tears soaked his black dress shirt.


  I watched as Brandon held the dirt in his free hand, the other still wrapped around my shoulders with me leaning into his side. His words were practically silent until he looked up to me and held my eyes and whispered, “Thank You,” as a tear fell from the corner of his eye.


  We both had so much we owed to Acyn and we would never get to return the favor. He went away, but I would never get over the way I wished I could have saved him that day.


  Every time I pray, I’ll be missing you. Till the day we meet again, I’ll keep you in my heart.


  The other mourners followed one by one, taking a handful of the earth and letting it fall along with their goodbyes. Walking away after that emotional scene was harder than I anticipated. Brandon helped me into our rental car, buckled me in and kissed me before shutting the door.


  He started the car, put it in gear and took off down the winding cemetery road. His hand reached over and took mine as I just stared out the window at the blurry sites as we passed by.


  Ten minutes later, Brandon was pulling up to the front of our hotel. The valet opened the door and I climbed out like a choreographed robot. Brandon was right next to me in seconds, guiding me through the lobby and into the elevator. He didn’t say a word; he just stood by, comforting me.


  There were no words that needed to be spoken.


  I didn’t know how I got there, but I was standing at the balcony, looking out toward the city. I could feel Brandon’s fingers tucking strands of hair behind my ear. I turned and looked at him, his eyes red-rimmed and filled with sadness, and I lost it.


  I clutched my fists into the front of Brandon’s shirt, my legs finally giving away, and my knees hitting the concrete floor. I cried, again soaking the front of his shirt all while he held me and rubbed circles across my back.


  “Let it all out. It’s okay, Baby, I got you,” Brandon spoke low into my ear and I did. I let everything out, every single bit of pain, purging every bit of heartache that I kept bottled up.


  


  


  


  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


  Almost three months had passed since I lost my friend, Acyn. It was true—the vibe around the office was different. Everyone missed him, but each day was getting easier. I was starting to finally be able to think about filling his position at work. I needed to fill it, but I just couldn’t imagine that person not being Acyn––not yet.


  “Want a glass of wine?” Brandon asked from the kitchen.


  It was Monday; we had just come home from doing our hour workout at the gym after work. I was doing more kickboxing as of late, trying to get out all my frustration and stress.


  I was finally beginning to love that I was the boss, but having that much responsibility at this time––sucked. I almost wanted someone else to step in and take over, but I knew it had to be me. Everyone knew I was the boss, and even though Acyn was more than a co-worker, it was my duty to find someone to do his job.


  “Yes, please.”


  Brandon’s drinking had returned to normal––normal as in the sense that he only had a few beers a few nights a week. I was surprised. I was turning into a royal bitch. One minute I would be okay, and the next I was biting someone’s head off for no reason.


  I didn’t know what was wrong with me. I thought I was dealing with Acyn’s death better than when I first found out that he died, but I was angry. I was tired, angry, and sometimes I would throw things for no reason out of frustration.


  I knew Brandon was worried. I’d even experienced these things when I wasn’t thinking about Acyn. A part of me still felt guilty for not being there to save him. I kept thinking how if I had never left the expo, maybe he wouldn’t have wanted to get with that chick. Everyone kept telling me that it wasn’t my fault, but I still thought that I could have saved him like he saved me.


  “How was your day?” Brandon asked, setting my wine down in front of my plate of chicken Carbonara.


  “It was good.”


  I was once again physically drained. Usually working out helped me release my stress and gave me energy. Lately, I just wasn’t feeling like myself.


  We talked about my day, his day and the nightclub that was opening soon. Everything seemed on track but me. I was still in a funk.


  “Can you give me a massage after dinner?” I asked.


  “Of course.”


  We still had our weekly massages at the gym, but they weren’t helping me any.


  “I mean longer than ten minutes. You still owe me from our poker game at Christmas.”


  I had forgotten about that bet until now. Brandon always wanted to touch me, please me and satisfy me so I never “cashed in” my winnings.


  “Oh––that’s right,” he said, giving me that naughty smile.


  I blushed; he still had that effect on me. His hands on my body felt right…made me forget…made me relax.


  *~*~*


  His big hands splayed across my back, rubbing vanilla scented lotion over my skin, working the tension from my tight muscles as I was face down on our bed. His hands pressed into my back, moving down to my bare ass as he rubbed knots that I had no idea were there.


  His hands moved down my legs, to my calves and back up on either side. He pulled my legs apart and my pussy lips separated slightly, causing a delicious sensation to form between my folds.


  His fingers lightly grazed my center, making my pussy moisten. The pull on my legs kept opening my pussy a little, like my center was playing with itself. The suction on my lips opened my folds and then closed them––opening them enough for the cool air to send a shiver through my body.


  He reached between my legs again, running his hand against my slit, my faint juices slicking his fingertip.


  “Turn over, Baby,” he said after he worked my back.


  I happily obliged, needing him to touch my center more.


  His thumb grazed my clit; I wasn’t sure if it was on purpose. I thought about his fingers sliding in, teasing me, making me wetter…thought about his mouth in place of his fingers, licking up and down as my juices flowed out of my wet pussy.


  His hand cupped my mound, rubbing the lotion into my skin, making my pussy ache. I needed him to slip his finger in––to fill me just a little to satisfy the pain. I knew he could tell I was dripping––dripping with the need for him to fuck me.


  He pressed his finger against my slit as he rubbed the lotion into my center. I kept my eyes closed, enjoying the slight pressure from his touch as I moaned just enough for him to hear me…for him to hear what he did to me.


  Brandon continued to play with me just a little, just enough to slick his finger with my wetness, and no longer needing the lotion. The ache between my legs grew, wanting to be released.


  “You like that?” he whispered.


  “Uh huh,” I moaned.


  His touch was exactly what I needed to wash my stress away, to feel love––not hurt.


  He was playing my desire. I couldn’t hold back a loud moan any longer. The moment he slipped his finger in a little farther, my whole body relaxed, sending a wave of calmness from my head to my toes.


  His hand left my mound and I looked up, wondering where his absent touch went. Brandon was squeezing the lotion in his palm and then started to caress my breasts, rubbing the lotion in as he worked my chest, making my nipples pucker as he skimmed the harden nubs.


  He worked the lotion around, kneading the top of my shoulders, working out all my knots that I had built up in the last few days. Then he slid down my whole body, rubbing the excess lotion off as he worked his way back to my center.


  I panted lightly, waiting for him to touch me again where I needed him most…waiting for him to relieve my built-up arousal.


  I spread my legs wider, granting him access as he lightly grazed my lips again and rubbed my clit with his thumb until I was on the brink of coming and then he stopped.


  He moved his body between my legs––my legs spreading as he positioned his head between them. His tongue dipped slightly into me, tasting my juices as I moaned, the warmness of his tongue overriding the coolness of the air.


  I needed the release––the first release. I gyrated my hips around his tongue that was lapping on my clit, trying to increase the friction. I could feel my juices dripping down between my legs and onto the sheets I laid on as he slipped two fingers in.


  His tongue still on my clit as the sensation build, Brandon thrust his fingers into me, stretching me and massaging my g-spot with the tip of his finger. His tongue continuing to flick my clit as my orgasm tore through me, my pussy tightening around his fingers.


  I was limp. My whole body was relaxed as I lay there panting as I came down.


  “Feel better?” he asked.


  “Oh yeah.” I smiled.


  *~*~*


  I knew something was really off when I missed my period. I thought that it was just stress; my boobs hurt like I was going to start my period, but then Becca and Ryan told me about how they had mood swings before they found out they were pregnant.


  “You think I am pregnant?” I asked.


  The three of us plus Jason Jr. were out to lunch, a monthly ritual we had come to enjoy. Brandon and Jason were at Max and Ryan’s new house in my neighborhood, remodeling their kitchen. They had just foreclosed on a home and Ryan talked Max into moving to the suburbs.


  When Ryan found out that she was pregnant, Max cut his hours at the law firm and starting planning for their future. We needed to talk Becca and Jason into moving to Kentfield, too, but that was probably far-fetched. Becca and Jason’s house was perfect for them in the Marina district. The suburbs were a better fit for me and Ryan, though.


  “Yes,” they said in unison.


  Was I? Brandon and I had been having sex without protection for many months now. I was starting to think that I wouldn’t get pregnant. When Ryan told me that she was pregnant, I was happy for her, but jealous. Now she was three months along and I might be pregnant, too.


  Becca and Ryan insisted that I take a pregnancy test right then and there in the restaurant.


  “You both are crazy,” I said, shaking my head.


  “Fine, let’s go back to my place and you stop and grab a test on the way over.”


  “Okay,” I said.


  I was excited. The thought of finally being pregnant––being able to make Brandon happy––and make our parents happy caused butterflies to swirl around in my belly.


  On the way to Becca’s, Ryan and I stopped at the drug store to pick up a test. She and I had carpooled from Kentfield and I also needed my best friend. I needed her in case I wasn’t really pregnant. In case that it was just stress.


  “What if I’m not pregnant?” I asked her. The nerves were starting to take over.


  “Then you and Brandon will continue to have hot monkey sex––duh!”


  I laughed at her. “Oh right. Of course.”


  “Spencer,” she said, turning to me as I drove. “Whatever that test says will be what’s meant to be. No matter what, you have me, you have Brandon, Becca, your family––everyone. Everyone loves you and you don’t need to have a baby to be loved.”


  “But, I want a baby to love.”


  “I know, I did, too. Look how long I waited.”


  “I know,” I mumbled.


  We drove to Becca’s house and I didn’t have to pee––of course. We sat around, forcing me to drink glasses of water until I finally did.


  “And now we wait,” I said.


  *~*~*


  I sat in the driveway, staring at the pregnancy test.


  Really?


  I couldn’t believe it. I walked into the house and saw Brandon sitting on the couch, fresh out of a shower.


  “Have fun with the girls?”


  “Of course,” I said, setting my purse on the table by the door. “Did you have fun with the guys?”


  “Ah––I wouldn’t call it fun.”


  “I figured. I think the fun part would be the demolition, not the lifting the heavy shit.”


  “Yeah, you could probably use it,” he teased.


  I knew I had been cranky lately. I had been under a lot of stress.


  “Probably,” I said. “I might have a solution.”


  “What? Killing everyone you come into contact with?”


  “Very funny,” I said, sticking out my tongue. “I gotta pee and then I will tell you my idea.”


  I walked up the stairs to our room. I didn’t need to pee. I needed a way of telling him the news. After finding what I needed in the closet, I walked back downstairs.


  “Happy Father’s Day,” I said, handing Brandon a gift bag.


  “Father’s Day?” He eyed me curiously as he pulled the long bracelets shaped box out of the bag.


  “Well, it’s tomorrow, but figured it was okay to give you your present now.”


  “Jewelry?” he asked, holding the same box he gave me for my twenty-eight birthday. “Did Niner get me this?”


  “Just open it, Babe.”


  He slowly opened the velvet lid, a smile spread across his lips and his eyes became glassy.


  “You’re pregnant?” he asked, holding the pregnancy test in his hand.


  “Yes,” I said, my own tears forming in my eyes.


  He sat the box on the table, picked me up and spun me around in his arms. “If he’s Anything Like Me, he’s going to marry his everything.”


  “And if she’s Anything Like Me, she’s going to marry her everything.”


  


  


  


  EPILOGUE


  You were sent to rescue me––a miracle God gave to me, giving me strength to go on. A reason to believe that everyone gets their happily ever after. My darkness turned to light and I was given this gift––a gift to love you. I will love you more than life itself.


  The little feet kicked inside my belly, a feeling I had grown accustomed to these last eight months––my little family growing every day. I wondered if our baby would look like me or look like Brandon. Everything was a mystery.


  I watched Becca and Ryan through their pregnancy, but I had no idea the love I would hold for someone who I had never held in my arms. I hadn’t had the chance to hear their voice, see them smile or never let them out of my sight, but I knew without a doubt, I would do anything no matter what it took to protect the little person I was creating.


  After Ryan had her baby girl, Abby, I couldn’t wait to hold my baby for the first time. Those tiny fingers and toes wiggled as she squirmed in my arms as I held her against my growing belly.


  “Your best friend will be here soon,” I whispered in her ear.


  I knew without a doubt that our children would be best friends. Being only four months apart was as if God’s plan was for me and Ryan to be friends forever. From the moment we met, I knew we were inseparable. We had both moved on with our lives, but the forces of nature were keeping us together.


  The home that they bought across the street became available the day before Ryan found out she was pregnant. I had always known that things happen for a reason. After Ryan moved in, we planted a lemon tree. Both of our lives had made plenty of lemonade and we planned to keep making it until we were old and grey.


  “What if it’s a boy?” Brandon whispered.


  “They can still be BFFs. He and Jason Jr. will protect Abby and love her like a sister.”


  “And if we have a girl?”


  “Have you seen the way Ryan and I are? No girls will have a chance with him. Our girls will make sure the girls after his heart are right for him. You know, protect him, too.” I shrugged.


  I thought about that day in the hospital. I didn’t care what we were having. All I wanted was for my baby to be healthy and I would be happy.


  “Ready?” Brandon asked, coming into the living room.


  “Yep––wait, I need to pee first,” I said.


  “Of course you do,” he mumbled.


  Our baby shower was being held at Blake’s nightclub that was closed during the day—the same place that I had my bridal shower, but now it wasn’t a bare room. Blake had surprised me. After he nearly caused Brandon and me to break up, he focused on work and not women. He and Stacey were still––whatever, but he had a successful business now.


  Blake was in the process of opening a nightclub at the Houston location. I figured he picked Houston so he could be there for a few months and be closer to Stacey. He was starting to surprise me. After his big brother came down on him––hard, it was like he was a different person.


  “Okay, I’m ready,” I said, grabbing my purse.


  “You sure? You think you can make it all the way into the city this time?”


  “Shut up! You try having a bowling ball on your bladder and you see how it is,” I said, punching him in the arm.


  “Still haven’t lost the baby temper.”


  “Do you want to live long enough to meet this baby?”


  “Alright alright, get in the car,” he said, rubbing the arm I punched.


  We rode into the city and we barely made it in time before I had to pee. Brandon knew me well.


  We walked into the nightclub that our parents, Ryan and Becca decorated with pink and blue balloons.


  “Are you really not going to tell me what you’re having?” Ryan huffed.


  “Nope,” I said, shaking my head.


  “Spencer!”


  “No one knows but me and Brandon. Calm the fuck down. You will find out in like an hour.”


  “This is seriously fucked up.”


  “Stop bitching and get me a cookie.”


  I remembered that with Becca’s pregnancy, she craved lemonade. Ryan craved hot Cheetos and I was craving anything sweet. It had even gotten to the point where Brandon was tired of going downstairs at home in the middle of the night to get me something sugary. He kept a box of Oreos fully stocked on my nightstand, so I didn’t have to wake him up while I was having cravings at all odd hours.


  I woke up several times a night. I caught up on my romance novels that were piling up on the “To-Be-Read” list, watched Dirty Dancing and Serendipity twenty times each and was barely able to make it through a whole day of work during the week.


  Because of the long drive, I started to work from home and slowly started to train Becca to take over my position. Everyday, she and Ryan––as well as anyone I talked to, asked me what the sex of the baby was.


  They knew I knew. I wanted it to be a surprise for everyone.


  I greeted my friends and family, mingled with them until my feet killed and I had to sit down. My parents came over to me, my mother rubbing my belly and again asked me to tell just them the sex of the baby.


  They couldn’t wait to finally spoil our little bundle and Aimee was finally getting the grandchild she thought she was having about a year ago.


  Ryan let everyone eat and then they started to play games. Max held Abby on his hip as he, Jason and Brandon talked amongst themselves. They would all be dads soon. I hoped the world was ready for the next generation of friends to take over.


  After all the games were over except the last one, Brandon and I walked to the front of the room where a large box held the color balloons of the sex we were having. The game was called Pink or Blue. Everyone had to write down what they thought we were having.


  We tried tricking people by giving them a name that would work for a boy and a girl. Some thought that just by the name, they knew what we were having. Kyle would be our baby’s name. Of course, Kyle is more of a boy’s name, however I knew of a certain “housewife” that had the name Kyle.


  Everyone submitted their choices and Brandon and I looked at each other and smiled.


  “Ready?” Brandon asked me.


  “Yep.”


  Brandon cut the tape on the box while I held the flaps down. Once he was done cutting the center of the box with the scissors, our hands slowly pulled away from the lid and let the blue balloons fly.
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