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    Prologue

  


  Spencer


  I stared at my baby boy while he slept. He was a part of Brandon and me—God’s gift to us both. And he was perfect. Ten toes, ten fingers and big brown eyes like both Brandon and me.


  The moment he was born, I fell in love. It was instant and pure. I’d never experienced such joy until the moment he was born. I had a gorgeous husband and now a beautiful baby boy. All my dreams were coming true.


  I assumed I was prepared for motherhood. I’d read all the parenting books and watched our friends prepare and care for their own babies.


  Becca and Ryan were fantastic with Jason Jr. and Abby. They seemed to have everything under control. Becca was balancing motherhood while taking over my job at Better Keep Jogging Baby and Ryan was sometimes a single mother while Max worked late at his law firm. They never once told me how hard it was or how scared they were. Just being home with Kyle for a day was stressing my out. Keeping up with his feedings and changing his diaper was hard. Even though I had my parents and Brandon, I wanted to do it all myself, but I was tired and I was scared out of my mind.


  I thought I was ready to be a mother. The nine months we spent preparing for Kyle to arrive, I was ready. I was so ready.


  But I wasn’t.


  I was freaking the fuck out.


  
    Chapter One

  


  Spencer


  “You okay?” Brandon asked as he kissed me on the shoulder, both of us staring down at our three day old baby.


  We were now responsible for a living, breathing life form and it wasn’t Niner, our golden retriever, whom we could stick in the backyard when we needed to run to the store or something. No, it was Kyle, a cute, baby boy with his perfect hands and toes that I wanted to eat, with skin that smelled so fresh I wanted to bottle the scent and never forget it, and with a smile—fuck my life, Kyle had his daddy’s smile that was heart stopping.


  I kept my eyes on Kyle as I spoke. “I just can’t believe it, you know?”


  “Yeah,” he breathed. “Can you believe we created him?”


  I nodded, not able to speak.


  We had created another human and I had everything I ever wanted in life: the perfect husband, the perfect job, the perfect home and now the perfect son. We’d fought hard to get to this point because Brandon’s past had tried desperately to tear us apart.


  Christy, Brandon’s ex-girlfriend, tried to kill me because she wanted Brandon back. Then Trev—Michael (his real name) and his friend Matt (aka Colin) kidnapped me for ransom. Michael had a college grudge against Brandon that he couldn’t let go and when he learned that Brandon was buying his foreclosed gym in Seattle, he decided to go after me to get his money.


  The three of them were now in prison and Brandon and I were living our lives peacefully. Through it all we’d stuck together and now we had everything I wanted in life.


  And I was scared shitless.


  I wrapped my arms around Brandon’s waist, not saying anything. I just wanted to take everything in while I watched Kyle sleep.


  Everyone but my mom and dad had gone home. They were asleep in the other room and I knew they would help me instead of returning to Los Angeles. Brandon’s parents would help us if we’d asked them to stay in town as well. They each raised two kids and even though Blake and my sister were still trying to figure out shit in their lives, Brandon and I turned out good and I knew our parents would have sound advice.


  “Let’s get some rest while we can,” Brandon spoke after a few minutes. He grabbed my hand and led me to the bed a few feet away from the bassinet.


  We crawled underneath the covers, me facing Kyle with Brandon behind me. I’d missed the feel of him wrapped around me when I was in the hospital. He was my savior, my protector.


  As I watched our son, I closed my eyes, finally succumbing to sleep.
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  I was certain I’d just fallen asleep when I heard the screeching sound of Kyle crying.


  “I’ll get him.”


  Before I could move, Brandon was out of bed and walking toward the bassinet.


  “Thank you.” I yawned as I sat up and adjusted myself to breastfeed.


  “Two hours of sleep—not bad.”


  I chuckled. “You’re joking, right?”


  “At least we’re doing it together.” Brandon kissed the top of my head after handing me Kyle.


  “Babe… What if I forget what the nurse told me about overfeeding him?” I looked down at Kyle crying in my arms and suddenly I feared I’d mess up.


  “Then maybe he’ll sleep longer than two hours.” He grinned.


  That wasn’t the answer I was looking for. I was worried I was doing the mother thing all wrong.


  “It will be okay, baby,” he continued. “Feed him until you think it’s enough. I’ll put him back to bed and then we’ll get more sleep. In a few more hours, if you’re still worried, we can ask your mom.”


  Everyone had talked about how little sleep we’d get after the baby arrived and they were right. I was tired—exhausted. I wanted to sleep. I wanted to sleep for days, but after we put Kyle back to bed and Brandon was quietly snoring beside me, I wasn’t asleep. I was wide awake, my brain refusing to shut off as I remembered everything I read that could go wrong with my baby. Now that I didn’t have a nurse to help me, or a doctor to save Kyle, I was terrified he would stop breathing.


  I slipped from the bed and over to the bassinet, lightly pressing my hand to his stomach, waiting to see if I could feel him breathing. A second later I felt his tiny belly raise and I was put at ease.


  I crawled back in bed, trying to tell myself that Kyle would be okay and I should get some sleep before he woke and wanted another feeding. My eyes never closed as I stared up at the dark ceiling again, listening for any sounds to come from him. My heart was pounding.


  It felt as if hours ticked by but every time I looked at the clock on Brandon’s side of the bed, it was only a few minutes that had passed. After another thirty minutes, I crawled from the bed and placed my hand on his tummy again. He was still breathing.


  As I stepped back to the bed, Brandon turned and reached for me. “Spencer?” He sat up, looking around the room for me.


  “I’m here.”


  “Is everything okay?”


  I should have told him that it wasn’t. Everything wasn’t okay. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t be a mother. I couldn’t even make it through one night without freaking out. No one had told me it would be this hard. But I didn’t want to worry Brandon. He needed sleep. He needed to be the rock. He was the protector and if anything was to ever happen to me, he could protect Kyle.


  So I lied.


  “I went to the bathroom.” I crawled back into bed and into his arms.


  He pulled me close, kissing the back of my neck. “He should be up soon. We’ll do what we did last time and then get a few hours of sleep again.”


  I nodded and waited, not going back to sleep. My mind was still racing with everything that could go wrong with Kyle. Could the blanket suffocate him? Was it possible for him to turn on his belly? What if he got too hot? What if it was something we didn’t know about like an infection, something genetic, something with his heart…?


  Every possible scenario was running through my head as I lie in bed. When I heard Kyle start to cry, I slipped from Brandon’s arms as fast as I could without waking him.


  “Shh, Mommy’s got you,” I cooed as I picked him up.


  I hurried to the rocking chair in the corner of the room near the bassinet, peeking at Brandon. He didn’t stir and I was thankful. I was drained, running on fumes and worried sick that I wouldn’t be a good mother, but I was going to try.


  After nursing Kyle, I placed him back in the bassinet. In the hospital there were lights and I could see him, but in my room, it was pitch black. I didn’t want to turn on the light and wake Brandon because I knew he was tired, too. Instead, I went to my closet, opened the door a crack and turned on that light. Then I wheeled the bassinet to my rocking chair and watched Kyle as he slept.
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  Kyle started to cry and I woke with a start…


  In my bed?


  What the hell?


  I went to get him but Brandon came out of the bathroom. “I got him.”


  I smiled and scooted back against the headboard. “Thank you.”


  “You didn’t wake me the last feeding.”


  I looked up at him. “You needed your sleep.”


  “We’re doing this together. That’s why the bassinet is in our room, baby.”


  “I know,” I sighed. “I was awake when he started to cry—”


  “And you fell asleep in the rocking chair.”


  “I was watching him sleep and I must have fallen asleep, too.” I wasn’t used to lying to Brandon. He was my best friend. But this… I couldn’t tell him how I was feeling. I wasn’t even certain what I was feeling. I just knew I was confused. One minute I was scared and worried about being a mother, and the next I felt as if I had everything under control.


  “Just wake me next time. I want to help you.”


  I nodded as he handed Kyle to me. “Thanks for putting me in bed.”


  He chuckled. “You weren’t there for long. I’m going to let Niner out and start breakfast.”


  “Sounds good.”


  He kissed me lightly and then kissed Kyle’s head before he left the room.
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  While Brandon and my dad took Niner for a walk, my mother and I stayed home with Kyle. If anyone could give me insight on how I was feeling, it would be her. She’d gone through first nights home alone twice with both my older sister Stephanie and me, so I knew she’d let me know if what I was feeling wasn’t normal.


  “How many times did Kyle wake up last night?”


  I look up at her from across the room. “Three.”


  She grinned. “That’s great for the first night.”


  “Yeah, but I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking he was going to stop breathing.”


  “Oh, honey.” She stood and then sat next to me, patting my leg. “You’re a new mother and caring for another person. Of course you’re going to have fears.”


  “But I watched him sleep almost all night. Is that normal?” I stared down at Kyle as he slept in my arms.


  “I did that with your sister.”


  I looked over at her. “You did?”


  She nodded. “Being a new mother isn’t easy. It’s a learning process and you’re not going to know it all from reading books. You’re going to worry and have fears and things will go wrong…” I tensed at her words. I didn’t want anything to go wrong. “But you have Brandon and your friends, and I’m only a phone call away. If you want me to, I can stay for a few more days.”


  I shook my head. “No. Dad needs to go back to work. We’ll be okay.” She was right. We were the last of our friends to have our first child, so if anything happened, I knew they would help us.


  “I’ll miss you guys.” She rubbed Kyle’s bald head.


  “I know. We’ll miss you too.”


  
    Chapter Two

  


  Brandon


  I felt guilty returning to work.


  It had only been three weeks since Kyle had been born but I needed to make sure Club 24 was still standing. I knew Jason was handling things but I had handled things alone when Jason Jr. was born and I knew how hard it was, so I felt obligated to at least work half days.


  After booting up my computer, the first thing I did was check my emails. Even though I had a vacation message on that stated I wouldn’t return to the office for three weeks, I still had over two hundred messages to go through. I was tempted to delete every single one of them. They were mostly from vendors wanting to meet with us about stocking their brand of coffee in our café or to change the shampoo and conditioner we offered in our locker rooms.


  At first glance, none of the emails were urgent. Instead of checking my voicemails, I left the suffocating office I’d once fucked Spencer in and decided to walk the property. I needed to see familiar faces. Luckily, one of those faces wouldn’t be Teresa Robinson. Since she had done the deed with Blake—on my fucking desk—Teresa’s membership was revoked and she was no longer a member. Blake was suspended and after a few months he moved back to Houston and then we opened a Houston location. Blake had pulled through and was managing his time between Houston and his bar that was attached to our San Francisco location.


  I was convinced he was better at giving up control than I was. With each location, it took me and Jason at least a year before we moved on, but Blake was in and out in months as if it were a woman. Come to think of it, it probably had something to do with a woman. Fuck—I’d kill him.


  As I made my way down the stairs and to the break room, every bone in my body didn’t want to be here. Club 24 used to be my home away from home. And if it wasn’t for the long hours I’d once put in, I wouldn’t have met Spencer and I wouldn’t be a father to Kyle, so I wasn’t sure why I felt this way. Fathers went back to work all the time. I’d heard stories about how they couldn’t wait to get a free moment to themselves, but I had this feeling that I needed to be home. Maybe it was because of my long commute. If something happened, it would take me almost forty-five minutes to get to Spencer.


  There were times I thought about how on two different occasions I could have lost her. Our past was always in the back of my mind even though everyone was in jail. But did that mean we were safe? Michael had years to come up with a plan to get back at me so who knew if he had more than Matt working with him. Nothing had happened in the two years they’d been locked up, but nothing had happened in the twelve years prior. Was he simply waiting to make his next move?


  When I entered the break room, I put a smile on my face as I greeted everyone. They asked about Kyle and I showed them pictures on my phone. Everyone was excited to see all the pictures and it was nice to show off how handsome my baby was. I still couldn’t believe that I’d help create another life. It was crazy.


  I called Spencer on my way back to my office to see how she and Kyle were doing without me there.


  The phone rang…


  And rang…


  And rang…


  My feet stop mid-step and my heart began to race. Had Michael planned the perfect kidnapping on the day I returned to work?


  It rang again…


  And then it went to voicemail.


  I wanted to scream. I wanted to throw my phone. I wanted to run to Spencer, but I was too far away. Instead, I ran toward my office to get my keys, took the stairs two at a time, and came face-to-face with Jason.


  “What’s wrong?” he questioned.


  “I tried to call Spencer a minute ago and she didn’t answer her phone.”


  His hands gripped my shoulders, steadying me. “So call her back.”


  I blinked at him. “Call her back,” I repeated. He was right. I wasn’t thinking clearly. Instead of calling her, I’d let a few minutes tick by as I ran to my office and then stopped to talk with Jason.


  He scrunched his eyebrows. “What’s really going on?”


  “Let me try her again.” The phone rang three times and she answered. “Oh my God,” I breathed when I heard her voice.


  “Sorry, I was in the bathroom. What’s wrong?”


  I walked into Jason’s office and sat on his couch while he followed and closed the door. “Nothing. How’s Kyle?”


  “He’s sleeping finally. Been crying all morning since you left.”


  “Try to get some rest while he’s sleeping.”


  “I will.”


  “All right, I love you.”


  “Love you too.”


  After we hung up, I finally breathed a sigh of relief.


  “So?” Jason prompted.


  I chuckled. “I feel like an idiot now.”


  “Not the first time I’ve seen you act like one.” He grinned as he finally sat at his desk.


  I rolled my eyes. “I was thinking earlier about Michael. What if he has more people working with him other than Matt and he’s just waiting for me to return to work so he can hurt Spencer and Kyle?”


  Jason was silent.


  “Are you going to say something?” I asked.


  “I’m thinking.”


  “Thinking I’m right?”


  “I don’t want to tell you that you’re right or wrong because if I tell you that you’re wrong and then something happens, you’ll hate me.”


  I groaned. “I won’t hate you. It won’t be your fault.”


  “And I don’t want to tell you that you’re right because it will scare Spencer and everyone else and maybe for no reason. But given how the idiot handled everything from Christy to the kidnapping, he’s not a master kidnapper. We were always one step ahead of him.”


  “How are we going to be ahead of him now?”


  “Security system for starters.”


  I thought for a moment. “What if Spencer brings Kyle to work with her?”


  “Does BKJB have a daycare?”


  “Well, no. But we own the company. Won’t be hard to put one in.”


  “It’s not a bad idea.” He nodded.


  I leaned back against the couch again and then rubbed my hands down my face. “Yeah, but if I tell Spencer she needs to bring Kyle to work instead of hiring a nanny, that might scare her.”


  “Right.”


  “I can’t scare her with something I don’t know if it’s real or not. She’s been through too much already.”


  Jason nodded again and we both sat in silence as I thought about how I needed to come up with a plan for Spencer to bring Kyle to work with her to Better Keep Jogging Baby and not hire a nanny or I was certain I would lose my mind.


  
    Chapter Three

  


  Spencer


  The crying.


  The crying wouldn’t stop.


  How could someone so tiny produce so many tears? I’d tried everything: changing Kyle’s diaper, feeding him, rocking him, holding him, not holding him, wrapping him up like a burrito (Ryan told me it worked for her daughter, Abby), singing to him—anything and everything I could think of. The only thing that I knew worked for my newborn son was lying on his daddy’s chest while Brandon watched TV. I would fall asleep on Brandon’s chest if he were here, too. But it was only Kyle, Niner and me because Brandon was at work and I was about to lose my ever-loving mind if Kyle didn’t stop whaling.


  When Brandon called to check in, I pretended everything was okay. The truth was Kyle was screaming so loud when he called the first time and I didn’t want him to worry. When he called again, Kyle was sleeping as if he cried himself to sleep. I didn’t want him thinking I didn’t have a handle on things. I did for the most part—just not the damn crying.


  Not. The. Damn. Crying.


  Was it possible that my baby hated me?


  A few minutes after I hung up with Brandon, Kyle woke and started to cry again. “Come on, jelly bean,” I cooed. “Please stop crying.”


  Tears streamed down my face… again. I was crying for the twentieth time that day. I was overwhelmed, exhausted and every night I told myself that the next day would be better. But it wasn’t.


  I needed my family with Brandon and now I had that family, but I didn’t feel bonded with my baby. Brandon was bonded with him and I wanted that. I wanted that more than anything.


  And then a thought popped into my head.


  I picked Kyle up from his bassinet and then laid us down in the middle of the bed surrounded us with pillows. My chest wasn’t flat like Brandon’s but maybe the motion of my breathing and the beating of my heart would calm him.


  For my plan to work, I needed to stop crying. Maybe Kyle could sense my own anxiety and frustration and maybe he was scared because I was scared. Everything was confusing because I didn’t know what I was feeling or what to feel or how to feel. I didn’t understand what was happening and why. Why couldn’t I be a normal mother? Feel like a normal mother.


  I calmed my breathing and my tears slowly stopped. Niner jumped on the bed beside us, resting his body against mine. “We can do this,” I said in the most calming voice I could but I knew my voice was raspy from crying. It always was when I cried. How Brandon hadn’t noticed it when he called was beyond me.


  The three of us laid on the bed for I don’t know how long, but finally Kyle’s cries started to dissipate. I didn’t move for fear he’d wake again, and eventually, we were all asleep.
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  The sound of crying woke me. Niner jumped from the bed and I glanced at the clock then smiled. Kyle had slept on my chest for four hours. It made me want to scream hallelujah at the top of my lungs while doing a happy dance. I was able to get him to sleep all by myself. Finally, I felt like a real mother.


  After getting out of bed, I changed his diaper, fed him, burped him and placed him back in his bassinet. He went back to sleep right away and I breathed a sigh of relief. I could do this. I could totally do this mother thing. I felt refreshed as well since I finally got some sleep. Four hours wasn’t a long time, but it was what I’d needed—wanted—longed for. A weight had finally been lifted off me.


  Grabbing the baby monitor, I went downstairs to the kitchen, Niner following behind me. I finally had an appetite. It was as if a switch went off and I was no longer a blubbering mess. I felt like Wonder Woman—I could take on the world! Kyle and I had bonded.


  As I was mid-bite of my sandwich, my cell phone rang. I expected it to be Brandon again checking up on me but it was Ryan. “Hey,” I said, answering after I swallowed my bite.


  “What’s up?”


  “Eating lunch. You?”


  There was a brief pause. “It’s four o’clock.”


  I remembered when Ryan first had Abby. She told me that Abby would eat, shit and sleep. How could I tell my best friend that Kyle wasn’t sleeping as much as Abby had and, therefore, I wasn’t sleeping or eating?


  “If you must know, Brandon’s going to be home late for dinner, so I’m eating a late lunch,” I lied.


  “Oh. How’s my favorite Montgomery?” She changed the subject and I was thankful.


  “Who’s that?” I laughed.


  “Special K.”


  I grinned at the nickname she had for my son. “He’s sleeping.”


  Part of me wanted to tell her my struggles with getting him to sleep, but now that I had found a way to get him to fall asleep, I was confident that I had a solution to my problem and I didn’t need to worry anymore. Things were going to change. Kyle and I had an understanding now.


  “Want to go for a walk or something tomorrow?”


  I wasn’t sure how to respond. If tomorrow was like today, then I didn’t want to go anywhere. On the other hand, maybe having help from her would be good for me. But what if she judged me? What if he cried because he wasn’t lying on my chest?


  “I…” I hesitated.


  “I’m not taking no for an answer. You know that, right?”


  “Today’s my first day without Brandon, Ry. I haven’t found my groove.”


  “You’ll never have a groove, Spence. I wish I had someone to go for walks with when Max left me at home with Abby. Trust me, you’ll want to get out of the house.”


  “On day two?” I whined.


  “Need to lose that baby weight somehow.” She chuckled.


  “Remind me to punch you tomorrow.”


  “So that’s a yes?”


  “I thought you weren’t taking no for an answer?”


  “Listen, bitc—”


  As if on cue Kyle started to cry into the monitor. “Gotta go. Kyle woke up.”


  “See you tomorrow. I’ll text you.”


  “Okay, bye.”


  We hung up and I prayed over and over that Kyle wouldn’t give me a hard time this go around. Even though I told Ryan that Brandon was going to be late getting home, he wasn’t. He’d told me before he left that he was only going into work to check on things and then he’d be home. But he’d already been gone six hours.


  I can do this.


  “What’s wrong, jelly bean?” I leaned down and picked Kyle up, his head resting on my shoulder as I patted his back. His cries didn’t stop.


  I took a deep breath. We weren’t going to go back down the road of him crying over and over and over, so I started my checklist of things. He obviously didn’t want to be held because he kept crying in my arms.


  “Does your diaper need to be changed again?”


  His changing table was in his room and I didn’t feel like going in there to change him, so I gently placed him on the bed. Niner lay on the floor next to me. He was like my shadow; always following me, almost as if he was protecting me.


  “Geez, jelly bean, you’re bladder is the size of a…” I laughed. “Of a bean.”


  Kyle stopped crying and looked up at me with his big brown eyes. I wasn’t sure if he knew he was interacting with me, but regardless, he’d stopped crying and I needed to keep it going.


  “You think Mommy’s funny?” I giggled, leaning down and brushing my nose against his as I used my baby voice.


  He stared at me.


  “Yeah, you like when Mommy’s happy? We totally have this bonding thing going now, don’t we? Yeah, we do. We sure do.” My nose kept rubbing back and forth along his, my long brown hair draped around our faces. “Daddy’s going to be so proud of us.” I pulled my hair away from his face to continue changing his diaper. Niner barked beside me.


  “Shh, you’re going to make him cry again.”


  He barked again.


  “Damnit, Niner. Be a good boy. We don’t want him to cry. Please don’t make him cry.”


  As I turned back to Kyle, my heart felt as if it dropped out of my chest and onto the floor. I wasn’t even a foot away from him, but I lunged for him as he turned, almost falling off the side of the bed. My heart was racing as it pumped in my chest, confirming that it hadn’t fallen out but was maybe dangling by a valve…


  And Kyle started to cry.


  Again.


  Fuck. My. Life.


  “No. No. No!” I shouted. This couldn’t be happening. We were on the same page. We were good. We were bonded. We were mother and son. And then I realized my hands were wrapped around his tiny arms so tight that I was probably hurting the little guy. “Oh my God. I’m sorry, jelly bean.”


  I held him in my arms and started kissing him all over as I started to cry, too. How did I let this happen? How did he roll? Why was this happening to me?


  Motherhood was not for me.


  
    Chapter Four

  


  Brandon


  After months of my enemies behind bars, I thought just that; they were behind us. Now I wasn’t so sure. I had more than just myself and Spencer to protect now. I had Kyle to worry about, too. And if anything were to happen to either one of them, I would lose my shit. I would hunt down those motherfuckers Michael hired and I would be sitting next to him and Matt in prison and then I would shank those assholes so fast—


  “Hey, I’ve been standing here for three minutes and you’re just staring at the screen. Everything okay?” Jason inquired, walking into my office.


  “Yeah.” I shook my head and blinked my eyes. I hadn’t realized I was daydreaming. “I’m not sure which security system to buy,” I said, referencing what I’d been doing.


  Jason came around to my side of the desk to see the screen. “I think you need one with all the bells and whistles. Something you can monitor from here. Something that allows you to turn the lights on from outside when you pull into your garage. You know¸ stuff like that.”


  “Right.” I knew all that. However, it felt as though my brain wasn’t working. I was worried about Spencer being home alone and me not getting there in time again. I was always late. From the time Christy broke into my condo to when Michael kidnapped her. Was my paranoia all in my head? “I need to call and check on Spencer again.” I reached for my phone, but Jason stopped me.


  “Calm down. Bec yelled at me when I called her non-stop. Spencer has her hands full. Trust me.”


  “I need to know she’s okay. What if she is kidnapped?”


  “And if she’s not¸ then you’re going to get an earful about how she doesn’t have time for you to keep calling her.”


  I stared at him. This was Spencer’s life we were talking about. It wasn’t as if I was calling to see what we were having for dinner or if she needed me to pick up milk on the way home. I wanted to call and make sure she answered her phone.


  “This isn’t the same situation—”


  “We don’t know that, dude.”


  “And that’s why I want to call her. Fuck!” I leaned back in my chair while taking a deep breath, and closed my eyes. We were happy, and now I was putting doubt and fear into my head that our nightmare wasn’t over. I needed to get my shit together. Get a security system installed as soon as possible and live our life.


  “Why don’t you call Ryan to check on her? Then it’s not you calling and you’ll get an answer.”


  I opened my eyes to meet his brown gaze. He was leaning against my desk facing me with his arms crossed. Having Ryan call Spencer wasn’t a bad idea. “Fine, but help me research security systems. I want to go home early.”


  I texted Ryan and asked her to call Spencer to check on her. If anything, at least Ryan was only a block away and had a key to my house. Plus, we had Niner to fight off attackers—unless he licked them to death.


  Ryan: Yeah, I’ll call her as soon as Abby’s sleeping again. I’ll call or text you back.


  Me: Thank you!


  “Let’s brainstorm what you need to keep these assholes out.” Jason took a seat in front of my desk. I had no idea what I needed. My brain wasn’t working and I was relying on Google to help me.


  “I’m not entirely sure,” I admitted to him.


  “Well, you want cameras.” He smirked.


  My eyes narrowed at him. “Of course I want cameras.”


  He chuckled. “And what else?”


  “Well, the doors and windows should have sensors that set off the alarm when someone tries to break in.”


  He smiled again. “See, you do know what you want.”


  “What else do I want, though?” I laughed.


  “Motion detectors?”


  I snapped then pointed my finger at him. “Yes!”


  “You need to be writing these down.” He motioned to my desk as if for me to pick up a pen and start writing.


  I grabbed a pen and started jotting the list down. “What else?” We thought for a moment. “I need glass they can’t break. We can have all these detectors and sensors but by the time I get there or even the cops, it might be too late. Having glass they can’t shatter and break would be safer.”


  “I agree.” Jason nodded. “What about a panic room?”


  “A panic room?”


  “Yeah. You know, a room Spencer can lock herself in just in case they do get into the house.” He smirked.


  I rolled my eyes. “I know what a panic room is. I just never thought I’d need one.”


  “And you never thought your ex would try to kill Spencer or that Michael would kidnap her.”


  “How am I going to explain a panic room to Spencer without her panicking?”


  He chuckled. “Oh she’s gonna panic. She’s going to freak the fuck out.”


  This wasn’t what I wanted to hear. It was probably true but I didn’t need Spencer to freak out. She had already freaked out too much about my past coming after her. I was hoping to make the changes while she was enjoying a spa day, but if I added a panic room, that would take longer than a few hours.


  “Well, you know where to start with the security system. Call Tom, the guy who did ours here. Hire his company to do yours at your house.”


  “Right.” I nodded then glanced at the time on my computer. “Shit. How did it get to be so late?” I hadn’t realized that it was already late in the afternoon. By the time I drove all the way home, it was going to be after five. I hadn’t planned on being at work for so long. Hell, I hadn’t even done any work. I’d wasted the day staring at my computer screen. That wasn’t the plan. The plan was to check in on Club 24 and go home.


  “I need to head home.” We both stood and I grabbed my phone then stuffed it in the front pocket of my jeans.


  “Call Tom and let me know what he says.” Jason started to walk out my office as I followed.


  “I will on the way home.”


  When I got in the car, I cranked the engine. I needed anything and everything to make my house like Fort Knox.
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  My heart rate and the speed of my silver Range Rover had slowed down by the time I pulled into the driveway.


  I had a meeting set-up for Tom to come by my house and give me an estimate the following morning. He knew my story and knew how urgent the situation might become. I’d also received a text from Ryan that Spencer and Kyle were both fine.


  I wasn’t sure when I was going back to work. It depended on what Tom said and how fast he could get everything setup. I was mentally kicking myself for not thinking about getting the security system sooner.


  When I walked into the house from the garage, I expected Niner to greet me. I also expected Spencer to be in the living room with Kyle or to hear them from somewhere in the house, but I didn’t hear anything. Ryan said everything was good so I wasn’t worried. I assumed Spencer was either changing Kyle’s diaper or feeding him. When I walked up the stairs and into our bedroom, I wasn’t prepared for what I saw. Spencer was kneeling over Kyle on the bed and crying.


  Everything wasn’t okay. Ryan had lied to me.


  “Spencer, baby, what’s wrong?”


  She looked up, tears streaming down her face as she sniffled. Kyle stared up at me as if to question what was going on, too.


  “Why are you crying?” I knelt beside her and Niner came and sat beside me. His tail wagged as he licked my face. I petted his head in greeting and turned back to Spencer.


  Her bloodshot brown eyes stared into my brown ones. “I… I did something bad.”


  I kissed her forehead and grabbed her hands to comfort her. “What did you do?”


  Tears started to pour from her eyes as she heaved heavy sobs.


  “Baby, you can tell me. You know you can tell me anything.” I stole a glance at Kyle. He was staring up at the ceiling, oblivious to his mom’s meltdown. I pulled Spencer to me and held her. There was nothing more to do besides that. Kyle was okay and Spencer appeared to be fine. I would have to wait until she decided to tell me whatever “bad” thing she had done.


  “I’m sorry I’m home so late,” I said, trying to make me the bad guy in whatever demons Spencer was facing.


  “I don’t even know what time it is,” she mumbled, not making eye contact with me.


  “It doesn’t matter. Are you hungry?”


  She shook her head. “I had a late lunch.”


  I realized I hadn’t eaten anything except breakfast. “How about you take a hot bath and I’ll take Kyle and show him how to make dinner? I’m starving.” I grinned hoping she would catch onto my joke.


  Instead, she frowned. “If you knew what I’d done, you wouldn’t be so nice to me.”


  I chuckled. “Spence, it can’t be that bad. No one’s bleed—”


  “Kyle almost fell off the bed while I was changing him!” she shouted as she did look me in the eye. Then more tears started to fall from her eyes.


  My breath caught for a split second. “What? How?”


  “I don’t know.” She looked down at her lap as she spoke. “I was changing his diaper, I was laughing, and then Niner started to bark. I went to quiet him because I didn’t want him to scare Kyle and make him cry and when I turned back around, Kyle had started to fall off the bed.”


  “But he didn’t—”


  “Then when I grabbed him to keep him from falling, I squeezed his arms hard. I mean, hard, Brandon. I know I hurt him. He started to cry and I started to cry and I’ve been crying ever since—”


  “Okay.” I tilted her head up so she’d look at me and then brushed her hair behind her ears. “I’ll look at his arms to see if he has bruises, but that’s all he’ll have because he didn’t fall. You caught him. That’s a good thing, baby. And if anything, he was probably crying because he was scared.”


  She stared at me, her tears finally stopping. “You think he was only scared?”


  “I’m not sure, but he’s okay now.” We sat up on our knees to get a better look at Kyle. “He’s not crying and I don’t see any blood. Accidents happen. The important thing is that you caught him and he didn’t fall.”


  She took a deep breath. “You’re right.”


  I kissed her lips. “Go take a long bubble bath and I’ll watch him and cook myself some dinner. Are you sure you’re not hungry?”


  “Yeah, I had a sandwich at four.” She stood and walked to the bathroom.


  I turned my attention to Kyle. “Mommy said you had a little accident today. Let me see your arms.”


  His arms appeared to be okay. There was no bruising, but if Spencer had grabbed him as hard as she said she did then that might change as the night went on. I picked Kyle up and headed down to the kitchen to teach him how to cook.
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  As it turned out, Kyle was not a very good cook.


  I tried to show him how to chop ingredients and he shit his diaper. Then I tried to show him how to put everything together and he cried for a bottle. I’m sure he wanted Spencer’s boob—I know I sure the fuck did.


  The whole not having sex for six weeks was killing me. I was counting the weeks down. We were almost to week five. I knew I was pushing it, but as soon as it was week six, we were getting down to business. Did we have to wait until the end of the week? Fuck it. If Spencer says its okay, I’m going in—deep. I didn’t know if I had to wait until the end of week six or not, but I was going to try throughout the week and see what happened.


  By the time I was finished making my chicken stir-fry, Spencer came down to join us.


  “How did you get him to sleep?” She looked over at Kyle in his motorized baby swing.


  I shrugged. “Changed his diaper, fed him and placed him in his swing.”


  “Fuck—the swing,” she mumbled.


  “What does that mean?” I placed my plate on the dining room table.


  “He just wouldn’t fall asleep today. I should have remembered the swing.” She closed the fridge, a bottle of water in hand.


  “All day was bad?”


  She came and sat at the table with me and sighed before answering. “No.” She paused for a second as if she were thinking of what to say. “We just weren’t used to you being gone.” She played with the label on the water bottle, her gaze not meeting mine.


  This would be the perfect time to tell her that I’d be home tomorrow, but the why was weighing heavy on me. From the beginning of our relationship, we hadn’t hidden anything for each other. But this—if I told Spencer what I was scared of, it would no doubt keep her awake at night and she needed to be there for Kyle. We had another person to take care of now.


  “I’m staying home tomorrow.”


  Her cognac eyes looked up. “What?”


  “Maybe I went back too soon.”


  “Jason went back after three weeks.”


  “Jason doesn’t live forty-five minutes away from the gym.” I took a bite of my food.


  She looked over at Kyle and then back at me. “Ryan and I are supposed to go for a walk tomorrow. I was going to ask her for advice.”


  I chuckled. “I never thought I’d see the day where we were asking Ryan for parenting advice.”


  Spencer finally giggled. “I know, right?”


  I took another bite of my food. “I didn’t like coming home to you the way you were today—”


  “Like you said, it was an accident.”


  “I know, baby.” I reached out and grabbed her hand. “But I think we should ease into this. It would be different if I worked right down the street, but if anything were to happen to you, I wouldn’t be able to get here fast enough.”


  “What do you mean if anything were to happen to me? Don’t you mean us?” She waved her hand between her and Kyle.


  I swallowed hard, realizing my mistake. “Of course that’s what I meant. It was a figure of speech. My point is that we don’t really know what the hell we’re doing and I’m all the way in the city. It was different when we both worked there. But now you two are here and I’m there. I spent my day worrying about y’all.”


  “You only called once.” She frowned, looking back down at her water bottle.


  “Because Jason told me not to call.”


  “What? Why?” Her gaze met mine again.


  “He said that Becca got mad at him when he kept calling her. Said you’d be too busy to talk to me.”


  Spencer laughed. “Babe, this is Jason we’re talking about. He probably called her every twenty minutes.”


  “This is true.” I smiled then ate the last bite of food. “Anyway, I already told him I wasn’t coming in. You can go for your walk with Ryan tomorrow. I have a meeting in the morning.”


  “Here?”


  “Ahh.” I rubbed the back of my neck. This was the moment to come clean. I couldn’t put Spencer through that, though. I might not be protecting her physically at the moment, but this was protecting her heart and that was just as important because I lived and breathed for her love. “Yeah, I hope you don’t mind. I set up a business meeting here.”


  She blinked. “Oh. Well, it’s not like you don’t have a home office.”


  I grinned. “I knew you’d understand.” I stood and kissed her lips softly. Talk about dodging a bullet.


  “Can you carry the swing into the living room so I can watch TV?” she asked as she left the kitchen.


  I did as she’d requested and then went upstairs to take a shower. When I came out, Spencer was in her rocking chair breastfeeding Kyle instead of downstairs watching TV.


  “He woke up?”


  She sighed. “He only sleeps when you’re around.”


  I laughed, thinking she was joking, but she didn’t even crack a smile. I sat on the bed, my head propped up on the headboard so I could talk to her while she fed Kyle. “You know that’s not true. Everyone knows new parents don’t get sleep because babies don’t sleep.”


  She stared at me without saying anything and then down at Kyle.


  “Am I wrong or something?”


  “No,” she snapped.


  I scooted closer to her. “Then what is it?”


  She was silent again and I was about to repeat my question because I wanted to know what was going on in her head. I wanted to know how I could help her, but then she finally spoke.


  “I just feel that you have a way with him.”


  “Babe…” I tilted my head to the side and gave her a sympathetic look. “I don’t know what you mean.”


  “For starters, you always get him to fall asleep.”


  “That’s not true. After you feed him, you give him to me and it just happens that he falls asleep.”


  She turned Kyle, rested his head on her shoulder and started to burp him. “Also, you have this power to get him to stop crying.”


  I laughed. “Spencer you’re being ridiculous now.” I realized my mistake the moment the words left my mouth.


  “Ridiculous?” she hissed. “You think I’m being ridiculous?”


  I groaned and rubbed my hands down my face. “Okay, that was a bad word to use. In all fairness, I don’t have a power to get him to stop crying. I’m not doing anything different from you. We’re learning together.”


  We didn’t talk while she burped him. She placed Kyle in his bassinet and threw his spit rag in the hamper. “I don’t understand why he doesn’t cry when you’re here because when you’re not here, he cries all day. And I mean all day, Brandon. All fucking day.”


  “Maybe he missed me, too?” I reached for Spencer’s hand to pull her to me.


  “You too, as in, as well?”


  “Yeah.” I smirked.


  “You think I missed you?” She smirked.


  I scooted closer to the headboard, pulling her with me. “Well, duh.”


  “What are you doing?” I grinned and nudged my head toward my dick.


  She raised her eyebrows. “You mean sex?”


  I reached for the hem of her T-shirt. “That’s exactly what I’m thinking.”


  “You know we can’t have sex for six weeks.” She swatted my hand away.


  I gave her a wicked grin. “But we can do other stuff.”


  She groaned. “Not with Kyle in the room.”


  “So we go to another room.”


  “You’re kidding right?”


  I looked down at my erection. “Does this look like I’m joking?”


  “I just had a baby come out of my vagina, Brandon. The thought of doing anything sexual is so far off my radar right now.”


  Something was definitely bothering Spencer. This was the woman who’d had an orgasm on my leg on a dance floor in the middle of a Vegas night club. This was the woman who, on our first date, had crawled into my lap and rode my fingers while the rain beat down on my car. This was the woman who’d let me fuck her against her bedroom door while Ryan was in the other room. Hell, this was the woman who gave me a hand job in my parents’ pool while they were home and now she wouldn’t even touch my dick?


  Whatever the case may be, I needed to get to the bottom of it because Spencer didn’t need to be worrying about things if Michael really did have plans to come for her.


  
    Chapter Five

  


  Spencer


  When Brandon was questioning me, I wanted to tell him the truth. I wanted to tell him that I couldn’t handle being a mother. But how do you tell your loving husband and the father of your newborn son that you’re failing as a mother? I couldn’t. Instead, I only cried.


  He’d walked in during my meltdown and I’d wanted nothing more than for him to hold me like he had so many times before. Instead, he only knelt beside me and asked why I was crying.


  I suppose when he held me before was because of Christy, Michael and Matt and Brandon knew why I was crying, but like those times, I needed him. It wasn’t every day that I almost let our baby fall to the ground. I needed him just the same. I needed the comfort from him, especially after the day I had and when finally he gave it to me I’d ruined it by shouting that I’d hurt our baby.


  Later in the bath, I had a quick thought about ending it all. Slipping down into the water and never coming back up. You see it in movies all the time and it looked easy on the big screen. But I could never kill myself. I’d fought too hard against Christy and Michael to end it. And Kyle needed me. We still had our connection. He’d only cried because I grabbed him. He didn’t start crying because he was back to hating me. We were still on the same page.


  And there was no way I would let Brandon down. He fought for me. He saved me.


  He loves me.
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  The next morning, I woke to Kyle crying. This was the third time he’d woken up that night.


  “Whose idea was it to have one of these?” I joked as I rolled out of bed.


  “Ryan’s,” Brandon mumbled into his pillow.


  I chuckled. It kinda was Ryan’s idea for us to have babies at the same time. “Maybe we should send Kyle over to her house until he’s five.” I picked him up and turned back toward the bed to check his diaper before I fed him.


  Brandon rolled over onto his back, his perfect bare chest and eight pack exposed as the sheet slid down. He kept his body in shape using our home gym. When we’d first bought the house, I questioned him about it because we could always use Club 24, but he said he wanted something at home just in case we didn’t want to drive into the city. As it turned out, he’d needed it for three weeks while he stayed home with Kyle and me. “Just until he can sleep through the night,” he looked at the clock, “and past five in the morning.”


  “I’ll feed him and we can all go back to sleep.”


  He rolled over and mumbled a thank you. It was tough waking up every three to four hours. I’d heard that as Kyle got older, he would sleep longer. I just wished it was sooner rather than later.
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  Having Brandon home was exactly what I needed. I was already less stressed, and as I got ready for my walk with Ryan, I felt like my old self.


  Brandon watched Kyle while I changed into black yoga pants and a purple tank top. When I came down the stairs, he was laying on the couch with Kyle. I stopped mid-step before hitting the bottom stair and stared at the pair, my heart swelling in the process. This was what I lived for now. This was why I couldn’t end it all no matter how frustrated and sad I was. I knew Kyle’s crying spells would pass and one day I would return to normal.


  I was tough.


  I was strong.


  I was a fighter.


  I was a survivor.


  And I was going to overcome this.


  As I was in my trance, there was a slight knock on the front door. Brandon looked toward the door and then me.


  I smiled. “I’ll get it.”


  “Good idea.” Brandon grinned the smile I’d fallen in love with.


  When I opened the door, Ryan walked in carrying Abby in her car seat. “Oh, I didn’t expect to see you, Brandon,” she said, looking over my shoulder.


  “Hello to you, too.” I chuckled.


  She turned back toward me as she walked through the threshold. “Sorry, I got distracted by a shirtless Brandon. Can you blame me?”


  I closed the door. “No.” I laughed. On cue, Kyle started to cry. I thought Brandon’s chest was his safe haven?


  Brandon rose. “You’re taking him with you, right?”


  Abby started to cry. “No, we’re leaving you with both kids.” Ryan grinned and set the car seat down on the floor. Brandon turned to me, eyes wide.


  “She’s joking, babe.” I smirked and kissed him. “Go get dressed for your meeting. We’re going for our walk.” Ryan had taken Abby out of her car seat and had her head resting on her shoulder, bouncing her. Already, Abby had stopped crying.


  “How did you get her to stop crying so fast?” I wondered, holding Kyle as he still cried.


  “She loves when I bounce her.”


  I began to lightly bounce Kyle as I held his head to my shoulder. I also silently prayed that it worked because I didn’t want to lose my shit in front of Ryan or Brandon. After four weeks, I was supposed to know how to make him stop and I was certain Brandon knew how. Luckily, as I bounced, his cries lessened until they finally stopped. I breathed a sigh of relief and turned my attention back to Ryan.


  “Ready to go?” she asked.


  “Yep, let me get the stroller.”


  “I’ll meet you outside. I left mine in the car.”


  I nodded and walked toward the garage, carrying Kyle. I couldn’t believe that after twelve years of friendship, Ryan and I were raising our kids together. It was what we’d always wanted. We both had our bumpy roads to get to where we were, but she finally had her family and I had mine. Plus, our houses in the suburbs.


  Right before I was about to leave to walk with Ryan, Brandon came into the garage. “Where’s Ryan?” he asked, looking past me as I buckled Kyle into his stroller.


  “She’s putting Abby in her stroller.”


  “I need to talk to her.”


  I scrunched my eyebrows and raised up. “Why?”


  He kept walking toward her car as he spoke. “I just…”


  “You just what?” I called out, but he didn’t respond. By the time I got to Ryan’s car, I could only make out a few words coming from Brandon.


  “…eye out.”


  They both stopped talking as I approached. It wasn’t like they weren’t friends, but it was weird that Brandon needed to speak with her without me.


  “Everything okay?” I questioned.


  “Yeah,” they said in unison.


  “What are we keeping an eye out for?”


  Brandon rubbed the back of his neck. “Um…”


  “He wants me to keep an eye out for a break in Max’s schedule so I can let him know when he’s free and they can play poker one night.”


  “You guys are going to play poker again?”


  They looked at each other for a split second and then back at me. “Max’s birthday is coming up and they want to do a guy’s night,” Ryan answered.


  “Oh, okay. Well, I’m ready to go if you are.”


  “Ready!” She smiled.


  Brandon kissed me goodbye and we started to walk down the street.


  “So, how’s it going?” Ryan inquired.


  I looked at her. “Good.”


  “Spence.”


  “What?”


  “This is me you’re talking to.”


  I raised an eyebrow at her. “I don’t know what you mean.”


  She stopped walking and looked to her left then her right then back at me as if she were looking for someone or had a secret to tell me and didn’t want anyone to hear. “Remember when we used to go out on Thursday nights because it was college night at the bars and we would drink until two and then go to Denny’s for breakfast followed by sleeping for two hours before being in our first class on Fridays?”


  “Um, yeah?” I asked, surprised and wondering what she was getting at.


  “Remember how we would look like shit Friday mornings in class?”


  I rolled my eyes at her.


  “And that just answered my question. You know what I’m talking about. You look tired and I know you’re not sleeping, so everything isn’t “good.” Abby’s only just started sleeping six hours a night. Babies don’t sleep.”


  I would kill for six hours of sleep of right now.


  She looked around again before and I followed her line of sight. “Are we going to hash this out in the middle of the street, Ryan?”


  “Fine, let’s walk to the park since your hubby had to ruin my plans of talking to you.”


  I grinned. “Sorry. I didn’t know he was staying home today.”


  We walked a few blocks to the community park and found a picnic table. “I’m getting three hours of sleep at a time,” I admitted.


  “That wasn’t what I asked.” She looked around the park.


  “Who do you keep looking for?”


  “No one.”


  “Then why do you keep looking around?”


  “I’m just looking around.” She shrugged and looked away. “I don’t get out of the house much.”


  I knew Ryan was lying. In all the years we’d known each other, I’d never told her that she had a tell. You never did that in poker because you needed to know when you had the upper hand. Like most people, Ryan couldn’t look you in the eye when she was lying.


  I thought back to her original question. It was never easy to admit your failures. Ryan was so good with Abby and while I thought I would know what to do right away, I was wrong. She wanted to know how I was doing, but if I couldn’t even tell Brandon the truth, how was I going to tell Ryan?


  “Things are good besides the sleeping,” I lied.


  “It will get better.”


  Ryan knew something was up. Even though she might act as though she believed me now, she would still hound me later about it. So I decided to give her something to go on. “I do have a question for you.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Did you and Max wait the six weeks before you two… you know?” I shrugged, embarrassed a little.


  “Fucked?”


  “Yeah.” I chuckled.


  “No,” she said bluntly.


  “No?”


  “Hell no.”


  “But—”


  “You and Brandon haven’t had sex yet? It’s been four weeks.”


  “I haven’t wanted to.”


  “Well, you can do other things.”


  I stared at her. Did Brandon put her up to this? “Right, other stuff.”


  “Oh. My. God. I have the best idea ever!”


  My eyes became huge at her declaration. “What?”


  “You and Brandon need a date night.”


  I nodded. “That would be nice.”


  Her smile went from ear to ear. “And I’m going to babysit.”


  
    Chapter Six

  


  Brandon


  When I told Ryan before she and Spencer left for their walk to look out for any suspicious cars and people following them because of my fears, she didn’t have time to react since Spencer was walking up to us. Her face spoke volumes, though. How would I ever tell Spencer?


  The girls left for their walk at the perfect time. Tom pulled up for our meeting just as I was closing the garage. We walked through the house and he measured the windows, looked at the doors, and explained how they could keep people out. At the end of it all, he told me he’d get back to me in a day with a price. He would also let me know how long it would take to install everything.


  Tom was going to install everything I’d discussed with Jason including the panic room. My home office was a spare bedroom and, therefore, had a walk-in closet. I knew the closet was tiny, but it wasn’t meant to be a place where we’d stay for a long period of time, so I was confident we could transform it into a panic room.


  We lived within minutes of a police station, and if anything were to ever happen to my family, I was forty-five minutes away at most. Plus, the closet was a little bigger than what we had in the city. Most walk-in closets weren’t actual walk-in closets. Sure you could walk in them, but once you got your clothes in, you couldn’t move. This closet was almost double the normal size because when we were house hunting, we picked a house Spencer loved and women loved closet space.


  After everything was said and done, our house would be the safest on the block.


  But I still had the burden of telling Spencer my plan and I knew she was going to freak. And I couldn’t even get her drunk first since she was breastfeeding Kyle. But then again, what if all of this was all in my head and Michael had put his vendetta to rest?
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  I went back to work the following day, but I set an alarm on my phone and made it a point to only work four hours. By the time I made it home, I was only away for six hours.


  The first day I arrived home, Spencer was taking a nap with Kyle on her chest. I’d walked into the bedroom, not quite sure what to expect since two days prior I’d walked in and Spencer was crying her eyes out. But this—this was what I wanted to come home to.


  I didn’t want to necessarily come home to both Spencer and Kyle sleeping. I wanted to come home to them happy. And if they weren’t crying, I assumed they were happy.


  That day, I slipped off my shoes and climbed into bed with them because being with my family was exactly where I wanted to be.
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  Date night.


  It had almost been two months since Spencer and I had been out together for a date night. Before Kyle, we used to go out all the time. We’d go to dinner, the movies, baseball games, or even take trips whenever we wanted. I understood that we were now in the next stage of our life and it was what happened as you got older, but I was going to cherish our first date night back on the saddle.


  “Are you sure we should leave Kyle?” Spencer wondered, doing something to her hair.


  “It’s only for a few hours.”


  “What if something happens to him?”


  “Nothing’s going to happen. All of our best friends are coming to have a play date. Who, might I add, are all parents themselves.”


  The original plan was for Ryan to babysit Kyle. I had no doubt she could handle a two month old and a five month old—who were we kidding? There was no way she could! So we called in back-up. Jason and Becca were going to joined Ryan. They were bringing Jason Jr. with them, of course, and while Spencer and I were going to dinner, they were going to keep an eye on Kyle for us. Max, as always, had to work late.


  Jason and Ryan both knew the threat, or at least what I assumed was the threat. Spencer didn’t—yet. I was still dragging my feet telling her that our house was about to become a giant safe house, but Tom and his crew were coming the next day to start construction and Spencer was going to find out one way or another. Plus, with all the noise and the commotion, she’d be better off staying at Ryan’s during the day.


  “We can’t be gone long,” she insisted.


  I stopped, the razor mid-way up my face and looked over at her through the reflection in the mirror. “Babe, Kyle will be okay.”


  She looked back at me. “I’ll need to nurse him.”


  “You left bottles,” I reminded her.


  “He doesn’t go back to sleep easy.”


  I turned and grabbed her shoulders so she faced me. “Spence, baby, I know you’re scared to leave him for the first time, but we’re leaving him with people we trust and not some random babysitter.”


  She nodded and gave a tight smile. “I know.” She sighed. “Where are we going for dinner?” she inquired, looking up at me with her beautiful honey eyes.


  “Somewhere close.”


  “You promise?”


  I nodded. It was only a fifteen minute drive, and being on the outskirts of San Francisco, that was close.


  “Okay.” She grinned.
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  I took Kyle with me downstairs just as there was a knock on the door. No one used the doorbell anymore, fearing they’d wake him.


  “Hey,” I greeted Jason and Becca.


  Becca reached out to take Kyle from my arms. “Oh my God, I can’t get enough of the new baby smell!” She sniffed Kyle’s head.


  “Don’t get any ideas,” Jason warned, a bag slung over his shoulder.


  “Um, guys… Where’s my nephew?” I wondered, looking for Jason Jr.


  “Parking the car.” Jason laughed.


  “What?”


  At that moment, JJ walked in the front door on wobbly legs. I shook my head, laughing as I closed the door behind him.


  “We’re letting him walk more. He walked all the way from the car. With supervision of course,” Becca clarified.


  I knelt down beside him. “You did? Give me a high five, little man!” I grabbed his hand and slapped it with mine as he wasn’t able to since he was only sixteen months.


  “So, did you tell Spencer?” Jason whispered, stepping closer to me and looking around the room. I knew he was referring to the security measures I was taking.


  I stood and shook my head. “I plan to tonight.”


  “Not during dinner,” Becca chimed in.


  “No, I’ll wait until we’re in the car or something.”


  “Maybe wait until you get home,” she suggested.


  “You think?”


  She nodded.


  “I’m not sure what her reaction will be. I didn’t want to do it and have her wake Kyle or something.” I ran my hands down my face. I was stressed, to say the least.


  She whispered, “That’s why you should do it here so she’ll feel safe.”


  Spencer came down the stairs and the conversation was dropped. The more I spoke to my best friends about the situation, the more I felt as though I wasn’t in my right frame of mind about it. I’d always thought I had a good handle on situations. I was smart when it came to business. I was smart when it came to finding Spencer the first time around and setting up her phone to be tracked, but now it was as though my brain was in a fog. It was as though my heart was controlling the situation and not my brain anymore and I needed both to step up to the plate because my family’s life could be in danger.


  Spencer greeted Jason and Becca as she went straight for Kyle. Jason and Becca looked at me and I shrugged. I had no idea why she’d grabbed Kyle from Becca. He wasn’t crying, his diaper didn’t need to be changed and he didn’t need to be fed. I understood she was his mother, but Becca wasn’t a stranger. She didn’t even acknowledge JJ. The more I thought about it, she hadn’t acknowledged Abby when she went for a walk with Ryan the other day either.


  Before Kyle was born, I’d heard Spencer talk about how she and Ryan wanted to raise their children together. And while it wasn’t a dream of mine to raise my children with Jason, it was pretty cool that Kyle was close to JJ’s age. But now my wife seemed to not care.


  A knock on the door took me out of thoughts. Ryan walked in with Abby, and Spencer still didn’t have a reaction toward Ryan’s daughter. I remembered what Spencer told Abby when she was born:


  “Your best friend will be here soon,” Spencer whispered in her ear as she held her.


  “What if it’s a boy?” I whispered to Spencer.


  “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 needed to find out what was bothering Spencer because I knew without a doubt that she wanted our gang to be together forever. She even wanted our children to be best friends and now she wasn’t happy and didn’t acknowledge them. It was as if she had a one track mind and only saw our son.


  We said our goodbyes and I set out to try to recreate our first date.


  [image: *]*


  “You look beautiful tonight.” I kissed the back of Spencer’s hand as I drove. It really didn’t matter what Spencer was wearing, she was always beautiful.


  She turned her attention away from her cell phone. “Thank you.”


  I glanced at the screen on her phone. She was texting Ryan. We’d only left the house five minutes ago. “Everything okay?” I asked, nudging my head toward her phone.


  “What?”


  “With Kyle.”


  “Oh… yeah.” She put her phone in her purse. “Where are we going?”


  “It’s a surprise.” I smirked.


  She looked around at the darkening sky, the passing mountain side, the bay in the distance, and then she saw it. “Sausalito? We’re going to Scoma’s?”


  I grinned. “That we are.”


  She chuckled. “Mr. Montgomery. What are you up to?”


  “Taking my wife to dinner.”


  “Why do I not believe that’s all your up to?”


  I shrugged my right shoulder. “Guess you’ll have to wait and see.”


  “But we have to be home early.”


  “I know,” I muttered. I understood where Spencer was coming from because I was a wreck when I went back to work, but that was because of Michael getting into my head. Kyle wasn’t in danger and I didn’t plan for Spencer and me to be put in harm’s way this evening. We were going to dinner and then home. Or if we really did recreate our first date then well, we’d have fun in my car afterward.
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  When we arrived in Sausalito, we parked on the road just like we had the night of our first date.


  “At least this time it’s not raining.” Spencer laughed, her hand in mine.


  God, I loved her laugh. “Not yet it’s not.”


  “It’s supposed to?” She looked up at the dusk night sky.


  It was. The clouds were rolling in above us, the night air was chilly as it hit across our faces and it wasn’t only because we were next to the ocean. “Just a percentage.”


  “What percent?”


  “Seventy.”


  She stopped walking before we reached the short boardwalk that led to the restaurant. “Why didn’t you tell me? I could have brought an umbrella.”


  This wasn’t my Spencer. This wasn’t the girl who didn’t care if it rained and she got dripping wet. “Let’s make a break for it. A little water won’t hurt,” she’d said that night. Where was that girl? Did motherhood change a woman that much? We weren’t even with Kyle.


  I looked around, checking for anyone who could be working for Michael and following us. I didn’t see anyone except couples walking into the restaurant, people walking dogs, people jogging and cars driving by.


  “Babe, what happened to the girl who didn’t care about running in the rain?”


  She stared at me. “I…” I tilted her chin up so she’d look at me. “Was that your plan?” she questioned.


  “It’s not like I’m God.” I laughed and dropped my hand from her face. “It’s just a coincidence that it might rain tonight.”


  Her gaze dropped from mine and she stared at the ground, taking a few moments before she spoke. “You’re right. It’s just water.” She looked back up at me and grabbed my hand, her eye’s glassy. “Let’s go eat.”


  At that moment, I’d realized that I’d been so focused on protecting people from getting to Spencer and Kyle from the outside that I hadn’t realized that Spencer was hurting from the inside. I saw the pain in her eyes. The same fear I felt. Was she scared of Michael coming for her and Kyle too?


  I halted her before she could walk away and grabbed her face between my hands. “You know I love you, right?”


  Our eyes locked and she gave a tight smile. “I know.”


  “You can tell me anything.” When the words left my mouth, they broke my heart a little. We used to tell each other everything and now I was scared and hiding shit from her. Obviously, she was hurting as much as me, if not more.


  My heart ached for her to tell me what was bothering her. Instead, all she replied was, “I know.”


  I leaned in, our foreheads touching as I sighed. This wasn’t how I pictured the evening starting. We were supposed to go to dinner, talk, enjoy ourselves and go home. And then… well, then I was going to tell her my secret.


  I hadn’t realized we both had secrets to share.


  I kissed her on the top of her head. “Okay, let’s eat before they give away our reservation.”


  We walked into the blue and white building and they sat us at a table that looked out onto the bay, the same as our first date. Night had fallen, and in the distance, I could see the twinkling lights of San Francisco. It was perfect, even with the dark clouds moving toward us.


  As I looked at the menu, Spencer looked at her phone. I had no doubt she was texting Ryan again for an update. I was about to ask her if everything was okay when the waiter walked up to take our drink order. I ordered a beer and Spencer was okay with water. I knew Spencer wasn’t going to drink because she was breastfeeding and didn’t have enough bottles for Kyle, but I somehow needed to loosen her up so when I dropped my bombshell of a secret she’d be less inclined to lose her mind.


  Spencer picked up her phone right after the waiter left and I grabbed her wrist to get her attention. “Spence, I think the three of them can handle Kyle without you checking in.” I gave a tight smile.


  “I know, but I wanted to make sure Ryan knew where his favorite blanket was.”


  “The one in his bassinet?”


  She looked up from her phone. “Yeah.”


  “Babe,” I pleaded. Before I could say more, the waiter returned with my beer and took our order.


  We weren’t ready, but I quickly ordered the New York steak and Spencer ordered the chicken marsala with no onions.


  It took everything in me not to grab her phone and hide it from her as it sat on the table next to her water. I knew she had it there just in case there was an emergency with Kyle. I’d bet money she’d grab it again before our entrees arrived.


  “Are you going to want to go back to work in a month and a half?” I asked then took a sip of my beer.


  Better Keep Jogging Baby was Spencer’s dream job, and when her boss gave me the opportunity to buy the company, I purchased it for Spencer as a wedding present. Since having Kyle, Becca had been running things for her. It was an online fitness company that did blogs, showed you workout routines, and had online personal trainers. Now that it was affiliated with Club 24, my members were able to work out at my locations as well as use the online services BKJB provided. With multiple Club 24 locations, we were on our way to becoming an empire in the fitness industry.


  Spencer looked out the window. “I haven’t thought about it.”


  “I was thinking that you could bring Kyle with you.”


  Her face brightened for a split second and then she said, “I wouldn’t get any work done.”


  “True.” I smiled, not wanting to push the issue more and suggest putting him in a daycare. “We can decide when it gets closer.”


  She chuckled. “I could always use your home office as my office.”


  I groaned inwardly and reached for my beer to stall my response. If she did use my home office, at least the panic room would be a few feet away. “You could, but not every day. You have employees and a company to run.”


  She sighed and took a sip of her water. “How does Becca do it?”


  Becca and Jason had a great nanny. I’d always thought we’d hire one and Spencer and I would return to our companies and build our empire. Now I felt as though I couldn’t trust anyone except our friends, and if that were the case, how could Spencer return to work?


  “They have Marta. If you want, we could switch off days,” I suggested.


  “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.” She laughed.


  I raised an eyebrow. “Are you laughing because you don’t think I could take care of him all day?”


  “What? No.”


  “Then why are you laughing?”


  The waiter came a dropped off our food and I repeated my question. The second time I asked, Spencer gave a tight smile as though she’d hoped that I’d forgotten my question or I’d switch subjects.


  She sighed and cut her chicken. “Because I’m not sure I can go a day without Kyle.”


  “Aw, babe,” I sighed. “Let’s focus on tonight first.”


  She smiled and reached for her phone. “Sounds like a plan.”
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  By the time we finished eating, it had started raining. I was happy. This was what I wanted. Usually, I hated rain, but my master plan was working out. When we stepped outside and the cold drops hit us, I thought Spencer was going to complain. I was going to offer to run to the car so she wouldn’t have to run in the rain, but before I could, she started to sprint.


  “Are you coming, babe?” she called over her shoulder.


  I ran after her toward my Range Rover. It hadn’t been raining long. The sidewalk had a light mist of water on it, but by the time we made it to my car, the rain had started to pick up. I clicked the key fob and we slid inside.


  “At least you’re not in a dress this time,” I said, referring to the jeans Spencer was wearing. She was in jeans, black boots, and a blue sweater.


  “This is worse. My jeans will take longer to dry.”


  “We’ll be home in fifteen minutes, and this time, you don’t have a nosy roommate to interrogate you.”


  “This is true.” She laughed and reached for the heater after I started the car.


  “Not gonna lie, I wish this night ended the same way, though.”


  She turned her head toward me and our gazes locked. She didn’t respond, so I started to put the car in drive. She stopped me, placing her hand on mine that was on the gear shift.


  “Spence?”


  She looked around at the empty street. It was dark, only street lights illuminated the street. Was she thinking what I thought she was? It had felt like ages since we’d done more than cuddled and kissed each other.


  “Turn off the car.”


  She didn’t have to tell me twice.


  She took her seatbelt off and I followed suit. This was really happening—again in my car. My dick started to ache at the anticipation of what was to come and I had to steady my breathing and remind myself that Spencer just had a baby. But if she was giving me the green light, then all bets were off because I was wound up and ready to fuck.


  “No sex, but other things,” she said, confirming what I’d suspected.


  I nodded and looked at my steering wheel. “You don’t want to go home first?”


  She shook her head. “Not with Kyle home.”


  I didn’t understand the logic, but I went with it and leaned my chair back as far as it would go. “Undo your pants and straddle me.”


  As I undid my jeans, I remembered how on our first date we didn’t need instructions. We just went with it. Now it was as if we had to do things step by step because we knew what got the other off and we weren’t exploring each other anymore.


  I missed the exploring. I missed the way my hands felt as I ran them along Spencer’s naked body. I missed the way she’d moan and would let me know when she liked a way I was touching her for the first time. I missed getting lost in each other without words. I missed her.


  She started to come across the center console and I stopped her. “Fuck this. There isn’t enough room. You want to do things in the car, then fine. Get in the backseat.”


  She stared at me for a beat and then grinned. “Okay.”


  I opened my door and Spencer started to crawl into the back. When I opened the back door, she was taking off her jeans. I groaned at the sight and slid in, closing the door behind me.


  “You sure about this?” I questioned. When I tried a week before, she’d turned me down.


  “Yeah. Something about the rain.”


  She bit her lip and I leaned down and kissed her hard. I was done asking for permission. She’d just given me the green light and I was taking it. No sex—got it. Like our first date, I was so horny for this woman, except this time we were both getting off.


  I slid down onto the seat, my back fully laying down, my leg on the floor keeping me from falling as Spencer straddling me. She moaned into my mouth. Our kiss was intense as my hand went straight for Spencer’s pussy. She hissed when my hand caressed her panties against her cunt.


  “This okay?”


  “More,” she breathed.


  As my hand continued caressing, her panties got wet and my dick hardened. I wanted so badly to fuck her. If this rendezvous worked out, then maybe we wouldn’t have to wait two more excruciating weeks.


  Her hand slipped in my boxers and I held my breath. It felt like forever since she’d last touched me. The moment her fingers ran across the trimmed hairline that bordered just inside the lip of my boxers, teasing me, I groaned.


  “Fuck, baby.”


  “Yeah…” she breathed.


  I rubbed harder then moved her wet panties aside, massaging her clit. She whimpered, moving her hips with the movement of my hand, and grabbed my shaft. It was awkward with my jeans and boxers in the way but I didn’t care. It wasn’t the first time I’d gotten a hand job with clothes on, and honestly, I wasn’t going to last much longer the way Spencer was stroking me.


  Her hand moved up and down, twisting at the top and grabbing the pre-cum to lubricate my dick. Our mouths were still frantic, our hips rocking.


  “Lift your sweater and let me taste your tits.”


  She shook her head.


  I didn’t question why she denied me but continued to rub her clit as I slowly inserted a finger into her pussy, testing how she’d react. She didn’t and I inserted another, my thumb rubbing faster as my fingers pumped inside her.


  I felt my orgasm building as her strokes quickened. I couldn’t see her face at the angle we were in, but the way her breathing kicked up was enough to make my balls ache. I was close. She was close. I rubbed. She pumped. She moaned and braced herself using her hand against the window, her pussy squeezing my fingers as her orgasm hit. Her body shook as the high tore through her and she gasped in pleasure.


  “That’s it,” I said, letting her enjoy her moment even though her hand had stilled on my dick.


  After she had come down from her high, I lifted my shirt, tugged my pants down and let her finish me off. Then I grabbed a gym towel and cleaned us up.


  “We need to get home now,” she said.


  “I know. You’re worried about Kyle.”


  “Yes, but it’s not that. My boobs hurt like a bitch. I’ve never gone this long without breastfeeding.”


  I grinned at her. “I can help with that.”


  
    Chapter Seven

  


  Spencer


  Date night went better than I’d expected.


  I was scared I wasn’t going to be able to be away from Kyle that long. I didn’t want to go at first, but once Ryan had a plan, there was nothing you could do to sway her. She’d said that Brandon and I needed the time alone together. I hadn’t realized that even though Max worked long hours, they had a date night once a week.


  When Brandon and I first left the house, I was terrified that Kyle would cry the entire time we were gone. I feared he wouldn’t drink from the bottles I left in the fridge. I stressed our friends wouldn’t call us if something were to happen to him, and I was sad and scared to leave him even if it were for only a few hours.


  My nerves were on edge and I was texting Ryan non-stop, only to have both her and Brandon more or less tell me to stop texting.


  Ryan: Everything’s fine. He’s sleeping.


  Ryan: It’s been 5 minutes. He’s fine.


  Ryan: Everything’s okay. Are you paying attention to your husband?


  Ryan: If you don’t stop texting me and fuck your husband’s brains out, I’m babysitting every night until you do!


  I still hadn’t told Brandon, or anyone for that matter, how I was feeling toward Kyle. Some days were easier than others, but mostly I was overwhelmed with having to take care of a baby that wanted nothing to do with me and still balancing having to be a wife to Brandon. I tried to cook and clean. One day I caught myself washing the same pan for a good five minutes while I stared off into space because I couldn’t concentrate.


  My thoughts were always racing, trying to understand what I was doing wrong as a mother. I thought that maybe something was wrong with Kyle and I was missing it. I thought that maybe I should tell Brandon, but I didn’t want him to judge me because, when he was with Kyle, he was the perfect father.


  The answer was that I was the problem.


  So I thought about leaving.


  Until Brandon and I had our date. Ryan was right. Brandon and I needed our time alone—or at least the time in the car. I’d forgotten what it was like to be with Brandon. To really be with him and escape. To let him take me to that place where I could forget everything except the way he made me feel. It wasn’t about the orgasm. It was about forgetting the world around us and letting him take care of me.


  He’d always taken care of me. I didn’t know why I wasn’t telling him what was going on with Kyle, but earlier in the evening he reminded me that I could let him know anything, so once we were lying in bed, I planned to confide in him.
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  Once we arrived home, we quickly said our goodbyes to our friends. The babies were all sleeping and everyone wanted to get home.


  While Brandon walked everyone to their car, I went upstairs to check on Kyle, Niner on my heels. Kyle was sound asleep in his bassinet, his cute sheep that my mom gave him sitting next to him. I stared at him. He was okay. Going to dinner and doing stuff was okay.


  “I’m going to shower,” Brandon said, coming up behind me.


  “Okay.”


  “You can join me.” He grinned.


  I bit my lip anticipating what would happen under the warm water. “Okay.”


  I grabbed the baby monitor and we went to take a shower.
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  “I know you’re probably tired, but I really need to tell you something,” Brandon said, a towel wrapped around his waist.


  I was dressed, fresh from our shower and staring at Kyle again. I turned to him. “If it’s important, you can’t do it in that towel. I won’t be able to concentrate even if you did just make me come again.” I chuckled.


  “I’ll put pajama bottoms on. And I think we should go downstairs.”


  I blinked and tilted my head a little. “You’re scaring me.”


  He reached for me and brought me to his body, engulfing me in a hug. “I just need to get something off my chest and I’m not sure how you’re going to react.”


  I brought my head back to look at him in the eyes. “Babe…”


  “Just trust me.”


  “I do.”


  “Then let’s go downstairs. It’s late and this needs to be discussed tonight.”


  “Why?” I raised my eyebrows.


  “You’ll understand once we talk.”


  I broke free from his grasp and took a deep breath. “Okay. I need to talk to you, too.”


  He gave me a tight smile and nodded as if he already knew what I needed to tell him.


  How could he know, though?
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  I sat nervously on the couch staring at the baby monitor while Brandon grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. Niner lay on the floor a few feet away. I kept repeating in my head that no matter what Brandon told me, I was going to tell him how I was feeling about myself and Kyle. I couldn’t keep living every day with my heart breaking the way it was. It felt as if my heart was cracking little by little, like an ice pick chipping away piece by piece, and soon it would be nothing more than a hole in my chest.


  Brandon and I had a love that was strong and powerful. I was so in love with him, but how could he love me if the baby we created couldn’t love me?


  “I feel like I need something stronger,” Brandon said, coming into the living room.


  “I wish I could have something stronger, too.”


  He sat next to me on the couch and turned toward me. “Who wants to go first?”


  I shook my head and looked down at my lap. “You can.”


  He took a deep breath and stared at the wall behind us. The air was deafening, and in the distance, I could hear the refrigerator humming. A part of me wanted Kyle to wake up and cry—to actually wake up and cry for once because this wasn’t like us. I wanted to run and hide and keep avoiding that Brandon, the man who was supposed to be my rock. We never had talks. We just talked. We never hid things from each other (that I knew of) and him being speechless had me on edge.


  “I’m just going to come out and say it—like it’s a Band-Aid.”


  Our gazes locked. “Okay because you’re scaring me.”


  He grabbed my hand, lacing his fingers with mine, and sighed. “Tomorrow we’re getting a security system put in for the house.”


  I scrunched my eyebrows. “Why?”


  He sighed again. “I need to protect you and Kyle.”


  I blinked at him and tried to break my hand from his to stand, but he wouldn’t let me move. “Why?” I questioned again. “Did something happen?”


  “No.” He shook his head, closed his eyes and tilted his head to his lap as if he was thinking.


  “Then what do you mean you need to protect us?”


  He sighed and his thumb rubbed the back of my hand. He looked up at me again. “I’m worried that Michael might hire someone to kidnap Kyle or hurt you both.”


  “No,” I whispered, my breath catching and my stomach hitting the floor. I thought that the nightmare of Christy and Michael was in the past because they were in jail. It never crossed my mind that they could hire someone on the outside still.


  “You don’t need to freak out,” he insisted.


  “How can I not freak out?” I snapped, raising my voice. “The prison is only fifteen minutes away.”


  “I’m getting everything I can installed for the house, even a panic room.”


  I jerked my hand free so I could stand. “A panic room? Are you kidding me?”


  “We can’t take any chances.” He turned and placed both feet on the floor but I backed up so he couldn’t reach me.


  “How is this happening?” I started to pace the room, running my hands through my long brown hair.


  “I don’t know. I don’t even know if I’m right.”


  “But if you are?”


  He hung his head. “Then we have to always look over our shoulder.”


  I stopped pacing and stared at him. “How can I live like that? How can we live like that?” I asked, motioning between the two of us. “And Kyle? We have a child now!” A lump started to form in my throat at the thought of someone coming after our child.


  “And that’s why I’m taking extra precautions now.”


  “I can’t live like this, Brandon. I can’t go through it again.”


  He stood and grabbed my wrist and we fell onto the couch, me sitting on his lap. “Hopefully we don’t have to. Maybe I’m wrong and this will all be for nothing.”


  Tears started to stream down my face. “We’ll never know until it’s too late.”


  “The house will be secure and we’ll have a panic room in case someone tries to break in or is after you.”


  “What if I can’t protect Kyle? What if I’m not home?”


  “You’ll be able to. I know you can. You fought off Christy and you outsmarted Michael—”


  “He still kidnapped me.”


  “But you survived. They aren’t looking to hurt us. They only want our money.”


  Putting Christy, Michael and Matt in prison was supposed to be the end of our nightmare—at least until they were released, and then I figured they’d have learned their lesson.


  “I’m not sure I can protect Kyle,” I admitted. I was finally going to tell Brandon how I was feeling. If Brandon was right, then he needed to know that I was on the verge of escaping and he might have to protect Kyle himself.


  “Sure you can.” He wiped a tear from my eye.


  “You don’t understand,” I said, turning in his lap to face him better. More tears streamed down my face. “I feel like… I feel like I’m losing myself.”


  “What do you mean?”


  I stared up at the ceiling, trying to form the words I wanted to say. When I had the words, I tilted my head back down to face him. “I don’t feel like a mother to Kyle or even like a wife to you anymore.”


  He jerked his head back as if he were confused or I’d slapped him. “What are you talking about? You’re great with him and me—”


  “See, this is why I didn’t want to tell you. I knew you wouldn’t believe me,” I muttered.


  “Baby, it’s not that I don’t believe you. I just think you’re doing a great job.”


  I shook my head, the tears still streaming down my face as I spoke. “Sometimes I laugh and smile, but then other times I cry. And honestly, I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I wonder what happened to the person who I used to be before I had Kyle when we were dating or when we were newlyweds. I can’t find that person anymore and I want her back.”


  He pulled me in close, my head on his chest. I could hear the rhythm of his heart beating against my ear.


  Ba-dum…


  Ba-dum…


  Ba-dum…


  “Spencer, hearing you say that breaks my heart.”


  “Mine’s already broken,” I admitted.


  He leaned back on the couch so I was resting on his chest just like Kyle’s favorite position to sleep. I now knew why. Brandon’s heartbeat was the perfect sound.


  Ba-dum…


  Ba-dum…


  Ba-dum…


  Before long my tears had slowed. He finally spoke. “Kyle has changed my life too. We knew this parent thing wasn’t going to be easy. It’s almost like having him created a new us and we have to learn how to be different people. When I leave every day to go to work, I’m scared that something is going to happen to the both of you. That’s why people are going to need security clearance just to enter.”


  “They are?” I raised my head.


  Brandon chuckled. “No, babe. But I’m going to put a lock on this motherfucker that no one can get into because I’ve got a secret treasure worth keeping.”


  “Did you just quote our song?” I giggled. Those weren’t quite the words to our song that we’d danced to in Vegas and numerous times after, but I was certain Brandon had somehow threw in the lines of Jeremih and 50 Cent’s Down on Me song.


  “I’d be stupid because I just want to lick it and lick it and lick it.”


  I laughed. “Okay, now you’re just butchering the song.”


  I knew Brandon knew every word of the song because it was our song. It did things to both of us that made us drop what we were doing and go at each other like a soldier coming home from war.


  “Got you laughing, though.”


  I gave him a tight smile. “See what I mean? I can cry one minute and laugh another.”


  “Anyone can do that, baby.”


  I laid my head back on his chest. “Not when you’re by yourself.”


  His arms squeezed tighter around me. “Now that I know you’re hurting, we’ll figure this out together.”


  “Not tonight. Tonight, I want to lay like this and listen to the beat of your heart.”


  Ba-dum…


  Ba-dum…


  Ba-dum…


  
    Chapter Eight

  


  Brandon


  The next morning, Spencer took Kyle to Ryan’s house and I waited for Tom and his crew to arrive. Everything was going to take a week to install and then maybe I could be sleep better at night.
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  “We’ve decided to call your house Fort Kentfield or FKF,” Jason said, walking into my office. He sat on the chair in front of my desk.


  “We?”


  “Me and Bec.”


  I chuckled. “Right.”


  “Did you test out the panic room yet?”


  “We aren’t calling it a panic room,” I clarified. “We’ve decided to call it a safe room.”


  “Same thing.” He shrugged. “Spencer’s dealing with everything okay, though?”


  “As good as she can.”


  Being told that Michael might not be done hurting us had sent Spencer farther done into her hole of distress that I didn’t even know she was in. I didn’t tell Jason or Becca that she was hurting and I wasn’t sure if she’d told Ryan, but I figured she did because when she would come home at night, she was better—more alive in a way each day.


  “What’s the plan to find out if Michael really is going to come after you?”


  “I don’t know,” I sighed, feeling defeated.


  “There has to be a way,” he sighed, too. “We’re fathers now. We can’t go chasing after bad guys again.”


  “Fuck, I know.” We thought for a moment. Jason stared out the glass window of my office that overlooked the stairs that lead to the downstairs of the gym and I looked up at the ceiling as if it had answers. Then a thought came to me.


  “What if we have a poker night and ask the guys for their opinion?”


  “You want to involve our friends?”


  “Do you have a better idea?”


  He shook his head. “No.”


  “Plus, we get to play poker again.”


  “Who’s house?”


  “Mine. Tell Bec she can come and bring JJ.”


  He’s eyes became huge and I grinned. “We’re fathers now.”


  “Are you fucking serious?”


  I didn’t want to tell him the real reason I wanted to have it at my house. Even though we were all best friends, if Spencer wanted to tell Becca about her depression then it would have to be on her terms. “My house may be Fort Kentfield, but I’m not ready to leave Spence at night.”


  He nodded. “True.”
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  You’d think that after hiding the security system/panic room secret from Spencer that I’d have learned my lesson—nope!


  After making the poker plan with Jason, we texted the guys that we wanted to have the game at my place that night. When I was single, we did that all time if we wanted to have a pick-up game other than our weekly Wednesday night game. I was thinking the guys would help me come up with a plan on how to find out if Michael was still out for us and have people around Spencer other than a two month old baby.


  When I arrived home to set up for the game and to let Spencer know, I was wrong. I was so, so, wrong.


  “Babe,” I called out, coming in through the garage. Niner greeted me at the door, wagging his tail and I knelt down to pet him.


  “I’m in the kitchen,” Spencer called back.


  I walked into the kitchen and saw Kyle sleeping in his motorized swing and smiled. Spencer was washing dishes and I walked up behind her, wrapped my arms around her and kissed her neck. “How was today?”


  “Better than yesterday.”


  “Good. Maybe tomorrow will be better than today.”


  She sighed. “I hope so.”


  “I have good news.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Our friends are coming over.”


  She stopped scrubbing the pan in the soapy water. “Who?”


  “J, Bec, I’m pretty sure Ryan and Max, did Ryan text you?”


  “No?”


  “Oh. Well, I texted Max and he said he didn’t have to work late and Ben and Allison and Vince and—”


  “Why are they all coming over?” she snapped.


  “You’re mad?”


  She turned, water splashing onto my shirt. “Of course I’m mad,” she hissed. “Are we having a fucking party?”


  “Lower your voice. You’re going to wake Kyle.” I looked over my shoulder to make sure he was still sleeping. He was—for now.


  Her eyes widened. “Are you seriously telling me how to raise our son? The son I’m home with twenty-four-seven?”


  “No. I’m sorry.”


  “Why would you invite people over without asking me? We don’t even have food or anything.”


  “It’s just poker. They’re bringing—”


  She snorted. “Poker? You invited the guys over for poker and you thought inviting the wives would make it better? Unreal!” She stormed off, Niner following her and leaving me in the kitchen with Kyle as he started to cry.


  “Come here, buddy.” I picked Kyle up and started to bounce him. His cries dissipated immediately. “I don’t like when Mommy and Daddy fight either.”


  Having Spencer freak out was a clear indicator that I didn’t need to tell her the plan to ask the guys for help. I didn’t think she could handle the Michael situation on top of whatever else was bothering her. She hadn’t brought it up, so neither had I, but maybe the Michael situation was the added burden after all. If we didn’t get the mess behind us, then I wasn’t sure if our marriage could withstand the tension everything was causing. Spencer was always moody and I was always stressing. I just wanted to protect my family. I was doing this because of my past and I needed to fix it or it would destroy my future and Kyle would have a broken home.


  I didn’t see the baby monitor, so I carried Kyle upstairs with me to find Spencer. Regardless of how she felt, poker night needed to happen so I could talk to the guys.


  As I opened the bedroom door, Spencer was lying on the bed, crying. A lump formed in my throat. This was my best friend, the mother of my child, the one I wanted to spend forever with, and she was hurting and I’d caused it.


  I placed Kyle in his bassinet and then crawled into bed behind Spencer, wrapping my arms around her. “Don’t cry, I’m sorry.”


  She didn’t say anything.


  “Please, Spencer. I thought having our friends over would brighten your day and make you feel better because you are here twenty-four-seven with Kyle.”


  She still didn’t say anything as she continued to cry.


  “Jason and I were talking about poker and we thought having a game tonight would be fun for all of us. It’s different now that we’re all parents,” I lied.


  “You should have asked me.” She sniffled.


  “You’re right, I should have.” I kissed her shoulder.


  “Why are you having it here?”


  I swallowed hard before answering. “I’m not leaving you and Kyle alone at night, even if it just for a few hours.”


  She was silent for a few minutes and I wasn’t sure if I should say anything. I thought she would respond about Michael, ask me what I planned to do about the situation. Instead, when she finally did speak, she made me crack a smile. “Now I have to put a bra on.”


  
    Chapter Nine

  


  Spencer


  My mood swings were out of control and I was starting to feel as if something was seriously wrong with me. I’d never experienced depression before, but I knew there was something more. I saw how happy Ryan was being a mother. I knew that being a mother was hard and not all new mothers were depressed.


  Kyle deserved better.


  He came into this world innocent, and now it was my fault that I wasn’t cut out to be a mother. On top of it, Brandon was dealing with the Michael situation which I was trying not to even think about. I didn’t leave the house anymore except to go to Kyle’s doctor appointments and I wasn’t alone. Either Ryan or Brandon came with me.


  What kind of life have we subjected our child to?


  In the depths of my soul, my heart ached to be a normal mother—to be happy—to wake up and not cry alone in the shower when no one was looking. The feeling wasn’t getting better, no matter if Kyle cried out of control or not, and I feared feeling unhappy would never end.


  Then the rage…


  When Brandon told me he was having a poker night, I wanted nothing more than to punch him in the face. It was as if a switch had been flicked and I was instantly pissed off. Normally, I would have been pissed at him for not asking me before inviting a fleet of people over to our house, but it was the feeling I felt inside that scared me. It was as if I wanted to actually hurt him. I was angry, irritable and if I had anything in my hands besides soapy water, I would have thrown it at him. I would have hit him in the head with whatever it was because I wanted to hurt him. And why? Because he wanted our old life back? He thought I needed my friends around to laugh with and have a good time?


  I had the perfect husband and I was losing it. He would lay his life on the line for me and I was now a raging bitch because he wanted to have a game of poker one night. So no matter how I was feeling, I sucked it up. I cried a little because I couldn’t help it—that’s what I did these days, and then I got ready for poker night that consisted of the guys playing while the women took care of the kids.
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  Brandon was right. I needed to see my friends.


  The guys played poker in the kitchen while the women were in the living room with the babies. Ben’s wife, Allison, was pregnant, and Abby and Kyle mostly slept while JJ grabbed picture frames and chewed on the remote for the TV.


  I saw my future as I watched him.


  I actually saw my future.


  The emotional roller coaster I was on was tearing me apart because I pictured Kyle. I wanted to be in that place where he could roam and get into things that wouldn’t hurt him and I could sit with my friends and not worry or feel as though I was hiding. As I sat and watched JJ, I felt as if I were in a bubble watching from above. Like I was disconnected from everything around me—as though I was hovering over everyone.


  It was an odd feeling.


  I felt disconnected from the group, trying to make small talk, but it seemed as though what I said wasn’t making any sense. It was almost as if I was high and my vision was blurred and my voice was slowed. No one else seemed to notice as I kept trying to connect with them, to feel present. But no matter what I did it didn’t work.


  I just wanted to take Kyle up to my bedroom and hide—cry myself asleep and question why I felt this way. I used to be vibrant, carefree, sexy, outgoing, and now—now my days were spent mostly in a twenty by twenty room listening to a weeping baby and crying my eyes out—alone.
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  Brandon was asleep next to me. He seemed to have a good night. I couldn’t wait for it to end, but now that it had, I was wide awake and fighting off tears while he and Kyle slept.


  I was tired of my heart cracking in my chest. The hurt I always felt as my heart slowly beat in my chest, the lump in my throat over and over, my eyes stinging. And no matter what I did, I couldn’t fight it. The pain seemed to never go away.


  Getting out of bed, I walked downstairs and sat on the couch. If Kyle woke, Brandon could deal with him. It was three in the morning and I needed to clear my head. I needed to be alone.


  I grabbed my laptop and searched depression. A lot of things came up including postpartum depression. I read site after site, blog after blog, and realized I wasn’t alone. What I was feeling was normal. I had hope for the first time in two long agonizing months. This feeling would pass, I just needed to focus on what made me happy and know I was not alone and I was a good mother.


  Deciding to want to relive a time when I was happy in hopes that it would help, I stuck our video in the DVD player. I skipped to the part where I was starting to walk down the aisle because I wanted to see the light in our eyes.


  Train’s Marry Me could be heard in the background of the Bentley Reserve as I walked down the aisle with my dad. My focus moved to Brandon’s as I watched him in the distance of the video. His gaze was locked with mine and we were both smiling. I remembered that day and how I felt loved, cherished, treasured, beautiful…


  His.


  His forever.


  Watching the video made me feel as if I was reliving that moment. Tears started to stream down my face, but I wasn’t sad. I was happy because that day I was. That day I’d married my friend.


  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. Brandon had leaned down and whispered, “You’re breathtaking, babe.”


  My stomach fluttered thinking about that moment. This man still had the ability to sweep me off my feet if I’d allow him to. Now that I knew there was an end in sight, I was going to focus on making myself happy because I missed what Brandon and I once shared.


  In the video I smiled at Brandon as the minister began, “Dearly beloved…” He spoke his speech about why we were gathered and then when it was time for us to speak to each other, I lost it.


  “Brandon, the woman who stands by your side is going to be your wife. She will look to you for comfort, for support, for love, for understanding, for encouragement, and for protection. You must never take her for granted, and always stand by her for good or ill.”


  Brandon said, “Today in the presence of our family and friends, I pledge to join my life with yours. I promise to provide, protect, respect and support you through all that life has to offer. I promise to stand by you through both good and bad times, in happiness and sorrow, come riches or poverty. I will cherish you all my life.”


  “Spencer, the man who stands by your side is going to be your husband. He will look to you for comfort, support, love, understanding, and encouragement. You must never take him for granted and always stand by him for good or ill.”


  I said, “Today in the presence of our, family and friends, I pledge to join my life with yours. I promise to respect, support and encourage you through all that life has to offer. I promise to stand by you through both good and bad times, in happiness and sorrow, come riches or poverty. I will cherish you all my life.”


  Tears were streaming down my face. I knew these were standard words that were spoken at most weddings, but we made the promise and now it was as if we were living separate lives because I wasn’t telling Brandon how sad I really was.


  “Spencer, you know me better than anyone else in this entire world and somehow still you manage to love me. After everything my past put you through, you agreed to marry me and for that I promise to grow old with you. I will support your dreams and respect our differences, and be by your side through all the days and nights of our lives. I will laugh with you in times of joy, and comfort you in times of sorrow. I will share in your dreams and support you as you strive to achieve your goals. I will listen to you with compassion and understanding, and speak to you with encouragement. But most of all, I will love forever.”


  More tears were streaming down my face as my vows were next.


  “Brandon, I choose you. I’ve always chosen you. From the moment I first laid eyes on you, it’s been you. I want to stand by your side and sleep in your arms. To be the joy to your heart and food for your soul. To learn with you and grow with you, even as the times and life changes us both. I promise to laugh with you in good times and struggle alongside you in bad times. I want to have many more adventures with you—not the life threatening ones—and grow old with you. I want to have a family with you and I promise to comfort you when the Cowboys lose.”


  I hit pause on the remote because I could barely see the screen through the tears streaming down my face. It wasn’t that I’d forgotten the words that we spoke that day, but it was as if I needed the reminder.


  “What are you doing?” I jumped at Brandon’s voice.


  I looked over at the stairs as he walked toward me, shirtless. I wiped my tears and sniffed.


  “You’re watching our wedding?”


  “I—”


  “And crying? Babe…” He sat on the couch next to me then pulled me so I was sitting in his lap. “It’s five o’clock in the morning and you’re down here reliving our wedding and crying? What’s going on? Please tell me so I can help you.”


  I stared at him and sniffed again, still not wanting to be judged by him even though I knew he would comfort me.


  “Fuck me,” I blurted.


  He jerked his head back. “What?”


  “Fuck me!” I said again and straddled him.


  “Spencer, you’ve been crying. You can’t be serious.”


  “I wasn’t crying because I was sad. I was crying because you love me.”


  He stilled me so I’d looked into his eyes, grabbing my face in his hands. “Of course I love you. I’ve always loved you.”


  “I know. Fuck me,” I repeated. I needed to feel—to feel loved, cherished, treasured, beautiful. “Fuck me like you used to.”


  He stared at me for a beat and I saw him swallow. “Stand up.”


  I didn’t hesitate. He reached for the hem of my T-shirt and then tossed it on the floor leaving us both in pajama bottoms. The look in his eyes had changed from concern to pure need. It had been too long since we were us. Since when I wasn’t fragile or broken or tired or felt fat.


  I was horny for most my pregnancy until the last few months and then I felt as though Kyle would never come out and I didn’t want Brandon touching me because I was irritable all the time. Now, for him to have that look on his face that I hadn’t seen for months made my insides flip and I reached for his pants, ready and aching for him. My hand dipped into the elastic of his waistband and felt the hard ridge of his cock. He hissed on contact and his hands grabbed my face, bringing his mouth to mine.


  His kiss was hungry, ravenous, greedy as our tongues worked together with the rhythm of my hand on his shaft. My breasts started to ache as it was almost time to either feed Kyle or use the pump, but in that moment, I didn’t care. I needed my husband. The man who had always brought me to my knees with one look.


  My hand pumped him and then I stopped, needing the barrier of his pants to fall away. When I removed my hand, Brandon stepped back and reached for his pants to help me.


  “Take your pants off,” he ordered.


  I did. I so did. I was ready. My pussy was wet and waiting for him to fill it. After I quickly discarded my pants and panties, I looked to the couch and Brandon was lying with his back on the cushions, his head on the armrest.


  “I want you over my face.”


  My eyes widened for a second and then I moved. My heart was beating fast and I knew the moment he touched me, I would feel what I’d been waiting for. I placed one leg on the armrest next to his head, bent so he could reach me, and my other leg on the floor for balance.


  “You better hold on to something because once I start, I’m not stopping until you come.”


  I looked around. There wasn’t anything to hold onto. I was on the edge of the couch with the wall to my right and a table with a lamp to my front. The arm of the sofa was big and round and there was no way for me to hang onto it. Fuck it. “Okay,” I breathed and braced myself with my right hand against the wall.


  His hands wrapped around my thighs and the moment his tongue took its first lick, my body jerked.


  “Oh, God,” I hissed.


  I was on fire. Hot and wet, my body aching as he sucked and dipped his tongue in and out and around my clit. Brandon reached up and spread me open more with his fingers and I tilted my head back as the tip of his tongue stroked my clit and he inserted two fingers. His other hand disappeared from my leg and after a few moments I looked over my shoulder to see his hand sliding up and down over his cock. My mouth watered as it longed to be his hand giving him the pleasure he sought. Instead, I reached up and started to massage my breast, still holding onto the wall with my other hand.


  He pumped two fingers inside me fast as his tongue worked my clit bringing me closer and closer to the point of my body exploding with pleasure. Before I realized it, my orgasm jolted me, causing me jerk. I braced myself with my hand on the wall and Brandon grabbed my thigh to keep me from falling as wave after wave hit me.


  As I sighed, Brandon moved and turned me. “We’re not done.”


  I knew we weren’t.


  He looked down at my chest. “You’re leaking.”


  I looked down, too. I hadn’t realized milk was coming from my breasts. Before I could say anything, he bent and started sucking on my breast. I hissed at the relief and the sight of him as he looked up at me.


  He moved to the other breast and sucked some more. Then he spoke, “It tastes like sweet milk.”


  I grinned. “Did you expect it to taste bad?”


  “I wasn’t sure,” he said around my nipple. He sucked a little more on each and then asked, “Better?”


  I nodded.


  “Good. Now, on your knees and bend over the armrest.”


  I hurried and leaned against the couch, my ass in the air, ready and waiting. Brandon positioned himself behind me, spread my legs a little and then eased in. My body jerked from being sensitive after my orgasm and burned from not having sex for awhile, but once he was all the way in and he started moving—I lost the inhibition to think or speak.


  “Is this what you wanted?” he inquired, his hands on my hips as he thrust inside me.


  I nodded.


  “I’ve missed this,” he admitted. “Not because we haven’t fucked in a while, but I’ve missed us.” He leaned down and ran kisses along my spine then picked up his pace again.


  “I know what you mean,” I finally said.


  His thrusts slowed as his hands roamed down my sides and he grabbed each butt cheek. I met his slow movements, my body moving like a wave as it moved back and forth to go up and down his cock in slow rhythmic movements.


  My hips started to swirl, needing any friction it could get. Brandon picked up his pace again, his hands on my hips. I felt his balls slapping against my pussy, over and over causing more friction, more build up, more pleasure.


  And then he stopped and thrust hard, hitting the spot that made me moan in ecstasy. He stopped again and pushed deep inside me with one push. My body was on fire. He was hitting the spot head on to send me over the edge.


  He did it again.


  And again.


  And again.


  My head tilted back as it became light headed, not able to stay in control. A light sweat coated my body and his pace quickened as he drove into me and reached around for my clit. The moment his fingers touched me, my thighs quivered and my body tingled, my orgasm rocketing through me.


  “Fuck,” he groaned, his cum going deep inside me, filling me. “I really did miss that.” He kissed between my shoulder blades and eased out of me, cum dripping down the back of my thigh. “Aw shit,” he grumbled. “You can’t get pregnant for a certain amount of time after having a baby, can you?”
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  I felt almost like my old self. I wasn’t sure if all along the key was Brandon, but having him tell me he had always loved me and then showing me how much, made me want to fight this demon that I had inside me. We had a son who needed me and Brandon needed me, too.


  “Want to go for a walk?” I asked Kyle after changing his diaper.


  Brandon had left for work and I had fed and bathed Kyle. I wanted to get out of the house, get some vitamin D. I thought about calling Ryan, but I just wanted to walk around the block and get fresh air and exercise. I missed going to the gym with Brandon, and walking our son would be good for me.


  I bundled Kyle up in his little jacket because it was slightly chilly outside and I put on grey yoga pants, an orange tank top and threw on a black and orange San Francisco Giants hoodie.


  “We should do this every day,” I said, strapping Kyle into his stroller. Niner barked behind me. “Don’t worry, you’re going too.” He wagged his tail and I grabbed his leash.


  It was going to be tricky walking and dog and pushing a stroller down a sidewalk, but somehow I was going to have to manage.


  I opened the front door and pushed the stroller out, Niner on my heels. “Stay,” I ordered as I punched in the away code and locked the door.


  This was either going to be really successful or a disaster. I wrapped the end of the leash in my hand and began pushing the stroller down my driveway. Niner stopped a few times to smell and pee, but we kept walking and eventually found our groove. We turned right, and right, and right again until I noticed him.


  My heart rate kicked up and, at first, my feet stopped as panic seeped in. I had no idea who he was, but he was watching me from across the street as he smoked his cigarette, leaning on the wooden fence. I kept my head down as I walked a few feet away. My palms were sweaty and I reached for my phone to call Brandon only to realize I’d left it at home. How could I have left my phone—my lifeline—at home?


  As I made my final right turn onto my street, I looked back and he was still staring at me. Could this be the guy Michael hired to kidnap me and Kyle? Was it going to happen again? Did I step out of my house only to give them the opportunity to get us My pace quickened and then I was jogging as I neared my house. Niner must have thought we were playing a game because when we got to the doorstep, he jumped, almost knocking me and Kyle over.


  “Not now,” I hissed, my hands shaking as I fiddled with my keys, trying to find the one that opened the door. I still held his leash because I feared he’d run if I were to let go.


  “Fuck,” I groaned as I found every key but the one I wanted. I looked over my shoulder and didn’t see anyone but still hurried, not wanting to take any chances. Finally, I found the house key and with shaky hands, I slipped it into the door and turned the handle. We all moved in as the alarm beeped, waiting for me to enter the code. I looked the door behind us, enabled the alarm, unleashed Niner, and unbuckled Kyle.


  My fears were turning into reality. It wasn’t just me they were after, but Kyle. I had to get to the safe room and quick. I didn’t care if we had state of the art security. I needed to be safe, and from there I could call Brandon and tell him what was going on because I still had no idea where my fucking cell phone was.


  I ran up the stairs with Kyle in my arms, Niner on my heels and then straight into the safe room. After punching in the code to lock us in, I called Brandon to tell him that his suspicions were correct.


  
    Chapter Ten

  


  Brandon


  The six agonizing weeks were over. Our sex hiatus was finished.


  When I came downstairs and saw her crying while watching our wedding video, I was worried. Her depression scared me because I didn’t know how deep it went. I knew she was facing something that went farther than loneliness and maybe she’d need to get help. I made a mental note to look into it, but when I say I left her satisfied before I left for work, I mean I left her satisfied before I left for work.


  I can still hear the way she asked me to fuck her. At first, I wasn’t going to because I thought it was a cry for help, but then I looked into her eyes and she asked me to fuck her like we used to fuck and I couldn’t help it.


  I was a man.


  I was a savage.


  I was feral.


  I was unrestrained.


  And I ached to be buried deep inside of her. Pounding into her over and over as she moaned, gasped and squeezed my dick so tight that when I eventually came, I saw double.


  The entire drive to work, I was thinking of what happened that morning and then what I was going to do to Spencer that night. I would be buried deep in her as she rode me with her back to me again, this time as I lay on my back, her straddled over me and me guiding her with her ass in perfect view.


  I was half tempted to turn around and repeat what we’d done that morning because I’d gotten a taste of it again. The memory was killing me. But I had to go to Club 24 because I knew Becca would be there and I needed to speak with her about Spencer. Too many things were bothering me about the way she was acting. It wasn’t only the crying. I think Spencer thought I hadn’t noticed how distant she’d been or how angry she could become at the snap of her fingers. And more than once she’d told me that she and Kyle weren’t bonding. I’d chalked it up to him being a newborn.


  Did she mean that when she looked at him, she didn’t feel the swell in her heart that I felt? Did she mean that bringing him into this world brought fear and worry instead of joy and happiness? Did she mean she didn’t love him?


  I’d never thought my wife could possibly have these feelings for our son. She wanted him just as much as I did. We planned for him. And for her to cry every day—have this pain so deep within her—I knew something was wrong.


  When I tried to ask Spencer about it, she wouldn’t tell me. She would tell me that Kyle loved me more, but doesn’t every parent feel like that at one point? You hear the terms “Daddy’s girl” or “Mama’s boy.” Maybe she thought Kyle felt a stronger connection with me because I was a guy?


  I needed my best friend. She’d know what to do.
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  When I got to Club 24, Becca wasn’t there yet. She was working at BKJB and came to the gym to work out during her lunch breaks. Since she hadn’t arrived, I started to do some searches on the computer and came across the term postpartum depression. Lightbulbs went off in my head when I read a definition for the Mayo Clinic’s website:


  “The birth of a baby can trigger a jumble of powerful emotions, from excitement and joy to fear and anxiety. But it can also result in something you might not expect—depression.


  Many new moms experience the “postpartum baby blues” after childbirth, which commonly include mood swings, crying spells, anxiety and difficulty sleeping. Baby blues typically begin within the first two to three days after delivery, and may last for up to two weeks.


  But some new moms experience a more severe, long-lasting form of depression known as postpartum depression. Rarely, an extreme mood disorder called postpartum psychosis also may develop after childbirth.


  Postpartum depression isn’t a character flaw or a weakness. Sometimes it’s simply a complication of giving birth.”


  The symptoms scared me the most.


  Postpartum depression may be mistaken for baby blues at first—but the signs and symptoms are more intense and last longer, eventually interfering with your ability to care for your baby and handle other daily tasks. Symptoms usually develop within the first few weeks after giving birth, but may begin later—up to six months after birth.


  Postpartum depression symptoms may include:


  •Depressed mood or severe mood swings


  •Excessive crying


  •Difficulty bonding with your baby


  •Withdrawing from family and friends


  •Loss of appetite or eating much more than usual


  •Inability to sleep (insomnia) or sleeping too much


  •Overwhelming fatigue or loss of energy


  •Reduced interest and pleasure in activities you used to enjoy


  •Intense irritability and anger


  •Fear that you’re not a good mother


  •Feelings of worthlessness, shame, guilt or inadequacy


  •Diminished ability to think clearly, concentrate or make decisions


  •Severe anxiety and panic attacks


  •Thoughts of harming yourself or your baby


  •Recurrent thoughts of death or suicide


  Untreated, postpartum depression may last for many months or longer.


  It had been two and a half months since Kyle was born. According to this, my wife had been hurting for a long time and I had no clue. I needed to figure out what to do about it—on top of everything else—and fast.
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  “I need you,” I hollered at Becca as I saw her walk past my office.


  “I’ve wanted to hear you say that for fourteen years. Don’t tell J.” She was smiling ear to ear as she walked into my office, dressed in her workout clothes.


  “Not like that, you sex fiend. Jesus! Close the door. Seriously, it’s about Spencer—my wife.”


  “Always crushing my dreams,” she joked, closing the door behind her. At least I thought she was joking.


  “Tell me what you know about postpartum depression,” I blurted, no longer in the mood to banter with her like we’d normally do.


  She stared at me. “Spencer has it?”


  “I’m pretty sure.”


  “Has she been diagnosed?”


  “No. Do I need to take her to a doctor?”


  She leaned forward and placed her elbows on my desk. “How bad is it?”


  “I don’t know if she has it,” I admitted.


  “What’s been happening?”


  I told Becca what I knew and how Spencer had been acting.


  “Come to think if it,” she leaned back in the chair again and looked out the window. “Poker night she was acting weird.”


  “We got in a fight before y’all came over.”


  “It wasn’t because y’all were fighting. It was like she was in a daze. We’d talk to her and she’d have to clear her head and think about the question before answering. Kinda like she didn’t hear it or she wasn’t paying attention. At the time I thought she was just watching JJ get into y’all’s stuff. But now that you’re talking about this—disconnection is a symptom.”


  “Well, thank God poker night wasn’t a total bust.”


  She furrowed her brows. “What do you mean? You won—like always.”


  I grinned. “That’s not what I mean. J and I had a plan to get the guys to help us come up with ideas on how to find out if Michael is after us again.”


  “Right. I know.”


  I sighed. “The guys were no help. They gave elaborate ideas that you only see in movies. Talking about setting up a sting where we actually put Spencer in danger again. Or killing his mom to send a message. Stupid shit like that. They were no help.”


  “Well, first things first. We need to get Spencer healthy because if she isn’t, then she’s not going to have a clear head and she won’t be able to protect herself or Kyle.”


  I ran my hands down my face as I leaned back in my chair. “I know.”


  “You either need to make her go to the doctor or we need to make her happy again.”


  “I think we should start with the happy again part.” I smirked. “We’re working on it.”


  She raised her hand up in front of her. “I don’t want to know, but I didn’t mean that.”


  “I know. I need—” Before I could finish my sentence, a ping on my phone went off alerting me that the code for the safe room had been entered and locked from the inside. My gaze lifted back to Becca.


  “What?” she questioned.


  “FKF has been activated.” My heart started to pound as fear was seeping in, a sinking feeling instantly going to my gut.


  “Maybe Spencer is testing it out?”


  I stood quickly, knocking my chair over in the process. “We tested it plenty when it was installed!”


  “Call her then.”


  As I reached for my phone, it lit up with our house number. “Babe?” I answered.


  “Someone was following me.”


  My veins turned to ice at her words. It was happening again.


  
    Chapter Eleven

  


  Spencer


  My heart was beating fast and my palms were sweaty as I sat on the floor. Not on the chair in the safe room, but the floor because I was that messed up—rocking Kyle in my arms. I had a death grip on him and if anyone other than Brandon were to open the steel door that looked like your typical white wooden closet door, I wasn’t sure what I would do.


  Brandon was on his way home and had instructed me not to hit the button that would call the cops. Not to hit the button! He’d said that we weren’t sure if someone was actually following me and he’d handle it.


  What did that mean?


  As the minutes ticked, I glanced up at the button wanting to reach up and push it, tell them that someone was after me and maybe in my house. Tell them that I was locked in a tiny ass room with my newborn baby and my dog. Instead, I stayed, rocking Kyle and trying not to think who was on the other side of the door.


  Ten minutes turned into fifteen.


  Fifteen to twenty and then Kyle started to cry. I was no longer rocking him but just staring at the door. This wasn’t happening. I couldn’t handle the crying. Not now. Not today. I was finally happy. Finally starting to feel as if a weight was lifting from my shoulders because I knew what was wrong me and then just like that it was taken from me.


  I started rocking him again and looked around. I couldn’t think of anything but having the door open and seeing Brandon standing there. I needed to be prepared and not breastfeeding or changing a diaper. I had no pacifier in the room and if Kyle was hungry, he’d have to wait. If he needed his diaper changed, he’d have to wait.


  How safe was this safe room? Could this person hear Kyle’s cries from the other side? And what if he killed Brandon when he got home?


  I reached for the phone and called Brandon—needing to hear his voice—needing to make sure he was okay—needing to know what was happening.


  “I’m almost home. Ryan thinks she found the guy.”


  I scrunched my eyebrows. “Ryan?”


  “I called her on my way home to drive by.”


  “What do you mean you called her to do a drive by?” I rushed out, clearly not saying the exact same words.


  “I’m almost home. Are you okay?”


  Why didn’t he answer my question?


  I looked down at Kyle in my arms and Niner who was snoring, not realizing the terror I was feeling. “Yeah, but this guy can be in the house.”


  “I’ll be there in ten minutes.”


  “Okay,” I breathed.


  “I love you, Spencer.”


  Tears pricked my eyes. It might be the last time I’d hear him say those three words to me. I wanted to cry more than anything.


  “I love you, too. Be careful.”


  “I will. Bye.”


  I swallowed. “Bye.”


  The time on my clock had started over. One minute turned to three and then five. Five to ten. Ten to fifteen and my heart was pounding.


  Brandon wasn’t home. Where was he? Was he hurt? Dead? Alive?


  Then the phone rang and it was him calling me. I answered it on one ring. “Brandon?”


  “You can come out now.”


  “Where are you?”


  “I’m on the other side of the door.”


  I stood quickly, causing Niner to jump up as well. “I can’t hear you talking.”


  “I’m really here.”


  “I just mean I thought at one point the guy could hear Kyle crying and I can’t hear…”


  My voice trailed off as the door flew open the moment I entered in the last digit to disable the door. Brandon was really standing on the other side and had no scratches. No ripped clothes. Nothing out of the ordinary.


  I rushed into his arms, dropping the phone and trying not to crush Kyle in the process. “You know the safe room is sound proof,” he said against the side of my head.


  I did know. But I’d forgotten in my panicked state. “What happened?” I questioned.


  He dropped his arms from around me. “Let’s put Kyle down and I’ll tell you.”


  He grabbed my hand and we walked to our bedroom. I placed Kyle in his bassinet. Then Brandon sat on the bed and pulled me onto his lap.


  “Ryan found the guy.” My eyes widened and he smirked. “I knew she’d be resourceful.”


  “That’s dangerous,” I scolded.


  “I didn’t send Ryan to go kick the guy’s ass. I sent her to come here to see if we needed to call the cops.”


  “Clearly you don’t know Ryan.”


  “You think she’d come in here if there were a guy with a gun or something after you?”


  “Probably.”


  He huffed. “Spencer…”


  “Okay, maybe not a gun or a knife, but she’d come in after a guy to kick his ass.”


  “Luckily, she didn’t have to find out if this guy had one or not because she found him leaning on what I’m assuming is the same fence you saw him on. He said that he saw you come by with Kyle and Niner and then take off around the corner.”


  “Who was the guy?”


  “He lives at that house, babe.”


  I pulled my head back and stared into his chocolate eyes then shook my head. “That can’t be the same guy.”


  “It’s the same guy.” He smiled tightly.


  I stared at him for a beat. “How do you know?”


  He looked down at my clothes and then back up to my eyes. “For starters, he described what you’re wearing.”


  I looked down as well then back up to his eyes. “But you knew before you confirmed he was correct.”


  “Your best friend is very resourceful. She asked for his ID.”


  My eyes widened. Ryan totally would do that. She was brazen and when it came to protecting what and who was important to her, she’d do just about anything. “She did?”


  “I wasn’t there, but Ryan said she confirmed it was his address.”


  “So I totally freaked out for nothing?”


  He reached up and tugged a stray hair behind my ear. “I wouldn’t say for nothing.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “For starters, it showed that you can protect Kyle.”


  “All I did was run and lock us into that tiny room.” I waved my hand in the direction of the safe room.


  “You also held it together when you could have fallen apart. It doesn’t look like you’ve been crying.”


  “I wanted to cry!”


  “What mother wouldn’t?”


  Kyle woke at the raise of my voice. “Shit,” I mumbled.


  “I got him.” Brandon kissed my lips and we both stood.


  As I watched him change Kyle’s diaper, I thought about what had incurred. Was Brandon correct? Was it possible that I really did keep it together because I was healing?
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  Hours later, I stared up at the black ceiling replaying the man’s face in my head and me running with Kyle and Niner then locking myself in the safe room. I was okay about what had happened. I just couldn’t believe it.


  We’d talked again about how we couldn’t live our lives looking over our shoulders and Brandon assured me that he’d find a way to put us at ease. For all we knew, he came up with this idea all on his own and there really wasn’t a threat to begin with. He just didn’t know how to solve the problem and I wasn’t much help because if it were up to me, we’d move. But then that hadn’t keep Michael from tracking us before when he lived in Seattle and Brandon lived in San Francisco.


  Slowly, my eyes drifted closed and I was finally asleep, dreaming of being in Hawaii with Brandon as he’d promised the day we came home with Kyle.


  “What do you want to do today?” Brandon asked.


  “Same as every other day we’ve been here. Lay on the beach and watch you play in the ocean with Kyle.”


  “You don’t want to go zip lining or canoeing?”


  “With a four year old?” I chuckled.


  He shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe they have booster seats or something.”


  “And this is why I love you.”


  “Because I’m dumb?”


  I laughed. “No, because you’re cute.”


  He stepped closer to me. “And because I can make you come just from dancing.”


  “That too.” I winked and turned to Kyle, who was on his iPad not paying attention to us one bit. “Hey, Jelly Bean, do you want to go to the beach?”


  He looked up and then over to Brandon. “Can we look for sharks again?”


  Brandon smirked. “Only if Mommy lets me go down tonight.”


  “Oh my God!” I shrieked and shoved his shoulder then eyed Brandon in a, “What the fuck? That’s our four year old son you’re talking to,” look. He smiled his sexy smile that always sent butterflies to my stomach.


  “Mommy, will you let Daddy go down tonight?” Kyle asked, tossing his iPad and moving closer, ready to beg if he needed to.


  “Yeah, Mommy, will you?” Brandon inquired, smirking still.


  I narrowed my eyes. I was going to kill Brandon. “Only if Mommy can come four times.”


  “You want to snorkel four times tonight?” Kyle questioned.


  I kept my gaze locked on Brandon. “Something like that, bean.”


  “Done,” Brandon said.


  I laughed.


  “You think that it won’t happen?” He crossed his arms.


  “Cover your ears, Kyle,” I snapped.


  He groaned. “I thought we were talking about snorkeling?”


  “No. Mommy needs to yell at Daddy.”


  Kyle covered his ears, and I whisper-hissed, “You think I can come four times with him in the next bed?”


  “There’s a bathroom right there. You know I can make you come on the counter, in a bathtub, on the side of a bathtub, against the shower wall—”


  “Okay.” I held up my hand for him to stop.


  I turned to Kyle. “Ready to go to the beach?”


  He removed his hands from his ears. “Yeah, but I thought you needed to take a shower first?”


  I narrowed my eyes at Brandon again and grabbed our beach stuff. “It just went up to five.”


  He laughed. “Like I care. You know I love it.”


  “Good.”
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  I laid on the beach, the boys in the water. All I could see were their butts floating across the sparkling blue ocean and snorkel tubes sticking out from the water. They were out in the distance by a cove of lava rocks apparently searching for sharks.


  As I lay face up toward the sun, a shadow came across my body. I opened one eye to yell at Brandon so I could continue to work on my tan, but I couldn’t see anything except a dark silhouette. I raised up on my elbows, hoping the adjustment could give me a better view of the person standing next to me.


  “Hello, Spencer,” he said.


  I shielded my eyes to make sure the voice I heard matched the face of the man I remembered. I hadn’t heard it in years. Hadn’t seen him in years. Hadn’t thought about him in more.


  “Travis?”


  I jolted awake, my heart racing, my breaths coming in pants. Why the fuck was I dreaming of Travis?


  “Babe?”


  “I’m okay…”


  “Nightmare?”


  “It wasn’t until the end.”


  “Come here.” He wrapped an arm under me and I laid my head on his chest, his hand going into my hair. He started to rub my head to relax me.


  “It was a good dream. We were in Hawaii and you promised me four orgasms.” I smirked.


  He chuckled, his bare chest moving under my head. “Sounds like a good dream to me, too.”


  “Then,” I swallowed, not sure if I should tell him the last part. Then I remembered how hiding secrets got me in a world of mess, and if anything, Brandon would help me take away the memory. “Then Travis showed up.”


  His body went ridged and his hand stopped moving.


  “I can’t control my dreams,” I explained.


  He sighed and started moving his hand again. “I know, but I swear if I ever see that motherfucker, I will not hold back. I’m done with everyone fucking with us.”


  “He’d have it coming to him.”


  “Yeah, he would.”


  I smiled against his chest. Brandon continued to play with my hair and my heart rate finally returned to normal.


  “So,” he said, “tell me about these four orgasms.”


  
    Chapter Twelve

  


  Brandon


  Because of Spencer locking herself in the safe room and my talk with Becca about postpartum depression, I decided to take the day off to spend with my wife. I couldn’t leave her home alone again.


  I packed us a lunch and loaded the car with blankets and everything Kyle would need while we were out. I needed this day to go smoothly and not cause Spencer any more stress or anxiety.


  “Do you want to go have a picnic?” I asked, finding Spencer on the couch watching TV.


  She looked down at her clothes and then back up at me. Before she could say anything, I did.


  “It’s only a picnic. The three of us.”


  “But I have to get dressed.”


  I chuckled. “You can go in your pajamas if you want or you could throw on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt. I don’t care.”


  She thought for a moment, looked outside through our window and then said, “Okay.”


  “Good, because I was prepared to beg. The car’s packed and everything.”
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  As we got closer to the Golden Gate Bridge, Spencer turned to me. “Where are we going for this picnic?”


  “The city.”


  “Why?”


  “Because I have a place in mind and I want us to go there.”


  She crossed her arms over her chest. “I just don’t understand why we have to drive all the way into the city.”


  I shook my head slightly. “You will.”
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  We parked along The Embarcadero not far from AT&T Park where the San Francisco Giants play baseball. It had been a while since Spencer and I had been to a game and I couldn’t wait to take Kyle to his first one.


  I pushed Kyle in his stroller and Spencer was carrying the basket of food. “Jesus, what did you pack in here?” she grumbled.


  “Here, let’s switch,” I said. I hadn’t realized it was heavy and we weren’t going far.


  “We could have just gone to MoMo’s,” she pointed out, talking about a restaurant we used to frequent when we lived in the city.


  “It wouldn’t have been as fun.”


  We crossed The Embarcadero and started to walk along the waterfront. “We’re not going to the grassy spot right there?” Spencer asked, pointing toward the area by Brannan Street Wharf.


  “Nope,” I said and kept walking toward the stadium.


  We walked for a few more minutes and finally arrived at South Beach Park that was adjacent to the baseball field. A funky red and silver steel art sculpture that was at least sixty feet high sat in the middle of the grassy area. Families already had blankets out on the lawn and were enjoying the California sun as we made our way to a spot near the waterfront.


  “Is this good?” Spencer inquired, coming to a stop.


  “I think so.”


  We laid the blanket down on the green grass and then I took Kyle and the removable car seat from the jogging stroller and placed it on the blanket while Spencer opened the basket and started to remove the sandwiches I packed.


  After I sat, Spencer handed me a sandwich and looked around. “Can you believe that we had our second date there,” she pointed at the big brick building that house the baseball field, “and now we have a baby?”


  I finished chewing. “I can’t believe it, but I’m glad it happened.”


  “Me too,” she said and kissed me.


  We sat and watched the boats in the bay gliding over the water as we ate. There was no game being played next door but that wasn’t why I picked this place. I wanted to take us back to a time Spencer was happy. We’d had many memories down by AT&T Park and MoMo’s. Spencer had also had a bad memory at my condo that wasn’t far away, but we’d also had more good ones. It was the place we’d first slept together. AT&T Park was where we caught our first baseball game together. And MoMo’s was where I’d stuck up for Spencer to Travis when he tried to flaunt his new relationship in front of her.


  Being by the ballfield was a happy place for us and since Spencer was stuck in the house now, I wanted to take her out so she’d hopefully remember all our good times together.


  “I miss it down here,” she said, confirming my plan was working.


  “We should come every weekend for a picnic.”


  She smiled. “I’d like that.”


  “And then in a few months or maybe next season, we can take Kyle to his first game.” I nudged my head toward the brick wall around the stadium.


  Her eyes lit up. “We are totally making a sign about his first game. Maybe we’ll get on TV.”


  I stilled at her words, thinking about Michael’s people seeing us on TV. I didn’t want to scare Spencer and tell her that our nightmare may not be over. Instead, I said, “That would be awesome.” Because it would be if, by then, I’d figured out if Michael really did still have his vendetta toward us.
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  As I arrived at Club 24 the next day, I decided to hit the treadmills to clear my head. I needed to come up with a plan to put this Michael situation behind us. It was my fault that Spencer couldn’t leave the house to take our son for a walk around the block without freaking out and running to our safe room and I needed to fix it.


  The how was nagging at me, causing me to lose sleep. When Spencer thought I was asleep; I wasn’t. Typically I was getting only a few hours a night because my brain wouldn’t shut off. Hell, it wouldn’t shut off period.


  I was five minutes into my run, Eminem blasting into my eardrums, when my phone lit up with my little brother’s mug on the screen calling from Houston. I pushed the stop button on the machine and slid the answer button on the phone a few rings in.


  “Do you know you always call at the wrong times?” I panted, trying to catch my breath as I spoke.


  “Are you fucking my sister?”


  “First of all—gross. And second of all, no. I was in the middle of a run so this better be good.”


  “I was calling to see how things were going with the nightclub.”


  “Why don’t you come here and find out?” I wiped down the machine and started to walk toward the stairs to my office.


  He tsked. “Because I’m overseeing this location.”


  “You do realize I manage five locations and you just work for me there?”


  “With a business partner!” he scoffed.


  I started to walk up the stairs. “You act like it’s so hard to fly to California for a few days to make sure your staff isn’t stealing from you. It’s been three months since you’ve been here.”


  I knew they weren’t. Jason and I had a close watch on the nightclub especially since it was new. So far it was running smoothly, but we’d never expected Blake to run back to Texas shortly after he opened the damn thing. And all for a fucking woman.


  “That’s why you’re there and I have managers.”


  I groaned as I sat in the leather seat at my desk. “Remember what you told Spencer before we agreed to let you open the nightclub at my gym?”


  “Calm your tits, bro. The nightclub will be in the black this quarter. I promise.”


  “What’s wrong with coming to see your nephew?”


  “Because he’s a baby and won’t remember me.”


  I rolled my eyes. “Let me guess, things are good with you and Stacey?”


  “You know how she is. I can’t go to San Francisco or anywhere without her thinking I’m cheating on her.”


  “Do you blame her?”


  He paused for a beat before responding. “No.”


  “Then bring her. Spencer would love to see her.”


  “How is my poker shark?”


  I swallowed, not wanting to tell him the truth even though he was family. “She’s good. I’d bet she’d love to see you, too.”


  “Okay, but I don’t know how soon. You know Stacey.”


  “I’m sure she’d love to come out here.”


  “That was before I owed a nightclub that had smokin’ hot chicks in it nightly.”


  “We,” I corrected.


  “Whatever.”
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  My mind was still on the fact that I needed to solve the Michael situation an hour or so later as I tried to do work. I really needed to focus on my job since I had been out so much due to everything going on. Unfortunately, that wasn’t happening.


  “Lunch?” Jason inquired as he walked into my office a few minutes later. “Bec said she’d bring us chicken shawarma if we wanted it.”


  My stomach growled at the thought of the Greek chicken and hummus plate I’d usually get at the restaurant. I looked at the time on my computer screen, not realizing where the morning had gone. “Yes, extra garlic sauce.”


  He pulled out his phone, typed on his screen and then looked back up at me. “She’ll be here in thirty.”


  “Sit, I need to talk to you.”


  He raised an eyebrow and then sat.


  “I’m sure Bec told you about Spencer?”


  He titled his head as if he were confused.


  “She didn’t tell you that we think Spencer has postpartum depression?”


  He shook his head. “No.”


  I gave Jason a run down on what had been going on with Spencer and how she had good days and bad.


  “I knew something was up, but I figured it was this Michael bullshit,” he admitted.


  “That’s why I asked you to sit. What if I go to the prison?”


  Jason’s eyes became huge. “You want to go talk to him?”


  I shrugged. “Do you have a better idea?”


  “We can go, but I suggest we don’t tell our wives.”


  “We?”


  He chuckled. “I’m not letting you go to San Quentin by yourself.”


  San Quentin wasn’t your average prison. It was California’s only prison that housed death row inmates and it was scary as fuck. The prison was thirty minutes from the gym and fifteen minutes from my house, so I didn’t see how going there during work would interfere with anything or tip Spencer off.


  “Can we just—go?” I wondered.


  He shrugged.


  “Let me Google it.” I turned to my computer and started to search. I pulled up the California Department of Corrections and Rehabilitation website and entered Michael’s name. A list of several Michael Smith’s came up, but I found him at San Quinten and selected the location. Instructions on how to visit the prison popped up with the address and phone number.


  “Says Thursdays, Saturdays, and Sundays between seven and three. There’s different levels, but since we don’t know what Michael is under, we should probably show up at seven.”


  “Tomorrow’s Thursday—”


  “We’ll go tomorrow,” I said. “Sooner the better.”
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  I tossed and turned all night thinking about what I was going to say to Michael with the glass partition separating us or what I’d say and do if the prison allowed me to sit at a table with the man I wanted to strangle.


  I never thought I would face him again. What do you say to the man who kidnapped your wife? To this day, I hadn’t spoken to him since he tied Spencer up, held a gun to her head and videotaped her sending me a message for ransom. The image of her still haunted me as she looked into the camera and spoke to me, pleading for me, “Babe, Michael from your college wants you to bring one million dollars to Great America by noon tomorrow. You need to put the money in a backpack and bring it with you to the Top Gun roller coaster. Get on the ride, but leave the backpack in one of the storage cubbies people use for their stuff while they are riding. Once you do that and they have the money, they will let me go. Don’t bring anyone to help you or contact the cops. If you do, his friend Colin will kill me.”


  I knew he wouldn’t confess to hiring someone if it were true. Why would he? Why would he give me a heads up? I wouldn’t if I were in his shoes. But there had to be a way for me to know if he was up to something. Everyone had a tell and I was good at reading people. That’s how I was successful at poker.


  Did I walk in and ask him how his stay in prison was going? Ask him if he had dropped the soap lately? Ask how making license plates differed than owning a gym? All those questions would piss him off and I knew it. Me going into the visit wasn’t going to be a pleasant occasion. I could go in there and ask if he had any friends on the outside. But he wouldn’t tell me. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that the only solution was to wing it. When I was staring him directly in his eyes, I’d know what to say… I hoped.


  Lying to Spencer had become easy. Why would she suspect that I’d be stupid enough to become face to face with Michael again? I was definitely stupid. Jason and I made plans to meet at Peet’s Coffee & Tea, ten minutes away from the prison, and then we’d drive together.


  Jason parked then got into my Range Rover. “Ready?” he asked.


  I wasn’t. “I guess.” I started the car and put it in reverse, my palms became sweaty.


  “Do you know what you’re going to say?”


  “I’m going to wing it.”


  “You’re going to wing it?” Jason questioned, surprised.


  “I have no idea what to say. I can’t just ask him if he has people after me.”


  “Maybe this was a bad idea.”


  “Maybe it is, but this is my family we’re talking about.”


  “What if he doesn’t have any plans to come after you and now you’re putting thoughts into his head?”


  I hadn’t thought that until then. “I…” I stammered. “Don’t they monitor the phone calls and shit?”


  “Fuck if I know. I’ve never been to prison!”


  “They do,” I said, turning into a steep-pothole driven driveway, the prison in the distance and the San Francisco Bay to our left.


  “These fuckers get ocean view rooms or what?” Jason asked, looking at the sparkling water.


  I laughed under my breath. “Looks like it.” I parked, but before I could reach for the handle Jason spoke again.


  “Are you sure you want to do this?”


  I turned to him and without skipping a beat, I answered. “This is for my family. If anything, maybe I’ll get a piece of mind after talking to him.”


  “I don’t know how that will be possible.”


  “You don’t know what it’s like to see the alert pop up on your phone that your wife is locked in your panic room either,” I hissed.


  “All right, let’s go. I hope you know what you’re doing.”


  I fucking had no idea what I was doing. I was going inside a prison to chitchat with a guy I wanted to kill. I knew I was out of my damn mind, but I was out of options other than us living our lives and always looking our shoulder.


  We walked back up the steep driveway that I’d driven down. Cars were entering at the same time. “Ain’t this some shit. They could at least have a sidewalk,” Jason grumbled.


  “We’re at a prison, not an amusement park walking to the gates to get in.”


  “Still. If I get run over…”


  I shook my head and laughed. “Are you two years old? Do you need me to hold your hand?”


  “Whatever!”


  We made it to the top of the hill and turned left to go to the East Gate. A guard dressed in a green and beige uniform stood next to the iron gate with a big stop sign on the front of it. We waited in the small line until we got to the front. I was nervous, my stomach in knots at the thought of being turned away.


  “Who are you here to see?” Correctional Officer Williams inquired.


  I cleared my throat. “Michael Smith.”


  He eyed me from beneath his cap. “Which one.”


  I pulled out my phone to read him the inmate number I’d found for Michael. Luckily, there was only one Michael Smith with the same age as us.


  “Your ID?”


  I handed him my driver’s license.


  “Did you fill out the visitor’s questionnaire and get approved?”


  My stomach dropped. “No, sir.”


  He looked at my ID and then up at me and then back at my ID again then over to Jason. “Your ID?”


  Jason handed him his driver’s license. “I didn’t fill out the questionnaire either, sir.”


  He handed us our IDs back. “Mr. Montgomery, you need to walk down to the Rotunda straight ahead. They’ll be able to assist you. Mr. Taylor, I’m sorry but you can’t go in.”


  Jason and I glanced at each other. How was I able to go in and he wasn’t? We both made sure to dress appropriately. No jeans or denim. We weren’t wearing anything blue, green, or orange. We sure as shit weren’t in camouflage. We weren’t in shorts or sweatpants either and we didn’t have on a white T-shirt. We were both in black pants and black polo shirts, no logos.


  I hurried and gave him the key to the truck, then I turned toward the driveway that led to the building he called the Rotunda. I felt as though I was walking into the lion’s den or something. I didn’t have my wingman with me anymore.


  Cracking my neck, I decided to snap out of it. I couldn’t walk into a prison scared. It was like bleeding in the ocean with sharks swimming around you or a rabid dog sensing your fear. It wasn’t as though I was scared of Michael. I was scared of walking away without answers. All I cared about was finding out answers for my family.


  When I got to the beige building that looked like castle towers connected together, I took a deep breath and entered. I stood in line again, waiting to be called to the glass window. Finally, I stepped forward.


  I handed over my ID and told them who I was seeing. The woman said that someone would be right with me. I was confused, to say the least. The website said it could take up to two hours to see an inmate depending on how many people were visiting and I wasn’t first in line. If this was how they handled people who didn’t fill out the questionnaire, then why couldn’t Jason come in?


  A few minutes later I was called by a correctional officer. “Mr. Montgomery, follow me.”


  I looked around the room. All eyes were on me. Was this not normal?


  We walked through a metal detector and an X-ray machine you’d see at the airport. I’d taken everything out of my pockets, handed them my ID again and then we were buzzed through a grill door to what I assumed was a more secure location of the prison.


  Every thought was running through my head as I took in the ire place. Did Michael have me on a list of visitors already? Did Michael pay these guards to kill me? Was I going to be taken to The Yard so Michael and his prison buddies could kick my ass then kill me?


  We stopped at a closed door and were buzzed into that room. The officer stood to the side and gestured for me to have a seat. “The warden will be in here soon.”


  Warden? What the fuck?


  As I looked around the room with only a table and two chairs in it, I eased a little into the seat, relaxing that I wasn’t taken to The Yard. But why did I need to speak with the warden? Clearly there was some misunderstanding. If they needed me to fill out the questionnaire, then I’d gladly do it.


  Time ticked on and I wanted to call Jason and tell him what the fuck was happening, but I’d left my phone in the car because we weren’t allowed to bring it into the prison. I’d noticed that on the website when I looked up the dress code.


  The door finally buzzed and a man in a black three piece suit walked in. I sat up straight, ready to hear why I was seeing the warden.


  “We brought you in here because we’re assuming you haven’t been contacted yet,” the warden said, taking a seat in front of me.


  I scrunched my eyebrows. “Contacted about what, sir?”


  “Mr. Smith was killed yesterday by another prisoner.”


  
    Chapter Thirteen

  


  Spencer


  I always thought I was a strong person and that I would never need therapy. I didn’t need it after Christy’s attack or my kidnapping. It took me awhile to get over the traumatic experiences, but nothing was like what I was feeling now. I wasn’t sure if I needed medication or not. I only knew I needed help.


  In the coming days, I’d researched therapists in my area. I knew I needed to speak with someone who wouldn’t judge me for my flaws or find me weak or incapable of keeping it together. With Brandon having to worry about Michael and protecting us, I felt as though my depression was a burden to him, but I needed to let it out because it was slowly eating at me and the dark hole I was in was going to swallow me up.


  Living on a roller coaster of emotions was too much for me. One day I would be okay and happy. The next crying because I was angry when Niner would bark, wanting to go outside to pee.


  I made an appointment when Brandon was at work. I was going to drive myself, but after my safe room incident, I thought better of it and asked Ryan to drive me. That way she could also watch Kyle while I was talking to the therapist.


  “Thank you for driving me,” I said, staring at out the window.


  “Of course.”


  I wanted to say more to her, but I couldn’t in fear she would judge me, too. I’d already thanked her for finding out about the guy living on the next block over from my house. I knew she had my back. But this—this was something that I didn’t think she’d understand. She was great with Abby—even great with Kyle when I’d let her hold him or in the one case while Brandon and I went on our date. There was no way she’d understand the pain I was feeling and I didn’t want her two cents because she had no idea how to help me.


  “You’re a fantastic mother,” she finally said after a few minutes. I looked at her. “Don’t beat yourself up for trying, Spencer. This shit is hard. I may look like I have it together, but there are days when I want to scream. It’s hard to keep the house clean, cook, and take care of a needy baby.”


  “It’s more than that, Ry,” I sighed.


  “I know.” She nodded. “I just wanted you to know that I struggle too and it’s okay. You’ll get through this.”


  “Will I?” It was as if the last three months were on a never ending loop.


  “How long is Kyle sleeping at night now?”


  I tilted my head to the side at her question, wondering why she’d ask it. “About five, maybe six hours if we’re lucky.”


  “Remember when it was three?”


  I stared at her for a beat and then looked back at the two car seats in the back seat of her white Mercedes SUV that could hold seven people. The car seats were revered and I couldn’t see Kyle’s sleeping face, but thinking back on it, Ryan was right. Kyle was sleeping more and so was I. Things were getting better. Was it that easy, though?


  I turned back to her. “He is getting more sleep now.”


  “It will get easier, Spence. And remember, you can always call me. I miss my best friend.”


  “I miss you too.” We smiled at each other. Even though she moved only two blocks from me and I’d spent a week at her house during the day when we got our security system, we weren’t doing our friend thing. We wanted to grow our families together and having her so close was perfect. “We should have play dates twice a week or something,” I suggested.


  “What if we incorporate dinner? During the day, we do our mommy thing together: the park, doctor appointments, going to the grocery store—whatever. And then we’ll make dinner for Max and Brandon for when they got home from work. It would be like a couple’s thing at night,” she countered.


  Ryan already took me to doctor appointments and the grocery store when Brandon wasn’t available because of Michael, but hanging out with her—like really hanging out with her, was what I missed.


  “Sounds like a plan.”


  She pulled into the one story building’s parking lot and we took the sleeping babies out of the car. Once I’d found the correct suite number, we entered a small reception area. There were magazines on an end table that sat next to a couch, pretty assorted flowers sat in the center of a coffee table and abstract paintings hung on each wall. There was no receptionist, but a light next to the door that led back to somewhere. Next to it read that my therapist was in session.


  I was early for my appointment, so Ryan and I read magazines and talked quietly while we waited. After five minutes or so, the door opened and a man came out and left. Then a woman with wavy brown hair, and glasses perched on her nose, came out.


  “Spencer?” she asked, looking back and forth between Ryan and me.


  I stood. “That’s me. She’s here as my ride and to watch my son.”


  She stuck out her hand. “I’m Rita.” We shook hands. “Come in.” She gestured for me to enter the door.


  It was small like the other room with various floral paintings on the wall, a couch on one wall and a chair across from it that was separated by a glass coffee table that had a box of tissues and a pitcher of water on it.


  “Have a seat.” I sat, my palms clammy as my nerves set it. I didn’t know how therapy worked, but I was nervous wondering how deep into my feelings we’d go. “Did you bring the paperwork?”


  “Yes.” I handed her the five sheets of paper that I’d filled out asking me my symptoms and how it was affecting my everyday life.


  “I’ll go over this after you leave. I want you to know that this is a place where you can let your feelings out. I’m not here to judge you. I’m here to listen and help. I tell all my patients that you’ll start out with more bad days than good, or perhaps even all bad days. Then you have a few good ones here and there. Then you start having more good days than bad. Then one day you realize you’ve had only good days. This is a process and healing won’t happen overnight.


  “In the meantime, don’t let bad days define you or defeat you. It’s okay to have them. It’s okay to feel the bad feelings. Just don’t let them convince you that the progress you’ve made is gone. You’re still moving forward, even on the rough days. Just continue to do the things you need to do to take care of yourself.”


  I gave her a nervous smile. “Okay.”


  For the next hour, Rita listened as I poured my heart out, sobbing while I told her about the attacks on me and how I was feeling about being a mother. After the appointment, I felt as if the clamp around my heart was loosening—almost like a kettle letting out steam.


  When I exited the small room, Ryan had my phone in her hands. I blinked at her wondering why she would have my phone in her hand.


  “I’ll see you next week,” Rita said.


  I smiled at her. “Okay.”


  Once we were out the main door of her office, Ryan handed me my phone. “Brandon has been calling non-stop.”


  “Why didn’t you answer it?” I wondered, grabbing the phone from her.


  “Because he doesn’t know where we are. Why would I answer you phone?”


  “Right,” I grumbled. Now that I had a safe place to share my inner thoughts, I felt better about being open with him with my feelings.


  Once we were in the car, I dialed Brandon. “Where are you?” he questioned instead of a hello.


  “With Ryan.”


  “Are you on your way home?”


  “Yeah. What’s wrong?”


  “It’s nothing bad. I need to tell you something and I want to do it face to face.”


  “Um… okay. We’ll be there in like ten minutes.”
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  Ryan parked in my driveway when we arrived back at my house. I half-expected Brandon to come outside to make sure I wasn’t hurt or something from the way he called me fourteen times while I was in my session. Instead, Ryan and I got the kids out of the car and Kyle started to cry. In turn, Abby started as well.


  “Guess they’re hungry,” Ryan said.


  Story of my life. “Yeah,” I sighed and opened the front door. Brandon and Jason were sitting on the couch, watching TV. When they saw me, Brandon stood and Niner rushed over to greet me.


  “Why are they crying?” Brandon wondered, reaching for the car seat in the crook of my elbow.


  “It’s time to be fed.” I looked at Jason and smiled brightly. “Hey, what are you doing here?”


  “You’ll see, but don’t mind me. Bec whipped her titties out so much—”


  “No,” Brandon said. “You’re not seeing my wife’s boobs.”


  “Or mine,” Ryan chimed in. “I’ll just feed her real fast and then head home.”


  “Do you have a bottle in your diaper bag?” Brandon asked Ryan. She nodded.


  “Give it to me.” In the mists of the crying and conversation, Brandon had taken Kyle out of his car seat. He handed him to me. “Bounce him for a second or something. I’m going to warm a bottle, too.”


  “I can go upstairs,” I offered.


  “Everyone needs to be here for this,” he called out on the way to the kitchen.


  “What is he talking about?” I questioned Jason, bouncing Kyle to try to get him to stop crying for a few seconds.


  He grinned. “You’ll see.”


  I turned to Ryan and she had Abby out of her car seat and was bouncing her as she tried to shove a pacifier in her mouth.


  A few minutes later, Brandon came back and handed us each a bottle. “Will you give Kyle to Jason to feed?”


  I looked at Jason and then back at Brandon, raising an eyebrow. “Why?”


  “I think it would be best if Jason held Kyle while I tell you what I need to tell you,” Brandon explained.


  I turned briefly to Ryan and she nodded that it was okay. This was part of my healing—to trust in people that I trusted enough to care for my baby.


  “We’re all staying right here, babe,” Brandon continued and stepped closer to me. He reached up and held my face with one hand and looked in my eyes. “Nothing will happen to him. Remember, we left Kyle for a few hours and he was okay.”


  I nodded and handed Kyle to Jason.


  “Now come sit next to me on the couch.” Brandon grabbed my hand. “Ryan, you might want to sit down, too.”


  I watched her sit, confused what was going on. Was this an intervention for me? If so, where was Becca? Ryan hadn’t mentioned anything? And why wouldn’t she have answered my cell phone when Brandon called fourteen times?


  Brandon cleared his throat, bringing my gaze back to his. He briefly looked over at Jason and then back at me. “We went to San Quentin this morning—”


  “You did what?” I snapped, my hand instinctively coming free from Brandon’s grasp.


  At the same time of my comment, Ryan whisper-hissed, “Oh shit!”


  “Just let me explain,” Brandon said.


  I half turned to Jason, pointing my index finger at him. “You let him go see Michael?”


  Jason opened his mouth to speak, but instead, Brandon spoke, bringing my gaze back to his. “We know it was stupid—”


  “You can say that again,” Ryan mumbled.


  Brandon continued, “But I didn’t see him.”


  “Why not? They didn’t let you guys in?” I questioned.


  “They let me in,” he confirmed.


  “Just you?” I questioned, looking at Jason briefly and then back to Brandon.


  Brandon nodded. “Yeah. We didn’t know why and I didn’t question the guard. We just went with it—”


  “You were going to see him alone? Are you crazy?” I raised my voice.


  “I wanted answers,” he pleaded. “There were correctional officers and guards all around and I didn’t care about anything except you and Kyle at that point.”


  “But you didn’t see him?” I questioned, confused how he could walk into the prison and not see Michael.


  He took a deep breath. “To make a long story short, I walked inside and was escorted to a room where the warden came to speak with me.”


  My eyes widened. “The warden? What did the warden want with you?”


  He smiled causing me to be even more confused. “Michael was killed yesterday in a fight.”


  My hands flew up to my mouth as I gasped.


  “Are you fucking for real?” Ryan boomed.


  Brandon turned to her and nodded then looked back at me. “He’s dead, baby. He was stabbed by another inmate and killed. Because we were his victims, we would have been notified even if I hadn’t gone to the prison.”


  I couldn’t believe it. It was over. No one would ever be after us because Michael wouldn’t be able to pay anyone to help him. I stared into Brandon’s brown eyes, not saying anything.


  “Are you okay?” Brandon inquired. I nodded, still not able to say anything.


  “I think she’s in shock,” Jason chimed in.


  “Aren’t we all?” Ryan asked. “That guy was a piece of work and got what he deserved.”


  “It’s over?” I questioned, barely above a whisper.


  Brandon pulled me into his arms and we sank into the couch. “Yeah, babe, it is. It really fucking is.”


  
    Chapter Fourteen

  


  Brandon


  After a few weeks, I decided it was time to take Spencer on another date. She was making progress in her therapy and having more good days than bad.


  I was proud of her.


  Life was starting to feel normal, or what I assumed normal felt like with a five month old baby. So being that it was Friday night, I’d told Spencer I wanted to take her out. Even though Kyle was five months, we agreed that she wouldn’t go back to work until he was six months old. We wanted to make sure that Spencer was in the right frame of mind being that Better Keep Jogging Baby was in the city and forty-five minutes from home.


  Wanting to get Spencer thinking about tonight, I texted her:


  Me: Wear a skirt tonight.


  Spencer: Where are we going?


  I smiled and texted back:


  Me: It’s a surprise.
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  A little after six I arrived home from work, ready for a shower and to spend the evening with my wife. I pulled into our two car garage and when I entered our house, Niner greeted me, wagging his tail. The sound of running water could be heard coming from upstairs as I started to make my way to our bedroom.


  Kyle was asleep in his bassinet that was starting to get too small for him. Once Spencer was one-hundred percent okay, we’d move him into his crib in his room. I kissed him on the forehead and then went into the en-suite bathroom where Spencer was showering.


  “Hey,” I called, the steam engulfing me as I opened the door.


  “Hey,” she called back.


  I started to strip off my clothes to join her. “What time is Ryan coming over again?”


  “Seven-thirty,” she said from behind the glass of the shower door.


  I nodded and opened the door. “Good. Just enough time for me to fuck you before we get ready.”


  She bit her lip and looked down at my hardening dick. “We better hurry before Kyle wakes up.”


  “Turn around.”


  After she had, I placed her hands above her head on the wall and nudged her feet apart. My hands glided over her slick curves and she dropped her head, resting her forehead on the tiled wall. I ran my hands back up her body and then took each breast in my hands, lightly squeezing them and she hissed. I glided my hands back down her body and slipped one hand between her legs as she sucked in her breath.


  “Shit. You’re soaked.”


  She moaned a response and then I slipped two fingers inside her while rubbing her clit. I nudged my cock against her ass, needing the friction. Usually, I’d make her come at least once before I slid inside her, but knowing we didn’t have much time, I needed to be buried deep inside her as we both came.


  “Do you want me to fuck you like this?”


  “Yeah,” she panted as my fingers pumped in and out, my thumb rubbing hard against her clit.


  So, I did.
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  After dinner at MoMo’s, I drove us to Club 24.


  “What are we doing here?” Spencer wondered.


  “Dancing.”


  She grinned. “Oh…” We started to walk around the side of the building toward the front of the nightclub. “Why don’t we just go in the back?” Spencer inquired.


  “Because this is more fun.”


  I grabbed her hand and led her down the sidewalk to where people waited in line to be let in. The bouncer saw me approach and unhooked the red velvet rope to let me through.


  “Why does he get to go in?” I heard a guy ask.


  “He’s the owner,” Marcus explained as Spencer and I smiled and walked passed Tiffany, who was waiting to collect money for entry once Marcus let them in.


  “I feel like a celebrity or something.” Spencer giggled and started to walk up the stairs that led to where the bumping music was playing.


  “That’s how I roll,” I joked and we laughed more.


  Once we were on the second floor, I saw multicolored lights dancing with the bodies on the dance floor. I heard the music more clearly as it rang from the hundreds of speakers I knew we had throughout the entire floor. I could practically taste the booze as I watched the bartenders mix and pour drink after drink.


  “Shots?” I yelled into Spencer’s ear so she could hear me over the loud music.


  She yelled back. “Getting crazy on me, Mr. Montgomery?”


  I grinned at her and took her hand, leading her toward one of two bars that were diagonal from each other in opposite corners. Once we made it through a sea of people standing and chatting near tables and VIP booths that were filled to capacity, we stood behind people waiting for our turn to order our drinks.


  Blair from behind the bar caught my eye and straightened. I chuckled, figuring he’d just looked up to see his boss staring at him. He said something to the two chicks in front of me and they turned and eyed me curiously. Spencer’s hand tightened in mine and I tilted my head in question, but then they moved and we were able to step forward to the solid dark wood bar.


  “Relax,” I shouted to Blair for him to hear me. “I’m here to dance with my wife tonight, not check up on you.”


  He laughed and smiled at Spencer. “What can I get you?”


  “Fireball!” Spencer shouted, and then turned to me. “We can feed Kyle with bottles until it’s out of my system.”


  I chuckled. “Four shots of Fireball whiskey.”


  He grabbed four shot glasses and the amber liquor then poured our poison. I grabbed one and handed it to Spencer and then took one for myself.


  “To dancing.” I winked.


  Spencer laughed, knowing exactly what I meant. “To dancing.”


  We clinked glasses and then downed the spicy whiskey. The cinnamon burned my mouth as the alcohol warmed my belly instantly.


  “That’s so good,” she yelled and reached for the next one.


  I spoke in her ear, “Slow down, baby. We’ve got all night if you want. Plus, this is your first drop of alcohol since you had Kyle.”


  “It’s just one more.”


  “I know. I was just reminding you.”


  She picked up the other shot glass and we clicked them together and then drank it down.


  “Are you ready to dance?” I asked.


  She shook her head. “No, I need at least two more of those.”


  “No, you don’t.” I laughed and brought her hips closer to mine so we were only an inch apart.


  “Are you trying to get in my pants?”


  I leaned down and spoke in her ear again. “You’re not wearing any, but I would like to see if I could make you come on the dance floor again.”


  Her eyes became huge and I saw her swallow. “We can’t. You own this place.”


  “Only my staff knows that and with all these people here, they won’t see.”


  She looked around. “Exactly, all these people.”


  Taking my index finger, I ran it from her cheek, across her chin and down her throat to the valley of her breasts—slowly, then back up to her lips. She swallowed hard as I ran my finger across her bottom lip and her tongue lightly slipped out, tasting the tip of my finger.


  Our gazes locked as the music thumped in my ears. People walked by and even my employees were only a few feet away, but at that moment, I only had eyes for Spencer. No distraction—no commotion—no interference was going to stop me from seducing my wife.


  Her mouth slipped open and I stuck my finger in a little, letting her wet it. I groaned, my dick straining against the zipper of my jeans. If I weren’t careful, we wouldn’t make it to the dance floor. I’d take her down to the parking lot and fuck her before heading home.


  I withdrew my finger and leaned down, taking her mouth with mine. I could taste the cinnamon sweetness as my tongue tasted her. She stepped closer, our bodies flush, and I knew without a doubt that she could feel my erection.


  After a few moments, she pulled back and I groaned. I wasn’t ready for our lips to part. “Get us two more shots. I’m going to the bathroom.”


  I nodded and kissed her lips once more before she walked away. Then I turned and waited for Blair to grab his attention. When he saw me waiting, he came over. “Two more,” I pointed to the empty shot glasses. “But I also need you to do me a favor.”


  “Sure,” he said, already reaching for the whiskey bottle with the red devil on it.


  “When Spencer and I go out to dance, I need you to tell the DJ to play Down on Me by Jeremih and 50 Cent.”


  “No problem.”


  “He doesn’t need to play it right away, but maybe within five songs once I’m out there.”


  “You got it, boss.”


  Spencer walked up and looked at the whiskey. “Are you ready to dance?”


  I laughed. “Are you?”


  She grabbed a shot glass and downed the booze. “Getting there.”


  I took mine and then pulled her flush with me again. “Where were we?”


  “We were kissing.” She bit her lip.


  “Kissing’s good.” I leaned down and captured her lips again.


  After a few breathless seconds, she pulled back and downed the last shot. “Hurry and let’s dance.” She nodded toward the liquid courage.


  “Oh, now you want to hurry.” I chuckled and then downed the shot. I caught Blair’s eye and then grabbed Spencer’s hand and led her to the dance floor.


  We started off swaying our hips separately to the beat. I wanted to bring her in close, but it was too soon. After a few songs, The Hills by The Weekend started to play. We slowed our hips and Spencer turned, her ass to my front just like our first dance in Vegas.


  This time, I could speak to her. I wasn’t in a daze and an idiot out on the dance floor. As her ass grinded against my hardening dick, I pushed her hair to the side and said in her ear. “Do you know what this position reminds me of?”


  She nodded.


  “Yes, Vegas. But it also reminds me of when you ride me this way. Your bare ass in my hands as you slid up and down my cock.”


  Her head titled back and she rested it on my chest, our bodies still swaying to the beat of the music. My hands were on her hips and I wanted so desperately to inch up her skirt and feel how wet she was. “Do you know how fucking sexy you? All I can think about is bending you over right here, pushing your skirt up around your waist and pounding into you in front of all these people.”


  She turned in my arms and took something out of her bra. I looked down and saw that it was her panties. I grinned as she stuck them into my pocket.


  Shit just got real.


  Jerking her hips to mine, I pulled her flush to me again. “I’m so hard right now,” I said in her ear and licked down the side of her neck as she tilted her head to the side. The DJ chose that moment to switch to Down on Me and Spencer pulled her head back and gave me a confused look. “I might know the owner.” I shrugged with a grin.


  Our hips swayed faster to the beat and I grabbed her ass. This time, I didn’t have to worry about first impressions. I also knew that it wouldn’t take Spencer much longer to come because if I was ready to bust out of my jeans, she was definitely throbbing between her legs.


  My hands kneaded her ass and my leg went between hers, moving back and forth. This time, there was no barrier between her pussy and my jeans since her panties were in my pocket and that made me burn more. She leaned forward and our mouths locked. Her moans were pants against my lips but we kept going.


  “I’m close,” she said into my ear.


  I returned her mouth to mine, kissing her as she rode my leg, our hips moving with the thump of the music. At that moment, it was more than just dancing. It was how I seduced her.


  It was being Brandon and Spencer again.


  It was about letting go.


  It was the song.


  Her body tensed, her thighs clenching my leg. She moaned into my mouth then broke the kiss as she held on, my hands still on her ass, holding her up. I kept our bodies moving to the music so we didn’t draw attention.


  After her body had stopped convulsing, she pulled her head back and sighed. I took her hand in mine and led her through a door. “Oh, now you want to use the back way,” she sassed.


  “I’m not taking you to the parking lot, babe.”


  “You’re not?”


  “No.”


  We walked through another door and into Club 24. Straight ahead was my office. I fiddled with my keys until I found the right one and then we slipped inside.


  She looked from the desk to me and then back.


  “I’ve made sure it’s clean,” I answered in response to her silent question about Blake and Mrs. Robinson screwing on my desk.


  “I know. Just brought up a memory.”


  “Then let’s override it.” She nodded and we moved to my desk.


  “Now for my favorite position,” I groaned.


  She lay with her chest face down and then pulled up her skirt, her bare ass at the perfect level. I quickly made work of my belt and unzipped my jeans. I couldn’t tug them with my boxers down fast enough for my liking. I needed to be buried inside her, to the hilt and fast.


  She was soaking wet as I ran a finger down the crease of her pussy. “Christ,” I murmured and stepped forward, filling her.


  She moaned as I slid in and out, her arousal coating my shaft. I reached around and stroked her clit. The feel of her wrapped around me, squeezing me and everything from the night leading up to this made it so I could barely stand as I thrust into her over and over.


  “The skirt was a good idea,” she panted.


  “Yeah, it was,” I groaned.


  I slowed, on the brink of coming. A gentleman knows a woman comes before him. I was on the verge, ready to slip over. Using two fingers, I massaged Spencer’s clit. My fingers pressed on her hard and firm as they mixed with her juices. I felt her body tensing beneath me and a moment later she let out a loud moan. My pace quickened and my balls tightened as I followed her into pure bliss.


  After our breathing returned to normal, I withdrew. “We didn’t use a condom again,” I remarked.


  She turned while reaching for a tissue to clean up. “That’s okay. We can handle it now.”


  I stepped forward and brought her lips to mine. “Yeah, we can.” Now that our demons were in the past, I wouldn’t mind having another child. “Let’s go home to our son.”


  She smiled. “That’s the perfect ending to our night out.”


  The End


  
    NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

  


  Dear Readers,


  I hope you’ve enjoyed Down on Me. I never intended to write more of Brandon and Spencer except in Blake’s books, but Brandon lovers wanted more. Hopefully, this novella was everything you’ve wanted. Blake’s story is coming, so don’t worry.


  Please subscribe to either my blog, newsletter or both to stay up-to-date on all of my releases, including Blake’s. You can find the links on my website at www.authorkimberlyknight.com. You can also follow me on Facebook at facebook.com/AuthorKKnight.


  Your love and support means everything to me and I cherish you all!


  –Kimberly


  P.S. Please leave a review at your favorite retailer and Goodreads. Honest reviews help other readers find my books and all reviews are appreciated. <3


  
    BOOKS BY KIMBERLY KNIGHT

  


  Where I Need to Be (Club 24 Series,#1)


  Finding Spencer (Club 24 Series,#2)


  Wanted (Club 24 Series,#3)


  Wanting Spencer (Club 24 Series,#4)


  Anything Like Me (Club 24 Series,#5)


  Forever Spencer (Club 24 Series,#6)


  Down on Me (Club 24 Series,#7)


  Perfect Together– The Club 24 Series Box Set (Books#1-6)


  Tattooed Dots (The Halo Series,#1)


  The One (The Halo Series,#2)


  Never Stop (The Halo Series,#3)


  My One (The Halo Series,#4)


  Angels & Whiskey (Saddles & Racks,#1)


  Tequila & Lace (Saddles & Racks,#2)


  Champagne & Handcuffs (Saddles & Racks,#3)


  And more…


  
    ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

  


  First and foremost, I always need to thank my husband. So, thank you for all your love and support in all the craziness of my writing schedule. I love you, you know?


  To my editor, Jennifer Roberts-Hall: Thank you for always being flexible with my writing schedule. One day I won’t be scrambling! And thank you for all your parenting insight.


  To my best friend, Lea Cabalar: Thank you for all your hard work. I couldn’t do it without you!


  To my betas: Trista Cox Ward, Loralee Bergeson, Abby Bearden and Nicole Daley. Thank you for all your help to make sure Brandon and Spencer had a perfect ending.


  To all the bloggers who participated in my cover reveal, release day blitz and review tour, thank you! Without bloggers, I have no idea where I would be. You’ve all taken a chance on me and my books time and time again, and I can’t tell you how much I appreciate it. I never thought I would be an author, especially one with a fan base, and I owe a lot to y’all.


  To Liz Christensen of E. Marie Photography: Who thought this image would end up on a cover? I knew I bought it way back when for a reason. Nine covers and counting!


  To Jessi Gibson: Thank you so much for giving me the push I needed to get this story done. You helped me out of my funk and I’m so happy to call you my friend!


  To Correctional Officer Williams: Thank you for taking my call that one afternoon and explaining what would happen if Brandon were to go to San Quentin to see his assailant. Hopefully, I got it all down correctly!


  To Kai Saito: Thank you for getting me in touch with CO Williams and for your description of San Quentin. It’s safe to say I’ve never been to prison and definitely needed your help since you used to work there!


  To Kay Lindy and CJ Pinard: Thank you for your insight into the prison system. You two helped me out tremendously by answering all my crazy questions!


  And finally, to my readers (Especially the Brandon lovers who wanted more Brandon). Thank you for believing in me and taking a chance on my books again and again. Without you guys I wouldn’t still be writing and living my dream!


  Photographer:


  Liz Christensen


  facebook.com/E.MariePhotographs


  emc33photos@gmail.com


  Male Cover Model:


  David Santa Lucia


  facebook.com/davesantaluciafitnessmodel


  david.f.santalucia@gmail.com


  Female Cover Model:


  Rachael Baltes


  facebook.com/sweettreatray


  rachael.baltes@gmail.com


  
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR

  


  Kimberly Knight is a USA Today Bestselling Author that lives in the mountains near a lake with her loving husband and spoiled cat, Precious. In her spare time, she enjoys watching her favorite reality TV shows, watching the San Francisco Giants win World Series and the San Jose Sharks kick butt. She’s also a two time desmoid tumor/cancer fighter that’s made her stronger and an inspiration to her fans. Now that she lives near a lake, she’s working on her tan and doing more outdoor stuff like watching hot guys waterski. However, the bulk of her time is dedicated to writing and reading romance and erotic fiction.


  www.authorkimberlyknight.com


  www.facebook.com/AuthorKKnight


  twitter.com/Author_KKnight


  pinterest.com/authorkknight


  Follow her on Instagram: KimBrulee10

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
) %bg}‘?aelllng auchor
|
/ <

L Qe
20 LIQ r\/_\;aj%





OEBPS/Images/00001.jpeg





