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Prologue

 


Dear Diary,

Today should have been one of the best days
of my life. Instead, it was the worst. I’m still
contemplating the murder of two people. Actually, they don’t even
deserve to be called people. Just thinking about what happened
earlier tonight makes me sick to my stomach. I just can’t believe
it. I’ll never forget it.

This is what went down...

 


I had been having a great time at John
Sanders’s last party of the summer. I had a smile on my face and my
best friend at my side; it was the best night any eighteen year old
could ask for. Nevertheless, in the back of my mind, the thought of
not seeing all of the people I practically grew up with since
elementary school was silently eating a hole in my heart. It was
depressing to think about us all leaving for college within the
coming weeks. It was a fact that I wouldn’t see most of these
people again.

The town I live in just outside the Houston
city limits was great to grow up in, but most people never stayed
unless they come back to raise a family.

I was at the party with my best friend
Patricia, but nobody dared call her by her real name without
getting bitch-slapped. It was Trish or else.

We’ve been friends since we were four years
old and we were like sisters. Actually, we were closer than
sisters; we could finish each other’s sentences. We were partners
in crime, even though I was usually only the accessory in said
crime. Trish was absolutely crazy and totally hot in her own
geektastic way.

Guys loved her and she loved them, but for
the most part, she just played with them. “Life is too short to
settle for only one,” she always said. She was beautiful and had
the figure every girl would kill for; big boobs, slim waist and
nice, pert round ass. She also had amazing dark chocolate brown
eyes and matching, long chocolate brown hair. Fortunately for her
she also had the personality to back it all up. She was a
firecracker. On top of all that, she was a genius; literally, a
genius!

Then there was Landyn; Lan, as only I called
him. He was the typical high school quarterback and most popular
guy in school. He was at the party too, but I lost him somewhere
between beer pong with the baseball team and keg stands with the
football team.

Just the thought of him brought a smile to
my face. No matter how popular he was, he wasn’t the classic
clichéd jerk jock. He meant everything to me. We started dating
sophomore year and he was my first love in every sense of the word.
When I first saw Landyn James walking down the hall like he owned
the school, I thought he was so gorgeous it was scary. At sixteen
he was already over six feet tall and two hundred twenty pounds of
rock hard muscle.

His face alone took my breath away. It
wasn’t pretty or beautiful; it was ruggedly handsome, intimidating,
and sexy as hell. He had a strong, square jaw line and blinding
smile bordered by plump, juicy, lickable lips. He had short, spiky,
jet black hair and amber eyes so vibrant they were like looking
into a jar of honey. Every time his eyes met mine I was hypnotized;
stuck like a bee to honey. It helped that his eyes were outlined by
wicked long, thick black eyelashes.

His arms alone should be listed as lethal
weapons with the local PD and I knew this for a fact because he was
constantly fighting. Granted, the fighting was always in “my
honor,” but to me, that was a silly excuse. He was strong and
excessively muscular for his age and I loved being wrapped up in
his arms. He made me feel safe.

If anyone looked at me in a way he didn’t
like, he made a big deal of it. If that included beat downs, that’s
what happened and it didn’t faze him one bit. We fought about this
all the time because, come on, I was nothing special, but
his hunger for me was insanely drop-your-panties worthy.

More than anything, he wanted me all to
himself. He constantly touched me in one way or another; holding my
hand, an arm around my shoulders, an arm around my waist, hand in
my hair. We were inseparable.

Even with all his minor faults, he was more
down to earth than any guy I’d ever met, even my extremely hippie
dad.

He treated me like I was his heart; like he
needed me to exist; like he’d do anything in his power to make me
happy.

Being honest with myself, I’m still not sure
why he chose me. I mean, I’m fairly nice and fun. I like to think
of myself as cute. Like a newborn baby kitten cute; or puppy if you
prefer.

I am Alexis Sky Martine, better known as
Lex.

Ugh, Sky! What kind of middle name is
that? My damn hippie parents.

I’m a nobody, really. I’m not a cheerleader
or a dancer or an artist. I’m just a normal girl who did what she
had to do to get by, have fun and enjoy a life that always included
her genius, but wacked-out best friend. Luckily for me, Lan
obviously wasn’t picky.

My figure’s fairly decent; five-foot-four
with a nice bubble butt and decent C-cup. I’m also what most people
would call thick; firm, but thick. Not fat. Not skinny. Just thick.
I have a nice straight nose, small ears, medium full lips, decently
high cheek bones, hazel eyes and long, natural mousy brown
hair.

See! Just cute!

Why couldn’t I be a blonde? I’ve always
wondered if they had more fun.

Trish always argues that I’m “way”
more than just cute, but I know I won’t be giving anyone other than
Landyn wet dreams. She’s biased and she damn well better be because
it would really piss me off if I had to kick my geektastic bestie’s
ass.

Oh, Alright!

So, I would never be able to kick her ass,
but I’d sure as hell try! And I’d cheat! Oh yeah, I’m a down
and dirty cheater! I use the hint button on every Sudoku puzzle I
play. Even in Solitaire! Even at Checkers! That’s right. And
what?

Poor Trish, let’s hope she never reads this
diary.

Trish and I were going to the same college
in Houston and I was dreading this. Not because of Trish, but
because I knew it was going to be hard on my relationship with
Lan.

He was going to school two hours away for
his football scholarship, and lately this was all we talked about.
We both hated the idea of being apart. In my heart I knew it would
be okay, that we would talk constantly and see each other at every
opportunity, but I was still miserable about it.

In an attempt to cheer me up, last Saturday
Lan gave me a beautiful white gold promise ring. He said, “Lexi,
baby, I love you. This is so damn cheesy, but I want you to have
this as a promise of our life together. I swear, as soon as I can
afford it, I’ll replace this with a diamond. Just stop worrying
about what’s going to happen between us, okay? You’re mine Lexi and
everything’s going to be fine.”

I loved him. I cried like a baby.

I know high school sweethearts aren’t
expected to last, but I never would have doubted us. I knew Lan
loved me just as much as I loved him, if not more.

Until tonight, when I found out
otherwise...

This night will be embedded in my memory
until I’m forced into my death bed. It will be like that time I
accidentally embedded a porno to my homepage on Friends Space, the
popular social network that my parents are on as well. True
story.

However, this time, there was no going back;
there was no delete button, or escape button...

It was almost time to leave the party and I
knew Lan had been drinking; a lot. I had one drink, but Trish had
already planned on being designated driver. More than likely Lan
would just crash on my couch; in the living room of course. My
parents loved him and they were very open-minded, and let’s just
say, very free-spirited, but there was no way in hell they would
let us sleep together without being married. We were still too
young for marriage.

Yet, I’d marry him in a heartbeat.

Lan’s mother and stepfather loved me too.
His mom treated me like the daughter she never had. We got along
great and I visited with her all time, even when Landyn wasn’t
around. I didn’t know what happened to his real dad and they never
talked about him. The one time I asked, he answered, “he’s dead to
me,” so I assumed something terrible had happened. He wouldn’t talk
about it, but I tried not to let it get at me too much because it
had no effect on our relationship. He’d tell me when he was
ready.

So, after Trish and I lazily walked down the
hall while laughing like hyenas, we finally made it to the upstairs
bathroom. Slightly ahead of me Trish tried the knob, but it was
locked. A high-pitched voice inside called out, “Just a minute!” I
grumbled in frustration. I had to pee really, really bad. Trish and
I leaned against the wall laughing and joking when all of a sudden
we heard a guy’s voice mumbling and shushing from behind the door
along with the girl’s giggles.

Trish looked at me with wide eyes and a
knowing smile, and I threw my head back silently laughing
hysterically. I turned to Trish and whispered, “I really hope they
make it quick, because I’m not sure how long I can hold it.” The
downstairs bathroom had a long ass line, and really, how long could
this guy possibly last? He was only in high school for Pete’s
sake.

“No kidding,” Trish responded on a laugh and
then went on to tell me about one of the many guys she met while at
college orientation. “He was so fine Lex. God, I can’t wait for you
to see-” She was cut off when all of a sudden a deep, threatening
voice boomed, “Don’t look at me!”

I stopped breathing.

It couldn’t be-

“Don’t touch me. Keep your fucking hands on
the counter.” The deep voice demanded.

Oh. My. God!

I froze. The blood running through my veins
turned to ice. I couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t think, I couldn’t
see.

I knew that voice.

I looked at Trish to see her reaction hoping
that I was just insane and hearing things, but nope, she had
stopped laughing and was now glaring at the locked door.

Oh God, please tell me this isn’t
happening! The tightness in my chest was suffocating me.

I placed a hand to my chest and had to
concentrate on the beating of my heart because there was a good
possibility I might just pass out. No, I might actually throw up,
or both. Trish turned toward me and whispered “Let’s go” in my ear,
but I couldn’t move.

What was she thinking?

No way in hell was I moving. I scowled at
her. I wasn’t moving until I saw the bastard with my own eyes. He
could always lie and say it wasn’t him, and I’d want to desperately
to believe him that I’d just go on living in doubt.

At that thought, the moaning started; the
girl’s moans, not Lan’s. I had every sound Landyn made while having
sex memorized, but this time it seemed Lan was a silent partner.
More than likely the jerk just didn’t want to get caught. The idiot
was having sex in the bathroom of our mutual friend’s house and he
didn’t want to get caught!

What an asshole!

The moaning continued and I heard the girl
beg, “Harder, harder!” I closed my eyes as the tears rained down my
cheeks. I heard a couple of Lan’s barked, “Shut up’s” and it seemed
like a lifetime that I was standing there even though it couldn’t
have been more than five minutes. A few people walked by saying
things and asking questions. They were just being friendly, but I
had no idea who they were. I couldn’t concentrate on anything but
that damn door!

Suddenly the moaning grew louder, and
louder. “Yes!” I head the girl squeal and an instant later, every
sound in the world ceased.

There was about two minutes of oblivion
before the door knob jiggled and the lock finally clicked. I
wondered what they were doing during those silent minutes; were
they kissing? Was Lan cleaning her up like he did me? Were they
staring longingly at one another as Lan and I did after making
love... no... fucking. What we had was just fucking to him,
clearly.

Trish reached down to hold my hand trying to
give me a sense of comfort, when the door opened and Destiny,
Bitch-From-Hell, Tarson, the school whore, walked out with a
satisfied smile on her face. When she saw me, that smile
immediately turned evil.

Ugh! She had blonde hair, go
figure, blue eyes and was beautiful, in her own “Look at me I’m
a slut and wear too much makeup” way. She also had an
eardrum-piercing voice.

If I wasn’t already convinced she was the
devil incarnate, this was concrete proof! Who the hell had a name
like Destiny? I mean really? Well, Bitch-From-Hell was soon
to meet her destiny blind-as-a-bat as soon as I claw her
eyes out!

I was about to make my move when Trish’s
hand tightened so hard around mine I flinched. I knew what she was
telling me without saying the words, so I took a long, deep breath
and moved my eyes away from the ugly smile on Destiny’s face to
look at the son of a bitch behind her.

And there he was.

Landyn... Lan...

My Lan!

The ice running through my veins quickly
ignited into fire at the sight of him. My face was burning up as
the tears continued to spill. With all my mixed emotions churning,
I knew it was only a matter of time before I threw up.

I couldn’t believe this was actually
happening, that this was real life and not a nightmare. I closed my
eyes wishing I could vanish. Wishing I had never fallen in love
with Landyn; or even met him for that matter.

I thought he was my best friend and the love
of my life. The guy I planned to marry and have a family with. To
think of all the times he talked about how beautiful our kids were
going to be was devastating.

What a silly, silly little girl I am.

The knowledge of my soul mate walking out of
a freaking bathroom after having sex with the biggest
Bitch-From-Hell was so overwhelming that I wanted to pull my hair
and scream at the top of my lungs!

I knew from that moment on, my life was
over. My heart was shattered beyond repair. I expected we would
both make mistakes since we were still so young, but I never would
have imagined anything like this. What hurt the most was the fact
that he was a liar! Everything he’s ever said to me was a
lie.

Now, I hated him with everything I had. I
would always love him, but I hated him with so much passion that I
knew I would never be able to forgive him. Not
ever!

It took a while for him to acknowledge my
presence. He didn’t see me because his head was still down, hand
rubbing the back of his neck in a way one might actually think he
regretted his little bathroom romp with fucking “Everyone’s had a
piece” Destiny. Yuck!

Once he reached the threshold of the door I
made sure to commit his beauty to memory because I never planned on
seeing it again.

“Was it good?” I managed to force out
the question with as much strength as I could find. I didn’t even
sound like myself.

Even though my eyes were blinded by tears, I
still saw the horrified expression on his face when he looked up
and realized I was standing there. I silently wondered if he was
horrified that he got caught, or horrified by what he’d just done.
He didn’t say anything and we stared at each other for an eternity.
He looked completely lost. I, on the other hand, just kept trying
to figure out where I went wrong.

Finally, Destiny broke the spell when she
spoke, “Ignore her Lan, let’s just go back to the party.” Then she
held out her hand and snapped her fingers in his direction. She
actually expected him to grab it in front of me.

My eyes dared him to do it.

If he did, I was going to tackle him so hard
and pray that cracking his head on the tile would knock some
fucking sense into him!

But he didn’t.

He quickly turned his head toward Destiny
and whispered “What the fuck?”

I didn’t know if he was asking himself that
question or Destiny, but it didn’t matter. I was about to let
everyone standing in the general vicinity, himself included, know
just what the fuck! To make matters even worse, I just
realized the Bitch-From-Hell called Lan, Lan! No one called
him that but me!

Is this seriously happening right now?

I was so hot that I could swear my eyes
turned red. I ignored everything and everyone around me and
screamed, “How could you do this to me?” I barely finished my
sentence before I choked on a sob.

“Lexi, baby,” he said in a quiet, but rough
and strangled voice. He held up his hands as if to say “I won’t
hurt you,” and started to walk toward me, but I shook my head at
him.

“You stay the hell away from me!”

“Lexi, baby, fuck! I need to touch you.” His
voice was now both frustrated and desperate. He ran a hand through
his hair.

“Are you crazy? You lost the right to ever
touch me again. I’m nothing to you now, Landyn.” I hissed
his full name. I was outraged!

He looked completely destroyed and possibly
even a little angry that I wouldn’t let him come near me, but what
gave him the right? The asshole! I thought he would make
another move, but he surprised me by speaking softly, “I’m sorry,
please just listen...

“No, Landyn!” I shouted, determined to be
strong. Fuck him!

I was so done with him. I took a few breaths
to calm myself. I didn’t want to embarrass myself any more than he
already had, so when I looked in his mesmerizing eyes, my next
words were quiet but firm, “I hate you, Landyn. I don’t want
to hear anything you have to say to me. I never want to hear the
sound of your voice again.”

I took another deep breath as I started
heating up again. “I truly hate you and I never want to see
you again in my life!”

Well, it seemed deep breathing didn’t work
out too well since I ended that last bit on another shout. So much
for not embarrassing myself even more, either; the crowd already
surrounding us grew bigger.

Screw it!

I continued shouting. “Why? And with
her of all people.” I lifted a hand to the devil in the
flesh who was staring at me like I was some cool new animated toy.
I mean, really?

“How long have you been fucking her while
fucking me, huh? Is she the only one? Were you at least considerate
enough to use protection?” I shrieked, half sarcastic, half
serious. I paused a second before screaming, “Because you don’t
with me! If you’ve given me some kind of disease, I’ll kill
you!” I was hysterical now. “You disgust me!”

He didn’t say anything at all and continued
to stare at me with tortured eyes. He at least had the decency to
look as shattered as I was.

“Lex, you’re scaring me. Let’s just get out
of here,” Trish said quietly at my side. When she started to pull
me away, I realized that screaming at Landyn was pointless. No way
could I ever forgive him for this. I turned in a dazed stupor to
follow Trish.

When he spoke next, he spoke so softly and
my ears were ringing so badly, I almost didn’t hear him, but I did.
I stopped mid-step and every muscle in my body tensed up.

“Baby, I’m so sorry. I love you so much;
maybe too much.” His voice was pained and every word was like a
knife twisting in my heart. He paused before continuing. “I made a
mistake. One mistake Lexi, I swear. Please just let
me explain.”

At that moment, he started speaking, more
like stuttering, rapidly and his voice grew louder. “We’re only
eighteen, Lexi, and she was telling me things... I panicked. I know
that’s a stupid excuse... I can’t explain it right... She said
things about you... I’m really screwing this up… I’ve had too much
to drink and she just wouldn’t leave me alone... It meant nothing
to me. Please don’t leave me...”

Well, there was one thing I forgot to
mention about Landyn. He could care less about what people thought
of him. He would never be embarrassed to grovel. He said
everything I would want to hear if I was fool enough to actually
believe him and take him back, and as much as I wanted to, I knew
he was liar! Likely, it was all just an act to save face in front
of our friends.

I twisted my neck around so fast that I was
certain I’d be feeling the effects of whiplash later. He
immediately stopped stumbling through his poor attempt at begging
me for forgiveness.

For a second, I was caught off guard when I
realized that he had tears in his eyes. The bastard actually had
the nerve to have tears in his eyes!

“Are you kidding me right now?” I asked in a
tone that was so shockingly low, it made even my skin crawl. “I.
Hate. You.” I forced myself to say again, but meant every
word.

His hand came up to swipe down his face.
Seeing him cry only added to my pain, but none of this was my
fault.

“I’ve done nothing but love you Landyn.
Being the silly little dreamer girl I am, even at eighteen,
I was more than ready to spend my life with you. You were
everything to me, but you never will be again.” My voice was
becoming uneven and I had to pause to think through the fog.

“Good luck with the rest of your life
Landyn, I really do hope you’ll be happy.” I finished on a whisper,
then turned and ran away as fast I I could. I heard a lot of
commotion coming from behind me, but I couldn’t look back. I had to
get out of there.

The instant I made it to the front door I
heard shouting. “You’re mine Lexi! No matter what happens,
you’re mine! Do you hear me?”

Sheesh! Roar much?

Outside, Trish started screaming as soon as
my feet hit the pavement.

“I can’t believe this shit! I’m going to
hurt him Lex! No, I’m going to pay someone to hurt him because he’s
too big for me take down alone!”

Then all was quiet for approximately two
point five seconds before she started again, but this time she
spoke in a tone that held so much venom she frightened even me.
“I’m not going to kill him... no, that would be doing him a favor.”
She paused again. She was thinking which was never a good thing.
“I’m going to break a knee cap or his throwing arm so he’ll never
be able to play ball again! Maybe even his foot.” She turned to
face me suddenly. “Do you know how many itty bitty bones are in one
foot?” She didn’t let me answer. “Twenty-six! Yeah, I’m thinking
his foot is my best bet. Now I just need to figure out what to drop
on it. I’m going to crush it!” she growled.

I thought she was finished until I heard her
scream, yet again, “Destiny! What a stupid hoe-bag! Now, her I can
take down myself I just need to do some more planning! It might
take years, but she’s got it coming!” I knew she wouldn’t really
hurt Destiny physically, at least I didn’t think so, or Landyn for
that matter, but Trish was sneaky and so damn smart that she
probably would find a way to take them down. That thought made me
feel a little better.

As we drove away, Trish kept on half talking
half screaming, but I wasn’t listening. I was silently dying
inside. It really wasn’t Destiny’s fault Lan did this to me. I
understand that everyone makes their own choices and Landyn made
his, even if it was the wrong one. But that didn’t mean it hurt any
less.

Now, Diary, I have decisions to make;
major decisions.

 


 


 



Chapter One

Six Years Later

 


I was standing on the steps, about to walk
into the auditorium to receive my Bachelor of Science in Marketing
degree, and I couldn’t help but think about that damn diary I found
this morning. While I was going through my shoe boxes looking for
my gold, strappy Anne Klein heels to wear with my black cap and
gown, there it was; in all its glittery pink glory. It was like a
slap in the face, or an omen.

I didn’t want to be here now. I felt too old
for this.

Not that at twenty-four I felt out of place
at my own college graduation, I just had way more responsibility
than the typical twenty-four year old. I also never wanted to see
my six-year torture chamber again.

So, I’ve been standing on the front steps
for the last ten minutes trying to talk Ryan into taking me home,
but he wouldn’t budge.

No way was he letting me ditch and he was
relentless at trying to persuade me. “Alexis, you have to do this
for Layla. She needs to see her mom graduate and we need to
celebrate this day. You’ve worked way too hard not to enjoy it.” He
pressed his cheek against mine and spoke in his velvety, soft
voice.

“Truthfully, I just want another reason to
spoil you sweetheart, and this time you have to accept anything I
give you. It’s a rule.” He pulled back gave me a sweet, but deep,
closed mouth kiss. I loved when he kissed me like that, but this
time I knew he was only trying to sway my decision. He didn’t know
I was already swayed at the mention of my little princess’
name.

I pressed forward and opened my mouth over
his to suck in his bottom lip. He sighed and opened his mouth for
me. “You don’t fight fair Lex. I was finally winning,” he
whispered.

Yeah, that was more like it. “You already
won Ry.” I whispered back and gave him one last pull.

I knew he was right, like always. Well, not
about the spoiling part.

So, as I now stood backstage waiting for the
ceremony to begin, I had to keep telling myself that I was doing
this for Layla; and Ryan; and I suppose Trish considering all the
bitching she did when I told her I didn’t want to walk. Trish, the
lucky hooker, was already half way through her Veterinarian
studies.

I wasn’t happy and I already had a bad
feeling about today. Finding my old diary brought back some painful
memories. I just wanted to grab my degree and haul ass out of here
and all this waiting around was really playing tricks with my
head.

I started chewing away at my cuticles
thinking about everything that’s happened to get me to this point
in my life.

Everything after that horrid, sleepless
night six years ago that always felt like it just happened
yesterday...

 


 


 


Memory Lane

 


The day after Landyn’s betrayal, I was a
complete robot set on auto. I worked fast to get out of town so no
one, other than my parents and Trish, would find out that I was
five weeks pregnant. Secrets were few and far between in small
towns. I told my parents and Trish as soon as I found out, but I
was planning something special for Landyn.

I was going to tell him about the baby the
weekend after we both started school. I had secretly applied to the
local community college near his because there was no way I wanted
Landyn changing his mind about going to the college of his dreams.
Trish even decided she would work on transferring to his university
the next semester to be closer to me and her “soon to be niece or
nephew”.

I begged her not to work her life around
mine, but her mind was made up.

Not that it mattered now. Neither one of us
would be moving. It had all been a fantasy. Lan would never know
about the miracle growing inside me.

The day after the Destiny fiasco, Landyn set
up camp on my front porch; sometimes he would sit in his car, but
he never left the front of my house. He also called a million times
to my house phone, cell phone and even my parent’s cell phone; yes,
they shared one.

I ached to see him or simply hear his voice,
but I couldn’t give in now. I threatened anyone who looked like
they might answer. “Touch that phone and I’ll break your hand!”

I wouldn’t really, but I’d be seriously
pissed off.

My parents were extremely supportive, but
they didn’t agree with me not telling Landyn about the baby.
Hell-to-the-no way was I telling him! He didn’t deserve to know. I
knew, without a doubt, that he would try even harder to get me back
for the baby’s sake, and possibly his own conscience, but I never
wanted to see him again.

One day I might regret not telling him, but
at that moment, just the thought of him made me furious and not
just at him. I was furious with myself for being so naive. Plus, if
I told him about the baby I’d have to see his irresistibly,
beautiful face every time he came to visit.

No fucking way!

So, my dad contacted the apartment complex
where Trish and I were rooming together and managed to talk them
into letting us move in two weeks early. I’m sure my parents paid
extra for that.

Somehow my dad even found out there was an
open administrative position in the leasing office as well. That
killed two birds with one stone because I refused to let my parents
take on the burden of my irresponsibility, even knowing the
pleasure they would take in helping me.

Throughout my last few days home, Landyn
came by obsessively and called and left messages. I never answered
or listened. Somehow I managed to sneak out of the house and move
into my apartment. Landyn’s calls continued, but my parents never
mentioned if he still came by after I left, even though I had no
doubt he did.

My only saving grace was the fact that
Landyn didn’t know exactly which apartment complex I was staying
in. I never got around to sharing the details.

After about two months, Lan’s calls finally
toned down to only a few times a week. Then they gradually ceased.
It hurt when the calls stopped and I almost couldn’t stand it. I
itched to call him up and order, “You better keep calling me, jerk”
just so I could take pleasure in thinking he still cared for me. I
also longed to hear him say, “Lexi, baby” when he answered the
phone in that deep voice of his.

But I had to move forward.

I finally started to get a routine together,
but as my luck would have it, pregnancy and college didn’t mix very
well. In about my thirteenth week of pregnancy, morning sickness
turned into twenty-four hour sickness.

How in the hell that happened, I had no
clue.

I fought as hard as I could to keep up, but
my grades just kept slipping. I started to get sicker for longer
periods of time. Trish was a life saver, no doubt about it. No
matter what boyfriend she had at the time or studying she had to
do, she was always there for me, helping in every possible way. She
would even clean the bathroom after I threw up when I was too weak
to do it myself. She always made dinner or bought take-out. She
even rubbed my back and brought me juice.

Now that’s a best friend for life! I really
wished we were lesbians.

Of course there was always Trish’s random,
but fairly consistent cursing of, “that stupid, son of a bitch,
asshole, bastard Landyn!” But who could blame her really? She was
doing what should have been his job. I cursed him myself on
numerous occasions.

The day the doctor finally put me on bed
rest, my world nearly fell apart. Again!

So much for not needing my parent’s
help.

I became depressed. Having nothing but time
on my hands, all I did was think of Landyn. I thought about how he
should be experiencing all the ups and downs of pregnancy with me.
I thought about how happy he would have been. I knew he would have
treated me like a like treasure. I also knew he would have been a
great dad. But just as soon as I got the urge to call him and tell
him about the baby, I wondered if when I called, would he be in the
middle of having sex with Destiny? Or maybe some other random
hooker?

Well, no way was I finding out!

The only good thing about being so sick was
that I wasn’t gaining too much weight, just enough to keep the baby
safe. Either way, that’s all that mattered.

Three weeks early, my little princess came
into the world.

Layla James Martine.

I know, I know... James is a boy
name, but my conscience was telling me she needed a piece of
Landyn. My hormones didn’t help the matter either.

Delivery was a breeze, which I thought I
earned for being so sick. As soon as I went into labor I called
Trish to come get me and take me to the hospital, then I called my
parents. Luckily I made it to the hospital just in time because it
seemed Princess Layla was just as impatient as her father. She was
born only an hour and thirty minutes after arriving at the
hospital. Sheesh!

When she was placed in my arms I cried
uncontrollably. She was a miracle. My little angel. She was
unbelievably beautiful, so beautiful that no words would do her
justice. She had black fuzzy hair, blue eyes and long curly
eyelashes. Her smooth, soft, glowing skin smelled so delicious I
had to kiss every inch of her. I constantly rubbed her little hands
and feet just to make sure she was real and not porcelain.

She looked just like her daddy; so much for
Landyn becoming a distant memory.

I would see his face in my little girl every
day for the rest of my life. But it was worth it. Layla was all
mine and I’d never have to share her. My world revolved around her
now and I looked forward to my new future. Everything was
perfect.

So I thought.

The minute I brought Layla home, things
started to get expensive real fast. As soon as I could, I got a
job; waitressing at Shark’s Bar & Grill downtown. It was the
night shift so it worked out perfectly with Trish’s schedule. My
parents also drove in frequently to spend time with Layla and help
us out.

Eventually, waitressing turned into
bartending and Mama Number Two Trish, “Aunt T” as she preferred to
be called, babysat Layla while I worked. I refused to feel bad
about leaving her with Trish because Trish loved her with all her
heart. Trish was in the delivery room when Layla was born and did
everything the daddy was expected to do. She truly was Mama Number
Two.

I really needed to explore this lesbian
thing.

Layla was such a good baby that Trish always
threatened to steal her away for herself so that she’d never have
to ruin her perfect figure by carrying one of her own. Well, she
could try, but I’d hunt her down, cut her up in little pieces, and
feed her to buzzards when I got a hold of her.

I loved Layla so much and she filled my
heart with so much joy I thought it might burst. She was spoiled
rotten.

Things started looking up. Way up. I
registered two semesters later and took classes online, which of
course is why graduating took a lot longer than expected. I also
didn’t want to take on a full load and risk dropping my GPA.

I met Ryan the summer before my junior year.
He introduced himself to me at Shark’s. I was busy working behind
the bar when he came up and flirted horribly.

“You’re gorgeous,” I heard a guy’s soft
voice say. I quickly looked up at him like he was an alien from
another planet. “I’m Ryan,” he said, holding out his hand. I just
stared. I realized I must have looked like a dead fish standing
there staring with my mouth hanging open, but I couldn’t help it. I
was speechless.

Awkward!

Eventually I came to and slowly took his
hand while I mumbled, “Alexis... Lex...” Now why did I just tell
him my real name? Oh, I know why, because he was freaking
hot! Not the muscular, rugged, Landyn hot, but more like
sleek, sophisticated, smooth hot. I’d seen him in here with his
friends. They all came in wearing their slacks and buttoned-down or
polo shirts. Sometimes they wore ties. Honestly, they really did
clash with the laid back vibe here, but in a way that only made
them more noticeable.

He had short, light, sandy brown hair that
he kept gelled and combed a tad bit to the side. It wasn’t dorky,
it was sophisticated. He also had beautiful blue eyes. His face was
nicely shaped and looked very smooth. His sleeves were rolled up to
his elbows and I could see his perfectly tanned skin. His build was
lean. I figured he had a runner’s body under those clothes; a very
sleek and sexy runner’s body to match his sleek and sexy face.

I scanned down and noticed his shirt was
also unbuttoned at the neck exposing his smooth throat, a smidgen
of hair, and a hint of hard chest.

Drool!

“Is there any way I could talk you into
having dinner with me, Lex?”

Crap, crap, crap! He caught me checking out
his chest! Well, what woman in their right mind wouldn’t ogle him?
Or man for that matter!

“Ummm...” I couldn’t even think straight.
I’ve been hit on plenty of times before, but for some reason his
yumminess had me tongue tied. At least my embarrassment earned me a
smile. A smile, I might add, that included perfectly straight white
teeth.

Sweet baby Jesus, he had a dimple! Only one.
Right cheek. Deep. I wanted to lick it. I wanted to lick
him! Oh my goodness, what is wrong with me?

“Look, it’s just dinner. If you’re not
interested afterward, then I’ll think about letting you walk
away.”

Hold up! Stop the traffic! Say what
now? He’ll think... Did I just hear that right?

That sounded so much like something Landyn
would say that I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach. That
was the last thing I needed in my life right now; another Landyn!
Not that it really mattered. It wasn’t like I had a spare heart to
crush. The original one was left in microscopic pieces in the
upstairs hallway of John Sanders’s house. But still!

I got my shit together real quick and
narrowed my eyes at him, angrier than I probably should be. “Excuse
me? You’ll think about letting me go? That’s your pickup
line? Well, let me tell you something jackass, I don’t care how
sexy your chest is or how much I want to lick your dimple. I’m a
single mother.”

I watched his smile fade away and knew I’d
have him running like a little girl, but abruptly, his eyes dropped
to my waist. As soon as I saw it I gasped and snapped my fingers in
his face. “Eyes up buddy! I work out, not that it’s any of your
business.” I refused to add the “on occasion” that would
actually make that statement true.

He quickly looked back up. “I have a baby; a
daughter. I work full-time and go to school, and any extra time I
have is devoted to the little person in my life. The last thing I
need is some asshole telling me that ’he’ll think about letting
me go’ if I’m not happy after our date, so fuck off!” Yes, I
made air quotes to his face.

I turned and stormed down to a customer at
the opposite end of the bar.

What a jerk!

About an hour after our little
confrontation, I was opening a beer bottle for a couple of newbies
when one of them grabbed my hand and asked, “What’s your name,
baby?”

You have got to be kidding me!

“Don’t have a name, baby.” I tried to
pull my arm away, but his grip tightened enough to hurt.

“What the hell are you doing?” I shrieked at
him, when out of the corner of my eye I saw Mr. Lickable Dimple
Jackass coming my way. Fan-freakin’-tastic! Was there a sign
outside that said this was “All Fools Fuck With Lex Day?!”

I just can’t win!

Mr. Lickable Dimple leaned against the bar
next to grabby guy and his expression was filled with anger. That
was a total turn on. “Is there a reason your hands are on my wife?”
he hissed through his teeth. I was completely stunned.

Grabby guy let go of my hand with a mumbled,
“Sorry, man.” His words were slurred. My new husband said, “Don’t
let it happen again.” Then he threw some bills on the bar and
looked at me with a “this is all your fault” expression, and said,
“Call a cab, these two shouldn’t drive.”

Then he turned and walked back to his table.
I stared after him. A few of his buddies were looking at me, but
all I could see was him. I realized just then that he wasn’t
another Landyn. No, Landyn would have beaten the guy bloody and
made a huge scene. On top of that, the guy just saved me from being
harassed, even after I practically ripped him a new one.

Now I felt guilty and really wanted to
cry.

I turned to Hannah, my fellow bartender, and
asked her to call the grabby guy and his friend a cab as I handed
over the money. She looked me in the eye and said quietly, “Go on
back Hon; I’ll cover you for a few.” Obviously she noticed how
upset I was.

I walked to the back thinking, why
me? Somebody please tell me, what did I ever do to have such
bad luck?

When I finally calmed down and straightened
myself up, I walked out, and totally on a whim, walked straight up
to my new husband. Standing behind his back I tapped his shoulder
and said, “Excuse me.” As I waited for his head to turn I quickly
glanced at his friends. Of course all eyes were on me, story of my
life, but they were all hunks!

Wait until I tell Trish, she’s going to
freak!

As soon as I felt Ryan’s eyes on me I looked
back at him.

“I’m sorry to interrupt, but since we’re
married now, I suppose you aren’t really required to ask if you can
take me to dinner. Just tell me when and where. And you’re picking
me up because technically I’m not from around here.”

His response was just what I needed.
“Ummmm...”

I’d shocked him alright. SCORE! I
wanted to throw up my arms like when my favorite football team
kicked a field goal. I know my grin gave away just how extremely
happy that made me, because I heard his friends chuckle in the
background.

I didn’t let him mumble anything else. I
pulled out a pen from my pocket and leaned over him to snatch up
his napkin. I wrote down my number along with the following
message:

“I’m sorry! Still interested-call.
If Not-thank you! Lex.”

Then I sauntered away, went back to work and
avoided his eyes the rest of the night.

He called alright. Things between Ryan and
me were great after our first, not so great introduction.

On our first date, Ryan was an extreme
gentleman and completely attentive. He was more than understanding
when I asked him to wait outside because Layla was home. I wouldn’t
let them meet yet.

When I saw him, I couldn’t contain my smile.
He was wearing one of his famous buttoned-down shirts. This one was
turquoise and really made his blue eyes pop. He was so hot. He
brought me a dozen beautiful pink roses and even held my hand
throughout the majority of our date. He also complimented me every
chance he got.

Our conversations were easy and I learned he
was nicer, and more sophisticated than I expected. However, I was a
little shocked at just how polite he was. I think he had a hard
time dropping the businessman act, but nevertheless, it was a
fantastic date that led to a second date... then a third... then a
fourth, and on and on.

He was five years older than me, extremely
sexy inside and out, at least the parts I could see, and
could be funny as hell. He was an accountant working his way up the
ladder to make partner.

I explained how hard it was trying to earn
my business degree while raising a toddler and how I couldn’t take
as many classes as I would like to.

He told me he was an avid runner, which of
course I already guessed.

After about four dates, and to my own
surprise, I explained to him how I’d been hurt by Landyn; all of
it. I also explained my decision regarding keeping Layla
secret. I wanted him to understand why I needed things to move
slowly. I was honest with him because I had no reason not to
be.

I had trust issues and I wanted him to know
why. I was cautious in all aspects of my life, and I wanted him to
understand that. My life also revolved around Layla, and
that, he truly needed to comprehend.

If he had a problem with any of those
things, then he could hit the road. I’d even give him gas money. Oh
yeah, and if Trish didn’t like him, he might just disappear off the
face of the planet so he should go ahead and warn his parents now
if he doesn’t show up for Thanksgiving dinner. I told him
this.

But it all worked out. He accepted all
things me. Ryan and I got along wonderfully and my feelings for him
started to grow much faster than I would have liked. I’m pretty
sure he had the same feelings for me too. He was so sweet and all
of his actions seemed genuine. His friends liked me and we
innocently flirted all the time. Ryan was a good sport about it; he
rarely got jealous. Trish loved him, a good thing for him. They
were both smarty-pants so all conversation between them was a
breeze. Deep down I knew she was just being overly nice in order to
get herself introduced to his friends.

The hardest decision for me to make about
this relationship was: Have sex with Ryan before he meets my baby
girl, or after? Layla was now just two years old. She wouldn’t
remember meeting a man only a few times, but if Ryan stuck around,
which I expected him to, and then left Layla would be hurt. I did
not want my princess to get hurt if it was in my power to prevent
it.

But Ryan hadn’t even made a move other than
to kiss me. They were great kisses though. They left me panting.
His excuse was always “I don’t want to screw up our relationship by
rushing you into something you’re not ready for.”

Fine!

About three months into dating... yes,
three! Actually, three months, two days and eighteen
hours. I just couldn’t take it anymore. I’d only been with one
other guy and I was craving that connection to a man; my body
craved it. This damn man was irresistible, too! Meeting Layla would
just have to wait because I really needed to see what Ryan
was hiding under those stupid buttoned-down shirts.

It was a Friday. My parents were staying the
weekend and offered to watch Layla for the night. This would be my
first full night away from her and I was a little down about that.
Ryan picked me up outside my apartment and we went to his townhouse
for dinner and a movie. Well, that was Ryan’s plan. I had other
ideas, I just couldn’t decide on the best way to seduce him.

When we walked in the front door I asked,
“Can we just order a pizza, Ry? I don’t really feel going out
tonight.”

“Of course,” he said. I started to walk
away, but he grabbed my hand and pulled me to a stop “You’re
forgetting something.” I glared at him. Ry had this ridiculous
thing about always wanting me to be comfortable when he was around.
“Sweetheart, take off your shoes and relax.”

Sheesh! Relax? Why couldn’t the man
read my mind? I just wanted to be naked and sweaty in his bed! Or
on the couch! Or on the floor! I didn’t care where!

I sighed.

We walked to the kitchen where Ryan called
in the order. I leaned against the counter staring down at DVDs
pretending to look like I was deciding which to watch first. What a
big faker I was of course. I quickly glanced at Ryan wearing his
slacks and buttoned-down shirt walking around barefoot. A damn sexy
sight if you asked me.

But I don’t share, so nobody better ask.

I was so lost in thoughts of Ryan tying me
up that I didn’t even realize he had moved behind me until I felt
is breath at my neck and his hands on my hips. About damn
time!

When I tilted my head to look at him, his
mouth hit down on mine. He wrapped an arm around my waist and
lifted the hem of my shirt to graze his fingers across my stomach.
His other hand went to my face where he softly caressed my cheek
with his thumb. I moaned in his mouth. I needed this! I deepened
the kiss and reached up to grab the back of his head to pull him
tighter to me, but that wasn’t enough. I needed so much more.

I tore myself away from the kiss to turn in
his arms. When I lifted back up, he stopped me. He placed his
forehead to mine still breathing hard and I wrapped my arms around
his neck. “I’m sorry Lex. I just want you so much. I... I got out
of hand,” he whispered.

Was he nuts? What was he sorry for? I
quickly started unbuttoning his shirt with shaky hands. He lifted
his head and grabbed my wrists to stop me.

He was nuts!

“You don’t have to do this Lex. I don’t want
you to regret anything.” I leaned away from him slightly. “Ryan,
let go of me and take off my shirt before I body slam you to the
floor and rape you.”

He smiled at me, but he didn’t let go right
away. As soon as I gave my arm a little jerk he let me go and
whipped my shirt over my head. He looked down at me; at all
of me. He unhooked my bra and slid it off slowly, caressing my skin
as it went. I really started to become self-conscious. I hadn’t
really changed much after having Layla, but I did have a couple
stretch marks that were slightly visible, and my hips were wider,
but I did work out...occasionally. I’d wanted this so bad
and for so long, that I completely forgot about him seeing me in my
birthday suit.

“I have never seen anything as
beautiful in my life, Lex,” he whispered and bent down to devour my
mouth while his hands caressed my breasts; thumbs grazing my
nipples.

Okay then. Let’s do the damn
thing.

What seemed like a millennium later, I
finally finished unbuttoning the shirt that he had to pull
off because of the pesky little buttons around the wrist. The shirt
was like a thousand-piece jigsaw puzzle of the desert! Who
in the heck made it and why?

I pulled back to explore his chest, but
stopped dead. I whipped my head up to look him in the eyes. “You’d
make partner so much faster if you walked around without a
shirt.”

Ryan laughed out loud at my comment. “Lex,
considering most of the partners are men; I’m not sure how much
they’d appreciate that.”

He thought I was joking, but I was
completely serious. “You’re right, they wouldn’t appreciate your
chest, they’d worship it.”

His laugh turned into a grin and as soon as
I saw his dimple I remembered. I can’t believe I almost forgot! I
leaned in and started out eye level with slow licks and kisses to
his chest. I worked up his neck taking small bites here and there.
He fueled the fire every time he groaned. It sounded so sexy in his
velvety voice.

I gave his chin a nip with my teeth then
pulled back, lifted on my tippy toes and placed both hands on his
shoulders. “Look at me Ryan,” I whispered against his lips.

“God, I love the sound of your voice,” he
replied.

“Thank you, I love yours too, but I really
need you to look at me.” I placed a light kiss to his lips. I
didn’t say anything for a while as I stared into his baby blue
eyes.

Finally, he smiled and I smiled back. “Don’t
stop smiling until I say so.” I quickly moved in and started
placing kisses and nips to his chin, his jaw and finally to
his dimple. I rubbed it with my thumb. “This is so damn sexy,” I
whispered. When he groaned again, I went back to work.

I knew when Ryan decided I’d had enough fun.
He ran his hands down my ass to lift me off my feet and I barely
had time to tighten my hold and wrap my legs around his waist
before he started for the bedroom.

We were consuming each other’s mouths when I
unwrapped one arm and slid it down his chest, his abs and reached
inside his pants. As soon as I touched him where he wanted it most
he made a sharp turn and slammed my back against the wall. It hurt,
but I couldn’t care less. I needed more this very instant.

He let go of my bottom and I dropped my legs
to the ground. I started to unbutton his pants while he fumbled
with mine. “I need these off,” he said impatiently, but alas, I
finished first and dropped to my knees in front of him taking his
pants and briefs down with me.

Da-yum!

He was amazing all over. I grabbed his
erection and started to massage the silky head. I looked up and saw
that his eyes were glued to my every movement. I placed a quick
lick to the tip. He looked like he was in a trance and I’d only
just begun.

He put a hand to the back of my head and ran
his fingers lightly through my hair. I turned my head to the side
and gave him a longer, slower lick underneath, lips wrapped around
him, from base to tip, gently kneading him at the same time.

I was just about to take him full in my
mouth when in a flash he moved out of reach and dropped to his
knees.

“What are you...?” He cut me off by pushing
me to my ass and pulling my legs out from underneath me. I had to
throw my arms back to catch myself. I glared at him.

“This is our first time Lex and it’s going
to be special for you.” Oh. My. God! I was going to
orgasm and I haven’t even gotten out of my jeans yet.

Why didn’t I wear a dress? Stupid, Stupid
Lex!

“Hurry Ryan!”

“We’re taking this slow Lex.”

“Look, I’ve only been with one other guy and
I need you inside me so bad my whole body burns!” I went to
zip down my jeans, but he swatted at my hands away harshly. I
jolted when he grabbed the waistline, jerked and ripped the zipper
open. He yanked them, along with my panties, off my legs and threw
them aside.

A little too rough, but finally!

He grabbed my legs, spread them wide and
wrapped his arms under my thighs to slide me closer.

When he bent and took my nipple in his mouth
I lifted my hips and felt the tip of his erection graze where I
longed for it. He felt it too so he continued to rub against me. It
was sweet torture.

“Please,” I whispered, begging him.
He pulled back slightly and pressed the front of his thighs against
the back of mine; lifting my legs higher. Staring into my eyes, he
reached between us with his free hand and started rubbing me where
it burned.

“I want you,” he said roughly against my
lips. When I moaned, he entered me with a finger.

“Oh, God,” I whispered. “Yes.” His finger
continued stroking in and out while I rubbed myself against his
palm. “It feels so good Ryan,” my voice husky, our lips still
grazing.

I was close. I licked my lips and looked in
his eyes, “Please don’t stop, Ry.” This so needed to happen right
now.

“Come for me, Lex.” I whimpered and dug my
nails in his back. He groaned and pressed his hand harder against
me. The man knew what he was doing! This was happening! I was right
there... almost... almost... so close... I
could feel it...

Then the doorbell rang.

My eyes flew open. Ryan looked at me, but he
didn’t say a word or stop working his hand. “Keep going,” I
demanded just as pounding started on the front door. It was my turn
to groan. “Keep going,” I repeated, frustrated.

Finally the pounding stopped.

Then, the doorbell rang again... and
again... and again... and again...

NO-NO-NO! I screamed in my head. Ryan
still hadn’t stopped though. “Ignore it,” he muttered angrily
before pulling his hand away.

He grabbed his erection, kissed me urgently
and without warning, slammed inside me. The abrupt invasion hurt
and I cried out in protest, but he didn’t stop moving.

I kept quiet and squeezed my eyes shut. The
pain went away, but it was too late; I lost it. No orgasm for
me.

“You’re so tight,” he muttered in a strained
voice, but he powered on.

Then, the doorbell rang again. It wouldn’t
have been so bad if the damn doorbell ringer wasn’t located in
this particular hallway, but it sounded like a fog horn. I
didn’t care; I just wanted this over with.

Ryan, finally noticing my loss of
participation, shouted “Fuck” so loud, I jumped.

I knew he was as frustrated as I was, but
for different reasons. He pulled out of me, shot up to his feet and
looked down at me with fury. He quickly took in his
surroundings.

“Get up,” he barked. I quickly pulled myself
up and brought my knees to my chest. “I can’t believe I let this
happen,” he continued angrily. He was quiet a moment before turning
his face away from me. “There’s a robe in my bathroom, go put it
on.” Then he turned and walked away.

What the hell...?

What did I do wrong? Why would he talk to me
like that?

Why can’t anything in my life just go the
way it’s supposed to for once?

He can’t believe he let this happen? Well,
neither can I!

My throat was closing up and I knew the
tears were coming. Just great!

I forced myself up and ran to his bathroom
slamming the door and locking it behind me. I grabbed his robe and
tied the belt painfully tight, sat down on the side of the tub and
started bawling.

I had no idea how long I sat there, but I
was wishing I had my cell to call Trish to come pick me up when
there was a knock at the door. “Lex, you in there?” He still
sounded peeved.

What a stupid question to ask Mr.
Smarty-Pants! Where else would I be?

I swiped at my cheeks and took a few deep
breaths to help normalize my voice, “Yeah, give me just a sec.”

“Okay. Come into the kitchen when you’re
done, please.”

At least the jerk had the decency to say
please, I muttered to myself.

Once I let everything sink in, my tears
started falling faster. This was just more proof that Ryan and
Landyn were nothing alike, only this time, I didn’t like the
difference. I tried so hard not to compare them, and I did a fairly
good job, but at times like this I couldn’t help myself.

First, Landyn never would have taken me so
forcefully; without any concern for me. Second, he would have
killed whoever was at the front door and I was pretty certain Ryan
didn’t since I hadn’t heard any screams for help. Third, if I
locked myself in a bathroom because I was upset and crying, Landyn
would have known I was upset and crying; we just had that
connection.

He also would have coerced me to open the
door just so he could hold me. If he couldn’t coerce me, he’d
probably break the door down.

Lastly, Landyn never would have spoken to me
as harshly as Ryan did while I was lying naked on the floor after
giving myself to him.

I had to get out of here. I hurried to pull
myself together and went about wiping off the mascara running down
my cheeks. I fanned myself to help the red splotchiness disappear
quicker. When I was finally decent, I quietly walked out. I noticed
my discarded pants in the hall so I picked them up and put them on.
I could only button the top because the zipper was busted.

When finished, I headed straight for the
kitchen.

Ryan was sitting on a bar stool with his
elbows on the counter and his head in his hands. I didn’t move past
the entryway. When I called out his name he looked up and surveyed
my oddly clothed body; robe and jeans. When his eyes hit mine, his
face was sad. Yeah, well so was I.

“I’ll call Trish to come pick me up,” I said
softly. I turned and walked over to pick up my bra and shirt and
headed for the living room.

Ryan never said a word.

It was only when I finished dressing and sat
on the couch to wait for Trish that it hit me... I wasn’t wearing
my panties... oops! I guess Ryan will have a nice keepsake
to remember me by. No sooner than I thought that, I felt Ryan walk
in the room. Out of the corner of my eye I saw him stand beside me,
but I refused to acknowledge him.

“Lex, I know you want to leave and Trish is
probably already on her way, but please let me apologize before you
walk out the door.” I still didn’t look at him. When he spoke next
his words were a velvety soft whisper. “I’m sorry for the way I
spoke to you, Lex. It wasn’t because of you. I was angry with
myself, and I still am. I can’t believe I actually had the nerve to
take you on the floor in the fucking hallway,” he spit out
harshly.

I looked at him then. “I wanted it on
the floor. I needed it on the floor. I didn’t care where
Ryan, but that pales in comparison to the fact that you hurt me and
didn’t even the decency to make sure I was okay.”

His face looked pained. “I hurt you?” he
asked in a choked whisper.

I was surprised that he hadn’t even realized
it. “Yes, Ryan, it hurt; only at first and not too bad, but enough
that I was uncomfortable. You were so intent on finishing that you
never even noticed.” I shook my head. “You know, it wasn’t even
that. I can understand getting carried away, but the way you spoke
to me afterward was cruel. I felt like a child getting scolded for
wanting you.”

Ryan unexpectedly dropped to his knees in
front of me and grabbed my hands.

“Lex, I’m sorry. I just wanted you so bad.
I’m so, so sorry. I was also furious at myself for not using
protection with you. I don’t even know if you’re on birth control,
but it was my responsibility to protect you and I didn’t. I want
kids someday, but not right now. I took it out on you.” He paused.
“Sweetheart, please forgive me, it’ll never happen again. I promise
I’ll make it up to you no matter how long it takes,” he pleaded
desperately.

Well the “not wanting kids right now” part
didn’t make me happy. What about Layla? Didn’t he realize the
package he ordered came with the gift of a beautiful little
princess? One guaranteed to be wrapped in pink, with a bow on
top!

He caught my chin and turned me to face him.
“Lex, I know you’re pissed and probably never want to see me again,
but I can’t let you leave without you knowing that I’m in love with
you. I know what you’re thinking. I wasn’t including Layla in that
statement about kids. I just meant that if we have kids eventually,
I’d like to be further along in my career by then. Please forgive
me.”

Oh. My. God. I was staring at him,
but not actually seeing him. This was way too much to take in all
at once. He put a hand to the side of my face and gave me a light
kiss, “Lex, I love you.” I closed my eyes trying to force the tears
away.

“What?” I managed to croak out. “I
love you, Lex. I’ll understand if you don’t say it back, but I’ll
wait because I know you care for me.”

He was right, I did care for him; more than
just cared, but did I love him? Every time I started to think I
did, I’d force myself to think of something else. If I do love him,
should I tell him? What would he do with the leftover pieces of my
heart that were all I had left to give a man? He hurt me once, but
compared to what Landyn did, this was nothing. I didn’t think Ryan
could hurt me as bad as Landyn did, but I wasn’t the best judge of
character.

Ryan was different that’s for sure. Not
better, not worse, just different.

Very different.

What about Layla? They’d never even met!
What if Ryan couldn’t handle helping raise a child who wasn’t his?
I was going to freak out!

“Lex, snap out of it,” Ryan said while
simultaneously snapping his fingers in front of my face to catch my
attention. “It’ll be ok. I’ll wait. I still need to prove that I
won’t hurt you, I know that. I still need to meet your little girl,
I know that too. Just please stop doubting me, Lex. I’m going to
take care of us.”

At that precise moment, I heard tires
screech in the background.

Not a minute later, banging started again at
the front door. Oh no, not this shit again!

“Open up asshole! If Lex is not out in five
seconds I’m breaking in a window! Open the door!” Then the
countdown started, “Five... four... three...” Well then, it would
seem Trish has arrived. Fantastic. Now how was I going to
get poor Ryan out of this predicament without bloodshed? I sighed
out loud.

Trish was now at “One point two-five!” so
Ryan spoke fast, “Don’t leave Lex, please. Tell Trish to come
inside. She can help us eat what the pizza boy nearly lost a hand
for delivering. I actually told the poor kid if he lifted his hand
one more time I was going to cut it off.” I snorted at that. “See,
you’re rubbing off on me,” he said sounding resigned to a lifetime
of living with my sarcasm.

“So it would seem.” I responded quietly
before adding, “And just so you know, I have an IUD. I can’t get
pregnant until I have it taken out.” I gave him a swift, wet kiss,
and then rushed to go put out the fire at the front door.

So, after yet another dramatic turning
point, for the past two years Ryan and I moved forward with our
lives together. When Layla and Ryan finally met, they really hit it
off. Granted, my little princess got along with anyone that met all
her demands, and she was so darn precious that people would move
planets to make her happy.

Layla was included in nearly all of our
dates. We went to the movies, the zoo and dinner together
regularly, but I never let Ryan take Layla anywhere without me. It
wasn’t that I didn’t trust Ryan. Layla was just the most important
thing in my life and if, God forbid, anything were to happen
to my princess, I wanted it to happen when I was there. They still
had a great relationship. I was happy.

We encountered no more major hiccups; minor
hiccups, yes, major hiccups, no. One was Ryan’s temper. I knew his
work was stressful and sometimes he took his bad days out on me,
but he never took them out on Layla and he always made up for it.
Sometimes he just said things he didn’t mean in the heat of the
moment. I’d just roll my eyes and ignore him.

Ryan also tried to spoil us. He tried to
give me money or buy groceries, or buy Layla expensive toys, but I
refused to let him unless it was for something special. I had
become dependent on someone emotionally once before and the last
thing I wanted was to become dependent on Ryan financially. Since
becoming partner at Simon, Gregor & Stevenson Accounting he
made a killing, but I wanted to earn everything for myself and my
baby girl.

I made just enough money to pay my share of
the rent and utilities, my awesome, used, red, four-door, 4x4 Ford
F150, and anything the princess needed or wanted. I rarely bought
anything for myself unless absolutely necessary. Not that I minded,
buying things for Layla and receiving a smile brighter than the sun
was like Christmas for me.

Another minor hiccup, on the verge of being
major, was the fact that Ryan never spent the night and it was not
for lack of trying. Our sex life was fantastic and always
passionate, but it only happened at his place. It was frustrating
spending nights apart, but surprisingly, Trish was the one who put
her foot down.

Yes, we’re still roomies.

Trish would always say it wasn’t appropriate
for Layla to see us sleeping and waking up together until Ryan and
I were engaged, or at least living together. I had to admit she was
right. Miss Promiscuous Aunt T was right. Ryan fussed at first, but
it died down quickly. I stayed at his place every chance I
could.

Our relationship was wonderful. It was
simple, it was easy and it worked.

I loved him.

 


 


 



Chapter Two

Present

 


As soon as the graduation ceremony was over
I went in search of everyone. When I hit the steps outside the
arena I heard Trish shout, “Hey bitch!” from somewhere down below.
I looked and found Trish, Mom, Dad, Layla and Ryan standing at the
bottom of the steps. Ryan was flashing the dimple and Princess was
sitting on his shoulders waving. I could feel the tears coming.

I jogged down the stairs chanting “it’s
over, it’s over, it’s over!” and ran straight up to my man and baby
girl who was now five years old.

I gave Ryan a soft kiss on the lips.
“Congratulations sweetheart,” he said in my favorite velvety voice
and I smiled at him.

“Mommy, can we go eat now? I’m hungry!”
Layla called out. I looked up at my beautiful, black haired, eyes
now as amber as a lioness, little princess. She was dressed
head-to-toe in a pink outfit that included a hot pink flowered
headband and a matching ruffled, belted dress that read “Mommy
Rocks” topped off with pink lip gloss and pink cowgirl boots. My
heart fluttered at her beauty.

“You better bend down here and give Mama
some sugar before I pass out from diabetic shock.”

She gave me a huge smile. “Mama, you always
says that, silly.” She immediately bent over and gave me a big,
wet, sloppy smack on the mouth while I squeezed her still chunky
cheeks.

“Hey, you may be my little princess, but
you’ll always be my baby.”

“Love you Mama,” she said happily.

“How much?” I asked her.

She opened her arms wide and said “This
much!”

I laughed and said, “I love you more than
the whole wide world baby.”

I squeezed her little foot and turned to my
parents; both were teary eyed. I walked to them and gave them a
huddle hug. “I love you, honey, I’m so proud of you.” Dad was
choked up.

“I knew you could do it. We love you so
much,” Mom said.

I was overwhelmed with emotion.

“Thank you both for everything. If it
weren’t for you... I just... I wouldn’t...” I was blubbering
now.

“Sweetheart, this is supposed to be a happy
moment. Let’s all stop crying, ok?” Dad said. Ryan started rubbing
my back.

“Yeah, come on, I’m starving!” Layla
called out impatiently.

“Hey bitch! Are you going to give me a hug
or what?” Trish asked.

“Trish, one day I’m going to wash that mouth
out with soap,” Mom said angrily. Then she turned to face me. “You
too missy!”

“Well, I’ll let you Mrs. Martine, right
after Lex gives me a fucking hug. I think I earned it.” I turned to
see that Trish was crying too. Oh man! Trish didn’t cry
often, but when she did it made my heart ache. “Trish, I love you!”
I told her and threw my arms around her neck.

After a minute, she pushed me back slightly.
“Alright, alright, let’s go. Princess is starving and princesses
should never starve.”

I started wiping at my cheeks. “Mama, can I
ride with Aunt T? She says she might put the top down,” Layla
asked.

“Layla, you go with your mom now and ride
back home with me after, okay? I just need to stop by Anne’s to
pick up the cake,” Trish said.

“Okay!” Layla replied excitedly.

“See y’all in a little bit,” Trish waved,
turned and walked away.

Ryan set Layla down; she ran to me and
grabbed my hand. “Sweetheart, are you ready to go?” Ryan asked.

I turned to my parents, “Meet you guys at
the restaurant?” “Sure, honey,” Dad responded.

When they walked away, Ryan grabbed my other
hand. “I’m so happy for you, Lex. I love you.” “I love you too,
Ry.”

 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


It was in the parking lot when it
happened.

I couldn’t move. Please let me be imagining
things. Please, please, please just let me be dehydrated and
hallucinating. Life couldn’t possibly be so evil, could it? Ryan
was fumbling with his keys in his pocket, but he stopped when he
realized he left me behind. I was carrying Layla now.

“Sweetheart, are you alright? You don’t look
so good.” Ryan asked, but I couldn’t speak. There were no words. I
was carrying Layla!

What if she... no, no, no, she’s too stupid!
She would never put two and two together, would she?

Ugh!

Why the hell is she headed our way? She
wouldn’t dare say one word to me, right? As soon as I asked myself
that question I heard a high-pitched happy voice call “Ryan?”

What the Fu...?

My eyes swung to look at Ryan who was now
facing the Bitch-From-Hell that nearly ruined my life! “Hey Dest,
how are you?” Ryan asked then wrapped an arm around her shoulder to
give her a half hug. I gasped out loud. I literally had to suck air
into my mouth to breathe.

Are you fucking shitting me?

Ryan turned back to me and his arm dropped
away from “Dest.”

“Lex, what’s the matter with you? You’re
worrying me,” Ryan sounded genuinely concerned. I didn’t even look
his way. I’d deal with his ass later. I couldn’t do anything, but
stare at “Dest.”

When she saw me she grinned. “Hey Alexis,
long time, no see, huh?”

Oh no she didn’t! What a bitch! I
wanted to pound her face in, but I couldn’t! I forced myself to
bite my tongue.

“You two know each other?” Ryan asked
curiously looking between us. Hell-to-the-yes I know her!
The Bitch!

I continued to ignore him. What could I say?
I had Layla in my arms and the last thing I wanted was for Destiny
to see her. Luckily she hadn’t even glanced at Layla.

“Mama, who’s that?” Layla asked. “Her voice
sounds funny,” she added in her five year old version of
quietly. Gotta love kids’ brutal honesty.

When a frown appeared on Destiny’s face and
her eyes quickly switched over to Layla, I knew she heard her.
Oh man. I tried to turn my body in an effort to conceal my
little girl who was the spitting image of Landyn, but it didn’t
matter.

Layla and her pink frufru outfit stood out
like a sore thumb. Not to mention she was already tall for her age,
just like her daddy. When Destiny’s head tilted to the side I knew
she was studying her; hard. I felt sick to my stomach.

“Hey Dest,” Ryan called, breaking into my
thoughts. “Tell Anthony I said ‘Hi,’ alright? Lex and I really need
to be somewhere right now.” When Ryan spoke Destiny didn’t look at
him.

Her eyes hit mine. “Sure Ryan, I’ll tell
him,” she responded and in the blink of an eye, her frown turned
into a smirk; an evil, catty little smirk. Then she turned on her
heel and flounced away.

Her statement wasn’t meant for Ryan, it was
meant for me.

Fuck!

“Lex, you’re really starting to worry me.
What the hell is going on?” Ryan asked. I quickly turned away and
walked toward Ryan’s jeep. I opened the back door and buckled Layla
into her booster while Ryan turned on the air and radio. I spoke to
Layla loud enough for Ryan to hear…

“Baby, Ryan and I are going to talk behind
the jeep for just a minute, okay? I need you to stay right here,
but I’ll be watching you.”

“Ok mama. Who was that lady? She stared. I
didn’t like her. And her voice was funny.”

I smoothed down her unruly black hair
affectionately. “Don’t worry about her, baby. I knew her a long
time ago. You want me to tell you a secret?” When she nodded
anxiously, I whispered low enough so she would feel like this
secret was just between us girls, “I don’t like her very much
either.” Layla grinned at me so I kissed her on the cheek. “Be
right back.”

I waited at the back of the jeep. As soon as
Ryan made it to me I hissed in his face. “Did you fuck her
too?”

“What?” His eyebrows rose to his hairline
and he sounded completely caught off guard.

“I said, ‘Did. You. Fuck. Her. Too?’”

“No Alexis! Jesus! She’s Anthony’s sister.
I’ve only met her a few times. What the hell is wrong with you? You
didn’t even say a word when she spoke to you and it was obvious you
knew her. You look like you saw a ghost.”

Anthony? That was interesting; he was
Trish’s favorite boy toy. Oh man, this is going to be very, very
bad!

“How the hell is Destiny Anthony’s sister? I
went to school with her and I never knew she had a brother. His
last name is Lopez and she’s definitely not a Lopez.” I
paused. “And why the fuck would I speak to the bitch that ruined my
life?” I was trying so hard not to shout because I didn’t want
Layla to hear, but my voice was rising.

“I don’t know, they have the different
mothers or something...” he trailed off “Wait, what the hell are
you...?” he paused and looked down. He was deep in thought.

“You mean, that was her? The one from high
school and the whole cheating ex-boyfriend thing?”

Cheating ex-boyfriend thing. Sheesh!

“Of course it was her. How many damn
Destiny’s can there possibly be in the world?”

“Wait just one fucking minute. It’s been
over a year since I last heard that name so why the hell would I
remember that? I’m not the one still stuck in the fucking past,” he
hissed. I could tell he was getting worked up.

Without warning, his hand shot out and
wrapped painfully around my upper arm. “What the hell do you mean
she ruined your life?” he asked belligerently. “Are you telling me
you’re still holding on to that shit? That you’re still not
happy?”

“What?” I asked, my voice shaky. Now I was
confused and distracted by his strong grip on my arm.

He continued. “We’ve been together two
years, Lex. After all this time, are you telling me you’re still
hung up on some asshole who hurt you in high school? Don’t you
think it’s about time you let that shit go?”

I sucked in a breath because I wanted so
badly to tell him, “Of course I haven’t let it go. How could I?
I see Landyn’s face in my daughter every single day! I see his
mesmerizing, amber eyes first thing every morning and I kiss the
same plump lips before bed every night! How could I just let it go?
Layla is his twin!”

But there was no way could I tell him
that.

“Let go of me Ryan.” I ordered. He looked
down at his hand and it fell away immediately. When he looked back
at me, regret was written all over his face.

“Of course I’ve let it go. It was a bad
choice of words, okay?” I lied. “But you really need to watch how
you speak to me and don’t ever grab me like that again.” I stared
him down for a minute.

He shook his head as if to clear it. “I’m
sorry, Lex. I just can’t stand thinking you’re still hung up some
asshole that you were with years ago.”

I really wanted to punch him in the
mouth.

“Ryan, the only thing I’m hung up on is that
little girl waiting inside your jeep.” I looked away from him to
try to calm down. When I turned back, I asked softly, “Can we
please not argue about this anymore?” His answer was to wrap his
arm around my shoulder, pull me close and kiss the top of my head.
“I’m sorry, Lex.”

I rested my forehead against his chest as I
let everything sink in.

“What am I going to do Ryan?” I asked
quietly. “Destiny’s going to tell Landyn. I don’t know what
happened after I left town. I don’t know if they’re still together,
but she’s going to tell him. She could be calling him as we speak.
What if he tries to take my angel away from me?” The tears started
running down my face. “I can’t lose her, I just can’t. I’ll die
before I lose her. Just thinking about it makes me sick.” Ryan held
me closely and rubbed my back soothingly.

 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


By the time we made it to the restaurant I
was completely stressed out. I was a mental wreck. I hardly ate or
said a word through the entire dinner. Everyone kept giving me
suspicious glances, but I just shook my head. I would tell them
eventually, but I couldn’t talk about this in front of Layla.

“Hey Lex, can you come with me to the
restroom?” I looked up to see Trish staring at me with a raised
eyebrow; silently threatening me to say no. Not good. I looked at
our group, “Excuse me. I’ll be right back.”

Once in the restroom, Trish started in.
“What the hell is going on Lex? Did you and Ryan have a fight? You
look like someone stole your favorite chocolate with white icing
and pink sprinkles cupcake.” I sighed.

A cupcake would actually be greatly
appreciated right about now.

“We ran into Destiny in the parking lot at
the school,” I said quietly. Trish’s eyes grew round and her
nostrils flared. I always thought it was awesome when she did
that.

“She saw Layla, T.”

Tears were burning in the back of my throat.
“She made an underhanded comment letting me know she was going to
tell Landyn.” I wiped at my face before continuing. “What if
they’re still together? She probably called him as soon as she
walked away.”

“Oh! Get this, Destiny is Anthony’s sister.
Anthony, Ryan’s friend, Anthony. Can you believe that?” I asked in
total astonishment.

“What!” Trish screamed so loud I jumped and
bumped my hip bone into the counter.

Not exactly the reaction I expected. “Are
you fucking shitting me?” she screamed again. Interesting.
“I can’t be with someone related to her! And I was just about to
have sex with him!” she yelled and I saw her fist. She was
pissed.

“Keep your voice down and what are you
talking about?” I asked, surprised. “I knew you liked him and you
saw him occasionally, but you never told me it was more than that.”
That saddened me. I didn’t like my best friend keeping things from
me.

“I just didn’t want it to come between you
and Ryan if it didn’t work out, Lex. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,
but it doesn’t matter now. I won’t see him and risk you ever
running into her again; I’d never do that to you.” She put on a
good front about no seeing Tony again, but the lost puppy dog look
currently on her face told a different story.

“Just calm down and stop jumping to
conclusions T. They have different moms or something; I’m not sure.
I’ll find out more from Ryan later, but don’t do anything drastic.
Anthony seems like a great guy and nothing like his sister,” I said
calmly, trying to reason with her. She glared at me then she sighed
loudly.

“Look, forget about Tony right now,” she
said in a resigned tone while waving the conversation away with her
hand. “I bet nothing’s going to happen, okay? Even if Landyn finds
out he has a daughter, he won’t know where to find you. He might
not even want to find you or Layla.”

Ouch! I know she didn’t mean it the
way it sounded, but that was a painful thought.

“Destiny was probably just being a bitch and
saying things to get at you. I bet she doesn’t even know where
Landyn is.”

If only...

 


 


 



Chapter Five

Two Weeks Later - Trish

 


“Aunt T?” Layla shouted from the kitchen
while I was lying on the couch. My eyes hurt so I didn’t even open
them. “What Layla?” I shouted back

“Can I have Lucky Charms?”

“Sure babe, just try not to spill any this
time!”

“Okay!”

Yes! Peace and quiet.

“Aunt T?” she shouted again. I growled deep
in my throat before shouting back. “Yeah?” “I didn’t spill the
cereal!” she stated excitedly. I growled again. “Good job,
babe!”

Silence.

“Aunt T?” Layla shouted. Again!

“What?”

“I sorta spilt the milk!”

I sighed. “Give me five minutes okay?”

Silence met me. I waited a minute. “Lay?” I
called out, but when I still got no response, I threw the sheet off
and was just about to get up when finally she shouted back.
“Okay!”

Oh good God! I lay back down and closed my
eyes again. I only needed a few more minutes to rest my eyes.

Then there was a knock at the front
door.

“UGH!” I threw the covers back off
and stood up. “Just a minute!” I barked at the door. I walked to
the dining room for a quick peek at Layla.

She was alright, but the box of cereal had
exploded all over the table. “Honey, you okay in here?”

“Mmm hmmm,” she answered with a full
mouth.

The knock came again. “Who is it?” I called
out. The only response I got was more knocking at the door.
“Alright, already!” I looked to look Lay, “Be good. I’ll be right
back.” That got me another “Mmm Hmmm.”

With the pounding still at the door, I
yelled. “Hold your horses!” All I wanted was five more damn
minutes! Was that too much to ask?

I stomped up to the door, unlocked it, swung
it open and shouted “What?!” before I saw who it was.

Holy fucking shit! Landyn.

I tried to slam the door shut, but he threw
his arm out to stop me before I could. Shit!

“Nice to see you too, Trish,” Landyn said
mockingly. His voice was still as deep and rough as even I
remembered. He was also still the hottest guy on earth.
Bastard!

“Where is she?” he asked, demanding to know.
When I didn’t answer his eyes narrowed to slits. “I want to see her
Trish,” he growled in frustration.

I wanted slam the door in his beautiful face
and break his nose, but his hand prevented me.

I tilted my head to the side and crossed my
arms over my chest. I bent my knee and stuck out my hip. “To whom
are you referring?” I asked nonchalantly and took great pleasure in
watching the muscles in his face constrict.

“You know who I’m talking about Trish, don’t
play this game with me. Let me see her.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,
sorry.” I honestly didn’t know if he was talking about Lex or
Layla, but I sure as heck wasn’t giving anything away.

He opened his mouth to argue some more, but
quickly shut it. I watched as he stood up to his full height and
froze. I was about to try slamming the door one more time when I
heard Layla’s little plastic high heels click-clacking across the
floor; she was close.

“Aunt T, who’s that?” Layla asked her cute,
curious little voice.

I closed my eyes. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,
fuck!

When I felt her wrap an arm around my thigh
I placed a protective hand to the top of her head and quickly
looked down. Layla was decked out in her famous silver crown and
huge clip-on plastic, silver and pink earrings with the matching
necklace. Her long, thick black hair was down and fell over her
shoulders, her long bangs highlighting her big amber eyes. She was
wearing a pink fairy costume with princess heels that were much too
big for her. The outfit was finished off with pink glittery nail
polish and hot pink lip gloss.

She was staring up at Landyn. “You’re a
giant,” Layla said in awe. “Are you famous or somethin’? Like a
football guy or somethin’? You look like one of those guys.” She
got quiet and waited for him to answer. I glanced at Landyn and he
was staring down at his daughter with watery eyes.

“I wish I had a football,” Layla whispered
to herself. “I’ll ask Mama to buy me one.”

Landyn still didn’t say anything and
suddenly Layla perked up. “I have Barbies!” she yelled excitedly.
“Will you play Barbies with me? Aunt T, can he play Barbies with
me?”

This was not good at all. I looked up again
at Landyn and he still had tears swimming in his eyes.

Shit!

He knew she was his and he already loved
her. Who wouldn’t? He hadn’t even technically met Layla yet and
love was written in black permanent marker all over his face.

“Umm... Layla, it’s football player
not football guy, and this is Landyn. He’s an old friend of
your mom’s from high school and I’m pretty sure he’s not famous,” I
said very uncomfortably.

Layla looked up again at Landyn and smiled.
“You’re still a giant.”

Because this situation was so awkward, I
forgot to filter my thoughts before speaking. “Layla James, he’s
not a giant, he’s just a very tall man.”

“Layla James.” My head swung to Landyn’s
because I heard him repeat his daughter’s name in a barely there,
heart wrenching whisper. I felt sorry for him.

Son of a biscuit!

“Oh. Okay. Can I still show him my Barbies
Aunt T?” Suddenly, and surprisingly, Landyn dropped down to a squat
so he was eye to eye with his mirror image with longer hair.

“Sorry to disappoint you angel, but Trish is
right. I’m not famous, but I did play football all through high
school. I’d love to see your Barbie’s.”

Layla considered what he said for a moment.
Then she grinned “I changed my mind about Barbies. Can you teach me
how to play football?” she asked jumping up and down. Landyn
chuckled.

Maybe this won’t be so bad.

But a second after that thought, I watched
as Lex’s red truck pulled in the parking lot.

Shit!

“Layla, I need to have a big people talk
with Landyn for just a minute okay? Maybe you can show Landyn your
Barbies or play football another time. Can you go watch cartoons
and wait for me?”

“Awww... do I have to, Aunt T?” she whined
with her face scrunched up in disappointment. I nodded. “Please.
I’ll be right in.” She looked up at Landyn with a shy, yet sad
smile “Bye, giant guy,” she said softly.

“Bye, precious.” Landyn responded quietly
just before he stood up and turned to face the stairs. I watched as
the muscles in his forearms constricted when his hands fisted. Then
I saw his jaw clench and lips thin.

He knew Lex was here and without a doubt he
was prepared for battle.

 


 


 



Chapter Six

Five Minutes Later - Lex

 


I parked my truck outside the complex, got
out and started piling all the grocery bags in my arms. I really
hated grocery shopping at nine in the morning on a Friday, but our
cupboards we were bare and Layla was starting to eat like a
horse.

I slammed the back door shut with my hip and
headed for the stairs concentrating hard on not tripping. The last
thing I wanted to do was drop the fortune in my arms. Why in the
world were groceries so damn expensive? Everyone has to eat
for crying out loud!

I was halfway up the stairs when I heard
Trish call my name in a worried voice. Shit, Layla! She wouldn’t be
outside this early in the morning for nothing. I lifted my head and
started to ask “What’s wro...” but my voice trailed off when I
looked up and found myself glued to a pair narrowed, seriously
pissed off, glowing amber eyes.

Landyn! Fuck!

I stopped where I was and froze. My feet
felt like they weighed a million pounds. I noticed his hands were
fisted at his sides. He was furious and looked more than ready to
kick my ass. I knew he’d never physically hurt me before, but in
the current situation, he looked so dangerous that I couldn’t be
sure if the same held true now.

He was larger than I remembered; as
impossible as that should be. His black hair was now a little
longer, but just enough to give him the bed-head ‘I wake up looking
this hot every single day’ look.

He had to be the sexiest man I’d ever
seen.

Get it together Lex! None of that
matters now. He’s here to take my world from me.

I waited for him to say something, but he
remained quiet and very, very still; his eyes never veering away
from mine. I felt naked under his gaze. I couldn’t do this.

I let the grocery bags slowly slide down my
arms to the steps and I listened as random items fell through the
cracks. So be it.

As soon as I was free, I whipped my body
around and started running down the steps.

I heard Landyn shout. “Lexi! Get your ass
back here!” His voice thundered, but I just kept running. I had no
idea where I was going I just knew I couldn’t let him catch me.
“Lex, stop!” I didn’t think so. I made it to the side street and
flew across without even looking.

“Lexi!” I heard him shout again, but this
time Landyn’s voice sounded panicked.

I made it to the park across the street and
slowed just a bit to catch my breath while deciding which way to
go. I was about to veer to the right when Landyn slammed into my
back. Somehow he managed to twist us around so we landed on our
sides.

Ouch! Shit that hurt!

His grip constricted on my waist and he
quickly maneuvered his body to roll on top of me. I was winded
now.

“Jesus Lexi! Did I hurt you?” he asked while
his eyes studied my body. I just shook my head, still trying to
suck air into my lungs, but his weight made it hard.

“What the hell were you doing? Have you lost
your God damn mind? You almost got hit by a fucking car!” he
shouted. I didn’t answer him. Instead I asked in a small voice,
“Can you please get off me?”

“No,” he growled at me, infuriated.

“Landyn, please get off me,” I asked softly
and nicely. His eyes squeezed tight and I watched his jaw clench.
“You keep my daughter from me for six fucking years and the
first thing you do when you see me is run. Now you want me
to let you get up so you can run again?” He paused before roaring,
“Are you out of your fucking mind?”

I would have preferred he slap me. It was my
turn to close my eyes and turned my head to the side. I felt a
single tear slide across my temple. “I’m sorry Landyn, please just
let me up. I promise I won’t run,” I whispered unevenly. He lifted
his free hand to wrap under my chin. He softly turned my face to
towards his, but I kept my eyes closed.

“Look at me,” he ordered so close to my face
I could feel his breath on my lips. I opened my eyes to see that he
was only an inch away. His eyes were staring into mine and his
fingers on my waist dug in deep.

“This is your only warning, Lexi,” he said
in a frighteningly low, deep, rough voice. “I just got a glimpse of
my precious baby girl. I want to see her. I want to
know her.” He took a few deep breaths before continuing. “I
can’t believe you did this to me. I can’t believe I have a daughter
that doesn’t even know who I am. How could you keep her from me?”
He sounded tormented.

My tears were now falling helplessly
now.

He continued. “I left my information with
Trish. I’m giving you two days Lexi. You’ve got two days to get
your shit together and come see me so we can talk and I’m warning
you, don’t run from me again. You understand me?” he finished
loudly. I couldn’t do anything, but nod. He let go of my chin and
waist and pushed himself to his feet. As he looked down at me, he
reached out his hand to help me up, which was nice, considering how
pissed he was.

As soon as I got up I started wiping at my
face and clothes, while the last fifteen minutes replayed over and
over again in my head.

All of a sudden it hit me that the only
reason Landyn was here was because of Destiny, that stupid bitch. I
could only hope that karma was one too. The realization of how
Landyn ended up here royally pissed me off.

I stormed right up to Landyn while he
studied me with suspicious eyes. I started in on him without delay.
“Layla is mine, Landyn. I might be willing to work something
out with you, but there’s no fucking way I’ll let your little
girlfriend, or wife, or whatever the fuck she is near her. You’ll
have to kill me first.”

His eyebrows drew together and he looked
confused. “What the hell are you talking about, Lexi?”

“Don’t call me Lexi and do not play
the stupid jock boy act with me.”

His eyes narrowed, but he continued to look
at me like I lost my marbles. I hissed, “Destiny, Landyn. Don’t
even think about letting her near Layla.” After he let that sink in
for a minute, I watched as his expression softened; a little. Then
he had the nerve to smile at me!

“This isn’t funny!” I shrieked.

“Two days, Lexi. You’ve got two days. If you
don’t show up I’m coming for you.” Then he turned and left me
standing there alone and defeated.

Shit!

 


 


 



Chapter Seven

 


When I made it back to the apartment I
noticed right away that Trish must have picked up all the groceries
I dropped. That was nice of her. I was about to turn the knob when
the door flew open and Trish grabbed my arm pulling me inside. “I’m
so sorry, Lex,” she said quietly.

“This isn’t your fault.”

“I shouldn’t have answered the door. What
happened?” Before I could answer her, I heard Layla’s eager voice.
“Mama, did you see the giant that was here? He looked like a
football guy... I mean player. Did you see? He said he use ta be
one. Can he teach me how to play? Can you ask him? I wanna be a
football guy too.” My little girly girl was standing right in front
of me now asking me to play football; her big amber eyes shining
bright with anticipation. She always rambled when she was
excited.

God I love her! “We’ll see baby,
okay?” I said softly forcing myself to stay strong.

“Okay,” she responded a disappointed, small
voice. She thought about something and then she quickly perked up.
“Guess what? He called me precious. He’ll say yes, I know it! Can
Jennifer come too? I want her to hear him call me precious.”

Don’t cry, don’t cry. It broke my
heart to know that she already wanted Landyn’s attention and she
didn’t even know that he was her daddy yet.

“We’ll see, baby.” I said as I cupped her
cheek.

“Okay, I’m going to my room to practice.”
She turned and click-clacked away to her room.

I turned to Trish. “Now she wants to play
football.”

“He loves her,” was Trish’s odd
response.

“Who loves who?” I asked, puzzled.

“Landyn loves Layla. It was tattooed all
over his face when he saw her.” She ran a hand through her hair.
“This might not be so bad, Lex” she said, but she didn’t know the
half of it.

“Trish, you have no idea how bad this is.
Landyn’s possessive. He always was and he made it pretty clear to
me outside just a minute ago that he hasn’t changed. He’ll be worse
with his own flesh and blood. She’s his daughter, can you imagine?
It’s only just begun. What about Ryan? He loves Layla too and
Landyn’s going to hate his guts for that simple fact alone.”

I watched Trish bite down on her bottom lip.
“Lex, I don’t think you’ll have to worry about Ryan where Layla is
concerned.” My eyebrows drew together. “What’s that supposed to
mean?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just think
you’ve been mistaking how he feels for you with how he feels for
her. Please don’t get mad, it’s just an outsider’s opinion.”

This was making my head hurt; more like
pound. I couldn’t find it in myself to stand still so I walked over
to the dining room table. Trish followed.

“I’m not touching that conversation right
now, T; one crisis at a time please,” I told her as I started
cleaning up Layla’s mess. “Landyn told me that I better meet him in
two days or else he was coming for me; whatever that means.”

“He gave me his card to give you. Are you
going to meet him?” Trish asked gently.

I looked at her. “I don’t really have a
choice, do I? I mean, you heard Layla, maybe this is what she
needs.” I said unselfishly before continuing. “I know Layla is used
to Ryan and Ryan’s good to her, but maybe she needs some realy
fatherly bonding. You know she’s more than just a girly girl. She
would love Landyn showing her how to get dirty like the boys.”

Trish didn’t respond so I kept on venting.
“I’m not saying you’re right about Ryan, but he’s just so busy all
the time. It would be different if we lived together and Layla was
around Ryan all the time... I honestly don’t know what to do. I
think I’m just going with the flow on this one. Planning never
seems to work out for me anyway.” I finished on a submissive
note.

Dealing with Landyn... I’d rather have a
root canal!

Trish cut off my internal rant. “Do you
still have love him?”

I whirled around and gasped out loud. “What?
Why would you even ask me that? You know I don’t! He might still be
hot, or hotter, but he’s still an asshole!” I answered
heatedly.

Trish stared questioningly into my eyes for
a second before she nodded; I narrowed my eyes at her. “I don’t,” I
said in my serious, firm, “Don’t piss me off” voice then turned to
the kitchen.

 


 


 



Chapter Eight

 


It was mid-day when Ryan showed up. Trish
had taken Layla to run errands with her so I could have privacy
when I explained my little situation; okay, huge situation. When I
answered the door Ryan greeted me with the standard “Hey
sweetheart” and light kiss. He walked inside like usual. He sat
down on the couch, but when I didn’t sit next to him and took a
seat on the chair across, he frowned. “Lex, what’s wrong?” I looked
down at my lap where I was rubbing my sweaty palms together.

“Landyn came here,” I said softly, not
looking in his eyes. When he didn’t respond I looked up.

His face was blank so I couldn’t read his
emotions. I continued. “Trish answered the door and Layla, being
Layla, introduced herself. Landyn knew right away that she was his
just by looking at her. He wants to start seeing her.”

Ryan still didn’t speak and his silence was
a little eerie. My voice softened more. “I’m supposed to meet him
on Sunday to discuss some kind of visitation.”

Finally, Ryan spoke. “Have you decided to
meet him?” he asked in an alarmingly unusual tone. I couldn’t get a
handle on his mood.

“I have to meet him, Ry. There’s really not
much else I can do other than wait for him to take me to court. I
can’t do that to Layla and I can’t afford it.”

Suddenly, he scooted to the edge of the
couch and placed his elbows on his knees. His face was filled with
irritation now. “I’ll pay,” he said through his teeth. “You won’t
have to see him. Give me his number and I’ll tell him you’ll see
him in court. He can see Layla when the court orders it, but I
don’t want you having anything to do with him.”

“Ryan, thank you, but I can’t let you pay my
court costs. Landyn doesn’t want anything to do with me; he just
wants to see his daughter. I’ll talk about arrangements with him on
Sunday so fighting won’t be necessary.”

“No!” he shouted so violently at me I sank
back into my chair. This was a scary Ryan I didn’t know. “I don’t
want him near you, Lex! You put on this act like you have
everything under control when really you’re still just as childlike
and inexperienced as you were when you got pregnant! Hell, even
when I met you!”

Ouch! That hurt. Did he really just say
that?

I closed my eyes. I knew he wouldn’t like
the situation, but I didn’t expect him to be so mad, or so
irate.

When I opened my eyes I said quietly, “That
was a mean thing to say to me Ryan. The least I can do is meet with
Landyn since I’ve kept his daughter from him. If you saw how hurt
he was, you’d understand that Layla should get to know him.”

“You’re not seeing him, end of discussion.
If you do, we’re done,” Ryan stated, finality punctuated every
word. He stood up without a backward glance and before I knew it,
he was gone.

What the hell just happened? I asked
myself, dumbfounded.

That evening passed with no more drama, but
Saturday seemed to drag on forever. Ryan hadn’t called once so when
night came, I decided to call him. “Hello,” he answered sounding
like he wanted nothing to do with me. “Ryan, we need to talk.”

“There’s nothing to talk about. You were so
hung up on this Landyn guy during the whole first part of our
relationship that I had to work at it harder than I should have. I
don’t want you seeing him.”

Ryan sure knew how to throw blows and that
was a direct hit. “I know I made it hard on you in the beginning,
Ry, but I was hurt pretty bad and had a baby by the same person who
hurt me. I just didn’t want go through that again. You know all
this and I’ve apologized for it.”

“I don’t want you seeing him,” was his only
response.

“Ryan, please. I really need to meet him for
Layla’s sake. My only concern is my daughter, please just
understand that,” I said softly hoping it would seep through his
hard head. “Layla will be fine Lex. I’m not worried about her one
bit. It’s you I’m worried about.” Then he hung up.

I pulled the phone away from my ear and
frowned at it. What did he mean he wasn’t worried about Layla? How
could he not be? I understand that Ryan wasn’t her biological
father, but he’s been around her for nearly two years. He should
care!

Maybe Trish was right. My heart was breaking
all over again. I had to see Landyn tomorrow. There was no way
around it. I couldn’t let Landyn drag me through court because it
would only hurt Layla.

 


 


 



Chapter Nine

 


When Sunday finally came I was a disaster. I
kept myself busy; I cleaned, I played with Layla, I made a huge
lunch, but when the clock finally hit two o’clock, I knew I had to
call Landyn before he sent the cavalry. “Hello,” Landyn’s deep
voice answered. The background was really noisy.

“If this is a bad time, I can call back
later.” I said, praying he would say okay.

“Lexi, baby, get your ass here.” Then he
hung up.

Fuck! I’m sick of people hanging up
on me!

I grabbed my purse and headed for the door.
“Baby, come give Mama some sugar!” I shouted while I waited at the
front door. She turned the corner running and slammed into me just
as I bent down to open my arms. I gave her a big smack on the mouth
and ended up with strawberry flavored gloss all over my lips.

“I have to run some errands so be good for
Aunt T while I’m gone.”

“I’m always good,” she responded in an
overly dramatic, shocked tone. I couldn’t help but smile.

“You’re right, I love you.”

“Love you too Mama, bye!” she yelled and
took off running.

An hour later, I was sitting in my truck
outside a bar called BOQ Tavern. This was the address on the card
Landyn gave Trish, but I had no idea why he wanted to meet here.
The place was located in Clear Lake, right on the water and not far
from where I grew up.

I was getting nervous. In the back of my
mind I started to wonder if maybe Ryan was right; maybe I was
making the wrong decision meeting Landyn.

I got so nervous I was about to put the
truck in reverse when the driver’s side door flew open. “Turn the
truck off and get out, Lexi.”

I turned to glare at Landyn and quickly took
inventory. He wore a solid black, semi-tight t-shirt that read BOQ
Tavern over his front left peck in white letters. He had on faded
jeans and black motorcycle boots. Ugh! Why did he have to be
so damn hot?!

I sighed loudly, turned away, pulled the key
out of the ignition and grabbed my purse. When I got out Landyn
slammed my door shut and wrapped an arm around my shoulders to
guide me forward and he wasn’t being easy about it. I knew he was
silently telling me he wasn’t messing around. He held me so snug
against his side that I had to put my arm around his back, bend at
the elbow and rest my hand between his shoulder blades because I
had nowhere else to put it. I refused to wrap my arm around his
waist.

“You don’t have to manhandle me, you know?”
I said trying to shake him off.

“This is nowhere near what I really want to
do to you,” he countered harshly. I rolled my eyes.

We walked through the front door and I
noticed right away the place had class. The view of the lake and
fishing decor gave it a laid-back feel, but everything looked very
upscale. It was also jam packed with customers. I bet the employees
made a killing. He kept directing me forward and down a couple
halls, until we came to an office door that he pushed me through. I
quickly took in my surroundings and noticed newspaper clippings and
pictures of Landyn in a military uniform hanging on the walls.

Interesting.

I was just about to start reading a framed
article when he said irritably. “Sit down Lexi. You’ve kept me
waiting long enough.”

Shit!

I took a seat in a visitor’s chair and he
sat behind the desk, placed his elbows on top and folded his hands
together under his chin. He didn’t say anything else, he just
watched me.

“Are you a manager here?” I asked nervously.
He didn’t answer right away.

“This is my place; I own it.”

“Oh,” I replied in a low voice and glanced
around the room. “It’s nice. What’s BOQ stand for?”

“Bachelor Office Quarters, living quarters
for single Marines. Now, get to the point of this meeting, Lexi.
How are you going to arrange for me to see my daughter?”

I looked down at my lap while I flicked at
my nails. I wasn’t ready to start talking about Layla. “You were in
the Marines?”

“Alexis Sky,” he growled my name
impatiently.

“Oh alright, I had an idea,” I said feeling
very uncomfortable and frustrated myself. “Layla actually gave me
the idea. I know you saw her on Friday, and she saw you.” I looked
up into his eyes and swallowed so hard it hurt. “She asked me to
ask you to teach her how to play football. So I was thinking that
maybe you could start out doing little things like that and get to
know each other before I tell her who you are.”

“No,” he replied.

No, what?

“You won’t teach her to play football?” I
asked worriedly. “I know it might seem a little strange and she’s
not the boy you always dreamed having Landyn, and I can only
imagine what you thought when you saw the way she was dressed. But
I promise you, she loves to get down and dirty and act like one of
the boys just as much as she loves the princess routine.”

He scowled at me. “The only thing I felt
when I saw Layla, was pain. Pain that I have an unbelievably
beautiful, precious, outgoing little angel who doesn’t even know
who I am. Do not presume to know anything I’m feeling.”

I nodded. I refused to cry so I swallowed
hard a few more times to battle the tears. “You’re right, I’m
sorry. I’m just nervous. I’ll tell Layla you’re her father, but
just not right away. I don’t want to confuse her Landyn. She’s only
five. I don’t want to shock her the next time you two meet and tell
her you’re her father. I won’t do that to her. I have no idea what
kind of person you are now. I don’t know where you live, how you
live or who you live with.”

I was freaking myself out. “I’m sorry; I
don’t think can do this.” I stood up and walked around the chair to
leave. I almost had the door opened, when he pulled me to a stop.
Landyn put his mouth against my ear and I heard him take a deep
breath, smelling my hair. I knew that’s what he was doing because
he used to do that all the time when we were together.

“You’re not leaving, Lexi. I hate to break
it to you, but if you would have told me about Layla when you first
found out you were pregnant, none of those questions would be
flying around in your head like they are right now. The way I see
it, you don’t deserve answers anymore. All you need to know is that
I’d lay down my life for her.” He quickly released me, but I
remained immobile.

“We’re not done with this conversation so
please sit back down,” he said.

“You’re so annoying,” I told him.

As soon as my ass hit the chair he went on.
“The last thing I want to do is confuse her. When I told you ‘no’ I
meant no to you telling Layla who I was. I want us both to
sit down and tell her together, but I do want to tell her soon;
within the week.” I opened my mouth to protest, but he didn’t let
me. “I want us to do it together so she’ll feel more comfortable
around me, but I will do it myself if I have to. Have you told her
anything about me at all?”

Uh oh!

I looked everywhere but at him because I
really didn’t want to talk about this. “Tell me,” he
demanded.

“I’ve never really said anything about you.
She didn’t really start asking about her daddy until she started
preschool and saw all the other dads involved with their daughters.
I try my best not to lie to her so whenever she asked me, I... I
sort of told her that her daddy left me before I could tell him I
was pregnant and I didn’t know where he was or how to find him,” I
whispered the last words quickly, hopeful he wouldn’t hear.

“You did lie to her! You! Left! Me!”
he shouted in response. I snapped my head up to look at him him. He
had some nerve!

Everything from the past, the memories, hit
me all at once.

“Have you lost your memory because I sure as
hell haven’t?” I asked belligerently. “You left me! What you did to
me...God! How dare you blame me! You forced me to leave you.
I never would have left you. They would have had to drag me away by
my hair kicking and screaming before I EVER would have left
you! You fucked a slut in a bathroom while I was standing outside
the door listening! You made me leave!” I suddenly became conscious
of the fact that I was now shouting and shaking uncontrollably.

I closed my eyes. I couldn’t even look at
Landyn’s face. I had to get it together.

“Look, there’s no point in us talking about
the past. What we had was too good to be true. I won’t fight about
what happened between us, and I’m sorry for my outburst because it
doesn’t matter now.”

“You really think it doesn’t matter?” he
asked in a surprisingly calm tone considering the turn in subject
matter.

My eyes opened. “No. It doesn’t matter. I’ve
moved on so there’s nothing to discuss.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. “You’ve moved
on?” he asked through clenched teeth.

“Yes”

“With who?”

“Just like you told me a few seconds ago,
it’s none of your business.” I watched as he leapt out of his chair
and rounded the desk. He came to stand right in front of me so I
had to look up at him; way up. His arms crossed over his chest.

“Who is he?” he asked dangerously.

I licked my lips out of nervous habit.
“Don’t do that!” he snapped at me. “Who is he? Does Layla know
him?”

See! I knew this would
happen.

“You’re scaring me.”

“Good! Who is he?” He repeated.

“Ryan. His name is Ryan. I’ve been seeing
him for two years and yes, Layla knows him.” Even though Ryan and I
were on the fence at the moment, he was still in my life. Landyn
didn’t need to know that though.

“Does Layla think of Ryan as her
father?” How was I supposed to answer that? “Ummm... No, I don’t
think so. Ryan’s good to her, but...” I stopped myself.

“Landyn, this is really none of your
business.”

He uncrossed his arms, placed a hand on each
arm of the chair and bellowed in my face. “You’re fucking some guy
that you’ve been with for two years and you’re telling me you don’t
think Layla thinks of him as a father, and it’s none of my
business?” he roared the last part.

Oh no he did not just say that!

I put my palms to his chest and pushed
upward. “Get out of my face!” He lifted easily and I rose from my
chair, lifted to the balls of my feet and shouted back in his face.
“No! She doesn’t think Ryan’s her father! He’s good to her, but he
works a lot and I’ve been too busy trying to finish school and keep
Layla fed to start my life with him! He’s never even spent
the night with us!”

Oh Shit!

What in hell just possessed me to say that?
When I saw Landyn’s face relax I leaned away from him quickly, but
with lightning speed, Landyn’s hands came up to cup my face and his
lips slammed down on mine. I felt his tongue trying to find access,
but I didn’t move.

“Lexi, baby, I need you to kiss me.” Hearing
him call me ‘Lexi, baby’ hurt, but at the same time I missed it. He
was lightly brushing his lips against mine and I knew it was a bad
idea, but I needed the kiss too; desperately.

Maybe I just needed some closure. “Please
Lexi,” he whispered.

I lifted just enough to bring our lips
together fully and opened my mouth for his tongue to slip inside. I
never forgot how erotic his kisses alone could be. His mouth was
hungry for mine. His hand slid from face to my breast where he
lifted and kneaded me gently through my shirt. The arm around my
waist pulled me closer.

When I whimpered against his lips, his arm
tightened. Effortlessly, he lifted me, twisted our bodies and sat
me on his desk, never breaking the kiss.

I opened my legs so his body would remain
flush with mine and he ground against me hard. I wrapped my hands
around his biceps to hold on and I could feel how much he needed
me; everywhere. I moaned, my grip tighted and I rubbed my clothed
sweet spot against his erection.

His hands met at my sides and he lifted my
baby doll shirt up over my breasts, and pulled down the cups of my
bra. His fingers paid close attention to my hard, sensitive
nipples. “Oh God,” I breathed into his mouth and he ground harder
me. He broke the kiss only for a second to remove my shirt
completely.

He wasted no time before his mouth came back
to mine.

From behind me, I felt him viciously swip an
arm across the top of the desk to clear it. When items finished
crashing to the floor, his body lowered me to the desk and he
lifted his head to gaze into my eyes.

“I missed you,” he whispered as he lowered
his head to trail kisses from my shoulder to my collarbone, then
down the side of my breast. He massaged me thoroughly as he worked
his kisses to the other side. He took turns teasing both breasts;
licking and sucking and flicking the hard tips.

Finally, I felt his hands unbuttoning my
jeans. “I need to touch more of you baby. I need to be inside you
now.” His voice sounded strangled.

He lifted up suddenly, pulled me off the
desk and undressed me completely.

When I was back in my original position,
back flat on the desk, his eyes found my sweet spot and he stared
at it longingly. His hands snaked up my thighs and he spread them
wide as he pulled me to the very edge of the desk.

“Are you wet for me?” he asked hoarsely,
just before reaching up with his hand to check for himself.

“Dripping. You were always so fucking wet
for me.” His voice was rough and so damn sexy.

“Yes,” I whispered. He dropped between my
legs and before I knew what he was doing, he took one long lick to
my clit.

My hands flew to his head. I closed my eyes,
arched my back and gasped his name. His fingers dug into my hips
and I felt cold when I suddenly lost his mouth. “Look at me while I
eat you, baby.” My eyes flew open and locked on his. His eyes held
mine while he went back to performing magic with his tongue.

“Lan,” I moaned. He groaned. “I want you
inside me, Lan,” I whispered.

I heard the rustling of a zipper and watched
as Lan slowly backed away me and stood up. I watched as his jeans
fell off his hips, but not completely down his legs. He grabbed my
ankles, placed my feet on the desk and was just about to crawl on
top of me, before I stopped him.

“Please take your shirt off. I want to see
you.” I said softly and watched as he swiftly ripped off his shirt
and threw it down.

He was a beast; muscles bulging all over.
His stomach was so chiseled it was like a work of art, just like I
remembered.

What was new were the large Chinese symbols
tattooed vertically, from pec to hip bone, on his left ribcage. It
was so damn sexy I wanted to lick it. I wanted to lick it so badly
that I lifted up and did just that.

His abs tensed when my tongue touched his
skin, but he didn’t stop me. He gently placed a hand to the side of
my face; thumb caressing the apple of cheek.

“What do the symbols mean?” I asked quietly
as I trailed it with my fingers.

“It doesn’t matter,” he answered cuttingly.
When I looked at him, he had an odd expression on his face, but I
wasn’t in the mood to analyze; especially when I felt movement
below. My gaze slide down his body and I caught him stroking
himself.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered my thoughts
out loud and met his eyes. He was so beautiful it made me feel
uncomfortable. I wasn’t in the same shape as he would remember. I
started to cover myself.

“Don’t,” he threatened harshly.

He lowered me, climbed over me quickly and
claimed my mouth. I felt the tip of his erection at my core.

“You’re so beautiful it hurts to look at you
Lexi. Any marks our daughter left on your body only make you that
much sexier to me. I never thought I’d have another chance with
you.” He sounded so wistful; I grabbed his face with my hands to
kiss him. Now was not the time to rehash the past.

“I need you now,” I said into his mouth and
he wasted no time slamming home.

“Lan,” I called out breathlessly.

He grunted into my mouth and slowly started
moving in and out. “You feel so fucking good baby.” My inner walls
clenched around him and I lifted my hips to meet his. He found an
insanely slow and steady rhythm and I wrapped my legs around his
waist to hang on.

His hand slid between us to rub my clit and
I licked my lips. “I’ve missed you so fucking much. I need to feel
you come around me, baby.”

“I’m so close,” I whispered before licking
my lips again.

“That’s it baby; lick your lips for me. I
know what that means.” His words and the ache between my legs had
me lifting off the desk as I cried out came. “Lan! Oh
God!”

Nothing could feel better.

In between my moans I heard Lan breath my
name against my ear and vicious noises tore from deep in his throat
as he filled me.

Landyn fell on top of me as I was slowly
coming down from my sex-dazed high. Of their own accord, my fingers
slowly drew up and down his back, but when I felt his muscles tense
and I froze.

He lifted his head to stare down at me and
he didn’t look happy; he looked smug. I knew at that moment he
expected this to happen.

 


 


 



Chapter Ten

 


What have I done?

Oh God. Ryan! The only time I thought about
him was when I tried to use him as a verbal weapon against Landyn
that evidently backfired because here I was, laid out like a slut
on his desk.

And Layla? Ugh!

Twenty minutes! It only took him
twenty minutes to get me naked and he’s still inside me! On a
desk!

I’m no better than Destiny!

I squeezed my eyes shut. I refused to see
the satisfaction on his face when I started crying.

“Yeah,” he said arrogantly while pulling out
of me to stand up. “Tell me again the past doesn’t matter.”

I shot off the desk and snatched up my
clothes. I hurried to dress and as soon as I finished, I turned and
met Landyn’s eyes. All he had to do was zip up his pants and put on
his shirt. He never even fully undressed which disgusted me
further.

“Everything you just said to me was a trick,
wasn’t it? About you missing me? You just had sex with me to prove
a point, didn’t you?” I asked sadly, already knowing the
answer.

His face gave nothing away, but his words
did. “When you go home and explain this to your Ryan, at
least you’ll find out just how I felt six years ago when I tried to
explain things to you. Hopefully he’ll leave you like you left me,”
he said spitefully.

I felt like I was about to choke. I wrapped
a hand around my throat and nearly clawed through it just to get
the lump out.

“What?” I breathed out the question
unsteadily. He continued, “I’d bet every possession I owned that he
can’t make you lick your lips or get you off like I can. If he
could you wouldn’t have given it up so easily.”

I was going to be sick.

“You son of a bitch. I can’t believe I just
let you hurt me again,” I said in a embarrassingly tortured voice.
“I hate you.”

“Nothing new there,” he responded swiftly
and mockingly.

I fought against the tears threatening to
make an appearance. I sucked in just enough air to speak again.
“Layla and I will meet you at the park across from my complex
tomorrow at five o’clock. You can spend time with her any way you
want and I’ll keep my distance, but I will be there. Just please,
for Layla’s sake, pretend that you at least like me. I’ll do the
same.” I paused for a second trying to make sense of my chaotic
thoughts.

“Just so you know, Ryan won’t be finding out
about my sickening error in judgment. If you open your mouth,
I’ll lie. Who would believe the asshole that everyone knows
ripped out my heart. I’ll even make sure everyone finds out that I
was pregnant when you did it too,” I sneered at him, my words
filled with bitterness.

I didn’t stay to see his reaction. I stormed
out the door.

By the time I made it to my truck after
being thrown several smirks from Landyn’s employees I was near
hysterics.

I’m such an idiot!

I was trying wildly to get the key in the
lock of my truck when two bulky arms wrapped around my body and
twisted me so my back was pushed against the truck. Landyn pressed
fully against me and rested his forehead on my shoulder; against my
neck. “Lexi, baby...” he started in his sweet, deep voice, that
held a hint of pain, but I cut off the speech that was coming and
struggled to push him away.

“Fuck off Landyn. You’ve caused me enough
pain to last the rest of my life. It will last the rest of
my life,” I raged. I pushed harder, but his arms only squeezed
tighter.

“Baby, I didn’t mean what I said. I want to
hate you so damn much for keeping my daughter from me. I want to
hate you for ever leaving me in the first fucking place and it
pisses me off that I can’t. Please just stop crying.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to talk about
this Landyn, just forget it ever happened. I promise it won’t
happen again.”

He lifted his head and his expression was
that of disappointment. He stared into my eyes as his thumbs
caressed my temples. “Not five minutes ago you were calling me
‘Lan’ when I was inside you. Don’t call me Landyn again, baby.”

I gasped. “Excuse me?” I whispered,
completely stunned. I never realized I had been calling Lan. I
screwed up and my pride took a major hit.

He ignored me.

“I’ll see you and Layla tomorrow at five.
You and me, we’ll talk after.” He leaned in without warning and
gave me a deliciously wet kiss right before demanding, “No more
Ryan. Get rid of him.”

I was too distracted by the kiss, and all
that was messed up in my life to respond right away.

He started to turn and walk away, but I
grabbed frantically at his arm to stop him. “Landyn, don’t do this.
Please don’t do this. What happened in your office never should
have happened.” I got quiet for a moment; processing.

“That was just the closure we never had,” I
said gently. It was the only stupid excuse that I could think of
off the top of my head.

His response was to cup my cheeks with his
hands. “There will never be closure between us Lexi. Now that I
know about Layla, I’m never letting you out of my life, and that’s
a promise.” He dropped his hands, turned and disappeared back into
the bar.

Fuck me!

 


 


 



Chapter Eleven

 


My life was a disaster and to make matters
worse, Ryan was sitting outside my apartment when I got home. He
stood as I walked up. I felt dirty.

“Sweetheart,” he greeted me as though
nothing catastrophic had happened between us. I just ignored him
and opened the front door. I really didn’t want to argue to Ryan
right now and after just having sex with Landyn, I didn’t even
deserve to be in Ryan’s presence, but I wanted to get this over
with.

He showed his true colors last night on the
phone when he had the nerve to say he wasn’t worried about Layla.
How he couldn’t care for her after two years was lost on me, but it
was a painful reality. I was no better. I just showed my true
colors by hoe-bagging it around with my baby daddy.

Ryan and I were finished as a couple so it
didn’t matter which one of us finished it first.

I walked inside and gestured for him to come
in. Once the door shut I headed for the couch and plopped down.

Ryan sat next to me which made me feel even
more uncomfortable. I didn’t want him touching me. “What happened?”
he asked, but before I could answer I heard Trish. “So! How’d
it...” her voice trailed off as soon as she rounded the corner and
saw Ryan.

“Oh. Hey Ryan, I didn’t know you were here.
I was just having a tea party with Layla... so umm.... Lex, just
call me when you’re done.” Then she took off back the way she
came.

I turned to face Ryan. “Look, we’re done. I
met with Landyn so we’re over. That was your demand, remember? Why
are you here?”

He took a deep breath and released it.
“Alexis, I just don’t like this whole situation.”

“Yeah, well neither do I. What I needed was
your support, and what I got from you was the complete opposite,” I
responded with major attitude.

He countered. “I just didn’t want you seeing
him, Lex. I’m worried about what’s going to happen between you two
and I honestly think you’re stupid enough to go back to him.
It’s making me crazy.”

Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa...

“Did you just call me stupid?” I asked in a
scary whisper and narrowed my eyes.

When he answered me by shrugging his
shoulders, I raged, “What has gotten into you Ryan? You’re not even
acting like the same person!

“What did you and Landyn discuss?” he asked,
completely ignoring my comment

“We talked about Layla and how we’re going
break the news to her. We’re meeting at the park tomorrow so they
can spend time together.”

“Is that all?” he asked in a disbelieving
tone which really pissed me off even though I really didn’t have
the right to be. He had every reason not to believe me. I was so
confused. I massaged my temples.

“There’s nothing you can do about this
situation, Ry. Landyn’s obviously going to be in his daughter’s
life and I have no idea what to say to make this better for
you.”

“Just thinking about you with him infuriates
me! So while you were meeting he didn’t try to get you back? He
didn’t try anything with you?”

Ryan was too out of control for me to admit
to anything.

“No! You’re acting insane, what’s the matter
with you?”

“This is different. When we met you were
still in love with him and it took me a long ass time to get you to
trust me! I’m starting to think you were a waste of my time.”

I shook my head. This conversation was going
downhill fast and my little girl was here. “Lower your voice, Layla
is in the other room and I don’t want her to hear us,” I
demanded.

“I already told you I’m not worried about
her. Who gives a shit if she finds out that asshole’s her
father?”

I heard a tiny gasp in the distance.
Layla.

“Get out Ryan! We’re over,” I yelled at
him.

“What?” he asked, aggressively, but I
ignored him and stood up. “Please leave.”

He stood up to me and he had fury in his
eyes. “What did you just say?” he asked.

All I could think about was getting to my
baby girl so I put my hand on his upper arm to guide him backwards.
I wanted to move him toward the front door so he would leave, but
he wouldn’t budge. “I want you to leave Ryan. Layla just heard
everything you said. Get out!”

He reached up, wrapped his hand around my
wrist and squeezed hard enough to break my grip. “I’m not leaving,
do you understand me? She’ll get over it.” His eyes were
crazed.

“Ryan, you’re hurting me. Let go.” His grip
tightened and his eyes blazed. “You’re hurting me.” I
screeched.

“Get the fuck out of here before I call the
cops!” Trish screamed from the hall. I glanced at her carefully,
too afraid of what Ryan was going to do. She was holding one of our
wrought iron lamps in her hands as a weapon.

Immediately Ryan let go and stepped back. I
started rubbing my wrist.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you Ryan,
but don’t ever come back here,” I told him.

He smiled arrogantly. “Oh, you’ll be seeing
me. Don’t think you can just string me along for two years only to
have your little girl’s piece of shit father come back in the
picture and take you away. Forget it!”

“Please just leave,” I pleaded softly.

“I’m calling the cops,” Trish threatened as
she pulled out her cell. “No need,” Ryan said and turned for the
front door. He looked back at me before walking out, “This isn’t
over.” The door slammed behind his back.

“Fuck Lex, are you okay?” Trish dropped the
lamp and ran to me. I nodded, too stunned to answer.

I wanted to drop to my knees and start
bawling, but I had to get to Layla.

 


 


 



Chapter Twelve

 


“Layla!” I called out as I ran to her room.
“Baby, where are you?” I called out again, searching. I heard her
sniffles from the closet and ran to it. When I saw her, I dropped
to my knees in front of and pulled her into my embrace. She was
crying so hard.

“Shhh... Baby, it’s okay. Everything’s going
to be okay. Ryan’s gone now.” In between her sniffles she asked,
“Who was he talking about Mama? You know where my daddy is?”

Shit!

Landyn’s going to be so pissed. “Yes, baby,
I know where he is.” I said quietly.

“Ryan scared me. Does he know daddy? Why was
he calling my daddy such bad names?”

“Sweetheart, look at me.” I grasped her baby
face between my palms and when I had her full attention I went on.
“Ryan doesn’t know your daddy well enough to say bad things about
him. You’re too young to understand this now, but something
happened between your daddy and me a long time ago. When we broke
up, he had no idea you were growing in my belly. It’s very
important that you understand that your daddy knows about you now
and he wants to see you really, really bad. He wants you to like
him and eventually love him.”

“Really?” she asked curiously as she started
to cheer up.

“Yes, really. You’re going to see him
tomorrow.”

“Who is he?”

“Do you remember the man that came over the
other day and spoke to Aunt T?”

Her little face scrunched up in thought.
“Yeah, the giant. Is he my daddy?” Now she sounded thrilled. “Yes,
baby, he’s your daddy. We’re meeting him at the park tomorrow to
play. Does that sound good to you?”

“Yeah! Will he teach me to play football?” I
smiled. “I’m sure he will. Are you sure you’re okay with meeting
him?”

“I’m happy, Mama. I’ve always wanted a
daddy.” Her wistful tone and strong words broke my heart.

“I know you have baby, and Landyn will be a
good one.” At least he better be.

“How about we get out of the closet so we
can go play?” I needed a distraction and more than anything, so did
my princess.

She jumped up. “Okay, let’s go Mama! Hurry,
hurry! I want tomorrow to be here already.”

“Wait a minute! Give Mama some sugar!”

She threw her arms around my neck and gave
me a kiss. “I love you.”

“Love you too Mama!” she said excitedly
before running out of the room.

I considered calling Landyn that night to
warn him about the new developments, but I decided against it. I
cried myself to sleep instead.

 


 


 



Chapter Thirteen

 


It was five o’clock the next day and I was
sitting on one of the few benches in the park waiting for Landyn to
show up. He better be here soon or I’m going to hurt
him.

Layla couldn’t contain her excitement about
meeting Landyn. She begged me to come out here, but I couldn’t let
her be around when I told Landyn the news.

“Lexi,” I heard Landyn call from behind me.
I turned to watch him walk around the bench and sit down at my
side; so close his thigh touched mine. I pretended not to
notice.

“Hey,” I said softly. “Where is she? I don’t
see her on the playground,” Landyn asked.

I looked away from him. This was not going
to be a fun little chat.

“Umm... Layla isn’t here right now,” I
replied.

“God damn it Lexi....” I cut him off by
waving a hand. “We’ll go get her in a minute, but I need to talk to
you first. Please try not to get mad.” I was so nervous.

“What?” Landyn asked in an irritated
tone.

“She sort of knows you’re her father,” I
whispered. He opened his mouth, but I quickly continued. “I didn’t
do it on purpose, I swear. Ryan came over and started arguing with
me about you. He said it loud enough for Layla to hear so I had to
tell her. I’m so sorry,” I whispered again and meant every
word.

He ran both hands through his hair before
bending at the waist and setting elbows to knees with his hands
clasped together. “How’d she take it?” he asked worriedly.

“She was happy Landyn. Actually, that’s an
understatement. She was ecstatic. She was so upset that I wouldn’t
let her come here with me, she made me promise her that you were
coming with me to go get her.”

When his eyes quickly narrowed on me, I
tilted my head and asked, “What?”

“Lan,” he said, correcting me. I didn’t know
what he meant until I replayed what I’d just said in my head. Then
I rolled my eyes and shook my head when I realized I called him
Landyn.

“So annoying,” I mumbled. Lan shrugged his
shoulders, clearly aware of his annoyingness.

“Is it over with Ryan?” he asked roughly. It
was my turn to shrug my shoulders. I didn’t feel like answering
him.

“What the fuck is that?” Lan shouted so
randomly that he scared the crap out of me. I looked at him and saw
that his eyes were on my lap. In my lap was the bruised wrist that
I was softly massaging with my opposite hand. I didn’t even realize
I was doing it.

I let my hands drop to my sides, but he
snatched up my hurt wrist. “Did he do this to you?” he asked
heatedly. I tried to pull away, but he held tight. “Tell me! Did he
do this to you? Did Layla see him do this to you?” He didn’t let me
answer. “It doesn’t fucking matter. If I ever see him, he’s going
to pay for this. Please tell me you at least got a restraining
order.”

I shook my head. “No. Layla didn’t see and
please don’t worry about this. He thinks I wasted two years of his
life and he was more than a little upset, but I’m not going to see
him again. I know he’ll leave me alone, he was just angry.
Considering I just had sex with you, even though I didn’t tell him,
in a way, I deserved his anger.”

He let go of my wrist like I burned him and
looked away quickly before looking back at me. “Lexi, baby, no
woman deserves to have a man put his hands on her regardless of the
circumstances. I lived with that shit growing up and I won’t live
it again.”

I sat there for a moment trying to process
his comment. “I’m sorry?” I asked softly.

“My real father used to hit me and my
mother, Lexi. He hit us until the day I called the cops on him when
he nearly put Mom in the hospital. I was twelve. He left us after
that. He called on occasion and the conversations always started
okay, but always ended with abuse. I won’t let that shit happen to
you.”

His hand lifted to wipe away the single tear
that escaped my eye. His hand lingered there and I turned my face
into his hand. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

“Baby, there’s so much more to the story and
hopefully one day I’ll get to tell you in detail, but I even have
an older half-brother out there somewhere. My piece of shit father
had a son with another woman about four years before my mother had
me, and my parents had been married for five.” Lan paused as he
grew pensive.

“Mom never knew, but I did. She didn’t find
out until I told her. My father introduced me to my brother once
when we ran into him and his mother at the post office. I remember
the woman looked scared to death at seeing my father and the boy
looked panicked. That was the only time I talked to him. I swear
I’ve seen him a handful of times around town, but we both pretend
the other doesn’t exist. I know it’s him.”

He grew quiet and I silently cried for him,
his mother and the brother he didn’t know. How sad.

Lan wiped away my tears as he scanned
caringly over my face. “Lexi, baby, you were the most precious
thing in my life from the moment we met. There was no way I would
have tainted you with that knowledge back then.”

“You could have told me. It hurts that you
didn’t feel like you could, but I understand. God, and your mom.
She was always so sweet, I never would have guessed.”

“She missed you when you left. When I told
her what happened, she almost kicked me out of the house. She
worried that I would end up like my father and I think she would
have disowned me if she didn’t love me so much.”

Everything grew silent as we both seemed to
be lost in the moment.

Suddenly, I laughed a dark and unhappy
laugh. “What is it?” he asked me.

“I was just thinking that when we were
together, I always felt like everything was perfect between us.
Even when I left, I would think back on the time we spent together
and I could literally feel how much we loved each other. But I
really didn’t know you at all, did I?”

“You know that’s not true,” he grumbled.

“Why did you cheat on me, Lan?” I asked
sadly. “Was I blind? Did I just love you too much?”

“No!” He stated firmly. “It had nothing to
do with you baby.” He turned me to face him.

“It was a mistake. God, I don’t even want to
think about how stupid I was. I had way too much to drink and
Destiny...” At the mention of her name I tried to pull back from
him, but he wouldn’t let me.

“Listen to me Lexi. There is no excuse for
what I did. All I can do is tell you why.” He bent his head and
kissed my tears away.

“I was drunk, to the point of nearly passing
out. Destiny followed me around everywhere I went whispering things
about you in my ear every chance she got. I don’t remember
everything she said, but I know she placed doubts about our
relationship in my head.”

He was gutting me. “I didn’t realize the
connection we shared was that weak. I don’t want to hear anymore,”
I whispered.

“Baby, you were so fucking beautiful and
didn’t even know it. You still are, even more so. I always worried
that one day it would finally hit you, just how much better you
could do than me. I had also received one of my father’s infamous
phone calls that day, and again that’s not an excuse, it’s just
what was going on in my head and why I drank so much that night. I
was throwing up in the bathroom when Destiny locked herself inside
with me. She wouldn’t stop touching me and telling me that she
would take care of me since my own girlfriend left me to take care
of myself. I was mad at you because I wasn’t thinking clearly. To
this day I still don’t remember everything.”

He took a deep breath and continued.

“I do remember exactly how I felt when I
walked out and saw you; the look on your face. It was like being
drenched with ice water and it sobered me up fast. I remember
wanting to hold you and you looking at me like I just destroyed
your life. And I knew I did too because I was destroyed and
you were my life. I remember you asking me if I used a
condom-” he started, but I cut him off.

“Please stop. I don’t want to hear this,” I
whispered, my eyes pleading with him not to continue.

He lifted both hands, framed my neck and
pulled my face closer to his. “I have to tell you this baby. For
some reason that question always ate at me. I know you don’t want
to hear it and it probably won’t matter, but you need to know... I
need you to know. I did. I know for a fact I used a condom because
when I took it off it was empty. I never even came.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. Somehow, that
statement sickened me, and made me feel slightly better at the same
time.

“But you’re still with her,” I choked
out.

“What the hell are you talking about?” he
asked sounding genuinely confused. I opened my eyes and saw that
his eyebrows were pinched together.

What was so confusing about what I just
said?

I explained. “I ran into Destiny at my
graduation and that’s where she saw Layla. You were here in two
weeks.”

He sighed loudly. “Destiny showed up at my
bar the night before I found you to tell me I had a daughter. I
almost didn’t believe her at first, but it made sense after she
started describing the little girl she saw you holding. You and I
never used protection.” He sighed again. “Lexi, a lot of people we
went to school with know I own the bar. Before that I hadn’t seen
Destiny since that night. You disappeared and two months later I
joined the Marines.”

“So that’s why you stopped calling,” I
whispered out loud to myself.

“Lexi, I knew you were pissed at me and had
every right, but why wouldn’t you talk to me or tell me about our
daughter?” he asked.

I took a deep breath.

“I was hurt and hormonal. I assumed you
would try extra hard to get me back just for the baby and I
couldn’t handle that. I would have given into you. At about three
months pregnant, right around the time you stopped calling, I
started getting sick; very sick. I was eventually put on bed rest
until Layla was born.”

“I would have been there for you. You have
no idea how much it hurts to know that I missed helping you through
pregnancy and seeing the birth of my little girl; that I’ve missed
out on five years of her life; a life that we should have been
living to together.” He sounded tortured.

“I’m so sorry, Lan. I regret being so
selfish, but I couldn’t handle it at the time. You’re still young,
you’ll have more babies.”

I watched as Lan’s lips thinned and a muscle
ticked in his jaw. “Yes, we’ll have more,” he said loud and
clear.

I cleared my throat at that suggestive
remark. “Yes, we’ll both have more, but not with each other.”

“The only babies you’ll have will be from
me,” he stated with total certainty.

“Stop it Landyn,” I hissed through my teeth.
“You can’t bully me into being with you. It would never work out. I
already have so many trust issues because of you, so actually being
with you would drive me insane.” I shook my head energetically at
the ludicrous thought. “No way. I’d be miserable, I’d make you
miserable. I’d constantly think you were cheating on me.” I kept
shaking my head. “Not happening.”

“I would never hurt you again. This is
happening,” he stated firmly.

Ugh!

“Look, this conversation was really nice
while it lasted before you became all he-man. Hopefully this will
help heal some of the damage done to my heart and bring me closure.
But the only relationship we will ever have is being parents to
Layla. You can’t just come back in my life and act like there’s not
still bad blood between us. I’ll always hold Destiny over your head
and you’ll always hold me keeping your daughter from you over
mine,” I countered with the truth and nothing but the truth.

Completely catching me off guard, he dove in
for a kiss, his tongue searching and finding mine. His mouth was
soft and sensual; teasing. When I moaned in his mouth he pulled
away slightly and wrapped a hand in my hair. “You have no idea how
much I’ve missed your mouth,” he whispered, just before taking it
once more.

“You can hold Destiny over my head for as
long as you want. I’ll take it as long as we’re together. I need to
be with you,” he said gently against my lips.

I sighed. It astonished me to know just how
much I actually missed him too, but too much had happened between
us.

“I can’t do this right now,” I
whispered.

He stayed quiet for a minute; pensive. “I’ll
give you some time, but only a little. Let’s go get our
daughter.”

“Okay,” I mumbled.

As we walked to my apartment my mind was in
a fog. Landyn kept trying to wrap his arm around my shoulders, but
I kept pulling away. At his last attempt I jerked away from him.
“Stop it,” I hissed.

“I need to touch you,” he said,
frustrated.

“No. Layla’s probably hanging out of the
window waiting for us and I don’t want her to get the wrong
idea.”

“Soon enough it’ll be the right idea,” he
shot back.

“Ugh! I can’t deal with you right now Lan.
Please just stop. Nothing’s going to happen between us.”

“Whatever you say Lexi, baby,” he responded
in the fakest sugary-sweet voice I’ve ever heard.

I growled. He grinned.

 


 


 



Chapter Fourteen

 


I was glad I went with my gut. Before we
even made it up the last step, the front door opened and Layla ran
out. She headed straight for us and skidded to a halt right in
front of Landyn. “Hi,” she breathed, out of breath, looking up at
her daddy.

Landyn bent down and palmed Layla’s cheek.
“Hey there, precious girl.” Landyn surprisingly sounded hesitant
and nervous now. A far cry from his normal behavior.

Layla stared at Lan for a beat. Then I
watched as big, fat teardrops gathered in her eyes. “Will you keep
me? I mean, will you not leave me even if you don’t like me?” she
asked in a tiny, innocent voice.

That little voice pierced my heart. It was a
horrible feeling knowing that by keeping Landyn away, I
inadvertently caused my baby girl so much pain. I was crying again!
I saw Landyn wipe his eyes too.

“Precious girl, I’m never letting you go,”
Landyn choked out and pulled her in for a hug.

When they finally pulled apart, Lan said
“You’re very beautiful, Layla. You take my breath away.”

She smiled huge. “Will I be as big as you?”
she asked excitedly.

Landyn chuckled. “I really hope not
precious. There aren’t too many girls in this world as big as me.
But I will say that I think you’re going to be bigger than your
mom.” He made it sound like that was a good thing.

“Yay! I don’t wanna be short like Mama!”

“Hey! I’m five-four! That’s average for a
woman,” I said, offended.

“You’re short Mama,” Layla said
matter-of-factly.

Trish’s total honesty bit must really be
rubbing off on her. “Alright, alright, let’s get going. I have to
work in a few hours,” I said.

We had a blast at the park. Landyn actually
brought a pink football for Layla and we all threw it around and
laughed and tackled each other. My baby girl was in heaven until it
was time for Landyn to leave.

“I don’t want you to go!” she sobbed against
Lan’s leg.

“I don’t want to leave either precious, but
your mom has to go to work. I’ll come back first thing tomorrow if
you want.”

“Why can’t you just stay with me? You’re my
Daddy, you’re supposed to stay.”

This little girl was always breaking my
heart.

“Layla, Daddy and Mommy aren’t married, so
it wouldn’t be right for him to stay with us.” I was trying to be
logical with a five year old, but all that got me was glares from
both father and daughter.

Shit!

Landyn chimed in. “Layla, can you bring me
something to write with? I want to give you my phone numbers so you
can call me anytime you want to. No matter what time it is, if you
need me or just want to talk, you call me, okay?”

“Yeah,” she responded unhappily and dragged
her feet down the hall while mumbling, “I’ll be right back.”

As soon as Layla was out of sight Lan turned
on me. “Don’t lie to her, baby. We’re together. The sooner she
knows it, the sooner she’ll adjust to me being around.”

“You’re unbelievable! And stop calling me
baby. And Lexi. Everyone calls me Lex and you know it.”

“I’m glad you think I’m unbelievable, baby,
and I will never stop calling you baby. I refuse to call you what
everyone else does because you’re not theirs, you’re mine. Now,
about your job, I don’t like you working there.”

I gasped out loud and backed away from
him.

“Excuse me?” I screeched.

“Bartending is not a safe job and you get
out too late. I can’t be there with you and I don’t like it. Why
don’t you work with me, I’m sure you’ll make a lot more money...
No, forget I said that. You and Layla just need to move in with me
and you can work if you want to, or not. That’s up to you.”

He can’t be serious.

I opened and closed my mouth numerous times,
but no words would come out.

“Think about it and decide when you’re
ready, but I want you and Layla living with me.”

“You’ve completely lost it,” I whispered
irately as I knocked softly on my head with my fist so he would
know that I meant he was crazy.

“We’re not living with you and I love my
job. You don’t even know me anymore,” I hissed hysterically.

“Then I’ll move in here if that’s better for
you, but it’s not close to my job and in all honesty, my house is a
few times bigger than this place. Not to mention, I don’t think
Trish would like having me around all the time, but I’ll do
it.”

I closed my eyes. My life was a mess.

“You’re too much,” I whispered,
exasperated.

“I’ll give you some time baby, but not much.
I’ve missed out on too much with Layla already.” He bent down and
snuck in a quick kiss just before Layla came in the room with a
marker and construction paper.

 


 


 



Chapter Fifteen

 


Once Landyn left and Layla went sulking to
her room, I called home. When Dad answered I barked, “He knows and
he’s back.” Every word was clipped.

“Lex? Who’s back honey?” Dad asked,
confused. “Landyn,” I answered irritated. “Shit!” I heard Dad say
as he pulled the phone away to call for my mom. She picked up the
cordless. “Sweetheart, what’s going on?” Mom asked gently. I
sighed. I told them about running into Destiny.

“Landyn knows about Layla and he’s back.
He’s already seen her and Layla knows Lan’s her father. It’s a long
story, but Ryan was furious about the situation and spilled the
beans. He also went crazy and bruised my wrist. Now Landyn’s
ordering me to get rid of Ryan. Lan loves Layla and vice versa. He
wants Layla and me to move in with him and he wants me quit my
job.”

I paused trying to think of what I left
out.

“Oh! He also owns a bar. He said if I wanted
to work, I could work there. This all happened in the last
forty-eight hours and this is the first chance I’ve had to call
you. My life is shit!”

“Oh my, that’s a lot to take in honey,” Mom
said. “No shit, Mom!” I replied as she stated the obvious. “Alexis
Sky, watch the mouth,” she warned. I sighed for the millionth
time.

“Honey, I have to say Landyn’s right,” Dad
said. “You better stay away from Ryan. He never should have touched
you. It’s actually really hard to believe he would do something
like that. As for the rest, it’ll all work out. I know how much
Landyn hurt you, but it sounds like he hasn’t changed much, and I
mean that in a good way. He didn’t need to change. He’ll do right
by you and my grandbaby.”

“I agree honey. You know I always thought
you should have told him about Layla,” Mom said in a tender voice
trying to soften the punch.

“Are you both serious? He’s acting like
we’ve been together this whole time. It’s insane, really,” I
fumed.

“Sweetheart, just follow your heart. Last
time you decided with your head and it wasn’t on straight. I think
this time things will work out between the two of you. Make love,
not war,” Mom said.

My damn hippie parents! I wanted to
scream. “Are you forgetting that he cheated on me and how?”

“Not at all, but it was a mistake. You have
to learn how to forgive,” Dad said.

This was not going my way at all. They were
actually pissing me off more than anything. “Alright, I love you. I
have to get ready for work.”

“Keep us posted and give Layla a hug and
kiss from us.”

I hung up the phone and took my time getting
ready for my shift.

Luckily, work ended up being a great
distraction from reality. I was thankful it was a busy night, but
what happened with Ryan still weighed heavily on my mind. How could
things be so good one minute and turn so bad the next? I truly was
sad that things ended between us, but I wasn’t cut up about it. I
guess that makes me a bad person, but it also tells me that maybe I
wasn’t as in love with him as I thought.

Maybe I did lead Ryan on all this time, but
it never felt that way. I loved him, I really did, but right now my
feelings were being greatly overshadowed by thoughts of him getting
physical with me. He turned into a monster overnight. Maybe there
were signs and I just ignored them? I just didn’t know.

Now I had Lan back in my life and it didn’t
seem like he was interested in leaving me alone any time soon. I
mean, the crazy man expects us to just pack up and move in with
him, and quit my job.

He was nuts! Never gonna happen!

 


 


 



Chapter Sixteen

 


It was almost time for lunch the next day
when Landyn called. I was trying to finish dressing so I could take
Layla to the Burger Hut.

“Hello.”

“Hey, baby.” That reply brought back some
very nice memories of the way we used to talk on the phone. It was
also very maddening.

“What do you want Lan? I’m a little busy
right now.”

“What are you doing?” he prodded.

“Not that it’s any of your business, but I’m
getting ready to take Layla to get something to eat. She’s
starving, like always.”

“Well just come downstairs and I’ll take
you.”

I stopped dead in my tracks. “You’re here?
What are you doing here?”

“I came to spend time with my family, just
come downstairs.”

“Your family? You mean you came to
spend time with Layla. We’re not a family so there’s no
reason to spend time with me,” I responded haughtily.

“Lexi, get your ass down here with my little
girl or I’ll come get you both.” Now he sounded pissed.

“What if I just let you take Layla and you
bring her back in... say... an hour?”

“I’m getting off!” he grumbled impatiently
and I heard shuffling in the background.

“No!” I yelled. “We’ll come down. But you’re
taking us to that new seafood restaurant downtown and you’re
buying.” It was expensive and if he could play the bossy game, so
could I.

“Lexi, do you really think I care?” he
sighed. “Please just hurry up baby. I want to see you both.” Click.
He hung up. I glared at the phone before throwing it in my
purse.

In the restaurant, Layla sat right next to
Landyn, as in; she might as well have been sitting in his lap. She
was also calling him Daddy now like it was the most normal thing in
the world to do.

It was turning out to be a very nice
lunch...

Until I watched a beautiful blonde sashay up
to our table.

She was tall and thin with huge (probably
fake) boobs. She was wearing a fitted suit, a stupid
feminine buttoned-down shirt that was open almost to her bra and
pointy toe high-heels. Cleavage was everywhere. She was stunning
nonetheless.

I felt frumpy. Even though I wasn’t,
compared to her, I sure as hell felt like it. Thank goodness I
changed into my white, flower embroidered, strapless sundress and
kickass tan leather five-inch block heeled, one-inch platform
sandals before we left.

Her polished blonde hair gleamed in the
light, and she had perfectly pouty full lips and flawless skin. Her
eyes were blue and I knew this because she flashed her amazing
smile my way before speaking.

“Hey Landyn, it’s so good to see you. How
have you been?”

She even sounded sweet.

I caught Landyn’s eye as he glanced at me
and then Layla before turning back to her and answering. “I
couldn’t be better, Tiffany. How are you?”

Tiffany! Blah! Not quite as bad as Destiny,
but almost.

“I’ve been good, Lan. I finally got that job
I told you about. I’m actually here on business. Maybe we can get
together and catch up while I’m in town.”

First of all, she called him Lan!

I technically had no right to claim it, but
that name was mine. I gave him that nickname and now some
other woman called him by it. He used to get pissed when anyone
else used it and he always put a stop to it. Obviously, she was
allowed to.

And second, am I invisible? Does she not see
me and the very nosey little girl sitting at the table staring
daggers at her?

I looked at Lan who shifted uncomfortably in
his seat and now I was pissed.

“Who’s that Daddy?” Layla asked. Landyn
looked at her, but didn’t answer. He didn’t speak. He didn’t
introduce us. Nothing.

He looked to the blonde and back at me
and... wait, was that pity I saw? He felt sorry for
me?

“You have a daughter?” the blonde asked in a
surprised tone. Landyn still didn’t answer.

“Yeah, I’m his Precious,” Layla answered
sassily.

The blonde jerked at Layla’s words. She
looked startled and completely shocked. I almost felt bad for her.
She seemed nice enough.

I was through with this extremely
uncomfortable situation. I picked up the napkin from my lap and
threw it over my barely touched plate of food. I stood up, held out
my hand to Layla, waited for her to grab it and then spoke to the
blonde.

“Why don’t you two catch up now, while my
daughter and I go to the ladies room?” I didn’t wait for a response
before turning away from the table. I took about two steps when
Landyn spoke gently. “Lexi, baby, please sit down.”

I shook my head. “No, you two catch up.
We’ll be right back.”

Yeah right! I was calling Trish to come pick
us up. Childish, maybe, but I didn’t care.

“This is Lexi?” I heard the blonde ask; her
tone pained. “Lexi, from your tattoo. This is her?”

At that bombshell, I whipped around to face
Landyn and our eyes met. He held my now shocked gaze as he answered
the blonde. “Yes, this is her and this is our daughter Layla.”

I realized then that the pity I saw on his
face earlier wasn’t for me, it was for her.

I looked at the blonde who was now staring
at me. I watched her swallow before she gave me a shaky smile.
“It’s nice to meet you.” She turned back to Landyn and whispered,
“I’m glad you found her.”

Then she vanished.

I stood frozen.

“Baby, let’s finish our meal and we’ll talk
about this later.” Landyn said. I let go of Layla’s hand and she
quickly went back to her seat. I slowly went back to mine.

Other than Layla’s chatter, we finished
lunch in silence.

That evening, after Layla went to sleep,
Landyn explained to me that Tiffany was the only woman he dated
after me that actually turned into a relationship.

“Why did you lie to me about your tattoo?
What does it even mean?” I asked.

He shook his head. “I didn’t want to scare
you away, baby. There was a lot going on and I was just about to
have you in my arms again after so long being apart. I wasn’t going
to screw it up.”

He gave me a small, almost sad smile. “When
Tiffany asked me what the tattoo meant, I told her everything about
you. The symbols spell out ‘Lexi’ and I got it about a week after I
fucked everything up between us. Tiffany was sweet and nice and she
tried hard to make it work between us even though she hated the
fact that another woman’s name was on my body. In a way, I also
wanted it to work because I honestly didn’t think I’d ever get a
chance to have you back. I even asked her to call me Lan because I
wanted what you and I had, Lexi. It worked for about three
months.”

I was trying so hard not to cry, but I could
feel the tears building. “I don’t even know what to say,” I
whispered. Lan got up, lifted me off the couch and carried me to my
room; to my bed. He showed me just how much he missed me that night
and I made damn sure to pay extra close attention to his...

No, my tattoo.

 


 


 



Chapter Seventeen

 


Somehow, the weeks passed quickly. Landyn
became a permanent fixture in our lives. He spent every possible
second he could with Layla and me. He managed to visit me regularly
at work while still making it to my apartment to spend time with
Layla. He even spent nearly every night with us; in my bed.

Fighting him on this was impossible and he
used our little girl to his advantage at every opportunity. They
were a team.

He was also persistently affectionate with
me in front of Layla and he ignored all of my efforts to resist.
Before I knew it, a month had passed and I was madly in love with
him all over again, but no way in hell would I let him in on that
secret.

Right now we were in bed and Landyn was
caressing my hip; his lips were brushing against my neck. I felt
his breath when he spoke. “I can’t stay tonight, baby. I have a six
a.m. meeting with a vendor. I really wish you would just move in
with me. Layla’s going to be upset when I tell her I won’t be here
later and you know the last thing I ever want to do is upset her.”
I twisted my neck to look at him. He always looked delicious in the
morning with his sexy bedroom hair, dreamy eyes and scruffy,
unshaven face.

No matter how much I wanted to, one month
was still way too soon to make any decisions about moving in. “Lan,
it’s too soon to decide on moving in and I have to work tonight.
This will give Layla a chance to spend some time with Trish. She’ll
be okay.”

“Baby, I want us living together by the time
she goes back to school and that’s only another month away. If
you’re worried about leaving Trish, she can move into my garage
apartment.”

Ugh! The man was unbearably
persuasive when he was trying to get his way. He continued, “She’s
always out with Tony anyway.”

“I’ll think about it,” I responded sharply
and turned my face away from him.

His hand suddenly slid off my hip, down my
belly and into my panties. “What are you doing?” I whispered.

“Helping you make your decision.” He found
my sweet spot and swirled a finger lightly against my clit. A
steady pace began. “Dripping.” He breathed in my ear. I moaned and
wiggled my hips back into his. He pulled his hand away and ordered,
“Turn on your stomach.” I quickly did what he asked. He lifted up
over me and pulled my panties off. He spread my legs wide with his
knees as he crawled up my back.

His arm wrapped around my waist and a hand
hit my core. He worked magic on me until I was begging him to take
me. He bit my shoulder. “Get on your knees,” he ordered, his voice
rough. I rose up until my ass met his erection. It glided between
my cheeks as I rocked back and forth. A hand started massaging my
breasts, tugging on my nipples. I pressed back against him and he
guided his erection inside. I moaned.

“Give me your hands,” he demanded. I quickly
considered my options and decided to lean my chest down on the bed.
I turned my head to the side and gave him what he wanted. He pinned
my hands behind my back with one of his and the other wrapped
around my waist to rub the ache between my legs.

“I want you in my house, baby. Say yes.” I
whimpered. I couldn’t say yes.

“Just move,” I begged.

He pulled his hips back slowly then pressed
forward. “I need you Lexi,” he continued to torture me with this
pace. “Faster,” I breathed, squeezing my fists tightly behind my
back.

“Feel all of me Lexi. Can’t you feel how
much I need you. How much I love you. Say yes.”

His words and achingly slow movements were
causing too many emotions to flow through me. I hadn’t heard him
say I love you since we broke up. I loved him too, but I was
scared.

“I can’t,” I whispered feeling a tear slide
from the corner of my eye. Abruptly, he let go of my wrists, pulled
out and flipped me to my back. He slipped back inside me in one
smooth motion.

His hands lifted to frame my face. “I love
you Lexi. You’re going to be mine for the rest of your life. You’ve
always been mine.” His voice was firm. “I’m not afraid to admit how
much I need you, baby. I was afraid before, but I’m not now. I
won’t hurt you again. Ever,” he stated confidently. Another
lonely tear escaped, but Lan kissed it away.

“I’ve always loved you,” I admitted in a
barely there whisper. “I’m scared.”

His mouth crashed down on mine in
desperation. He continued with unhurried, torturously slow
movements until I came so hard I was near sobbing. “I love you,” I
heard Lan groan as he finished inside me.

When he was completely sated, he rested his
forehead on my shoulder.

“Marry me,” he said. I stopped breathing. He
lifted his head and stared in my eyes. “Marry me, Lexi. I should
have married you the day you turned eighteen, but I was stupid. I’m
not as stupid as I was back then. I won’t let you leave me.”

My heart was beating frantically. “It’s too
soon,” I said.

“No it’s not and you know it. We love each
other. I’ve loved you since I first saw you. I want to see you
pregnant with Layla’s little brother or sister soon. I want to
watch your belly grow and go to doctor’s appointments. I want to
touch you every day for the rest of my life. Marry me.”

Breathing was starting to hurt. “What if
something goes wrong?” I asked through the tightening in my throat.
“I loved you so much before Landyn and it still didn’t matter. You
were my life and you cheated at the first opportunity. I can’t go
through that again. I won’t put Layla through that.”

“Are you kidding me right now?” His voice
was low and scary. His eyes narrowed and he climbed off me and
stood up.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

He started dressing. He didn’t answer and
his face was hard, lips tight. “I’ve explained to you what was
going on in my head that night, but you refuse to accept it. I
practically beg you to marry me, and you bring up the shit that
I’ve lived to regret every day since the night it happened six
years ago!”

He shook his head in defeat and finished
dressing. “I know you already know about Tiffany, but what you
don’t know is that I’ve only been with a handful of women since you
left me, if that. Only one turned into an actual relationship and
it doesn’t even count since I was just using her to get over you. I
thought about you every fucking day since the day you left!”

He opened the door. “Just forget I asked.
I’m going to say bye to Layla. I’ll pick her up tomorrow.” The door
slammed behind him.

An hour of crying later, Trish came to check
on me. “Hey bitch!” she said loudly when she walked in, but she
immediately turned confused when she saw my face. “What’s wrong
with you?”

I told her everything while she hugged
me.

“Lex, I’ve never told you this before, but
you were both so young, babe. Don’t get me wrong, I hated him right
along with you and I still hate him for what he did, but maybe that
was his one big mistake in life. The way he was with you back then
and the way he is now isn’t any different. He’s still obsessed with
you. I honestly don’t think he’d hurt you again even if his life
depended on it, babe.”

I was bawling now. “I can’t seem to do
anything right,” I whined. She hugged me tighter.

Could I honestly get over what happened six
years ago? Everyone else seemed to think I should. Sometimes I even
got annoyed with myself, but thinking about that night made my
heart bleed.

 


 


 



Chapter Eighteen

 


I was sick throughout the rest of the day;
literally sick to my stomach with fear; fear of Landyn not wanting
me anymore.

By the time I made it to work Landyn only
texted me to say he was picking up Layla tomorrow at eleven to take
her to lunch and the park. I wanted to call him and apologize, but
I needed to know for sure that I could forgive him for the past. I
couldn’t concentrate on anything else while working.

I warned him that I didn’t trust easily, but
I wasn’t sure that was true anymore. What if I’ve completely ruined
things between us?

The thought made me nauseous.

It was nearly three o’clock in the morning
by the time I got home. I had just cracked open the front door open
when I was shoved inside from behind.

“You bitch.” I heard a man sneer. It was
Ryan. When I tried to face him, he grabbed me by the hair and
jerked; my back slammed into his front. “Unless you want Layla to
hear, I suggest you keep your mouth shut,” he hissed.

“Ryan, what the hell are you doing?” I
asked, so scared my voice was shaking. He pulled my hair so hard my
head snapped back painfully and he wrapped a hand around my
throat.

“Do you fuck him?”

Tears were stinging my eyes. “I don’t know
what you’re talking about,” I lied.

“I fucking see the way he touches you. The
way he kisses you,” he boomed in my ear. Without warning he swung
me around and slammed me against the frame of the front door; pain
exploded throughout the side of my face. “You treated me like a
fucking dog because of him. You never loved me, did you?”

When I didn’t respond he pressed my face in
harder. “Answer me,” he demanded.

“No. I loved you.” I said as loud as I could
manage. He whirled me around to face him and before I could catch
my footing he backhanded me across the cheek on the same side that
hit the wall; I was seeing spots.

“Liar,” he spat in my face.

I dropped to my hands and knees. I was
vaguely aware of him dropping next to me. I felt his hands at the
waistband of my jeans. “I’ll give you what you want, you fucking
whore.” I tried to dizzily to crawl away from him, but when he
pulled at me, I fell to my side. He rolled me over and unbuttoned
my jeans. Finally I managed to scream “No!”

As soon as the spots started fading away I
started struggling against him, but he wrapped a hand around my
throat again. He was choking me. “I tried so fucking hard to make
you happy.” I heard the agony in his voice.

I wrapped my hands around his wrist and
scratched at him; desperate to get air. “Please. Don’t. Do. This,”
I was barely able to breathe out the words. In the distance, I
heard the phone ringing. Ryan ignored it.

He struggled to get my pants down
one-handed, but he did. I was kicking wildly at him with my legs,
but I was also concentrating so hard on not passing out that I
wasn’t doing a very good job. When I felt his hand touch me between
my legs I reached up and clawed at his face.

“You bitch!” he yelled, let go of my throat
and raised his hand.

I screamed “No!” just before he hit me and
everything went black.

 


 


 



Chapter Nineteen

 


As I came to, I heard buzzing and commotion
and shuffling around me; people were close by. “Tell me her name?”
I heard a male voice order in a clipped tone.

“Alexis,” someone answered. It might have
been Trish, but I couldn’t tell.

“Alexis, can you hear me?” the same man
asked.

“Yes,” I said and prayed my voice was loud
enough for him to hear. I tried to open my eyes, but everything was
too bright and my head was pounding. I lifted a hand to shield my
eyes.

“Good Alexis. Try not to move too much. You
have a pretty bad bruise on the right side of your face and a
possible concussion. Sudden movements will only cause you pain.” I
felt my arm being moved around. “My name is Jason. My partner here
is Tameka. We’re paramedics and we’re going to make quick work of
checking out your vitals then we’ll get you set-up on the gurney
and over to the hospital, okay?” He spoke in a soothing voice.

“Where’s my daughter? Has she seen me? Is
she okay?” My voice was raspy.

“I’m not sure Alexis,” he responded sounding
unconcerned.

“Can you find out? Please. I need to know
she’s alright.” I was going to start panicking soon.

“I’ll go find out honey. Don’t get yourself
too worked up. Jason you got this?” the woman who I assumed was
Tameka asked.

“Hurry,” he ordered with attitude. I managed
to glare at him with my eyes closed. “Chill out, Jason. The woman’s
just been through hell and she wants to make sure her daughter’s
alright.”

“Tameka, we don’t have time this, just hurry
up,” Jason ordered, having lost all patience.

“You really need to get laid. I told you I’d
handle that little problem for you.”

“Tameka!” he said, exasperated.

“I’m going, calm down.”

I can’t believe she just said that!
As funny as it was, I was still in shock.

Jason went back to work. “What happened? Was
I raped?” I asked in a whisper, staring at his face. He was
fuzzy.

“No. At least I’m almost certain it didn’t
get that far.” Anger resonated in his voice. “The police got here
just before we showed up. I believe your friend said it was close,
but she scared the guy. She had you covered up by the time we got
here.” That didn’t sound good, but it made me feel a little
better.

Just then, I heard arguing and shouting
outside. “Where is she? Let me see her!”

It was Landyn.

“Sir, you have to calm down. You can see her
as soon as the medics bring her down. You can’t enter a crime
scene,” someone replied.

“What the fuck does that mean? What crime
scene? What happened?” Lan shouted back. “Sir...”

At that moment, Tameka came inside the door,
her eyes wide.

“What? Is Layla alright?” I tried to lift
up, but Jason stopped me.

“Don’t worry honey,” she said. “There’s a
very cute, black-haired little girl standing with the woman who I
think is your roommate. She looked fine, maybe a little shaken up,
but that’s understandable seeing as how there’s this fine ass
mountain of a man outside shouting at the officers to let him see
you. Is that your man, honey?”

“Yes.”

“Well, hurry it up Jase. That fine ass man’s
about to be arrested if we don’t bring her down soon.”

“It’s okay, I’ll walk. I don’t need to be
put on a gurney.” I tried to sit up again, but dizziness hit. I
would have fallen back if Jason hadn’t caught me.

“No! Don’t try that again. We’ll take you
now,” Jason barked at me.

As soon as the gurney wheel’s hit the
pavement I was ambushed. “Lexi!” Landyn shouted frantically. His
hand lifted like he was about to touch my face, but he didn’t; his
hand fell away and grabbed my hand and squeezed. His eyes were
bloodshot.

“Mama! Let me go Aunt T! I wanna see Mama!”
I heard Layla cry. I felt the tears brim over my lashes.

“Lan, I don’t want her seeing me like this,
but I need to see her,” I whispered, my voice still raspy. His hand
on mine tightened and his eyes watered. He leaned down to give me
an extremely soft kiss on the lips.

“We’ll meet you at the hospital baby. I’ll
bring her in to see you as soon as they get you situated.” I sighed
and nodded. “Tell her I love her more than the whole wide world.
She needs you right now Lan, please stay with her.”

“I won’t let her out of my sight. I love
you, Lexi.”

“I love you too.”

“I love you too, honey,” Tameka said slowly
and dreamily. I glanced her way and she was staring at Lan with
hearts in her eyes.

“Tameka!” Jason shouted like he couldn’t
believe his ears.

“What Jasey? Don’t get jealous, I’m just
lookin’. No need to throw a hissy!” she said.

Freaking hilarious!

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty

 


I woke in my hospital room to sunlight
streaming through the windows. It took a few minutes to get my
bearings as I glanced around the room. Landyn was sitting in the
recliner with a sleeping Layla sprawled out on top of him. Lan was
watching at me.

“Hey,” I said quietly, not wanting to wake
Layla. “What time is it?” I glanced around the room again looking
for a clock and saw that it was eleven o’clock.

I only slept four hours. After a CT scan,
ice packs and a heavy dose of pain meds, I knocked out around seven
a.m. I looked back to Lan. He lifted out of the chair and laid
Layla across the width of it. He came to my side.

His hand softly brushed the hair off my
forehead and he kissed me there. When he lifted I watched as a tear
slide down his cheek. “I just got you back and I almost lost you
again,” he said in a strangled voice.

“I’m sorry for everything that happened
yesterday. I shouldn’t have expected you to just let go of the the
pain I caused you so easily. I don’t know how I’d react if it was
the other way around. This is entirely my fault. I should have been
with you. This never should have happened,” he was now caressing my
throat.

“Lan, this is not your fault, it’s
mine. I’ve forgiven you for the past I’ve just been too scared to
admit it to myself; especially you,” I whispered, my throat still
hurt. “I love you.”

“Then marry me baby,” he said.

I gazed into the eyes of the love of my
life. “I’ll marry you,” I whispered and smiled, but smiling hurt so
I grimaced and I placed a hand against my cheek.

Landyn’s eyes narrowed. “He’s so fucking
lucky the cops got there before I did,” he said furiously.

“How did you even know something happened?”
I asked.

“Layla called me. She said she heard you
scream. When I realized it was three in morning, I told her to get
in the closet. I felt bad, but I hung up on her and called the
police. By the time I got there the place was swarming with
cops.”

I closed my eyes. “And Ryan? Have you heard
any news?” I asked softly.

He had an odd look on his face before he
answered. “Detective Bryant called me about an hour ago. The
Detective that was here earlier. Ryan’s still in jail, but they
expect him to make bail by the end of the day; tomorrow at the
latest.”

I nodded. “That’s the same Detective that
came to take my statement as soon as I got here. Bryant... yeah,
that was his name.”

Lan looked pissed now. “That asshole
wouldn’t let me out of the waiting room to come see you. I should
have been in here with you while you were being questioned,” he
said fiercely. I gave him a small smile and shrugged my
shoulders.

“He was really nice and said he only needed
to get a quick statement before the pain medicine kicked in.”

I neglected to mention the fact that just
seeing the detective’s face had made me feel better at the time. He
was a major hottie! I smiled to myself. I’ll save that little
tidbit of information for Trish.

I looked up at Lan who was now frowning at
me. My eyebrows pinched together. “What?” I asked.

“Did you like the nice detective that
came to take your statement?” he asked suspiciously.

“Ummmmm... No?” I answered with a question.
I did like the cop, but somehow I didn’t think Landyn’s meaning and
mine were the same thing.

“No?” he asked again and his eyebrows rose
in doubt.

“I feel like this is a trick question so I’m
not sure how to answer you,” I said defiantly.

He quickly bent over me and put his face
right up against mine. “I’ve been out of my mind worried sick about
you Lexi, please don’t piss me off right now,” he said.

“How am I pissing you off and why in the
world are you so mad?” He lifted a hand and I flinched away from
him.

His eyes squeezed shut; tight. “I’d never
hurt you, baby. I’m sorry.” The lifted hand moved to softly trace
the bruise on my face. His eyes moved to it as well.

“I know the innocent thoughts running
through your head Lexi. And they better be innocent
thoughts. But I’m warning you now, stay away from him. If he
tries anything with you baby, I’ll hurt him. Understand?”

His eyes locked on mine.

It was at that precise moment I decided that
all the men in my life were insane!

“You’re overreacting,” I told him gently. It
was irritating when he got in this mood.

“I love you Lexi. If you thought I was
overly protective about you in the past, believe me... that was
nothing compared to how it’ll be after this.” He lowered his mouth
to mine. I didn’t want to kiss him back because I was mad, but his
lips were nothing like his hard demeanor. They were soft against
mine; like feathers. Then he teased my lips with his tongue. It was
innocent and hot at the same time.

He pulled back slightly. “What else did
Detective Bryant say?” he hissed his name like it gave him a
foul taste in his mouth.

I ignored him and blinked trying to remember
everything we talked about.

“He said Ryan wouldn’t say one word to them
when they caught him. He refused to talk. He also said that Ryan
didn’t have a record but a complaint was filed against him
previously by another woman that was dismissed. He didn’t give me
details, but he was looking into it and going to talk to his
friends and family.”

Landyn’s hand rubbed the back of his
neck.

“How has Layla been? What does she know?” I
dreaded hearing the answer. Landyn sighed.

“Not much. She didn’t see what happened.
When I hung up with the police I called Layla back to keep her on
the phone because I was out of my mind. I could hear Trish shouting
in the background.” I closed my eyes not liking the mental picture
of my poor baby girl being so scared.

“In the waiting room this morning, Trish
told me Layla thinks someone tried to break in.” A tear leaked out.
I hate Ryan! “I don’t want to go back there. I don’t want Layla to
see that apartment again. I want her to forget,” I whispered.

“I’ve already hired movers and Trish is at
the apartment right now giving orders.”

“What?”

He smiled. “Even if you said no to marrying
me, I was still moving you into my house after this. Trish is
taking the garage apartment. Your lease was breakable considering
the circumstances, but even if it wasn’t, I would have paid to
break it.”

I glared at him.

“I love you. I love our daughter. You both
belong to me and I belong to both of you,” he stated.

I knew that by him adding that little “I
belong to both of you” bit was his way of trying to smooth over his
highhandedness. It was a good play.

There was no winning with him. “I love you
too,” I said softly.

“Daddy?” I heard Layla’s soft voice call out
cautiously. Landyn quickly turned around to pick her up. He sat her
down on the bed next to me. When she saw my face, huge tear drops
spilled over her lashes. She threw her arms around my neck and
cried. “Shhh... baby. Mama’s okay. Don’t cry baby.” I rubbed her
back soothingly.

“I was so scared,” she sniffled. “I heard
you scream. Your face is purple.” She said the words into my
neck.

“I know, but there’s nothing to worry about
now.”

“What if that man comes back?” she asked
still sobbing.

“We’re never going back there again. We’re
moving in with Daddy as soon as we leave here. He’ll protect us.” I
looked to Lan for help.

“Layla, I will do everything in my power to
keep you and your mom safe. Don’t be scared.” Lan had also started
rubbing Layla’s back.

“You pwomise?” she asked unsteadily.

“I promise precious girl. I love you both.”
Landyn bent down to kiss the top of her head.

We stayed holding eachother for a while.

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-One

 


When the doctor made his rounds, he asked
Lan and Layla to leave the room so he could check me over. Landyn
protested, but he also knew Layla couldn’t be in the room.

“Ms. Martine, do you know you’re pregnant?”
the doctor asked as he looked down at his chart.

I stared at him blindly.

“I’m assuming by the look on your face, that
you didn’t know.”

I shook my head. “It’s impossible,” I said
firmly.

“Why is that?” he asked.

“Because I have an IUD. I’ve had it just
going on three years and it’s supposed to last five,” I said
starting to panic. “See, I can’t be pregnant. My gynecologist said
FIVE YEARS!” I screeched.

“Well urinalysis came back and you’re most
definitely pregnant, Ms. Martine. When I performed the rape kit, I
would have noted feeling strings. There is a less than one percent
chance of losing an IUD without having any symptoms, but as the
saying goes ‘stranger things have happened.’ ”

Holy shit!

“What?” I squeaked.

“I’ll send you up to have an ultrasound
done. We’ll see if we can find the IUD, hopefully it’s not lodged
in your cervix which would be a very bad thing and very dangerous
for you and the baby. We’ll also find out how far along you
are.”

The baby... How far along? How far along?
How far along? No, no, no, no, no! I was thinking fast;
counting. The last time I had sex with Ryan had to be at least a
month before sleeping with Landyn in his office. I had been too
busy finalizing my term papers for graduation to spend much time
with him.

Ryan also spent two weeks at a conference
during that time and didn’t come back until a couple days before
Landyn showed up at my doorstep. I didn’t even have sex with Ryan
then.

I couldn’t be pregnant by Ryan. Please don’t
let me be pregnant by Ryan.

“Can I go now? Please. Can I have the
ultrasound done now?” I begged. I was hyperventilating. He must
have taken pity on me because he got on his small computer and
started typing away.

He looked up. “The nurse will be in with
your discharge paperwork. Once you’re finished, she’ll escort you
to Obstetrics & Gynecology for the ultrasound.”

“Thank you.” I said softly.

“You’re welcome. Remember to keep ice on the
bruises and don’t make any sudden movements. You don’t have a
concussion, but your head will still hurt. I’m really sorry for
what happened to you Ms. Martine, but I must say I’m glad it wasn’t
worse. Bruises on the outside heal much easier than ones on the
inside.” He gave me a small smile.

That was sweet. I smiled back. “Thank you
very much.”

The nurse walked in just as the doctor
walked out. Thank God!

I signed all the paperwork without reading a
single word, and then the nurse helped me into a wheelchair that I
really didn’t need to sit in. “Okay. Here’s the deal,” I started to
tell the nurse before we left the room. “I don’t want my boyfriend
to know I’m pregnant yet, so when I tell him you’re taking me for
another CT scan and not an ultrasound, don’t give me away, okay?
Please?” I pleaded.

“Don’t worry hon, I won’t say a word,” she
replied.

I saw Landyn and Layla waiting outside the
door. Lan jumped up from his chair and came toward me. “Where are
they taking you?” he asked, concerned.

“It’s okay. I’ve been discharged, but the
doctor wanted me to have one more CT scan just to be on the safe
side.” I was such a liar. “Why don’t you go pull the truck around?
I’m sure the nurse will take me up front to meet you when she’s
finished.”

“I don’t want to leave you alone. We’ll go
with you and wait,” he said roughly.

“Lan, I don’t want Layla waiting around
anymore. I’ll only be about fifteen minutes.” I hoped. I
glanced to the nurse who nodded at me.

“It won’t take long. I already have the
equipment ready and waiting for her,” the best nurse in the world
confirmed for Landyn.

I could tell he still didn’t like it.
“Layla, come give Mama some sugar.” She came up to me and I wrapped
my arms around her and gave her my famous smack on the lips. We
both smacked “mwah” at the same time. I ran my hand through her
hair. “I’ll be right back Princess.” “Okay Mama,” she replied in a
small voice.

Just then, the nurse rolled me away down the
hall, up the elevator and straight into the ultrasound room..

I stared hard at the monitor.

“Well, there’s no IUD and I’d say you’re
about five weeks pregnant,” the nurse said.

What a relief. For once, something went
right. And five weeks! What a coincidence.

“Thank you for everything,” I told the nurse
and smiled at her.

Now all I had to do was figure out how to
tell Landyn. And when.

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-Two

 


“Mama, can we get something to eat? I’m
hungry!” Layla yelled as soon as Lan finished buckling me up. I
turned to face Lan who was standing in my door. “Is it okay if we
pick something up?” He reached out to grab my hand and placed a
kiss on my palm.

“Yes, baby. Layla, what do you feel like
eating?” he asked.

“Chicken nuggets!”

“Done.”

As we pulled away I stared unseeingly out
the window. I was deep in thought.

I’m pregnant. Another baby. Landyn’s baby.
Layla was going to be a big sister. Am I excited? Yes, I was very
excited, but nervous. When should I tell Landyn? How should I tell
him? What if I get sick like I did with Layla? That would be
horrible! What if it doesn’t work out between us again? Maybe I
should give this more time before I spill. But I don’t have much
time because now I’m moving in with him! Would he think I got
pregnant on purpose? No. He said he wanted more babies, but was he
ready now?

“I’ve never been to your place before,” I
said out loud as soon as the thought came to me. “You talk about
your place all the time, but I can’t believe I decided to move in
with you without ever having seen it.”

I must trust him more than I realized.

“You’ll love it, baby. At least I hope you
will. Layla has a huge bedroom and ours faces the lake.” He smiled,
but I saw the concern he hid. “It sounds wonderful, Lan. I’m
excited.”

I really was.

When we pulled up to the house I assumed was
his, my heart started racing. It wasn’t a mansion, but it was still
a huge ass house on the lake. “This is so cool!” Layla shouted from
the back. “Is this where we live now?”

“This is home now,” Landyn answered.

“This is all yours?” I asked uncertain. I
couldn’t believe we were about to live here. “No, it’s ours Lexi,”
he warned.

“But... But... it’s huge. You’ve lived here
all by yourself?” My eyes instantly narrowed on him when I asked
that question. I didn’t want to think of him living with anyone
else in a house we were about to share.

He grinned at me and then got out of the
truck. He ignored my question. I watched as he lifted Layla out the
back and she took off like a rocket. Then Lan came around my side
and opened the door.

His hands went to my knees. He pulled me to
the edge of the seat and opened my legs for him to snuggle between.
He kissed me soft and quick. “Yes, baby. I’ve lived here all by
myself. I’ve never had another woman in the bed you’ll be sleeping
in,” he whispered against my lips. “The only other women that have
been here are my mom and the maid, and she’s married with five
kids.” He paused. “But it’s nice to know you’re just as jealous as
I am.”

Whatever.

“How can you afford this? Wait, that was
rude, you don’t have to tell me.”

Now his eyes narrowed. “Lexi, we’re getting
married. What’s mine is yours. When I joined the Marines all I did
was save money. It’s a long story, but I’ve made some lucky
investments and the bar does well on its own.”

“Oh,” I said quietly.

“Let’s get you inside baby. You need to rest
and I’m sure Layla can’t wait to run around and break things.”

I laughed at that. “You make it sound like a
good thing,” I told him.

“She can do whatever she wants as long as
she’s always around and always happy.”

Ugh! He was so sweet. “Please don’t make me
cry. I’m sick of crying.”

Just then Layla ran up. “Daddy, there’s a
water fountain!” she yelled. Like Landyn didn’t know he had one.
“Can I throw a penny in it for good luck? I don’t have a penny, but
can you give me a penny? Is there a pool?” She was so excited.

“Here’s a penny,” Lan reached in and pulled
one out of his pocket. “And yes, there is a pool. Let’s go inside
so I can show you around, then I’ll take you swimming.”

“Yay!”

The house was even bigger inside. The style
was rustic and manly. The kitchen was gigantic. There was a
breakfast room, dining room, living room, family room, game
room/theater room, three spare bedrooms, Layla’s room, the master
and three and a half baths. Layla said “wow or cool” at every
turn.

“Is this mine?” Layla asked fascinated, her
eyes wide, taking everything in. “It is, go check it out,” Landyn
answered. Her room was amazing.

“When did you do all this?” I asked in
astonishment. It was painted pink and white. It had a huge mermaid
mural on one wall. There were dolls, games, stuffed animals and
balls scattered throughout the room. There was an easel and a table
covered in tea cups and saucers in the corner. There was a near
life-size rug of Ariel covering the floor.

The closet was filled with clothes and
shoes. None of this stuff was even from my apartment.

The waterworks started coming. Again!
“Don’t Lexi.” Landyn took me in his arms. “Don’t cry. The moment I
saw Layla’s face I had this done.”

I shook my head. “I always knew you’d be a
good dad. I knew you’d love her. I can’t believe I was so selfish.
I’m so sorry,” I whispered because I didn’t want Layla to hear.

“Baby, don’t do this. Maybe we should move
on to the master bedroom. I guarantee you will be very
disappointed.” That was funny and a giggle slipped from my lips. “I
highly doubt that.”

“Daddy, this is so cool! Thank you!” Layla
yelled and took a running leap into Lan’s arms. “I’m glad you like
it precious. You can stay in here and play while I show your mom
our room if you want.”

She wiggled down from Landyn. “Okay!” she
shouted and ran off.

The master bedroom was nice, but Landyn was
right. It was too masculine and plain for my taste, but the balcony
and scenery made up for it. There was an incredible view of the
lake and the pool in the backyard. It was peaceful.

“I love it here.” I leaned against the edge.
Landyn’s arms surrounded me and he placed a kiss to my cheek. “You
can do whatever you want in this room to make it ours. Actually,
you can change whatever you want in the house, it’s yours. We’ll
get you set up on my account tomorrow so you can buy what you want.
Just please stay away from anything pink or purple. Or flowers,” he
pleaded.

He was perfect. It touched me that he was
treating me like we were already married.

“Why me Lan? You could have anyone else. I’m
nothing special,” I whispered. His arms convulsed around me.

“Don’t start with that shit, Lexi. You’re
more than special to me and you know it. I’ve always loved you.
We’re starting over.”

“I know, I’m sorry. This is all a little
overwhelming. I love you too.” I angled my head up to kiss him.

“Let’s go inside. I want you now.” Landyn
said harshly.

“But Layla...”

“We’ll be quick. After everything that’s
happened, I need to feel you around me. I need to feel that your
mine. Are you hurting too much?” His hand lifted to caress my
bruise.

No I wasn’t hurting. I was on fire. I loved
every time he spoke like that. I whipped around and headed straight
to the bed. Fortunately, I was wearing the sweat pants and an
oversized t-shirt that Trish had brought to the hospital for me.
They were easy to remove.

“I’m not sure I’ll be able to hear Layla if
she needs me,” I said while continuing to undress.

“I locked the door behind me, but I’ll be
quick. There’s a baby monitor over there that I can turn on low.”
He walked over to it and started pressing buttons. I stood naked
and stared at him.

When he turned around he caught me. “What’s
wrong?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Nothing. I just can’t
believe you bought a baby monitor.” He constantly surprised me.

“I saw it in the baby department. I know
Layla’s not a baby, but it felt like the logical thing to buy. I
know her room is next door to ours, but the rooms are big. It seems
like an invasion of privacy I guess, but I just wanted to be able
to hear that she was okay.”

I smiled at him. “Well, since she’s only
five I’m not sure how much privacy she needs. But it was really
sweet of you to buy it; very thoughtful.” He stalked back toward
me, discarding his clothes as he went.

He was ready. His rock hard erection was
more than ready. I was more than ready. I climbed on the bed and
fell to my back. He climbed on top.

I could vaguely hear Layla singing in the
background.

I looked to my tattoo on his side and I
slowly traced over them with my fingertips.

So damn sexy.

The moment I met Landyn’s eyes he entered
me, completely. There was no foreplay, no hesitation, not that I
needed it.

“I knew you’d be ready for me,” he whispered
in my ear. I could feel his cock throbbing. I pulled him tightly to
me and kissed him. Our tongues tangled and he began pounding into
me. “God, I love you,” he groaned against my mouth.

His movements became quicker and he took
care not to touch the bruise on my face or neck.

I bit down on his shoulder to keep from
crying out and he moaned as we came simultaneously.

“I told you that would be fast,” Landyn
breathed against my shoulder just before nipping me with his teeth.
I drew lazily on his back.

“Daddy! Mama! I think Aunt T is here!” Layla
shouted. Landyn lifted his head and gave me a quick kiss.

We hurried to get dressed.

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-Three

 


The second I hit the bottom of the stairs
Trish threw herself at me. “Your face! I can’t believe that asshole
did this to you.” She was blubbering.

“It’s okay T,” I said while rubbing her back
for comfort.

“No, it’s not okay. Why would he do
something like this?” She took a breath, but not long enough for me
to say anything. “I’m just so glad I heard you scream or there’s no
telling what would have happened.” She slightly pulled away from
me. “Your cheek is bruised,” she hiccupped.

“It’ll be okay T. My face will heal, it’s
just sore.” I looked back at Landyn who was standing right behind
me. “Someone is supposed to call me, or Landyn, and let me know
what’s going on with Ryan. At least he won’t know where to find me
when he gets out.”

Trish quickly turned her tear streaked face
up to Landyn. Out of the blue, her eyes narrowed and her nostril
flared. “I hope you realize that this is because of you. Everything
that happened to her is because of you,” she hissed at him.

I was completely taken aback. What the hell
got into her? “Trish, stop...” I started softly, but she cut me
off.

“No, Lex. I won’t stop,” she looked back up
and spoke. Her voice was haunted. “If you wouldn’t have been such a
self-centered dickhead and fucked around on her in the first
fucking place, this never would have happened. She never would have
even met Ryan! And to top it off, when she hurt you poor little
feelings yesterday, what did you do? You fucked up again
and left her alone to defend herself! She could have been
killed!” she shouted. Her chest was heaving and she was
trying to catch her breath. I was stunned.

I looked at Landyn and his expression was
that of utter agony. His head was bent and he kept running a hand
harshly through his hair.

This was not Landyn’s fault so I told her,
“Trish, you know damn well that this isn’t his fault.” My voice was
unyielding.

Her eyes swung my way.

“He left you alone to fend for yourself
again, Lex. You guys had a fight and he left you again. I bet he
didn’t even call you before you ended up in the hospital, and now
that something tragic nearly happened to you, he’s all over trying
to make it right. Don’t you see? He’ll leave you again when things
get rough and I don’t want to see you hurt anymore.”

In more ways than one I knew she was right.
But it didn’t feel right.

My head was pounding and I couldn’t think
straight. I didn’t know if it was my feelings, the baby or both
that were making me queasy, but there was no doubt I was going to
throw up. With a glance at Lan, my hand flew to my mouth and I
muttered “excuse me” right before running to the closest
bathroom.

Once I finished puking up everything in my
stomach I sprawled out on the bathroom floor. I didn’t care if it
was dirty or not. I felt miserable.

I was going to assume Landyn would take care
of Layla while I was out of commission for a bit, and Trish was a
big girl; she could take care of herself.

That much was obvious.

I got up on my knees slowly and turned on
the water to take a nice hot bath. I needed to relax.

Ugh! I can’t take a hot bath
because of the baby.

Whatever, warm bath it is.

I checked the closet and found what looked
like very expensive towels. I pulled out what I needed. As I
started to undress there was a knock at the door.

“Baby, are you okay in there?” Lan asked. I
didn’t want to answer, but I knew if I didn’t he might come in here
and I needed to be alone.

“I’m fine. I’m just going to take a quick
bath.” Wow, even I could hear the lie in my own voice so I knew he
would too. He didn’t respond. I got in the water and put a rolled
up towel behind my neck.

Eventually I passed out.

I woke feeling weightless and cold. I was
shivering. I opened my eyes and saw that I was in Landyn’s
arms.

“Baby, you fell asleep in the water and I
panicked when you didn’t answer me.” He stood me up on unsteady
legs, grabbed a towel and started drying me off. Luckily my hair
wasn’t wet.

“You’re shivering, Lexi. Fuck. I knew should
have come in here sooner, but I didn’t want to upset you more.” He
sounded really disappointed with himself. He wrapped the towel
around my body, picked me up like a bride and carried me back to
his room. I wrapped my arms tightly around him and spoke against
his neck. “I’m sorry. I just wanted to relax a little bit. I didn’t
think I’d fall asleep.”

When we made it to the bed I noticed the
covers had been pulled back. He took off the towel and laid me down
naked in the middle of the bed. He undressed, climbed in after me
and tucked my body into his. He was amazing.

“Where’s Layla?” I asked quietly.

“She’s with Trish. That was the only good
thing about you falling asleep in the bath; it gave me a chance to
straighten some things out with Trish. Layla’s helping her move in
to the apartment.” I turned my head and looked at him
questioningly. I was curious to know what they talked about.

His hand cupped the side of my face and he
gave me a soft peck on the lips. “I told her we’re getting married.
I made it clear to her that I was never leaving you again or
fucking this up. If you try to leave me, you wouldn’t get far. She
was hesitant to stay in the garage apartment because of everything
she said to me, but I told her I didn’t care. I know she was just
looking out for you and I can appreciate that. I convinced her to
stay.”

“I trust you,” I whispered to him. His amber
eyes lit up and the corners of his mouth turned up in a small
smile. “I know you do, and I’ll work hard to keep it. I love you,
baby,” he responded.

I scooted closer to him. “I’m still cold.”
His arms constricted around me and he threw a leg over both of
mine. I could also feel his erection prodding against my
backside.

“I want you inside me,” I whispered.

I felt him shake his head. “Baby, you’re
exhausted. You just fell asleep in the bath. We can play later.”
Well that wasn’t going to do. “I don’t want to have sex, I just
want to fall asleep with you inside me,” I requested softly.

“Lexi,” he growled my name, warningly.

“Please,” I whispered. I felt his mouth at
my shoulder. He pressed a tender kiss to it before working his way
to my neck. I felt his hand moved between my legs and he began to
caress. “That feels so good Lan,” I breathed.

“Baby, you know once I’m inside you, you
won’t be falling asleep.” His fingers continued to work my clit. “I
don’t want to fall asleep,” I whispered. Suddenly his hand
disappeared. He rolled onto his back taking me with him until my
back was flush against his chest. My head was at his shoulder and
when I turned to face him he kissed me. He rocked his erection
against my sweet spot.

I arched my back to give him access and he
entered me. “I love you, Lexi,” he whispered. One hand kneaded my
breast softly as the other massaged my clit and it felt amazing.
His thighs held my legs spread wide open as he slowly pumped in and
out; I met his thrusts.

“I love you too.”

I felt like we had all the time in the
world, but I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

When I moaned his movements became
faster.

“I’m going to come soon Lan,” I
whimpered.

“I’m right there with you baby.” His voice
was rough. I licked my lips. “Fuck, hurry Lexi; I’m not going to be
able to stop.”

My inner muscles clenched as I cried out his
name and came. “Kiss me,” I vaguely heard him demand right in the
middle of my orgasm. I turned my head and he devoured me. “I love
you,” he groaned against my lips as I felt him pump once more
before he planted himself deep inside me.

After we finished and calmed, he maneuvered
us so that our bodies were back in original spooning position
except now he was inside me. I was drained. Through my haziness,
just before drifting off to sleep, I heard myself say, “I love
feeling like I belong to you.”

His arms squeezed me almost painfully. “You
do belong to me, Lexi. Just as much as I belong to you.”

Then I passed out.

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-Four

 


“Baby, wake up.” I heard Landyn and he
sounded far away. I stretched and opened my eyes to see Lan sitting
on the bed next to me. He was fully dressed and he had a smirk on
his face.

“I love watching you wake up,” he said as
his hand reached out to trace my bottom lip. I instantly felt
self-conscious and moved to run my hand through the rats nest
called my hair, but he stopped me. “Don’t. You’re beautiful.”

“Yeah, right,” I mumbled. “Why are you
dressed? What time is it?” I asked.

“It’s seven and I got called to come into
the office. I have something important to take care of and I’m not
sure what time I’ll be back. It would be a perfect time for you to
get familiar with your new home.”

He continued to trace my bottom lip.

He was so sweet. “Okay,” I whispered against
his thumb.

“Layla’s already asleep in her room and
Trish is downstairs watching T.V.” I groaned. “Layla going to sleep
early only means she’ll wake up early.” After taking this nap I
wasn’t going to fall asleep until late.

“I called your boss and told him you
wouldn’t be coming back,” Landyn said, catching me off guard. I
jackknifed up in bed. “Oh my God! I completely forgot about work!
What do you mean you told my boss I won’t be coming back? I haven’t
made that decision.”

“Lexi, that job is too far away from me. If
you want to work, work at the bar with me. You can do whatever you
want there, bartend, help me with paperwork, sit across from me and
look beautiful... I really don’t care. I just want you close.”

“Lan, you realize we’ll have to be apart
sometimes right?” When I saw the puzzled look on his face I almost
laughed. He looked like the idea was offensive. “Lan, there’ll be
times when I need to run errands across town, take Layla somewhere
or go see my parents. You never know what life will throw our way.
What if Trish and I decide to take a girls trip somewhere?”

He lowered his head and got right in my
face. It would have scared me if his face didn’t look so soft and
relaxed. “Baby. So much shit has happened between us lately that
this is not a very good time to talk about being away from me.
We’ll jump those hurdles when they’re thrown our way, just not
right now.”

“Okay,” I whispered.

He pushed the hair out of my face. “Call me
if you need me for anything and keep your phone on you. I love
you.”

“I love you too.”

Then he was gone.

It was now nine o’clock at night and I was
bored out of my freaking mind. After Trish and I made up, we
managed to search the whole house in two hours. Looking for what I
didn’t know, but it was fun snooping while it lasted. Landyn really
didn’t have many possessions other than his furniture and clothes,
and we only managed to find one item of interest.

In the top of his closet I found a shoe box
filled with things he saved from the time we were together in high
school. I still had all my stuff too, but it was currently in
Trish’s garage apartment with all my clothes. Apparently Lan asked
the movers to come back tomorrow to unpack because he wanted me to
get some rest. Trish was going to sleep in one of the guest rooms
for tonight.

Seeing what was inside the box immediately
made me tear up. The box wasn’t hidden. As soon as you entered the
closet, it was on the lowest shelf that sat just above his hanging
clothes. I wondered if he looked at it often or if he just recently
got it out of hiding since I came back in his life.

Inside there were pictures of us from all of
our favorite hang outs. In every picture we looked happy.

There was picture after picture of me
smiling or laughing at the camera while Landyn smiled back, not
looking at the camera, but gazing at me; eyes always on my face.
There were also souvenirs from carnivals we went to, our
homecomings, prom and more.

I couldn’t believe he kept it all after all
these years.

So I called him.

*****

 


“Lexi, baby,” he answered in his deep, rough
voice. He sounded happy to hear from me. I immediately started
crying.

Stupid hormones!

“I love you, and I miss you,” I sobbed into
the phone. I suddenly heard things shuffling around in the
background and his voice was panicked when he spoke. “Baby, what’s
wrong? I’m on my way.”

“No! I’m sorry, nothing’s wrong. It’s
just... I kind of... I sort of found your box in the closet,” I
whispered hoarsely. I couldn’t even find it in me to be embarrassed
that I just gave my snooping away.

He sighed out loud. “Lexi, you scared the
shit out of me. You’re going to give me a heart attack.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have gone through
your things-”

He cut me off. “Baby, I know how you are
already. Don’t you think I knew you’d sneak through my things? I
have nothing to hide Lexi, especially from you. I love you. I kept
that box because I’ve always been in love with you. If you notice
some of the pictures that are bent, torn or aged, it’s because I
took them with me while I was in Afghanistan; they always stayed
with me. After some of the things I saw overseas, those pictures
were the only thing that kept me sane.”

I hated visualizing him going to war or
being in danger. I hated that he had to use these pictures to help
him get through difficult times when he could have had the real
thing.

“I love you, Lan,” I continued crying
softly.

“Lexi, stop crying. I’m trying to finish up
and I’ll be home soon,” he said gently.

“Okay, but try to hurry, please. Trish and I
have snooped through the entire house already and we’re getting
bored. Maybe we’ll search the garage. What about the attic, do you
have an attic? Or some kind of secret passageway behind a bookcase?
Lord knows the place is big enough to have one.”

He started laughing so loud I had to pull
the phone away from my ear. I guess that meant he wasn’t taking me
seriously. “Baby, you have no idea how cute you are. I’ll try to
hurry so I can help you get into the attic. Just don’t try to get
in there on your own. The last thing I want you to do is get hurt
while snooping.” He said all that through his laughter which
I thought was a little rude.

“It wasn’t that funny. I was being serious,”
I grumbled.

“Trust me baby, I know. I love you and I’ll
see you in a little bit,” he said.

“Oh, alright. I love you too. Bye, Lan.”
“Bye baby.” We disconnected.

*****

 


Now Trish and I had nothing to do except
watch T.V. which was tiresome. And Trish for some odd reason was
acting strange; stranger than normal. I couldn’t quite put my
finger on it, but she wasn’t acting herself.

“Trish, I’m bored.”

“I know, me too. You’d think ‘hot stuff’
would have something to hide that we could find; something juicy,
like pictures of other women that look like you.”

“Trish!” I gasped her name before screaming,
“That is so fucked up. Why would you say that? And why are you
acting so weird?”

She just shrugged her shoulders and waved me
away with her hand. “It was just an example. I only meant that we
need something scandalous to happen immediately. And I’m not acting
weird, I’m just bored.”

“Whatever T, the last thing I need is for
something scandalous to happen.”

At that very moment, the doorbell rang. We
both jumped off the couch and looked at each other. “Who do you
think it is?” I asked T in a whisper not wanting whoever it was to
hear me.

“I don’t know, but let’s find out,” she said
excitedly, while walking away.

“Hey! Hold on. Let me grab that bat we
found, you never know. What if Ryan got out of jail and that’s him
at the door.”

“Lex, Ryan wouldn’t know where Landyn lives
and he sure as shit wouldn’t ring the doorbell. Hurry up and get
the dang bat.”

I ran, got the bat and met Trish at the
front door. “Ask who it is,” I whispered to Trish.

“Okay,” she whispered back.

“Who is it?” Trish yelled so loud I
jumped.

“It’s Detective Adam Bryant with HPD!” the
guy behind the door yelled back in response. Trish didn’t even look
my way before opening the door. I stood behind her and I watched as
Detective Bryant’s eyebrows shot up to his hairline.

“Are you planning on beating me with that
bat?” he asked with a hint of sarcasm.

I immediately let the bat fall to my side;
embarrassed. “Sorry. I didn’t want to take any chances,” I told
him.

A sudden look of remorse crossed his face
and then, just as suddenly, his head dropped and he lifted a hand
to rub the back of his neck. He shifted on his feet
uncomfortably.

I knew right away that something was wrong.
I glanced at Trish who was staring at hottie Detective Adam Bryant
in wonder, but I disregarded her and spoke, “Come on in Detective.
We were actually just starting to die of boredom here, but you look
like you’re about to shake things up.”

He gave me a small, regretful smile, but
that small smile lit up his entire face. Sweet baby Jesus, he was
hot! I looked to Trish again who had yet to move from her spot.
“Trish, snap out of it,” I hissed her way.

Finally her eyes hit mine. “I thought you
were lying about him when you told me. I didn’t think there could
be anyone as hot as Landyn, but he’s gorgeous,” she whispered
excitedly back to me. I rolled my eyes at her.

Yeah, Detective Adam Bryant was
nearly just as hot as Landyn, but in a slightly different
way.

His black hair was in a buzz cut; almost
bald, but he wasn’t balding. He had a slightly rounded face with
high, chiseled cheek bones and his skin was completely smooth. He
had a baby-face. He had bright green eyes and straight, bright
white teeth. The best part was that he was also built very similar
to Landyn. He was huge; had to be at least six-foot with muscles
pulling at his suit. The only bad thing that I could see was that
he wore the same damn buttoned-down shirts Ryan did.
Ugh!

All of a sudden he cleared his throat.
“Ladies.”

Shit! He caught us both undressing him with
our eyes. “Sorry, come on inside,” I said in a small humiliated
voice.

His smile grew huge. “Is your boyfriend
here?”

“No, he had to go to work for a few
hours.”

Abruptly his smile was wiped clear off his
face and frown replaced it. “Interesting he would leave you alone
so soon after what happened.”

I didn’t like what he was insinuating.
“Excuse me?” I asked ready to kick his ass out the door.

“I just didn’t realize how much of an idiot
Landyn was. If you were mine, I would never let you out of my
sight.” While he spoke, his eyes roamed over my face and down my
body.

“Holy shit,” I heard Trish say in the
background.

That broke me out of my spell. “I don’t
think you know what you’re talking about Detective. Look,
why don’t we skip all the suggestive comments and move into the
living room. Then you can tell me why you’re here.”

I whipped back around and headed that
way.

Once we all got comfortable on couches, he
dropped the bomb. “I really hate to tell you the bad news, Ms.
Martine.”

I shook my head at him. “Just call me
Alexis, or Lex.”

He nodded. “Well, Alexis, Ryan’s been bailed
out. He was released a few hours ago.”

I sucked in a deep breath. “Okay, so what
does that mean? And did you ever find out about the other woman
that filed a report against him?”

“First, what this means is that Ryan is, as
of right now, free. He’ll be free until his scheduled court date
and more than likely until his sentencing, as long as he remains
out of trouble. I spoke with his parents and they’re trying to get
him help. From what I’ve discovered so far, he’s apparently had
depression and anxiety issues all his life. He’s been on numerous
antidepressants since childhood, which actually makes things worse
since a body will build up immunity to them over that amount of
time. He also stops taking his medication when he feels he’s got a
handle on himself and that’s when he has anger and rage episodes
like what happened with you. It’s also very similar to what
happened to the other woman.”

“Okay. I mean, I’m glad his parents are
going to get him help, but is he still dangerous? Do I need to
worry?” I asked slowly trying to choose my words wisely.

“Well, the problem we have right now is that
no one can locate him. He went home with his parents and then took
off.” He spoke in a tone that was probably supposed to help keep me
calm, but I was about to freak out.

Thankfully Trish interjected. “So, what now?
Do you think he’s going to come after her? Is that why you’re here,
to protect her?”

“No, that’s not why I’m here exactly; at
least it wasn’t at first. I don’t know what Ryan’s planning, or if
he’s planning anything at all, but I wanted to warn her,” he spoke
to Trish before looking back at me. “Honestly, I expected your
boyfriend to be here. I wanted to discuss how he planned on keeping
you safe, but I see he’s not doing his job.”

“Don’t say that. Landyn has his own business
and his life can’t just stop because of me. And he’s my fiancé now,
not my boyfriend. I’m safe here in this house and Landyn knew that
before he left or else he wouldn’t have left.”

Detective Adam actually had the nerve to
snort at what I just said. “Honey, if I had to be somewhere, with
the situation you’re in, if I couldn’t be with you, I’d make damn
sure you were with me. Especially if you were my
fiancé.”

I know my irritated growl could be heard
around the room.

“Look, I appreciate how you feel, I really
do, but you don’t know Landyn and you’re not making me feel any
better.” I stood up and started looking around for my cell phone. I
could have sworn I heard the Detective mumble, “Oh I know him
alright,” but I didn’t pay him any attention. “I’m calling Lan, I’m
sure he’ll come home as soon as I tell him what’s going on.”

“I’ll wait until he gets here,” Detective
Bryant stated determinedly.

How can macho men be so sexy and so damn
infuriating at the same time?

After about thirty minutes of calling Lan’s
cell phone with no answer, I called the bar. “BOQ’s Tavern, this is
Amanda,” a friendly voice answered. “Hi, may I speak to Landyn,
please?”

“Ummm... I’m sorry, but Mr. James is in a
meeting at the moment. Can I take a message?” Well, no wonder he
wasn’t answering. “No, that’s okay, thank you.”

I faced my audience of two. “Okay Detective,
be ready in five minutes. I’m tired of waiting around and the last
thing I want to do is sleep. Trish, I’m going to the bar to wait
for Landyn, will you stay with Layla?”

“Sure babe. Be careful,” she said.

I ran upstairs real quick and changed into a
pair of tight jeans, a tight white short-sleeved V-neck shirt that
barely touched the waist of my jeans. If I made any slight
movement, I showed a hint of skin.

Might as well since none of this will fit me
in a few weeks.

I threw on a brown belt and matching
high-heeled, round-toe brown boots. I made sure my hair was down
and curled at the ends. I also quickly dabbed some concealer on my
bruises, and then headed back downstairs.

“Let’s go Detective,” I said anxiously as I
was coming down the stairs. I watched his eyes travel over my body
and I knew my face was as red as a cherry.

When his eyes traveled back up and hit mine
he said “Call me Adam.” His voice was husky. Oh boy.

I just nodded.

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-Five

 


We rode over to the bar in Adam’s white,
very police looking Tahoe in silence. As soon as we parked I turned
to him and began pleading. “Look, Lan’s just as macho he-man as you
seem to be and he’s probably going to flip when he sees us
together. Please, don’t do or say anything to provoke him.”

He studied me closely for a minute. “I’ll
explain the circumstances to your boyfriend and as long as what he
says about keeping you safe makes me happy, I’ll keep my mouth
shut,” he retorted.

“So, in other words, if you don’t like what
Landyn says you’ll make my life hell? And he’s my fiancé,
not boyfriend.” I paused.

“Where do you guys learn to be such jerks?”
I asked loudly while getting out of the vehicle.

He hurried around to my side. “There’s
nothing to teach Alexis. Most good men just want to keep their
woman safe and happy.” I felt him place a hand at the small of my
back while we walked.

“Well Adam, I’m not your woman
and if you keep flirting with me Landyn is going to kick your
ass.”

“I’m thinking you might be worth it,” he
responded.

Argh! “I’m so sick of men,” I
grumbled as we walked into the bar. When the door closed behind us,
all the patrons’ eyes turned our way. “Okay, I’m going to assume
they’re looking at you,” I said softly to Adam.

“I don’t know about that honey. I think all
eyes are on you.” “Whatever. Do you want to go get a drink or
something while I go look for Landyn?” I asked him.

“No, let’s just get this over with.”

As we walked down the hall toward Landyn’s
office, Adam kept his hand at the small of my back. I kept trying
to speed up, but his hand never fell away. I slowed and turned my
face up to him. “You really should step away from me. Are you
trying to cause a fight?” Just as we turned the corner, he opened
his mouth to say something, but quickly closed it. His eyes were
focused straight ahead and then he stopped walking all together. I
twisted my neck to see what he was looking at.

Destiny was walking out of Landyn’s office,
with Landyn trailing close behind.

“Are you fucking shitting me?” I
screamed. They both jerked their heads up and looked at me like
they’d just seen a ghost. How ironic.

All the color drained out of Landyn’s face.
“Lexi, baby, this isn’t what it looks like,” Landyn spoke
hastily.

This isn’t what it looks like?

I started laughing hysterically; yes,
hysterically. “Oh! Of course it’s not what it looks like,” I said
through my laughter.

I was going insane.

“I’m sorry you had to see this Alexis, but
you’ve got the wrong idea,” Destiny chimed in, sounding like she
was being genuinely sincere. My laughter died instantly upon
hearing the awful sound of her voice. That bitch!

I started to charge toward her, but
Detective Bryant grabbed my arm and pulled me to a stop.

“Don’t!” I twisted my neck and barked in his
face. I jerked my arm out of his hold.

“You’re going to get yourself in trouble,”
he said calmly.

I just shrugged my shoulders. This was
something I should have done years ago and all hell was about to
break loose.

“Get your fucking hands off her!” Landyn
demanded heatedly from right behind me. I never heard him move.

I turned back around so my chest bumped into
his, and then I jumped in his face, “Shut up Landyn!” I yelled. He
grabbed my face gently between his hands and kissed me fast and
frantic. I didn’t kiss him back and I tugged desperately at his
arms to drop his hands.

When he finally pulled back he warned,
“You’re mine Lexi. I’ll fucking kill him if he touches you
again.”

“Get away from me Landyn. I knew you were a
mistake! What the hell was I thinking taking a chance on you?” I
was about to say more, but out of the corner of my eye I saw
Destiny trying to slip by us.

I twisted my arms awkwardly against Landyn’s
grasp until I managed to side-step away from him, straight into her
path; we were face-to-face. My blood was boiling and I wasn’t
thinking rationally.

“Everything fucked up in my life is because
of you. You just can’t stop being a whore, can you?” Her
eyes shut and her nose scrunched up like she was wounded.

“Look, Alexis, this isn’t what you-” she
started to speak, but I didn’t want to hear a word she had to say.
I fisted my hand, reared back and imagined her face as a nice
fluffy pillow. I punched her so hard in the face she screamed, lost
her footing and fell back.

Everything from that moment on happened at
warp speed.

“Shit!” Landyn thundered. “Jesus!” I heard
shouted from behind me just before Adam grabbed me around the waist
and hauled me back while I shook out my hand. It hurt like a
mutha!

Landyn caught Destiny just before she hit
the ground. Blood was running down her arms as she covered her face
with her hands.

“Damn it baby!” Landyn bellowed at me. “I
didn’t have sex with her! She came here looking for Trish! Are you
hurt?” Landyn was looking at me, and talking to me like he was
concerned about me. All the while, he continued to comfort Destiny
while she was half propped up on his thigh.

My eyesight was hazy and I was seeing
red! I wanted to rip his head off. What he said about Trish
never even registered in my mind.

“You know what, Landyn? Go to hell! You no
longer exist to me. I never would have imagined telling you this
way, while the slut you cheated on me with twice that I know
of, is laid out on the floor between your thighs, where you so
clearly want her at all times.” I looked pointedly at
Destiny in disgust then back at Landyn.

“I’m pregnant, you asshole.”

Landyn’s whole body jerked and he gaped at
me. “You’re pregnant?” he asked softly, ignoring everything else I
just said. He even sounded relieved which pissed me off even
more.

“I’m only a five weeks pregnant and you
better pray that I don’t miscarry after the stress you and you’re
bitch just caused me,” I spat at him. I still wasn’t
thinking clearly and couldn’t be too sure if my threats were making
sense, but words wouldn’t stop spewing out my mouth.

“I was five weeks pregnant and in this exact
same situation the last time I caught you. At least this time I
won’t live with the regret of not telling you that you’re about to
be a father!”

I wanted to cry so badly, but I chanted
“Don’t cry” over and over again in my head.

Instead, I laughed harshly at my next
realization. “It would seem that crazy Ryan was right from the very
beginning. When you found out about Layla, I should have just told
you to take me to court in the first place. I never should have
gotten mixed up with you again.”

I started to wiggle impatiently in Adam’s
hold. “Let me go Detective,” I demanded before continuing, “Landyn,
if you want to see Layla or this baby, take me to court. But good
luck finding me!”

I spun around to face the man who wouldn’t
let me out of his iron grip, “Move your ass copper! I don’t care if
you arrest me and take me to jail; just get me out of here now!” I
saw him bite down on his bottom lip like he was trying really hard
not to laugh at me.

“I hate men,” I grumbled, and then stormed
down the hall and pulled out my cell to call Trish. I started in on
her as soon as I heard, “Hey bitch.”

“Trish, don’t ask me any questions. Go get
Layla, don’t even pack her bag, and get the hell out of that house.
As soon as you leave, call me and I’ll tell you where to meet me.”
I hung up on her.

Un-fucking-believable was my life.

I barely made it outside the front door and
into the parking lot when the nausea hit. I had to hug the side of
the building while making my way to Adam’s SUV. Abruptly, I was
lifted up by strong arms and I glanced up to see it was Adam. I
didn’t know why I expected Landyn to come after me.

“I think I might throw up,” I whispered.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’ll get you out of
here.” Good thing he was parked conveniently and illegally against
the curb on the side of the building.

As he placed me in the passenger seat I
wiped frantically at the tears I finally let escape. It was a
miracle I actually made it this long without crying. Once Adam got
in and started the vehicle, my phone rang at the same time banging
started on my window and someone tried opening the door. Thank God
it was locked because there could only be one person who wouldn’t
care about breaking into a cop car.

“Lexi, baby, get your ass out his car and
let me explain!” he shouted. I ignored him completely and sobbed
into the phone. “Hello.”

“Lex, what the hell is going on?” Trish
asked, freaked.

“Baby, I didn’t sleep with her!” Landyn
shouted again. I turned to face him through the glass with my phone
still pressed against my ear, and shouted back. “Of course you
didn’t sleep with her! You just fucked her right? Next thing you’ll
tell me is that you don’t remember any of it!” I threw his
words back in his face.

All the muscles in his face grew tight and
somehow he looked like he grew another foot. His eyes moved to look
deliberately at Adam. Adam’s narrowed eyes were on Landyn. I
glanced back and forth between them as they seemed to be holding
some kind of scary, silent conversation.

Finally, Landyn’s eyes came back to me.
“I’ll give you tonight, but tomorrow we’re sorting this shit out,”
he said angrily and his eyes moved, once again, back to Adam. “You
better make sure she’s safe, and I’ll fuck you up if you touch her,
pretty boy.” With that he turned and stormed off.

Shit!

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-Six

 


Adam put the vehicle in gear and took off
down the road. I concentrated on the phone. “Trish, have you left
yet? Is Layla with you?”

“Lex, you’re freaking me out. Yes, I just
left and Layla’s asleep in the back. What the hell is going
on?”

“I just caught Landyn and Destiny together
again,” I hiccupped into the phone. I waited, but my revelation was
met with silence on the other end of the phone.

“Trish, you there?”

“Ummm... yeah, I’m here. You actually saw
them having sex?” She asked in an extremely soft, extremely
concerned, extremely odd voice that, under normal circumstances,
would have been alarming if I was thinking straight. “Hang on T,” I
told her and turned my attention to Adam.

“Can you take me to a hotel, please? A cheap
one, but one that’s safe?” He glanced at me quickly before
returning his eyes to the road. He shook his head. “I’ll take you
to my house. Ryan’s still out there somewhere and I wouldn’t feel
right leaving you alone. I’ll give you the directions so you can
tell your friend where to go. You can figure out the rest
later.”

I didn’t want to stay at his house. I didn’t
even know this guy, but I had to admit that I didn’t want Trish and
Layla to stay at a hotel alone either.

He was a cop right? He had to be
safe. So I gave Trish the directions and we disconnected.

“So what’s your deal Detective Adam? Did you
grow up around here? Divorced? Girlfriend? Kids?” I was trying to
fill the awkward silence with conversation.

“I did grow up around here, not too far.
I’ve never been married, no girlfriend or kids.”

“Why don’t you have a girlfriend?” I asked
gently.

He was quiet for so long that I didn’t think
he was going to answer me. Then, finally, he started talking. “I
didn’t have the best childhood growing up and let’s just say that
it also overflowed into my adult life. I’ve had one real girlfriend
and it didn’t work out. I have women, not girlfriends, and frankly,
I’m not too sure they’re worth it.”

That was such a depressing thing to say. He
even sounded depressed, like even he didn’t believe what he was
saying. “Don’t you want to be married with little baby detectives
running around?” I asked him.

He turned and gave me a pathetically fake
smile. “If it happens, it happens, but I won’t be holding my
breath.”

I knew right away that our conversation
would be weighing heavily on my mind until I could do something
about it. There was something very vulnerable about this man.

I didn’t question him any further. The rest
of the ride was quiet.

About twenty minutes later, we pulled up to
a two-story, white colonial house. It was nowhere near the size of
Landyn’s, but it was still large and extremely nice. “Here we are,”
Adam said as he opened his door. I got out of the Tahoe and met him
at the front steps. I was nervous being around a man I didn’t
know.

He turned toward me and smiled as I stood
looking up at the front door. “Come on Alexis. I swear you’ll be
safe here. You have nothing to worry about. I might give you a hard
time, but you’re safe, especially from me. I’ll give you a tour and
show you to the guest room.” He was being very sweet.

I started up the steps. “I’m sorry I put you
through all that drama tonight.”

“Don’t worry about it. I haven’t had that
much fun in a very long time. I should be thanking you.”

He opened the front door, turned on the
front lights and gestured for me to enter first. “After you.” I
smiled and walked in. Then he gave me a tour of his house.

“Alexis,” he called just before we were
about to head back downstairs, his worried tone stopping me in my
tracks. I faced him.

“In more ways than you’ll ever know, your
life and what happens to you, has become my business. As much as I
wish it weren’t true, I can’t deny that after seeing the way Landyn
acted toward you tonight, I’m positive that what you saw tonight
wasn’t what you think.”

I was staggered. Was he saying what I
think he was saying? “I’m sorry, I don’t understand,” I
whispered. He shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly. “Honestly,
honey, I’m fairly certain he wasn’t having sex with the woman he
was with. You know I’m a detective. I make my living by reading
people and I’m pretty damn good at it. Something was going on, that
much is obvious or she wouldn’t have been there, but it wasn’t
sex.”

That was blunt. I really didn’t know how to
respond and I told him that. “I’m not sure what to say. Didn’t you
hear me earlier? This wasn’t the first time and the last time it
was with the same woman too.” My voice was barely audible.

“I understand that Alexis, and I’m somewhat
aware of the previous circumstances, but I don’t think that’s what
was going on this time.”

What the hell did “somewhat aware of the
previous circumstances” mean?

Luckily, I was saved from responding
straight away because the doorbell rang. I studied the hottie
detective quickly and determined that he wasn’t trying to be
malicious; in his own way, he was actually trying to make me feel
better. I smiled at him. He smiled back.

“Thank you for everything,” I told him
softly.

“Anytime honey.”

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-Seven

 


The minute Adam opened the front door, Trish
walked in with a sleeping Layla in her arms. Her sad eyes met mine
and quietly we got my princess tucked into bed, and then we went
down to the living room.

Trish was still acting weird. She was
strangely silent and wouldn’t look at me. Adam walked into the room
and sat down in the chair across from us. He must have noticed her
behavior. “Trish, are you alright?” he asked her.

She finally looked up and to my horror, she
was crying. She rarely cried. I’d only seen her cry a few
times.

“Trish, what’s wrong with you?” My tone was
panicked.

“I have a feeling this is all my fault,” she
cried.

I had no idea what she was talking about.
“What’s all your fault?” I asked frantically. I was so confused. I
watched as she took several deep breaths.

“This thing with Destiny is all my fault,”
she whispered.

“What? Trish, you’ve lost me.”

She glanced to Adam and then back to me.
“Did Landyn tell you what I did?” Her voice was cracking now and I
was getting frustrated with her talking in circles. “Trish, just
spit it out.”

She sighed loudly. “Did you actually see
Landyn having sex with Destiny?”

“No, but it doesn’t matter, it was obvious,”
I stated firmly. She stared at me a brief moment before speaking
again. “Lex, I’m not sure what you saw, but I’ll bet everything I
own that Destiny went there looking for me.”

That still didn’t make sense, so I waited
for her to continue.

She cleared her throat. “Okay. Do you
remember the night you caught Landyn in the bathroom with
Destiny...” I cut her off with a glare and, “How could I
forget?!”

“Lex, I wasn’t finished. Do you remember
when we left that party, how I swore up and down that I would pay
her back?” She had one raised eyebrow at me. I had a really bad
feeling in the pit of my stomach and I felt my throat closing
up.

“I remember,” I whispered

“Well, I never forgot about it, and two days
ago, the opportunity to pay her back was handed to me on a silver
platter.” She paused.

“I went with Tony to a party at the Hotel
Derek, only to realize when we got there that it was a
family party, more specifically, Destiny’s engagement
party.”

I gasped. “Oh God, Trish, I’m shaking. What
did you do?” I asked her.

“I had a few drinks. I wasn’t drunk; not
even close, just buzzed. Her asshole fiancé kept hitting on
anything in a skirt, so of course I caught his attention while Tony
was off mingling. The asshole kept begging me for a quickie, you
know, because he wasn’t ‘technically married yet’...”

I closed my eyes and begged her gently.
“Please tell me you didn’t sleep with him T.”

“I didn’t sleep with him, but it probably
looks that way. I actually did my best to ignore him, but when the
jerk got so drunk that he was slurring and stumbling, it just hit
me how easily I could get a little payback. I was also pissed that
Tony left me by myself the majority of the night when he knew
exactly how I felt about his sister.” Her tone was growing
intense.

“So, I went with the guy to his room, or
their room. He undressed completely and I undressed myself
down to my bra and panties; I was never fully naked. I grabbed his
cell phone and started snapping pictures. He was so out of it he
even posed for some of them. The pictures weren’t dirty, but they
also didn’t leave a lot to the imagination.”

She got pensive for a moment. “I never even
let the guy kiss me,” she whispered.

“There’s more you’re not telling me T. What
else happened?” I asked, glad that I spoke calmly when really I was
mess inside.

“I told the guy, I still don’t even know his
name that I needed to use the restroom and I locked myself in there
while I debated what to do next. When I got up the nerve to open
the door the guy was passed out on the bed. I got dressed, stole
his phone and left. I took a cab home.”

When she started crying again, I got up and
sat next to her so I could hug her. “Tony called me a few times,
but I was so mad at him for putting me in that position and so mad
at myself for what I’d just done, that I ignored him. I’m in love
with Tony. I really am, Lex. I’ve never been in love before. I’m
still a virgin,” she whispered.

“What?” I asked, completely thrown for a
loop. “What do you mean you’re a virgin? How did I not know this?
God, have I always been so wrapped up in my own crap that I
didn’t even know my best friend was a virgin,” I whispered
angrily to myself. Trish just shook her head at me.

I made eye contact with Adam who was staring
at Trish with eyes bugging out.

“It wasn’t just you Lex,” Trish said. “I
could have told you, I should have told you, but... I don’t know...
I guess it was a little fun trying to live up to my so called
‘promiscuous’ reputation when in reality I’m just a prude in the
sex department.”

She gave me a sad smile before whispering,
“I was ready to give myself to Tony.”

I squeezed my eyes shut wanting to make this
all go away. I was still pissed at myself for being such a horrible
friend and I vowed to myself that I’d make it up to her. “It’s
okay, T. We’ll figure this out. I’ll help you make things right
with Tony. He probably doesn’t even know you went to that guy’s
hotel room.”

“No, it’s not okay. Nothing’s okay. I didn’t
do anything with the pictures right away or the guy’s phone; I
changed my mind at the last minute. But when Ryan attacked you last
night... I was desperate to do something. I couldn’t help but feel
that none of this would have happened if it hadn’t been for
Destiny. I was furious at Landyn too, but I’ve always known that
you loved him no matter how much you lied to yourself.”

She paused and while she took a moment for
herself, I tried to offer her some comfort. “I understand
completely Trish. I also blamed Destiny. If it makes you feel any
better, I think I broke her nose tonight. I’ll tell you the story
when you’re finished, but it felt great.”

She gave me a shaky smile. “You don’t
understand, Lex. The story gets worse. While I was sitting in the
hospital waiting room with Layla, I forwarded the pictures to
Destiny from her fiancés phone.”

I felt my eyes grow huge. “What?” I breathed
out.

“I’ve ruined everything. I’ve called Tony
over and over again since I woke up this morning, but he won’t talk
to me. While I was packing, he sent me a text message telling me
that he saw the pictures, and wants nothing to do with me. I assume
Destiny went to Landyn with the intention of finding me since
you’re my best friend.”

This was crazy! I was having a hard time
digesting all this information so I couldn’t decide which part was
worse; that my virgin best friend, who never told me she was still
a virgin, just lost the guy she was in love with by doing me a
favor she promised to make good on years ago, or the fact that I
didn’t trust Landyn enough to give him the opportunity to explain
himself.

Was that why Destiny was there? I
vaguely remember Landyn saying something about her looking for
Trish, but I couldn’t be sure.

I was tired; exhausted more like it. I
squeezed Trish’s shoulders. “Everything’s going to work out, T. It
has to. I’ll make it work out. I don’t know where either one of us
can go from here in our relationships, but we’ll get through it
together like we always do. I promise.”

“I’m just so sorry Lex. I never considered
the consequences until it was too late.” I just squeezed her even
tighter.

“I feel like I should say something profound
to make you ladies feel better, but shit, you girls are
nuts. Thank God I’m still single,” Detective Adam chimed in.

Trish and I both glared at him. “Shut it,
copper. You just wait until you find a woman. She’ll have your head
spinning so fast you won’t be able to walk straight. Actually, I
might just have to find that woman for you,” I said deviously.

“I don’t want her if she’s anything like you
two,” was his comeback.

Trish and I were both so taken aback by his
comment that we sucked in air at the same time.

Surprisingly, he started laughing, more like
howling. “I’m just joking! Calm down hens and unruffle your
feathers. I tell you what... I’ll make you a deal. You both are
more than welcome to find me a woman as long as she’s equally as
hot as the two of you put together. An attitude like Trish here,
with her sweet ass and olive complexion, along with your big,
beautiful hazel eyes, long silky hair and tight little body, you
got a deal.”

Trish and I looked at each other for quick
confirmation and smiled. “Deal!” We shouted out at the same
time.

He had a huge grin on his face while he
shook his head at us. “Glad I could cheer you up. If only it wasn’t
at my expense, but good luck on the hunt,” he said sarcastically,
but I knew deep down he really wanted us to find him someone. We
didn’t get into too much detail about his past earlier, but there
was something special about this detective.

I’d worry about that later. Right now...
sleep. I needed to hit the sack. I’d decide what I was going to do
in the morning and help Trish with whatever she decided.

I grabbed Trish’s hand. “Come on; let’s go
get some sleep, get this night over with and hope tomorrow will
bring us something good.” We both stood up and I looked to Adam. “I
guess you were right. Now, maybe tomorrow you can tell me exactly
how I’m supposed to fix everything. Good night.”

When we made it to the stairs Adam spoke. “I
have a feeling you won’t have much to fix, Alexis. The man I saw
wouldn’t have cared if you beat him over the head with that bat you
had earlier. He’d forgive you of anything.” Somehow I didn’t think
that was true, but I wished so hard that it was, it brought tears
to my eyes. I gave him an unsteady smile, jogged up the stairs to
the guest room and cried myself to sleep.

******

There was incoherent alertness tugging at
back of my sleep induced mind. I knew I was still in Adam’s house,
in his guest bed, but I felt the warmth of a body cocoon me as legs
entangled with mine. I was glad I took off my jeans before falling
asleep. I felt hot breath at my neck as light kisses were pressed
to my skin. A large, calloused hand slipped between my hold on
Layla. The hem of my shirt lifted and Landyn caressed my stomach
and the baby growing inside me.

Please let me remember this dream when I
wake up.

 


 


 



Chapter Twenty-Eight

 


My eyes flew open when I suddenly realized
that Layla wasn’t in the bed with me. I looked to the window and
noticed the sun shining brightly through the curtains. I jumped up,
threw on my jeans and ran downstairs.

A delicious smell filled the air and my
stomach growled.

“Layla!” I called out. God, that little
girl. I hope she hasn’t broken anything of Adam’s yet. “We’re
in the kitchen!” Adam called back.

Oh, thank goodness!

When I rounded the corner of the stairs and
into the kitchen I hit a brick wall. Landyn and Adam were both in
the kitchen. Together. Cooking.

Adam was at the stove with a spatula. He
wore boxers, socks and a white t-shirt while Landyn was at the
counter holding a mixer and wore boxers, an apron, no shirt and no
socks.

What the hell?

Layla sat at the breakfast bar giving
orders.

“Mama likes pancakes with chocolate chips
and lotsa syrup. And cereal with two dashesa sugar. And donuts with
pink icing and sprinkles. If you go buy her that stuff, it would
make Mama not mad at you anymore Daddy.”

The little fibber! Those were all
her favorites.

I sighed inwardly. She was so young and
already she knew how to work a man to get what she wants.

If anyone noticed me, they paid me no
attention.

“Well, in that case, your mom will rarely be
eating chocolate chip pancakes, cereal with a dash of sugar or
donuts with pink icing and sprinkles, because I don’t plan to make
her mad very often, precious,” Landyn replied sweetly and then he
turned his head in my direction and made eye contact.

I swallowed hard when I suddenly realized
that my dream last night was no dream. It was real. He did come to
me.

I wanted to run up to him and throw my arms
around his neck, but I held back. I felt a little foolish for my
shocking reactions last night.

Who nearly starts a fight while
pregnant? I think somehow, subconsciously, I knew neither of
the guys would let it get too far, but I would never regret hitting
Destiny.

I walked further into the kitchen at a
snail’s pace. Adam and Layla had turned and were watching me with
probing gazes now.

“Good morning,” I said softly in the
uncomfortable silence.

“Lexi, baby, come here,” Landyn ordered as
he pointed to the spot at his feet. I went to him at my continued
slow pace until I was in close enough reach for him to grab me
around the waist and haul me securely against his chest. My hands
went to his shoulders, forehead to his chest and I cried, “I’m so
sorry.” I was sorry for a lot of things.

He squeezed me harder and pressed a kiss to
the crook of my neck.

“Layla,” Lan called out while still holding
me. “Take over for me here and tell Adam how much you like
football, okay? Your mom and I will be right back.”

“Yes!” she hissed and clapped
excitedly. “Uncle Adam, can I mix the pancakes?” Layla screamed.
All I heard was mumbling from Adam, as Landyn shuffled me out of
the kitchen and into the living room.

Wait... Did Layla just call Adam, Uncle
Adam? What the hell?

Landyn stopped us in the living room and
tilted my head up to look at him. He looked lovingly at me while he
studied my face. The arm that held me at the waist suddenly came
around and I felt his knuckles gently caressing my stomach through
my shirt.

“I can’t believe we made a baby so fast,” he
whispered gently.

Then he reached down and tried to lace our
fingers together, but it was the hand that, until that moment, I
didn’t realize was very sore. I winched. Landyn saw it and looked
down; my eyes followed. There was slight bruising across my
knuckles.

Landyn looked back up and this time his
expression was not happy.

“Don’t run out on me again, Lexi. I swore
I’d never hurt you and I won’t. I expect we’ll have the same
problems every other family has, but we’ll work through them. I’ll
never cheat on you.”

When I didn’t say anything he exhaled
noisily. “Destiny came to see if I found out where you lived. She
was looking for Trish. She showed me pictures-” he was about to
continue explaining, but I stopped him.

“Trish told me about the pictures and what
she did. She didn’t sleep with that the guy in the photos; who is,
or was Destiny’s fiancé by the way. Trish took the pictures as a
way to pay Destiny back for having sex with you.”

When one of Lan’s eyebrows rose in
expectation, I clarified. “Six years ago, when you had sex with
Destiny, Trish swore up and down that she would pay her back. Those
pictures were pay back.”

Lan gave me a smirk. “I figured there was
more to the story. I didn’t actually think she would hurt Tony like
that purposely. Destiny yes; Tony no.”

The situation with Trish was painful for me.
If she hurt, I hurt. I swore to myself that I would help her make
things right with Tony. It was the least I could do for her after
everything she’s done for me. This, I knew, was going to take time,
but I’d do it. So for now, I focused on the matter at hand.

“Landyn, I’m so sorry about last night.
Well, I’m not sorry for hitting Destiny, but I am sorry for not
trusting you enough to let you explain. If you look at it from my
perspective, you have to admit it looked bad; you unexpectedly get
called into work, one of your worker’s tells me you were in a
meeting and then I show up and find Destiny there-” Lan put his
finger to my lips and shushed me.

“I did go in for a meeting Lexi. Just...
stay right there and don’t move,” he ordered before he hustled out
of the room and up the stairs. I watched him go and he looked so
freaking sexy wearing nothing but boxers and an apron.

Strange, but sexy nonetheless.

A moment later he was jogging back down the
stairs while he dug around in the pocket of the jeans he now
carried. When he made it to me, he threw the jeans down, lifted my
uninjured hand and placed a beautiful princess cut diamond
engagement ring on my finger.

“Oh my God,” I breathed, as tears filled my
eyes.

“Lexi, baby, I wanted to do this right, I
wanted my proposal to be perfect and I wanted our wedding to be
everything you’ve ever imagined, but it seems like everything
having to do with us as a couple is more than unusual. Do you
remember John Sanders?”

That was an odd question, but yeah, I’d
never forget what happened at his house.

I nodded.

“He owns a jewelry store in Bellaire. I had
him meet me at the office so I could pick out your ring. I hope it
fits, I guessed at the size.” I was speechless, and the ring fit
flawlessly.

“It’s up to you when, where and how you want
to get married, baby. Just because you’re pregnant doesn’t mean we
have to go to the Justice of the Peace or Vegas; we could have
something small or we could have a big wedding, it’s your
decision.”

I was occupied with wiping my tears, but I
managed another nod and whispered, “Okay, I’ll have to think about
it. I’ll have to get with Trish.” I paused. “I love you Lan and I’m
so sorry.”

Landyn wiped away my tears with his thumbs.
“I love you more, baby.”

At that moment, I turned when I heard a
noise and saw a disheveled Trish dragging herself down the stairs.
Her hair was mess, her clothes were wrinkled and she had make-up
smeared all over her puffy, pale, cried out face.

Poor thing.

I turned again, in the opposite direction
when I heard noise coming from the kitchen that sounded like it was
coming closer. Eventually, Adam and Layla walked into the room
hand-in-hand.

I didn’t like that. I didn’t think it was
appropriate for Adam to be holding Layla’s hand and I figured
Landyn would like that even less, but when I glanced at him, he
looked calm. I silently wondered if it was only the calm before the
storm.

Adam looked between Lan and me. “Looks like
you two worked things out.” Then he turned to Trish and grinned.
“You’re a hot mess,” he called out to her and I heard Trish growl
“asshole.”

He held up his hands defensively. “Hey, I
just call it like I see it, honey. You’ll feel better when you eat;
food’s ready.”

“Yeah, and Uncle Adam let me make all the
pancakes!” Layla exclaimed happily.

Now my happy mood was slowly slipping
away.

“Layla, why do you keep calling him Uncle
Adam?” I asked her curiously. Layla’s eyes moved to Landyn and then
came back to me.

“Because he’s my Uncle, duh,
Mama!” Layla said sassily as she put a hand on her hip and
worked her neck back and forth as if to say “booya!”

Geez! She might as well have snapped
her fingers at me too.

I had to force myself not to lecture her on
talking to me that way. However, I did give her a warning look just
before turning my attention to Lan, who had a very unmistakable
guilty look on his face.

“What is she talking about?” I asked him
suspiciously.

The whole room grew quiet; not that it
wasn’t already quiet, but it had now grown so quiet I could nearly
distinguish each person’s individual breathing pattern. It was
creepy.

As I waited for a response, I caught Landyn
and Adam and Layla looking back and forth between each other. Now I
was getting pissed.

“What?!” I shouted.

Still no response.

I continued to look between the two men
waiting for either one to answer me when, out of the blue, it
dawned on me...

Now that they were standing together in the
same room with hardly any clothes on, I could easily compare. The
answer was staring me in the face; I just had to put the puzzle
pieces together.

Was it the body? Maybe, they had the same
muscular build, but Landyn was possibly half an inch taller.

Was it the face? No, they had different face
shapes, one was square and rugged, and the other was round and
baby-faced. Their skin coloring and texture was identical
though.

Was it the eyes? Yes, it was the
eyes. The color wasn’t the same, Adam’s green, Lan’s amber, but
Adam’s were just as bright as Landyn’s. They were the exact same
shape and they both had extra-long unruly eyelashes.

And the hair! Even though Adam’s hair
was in a short buzz cut, I could tell it was jet black and thick,
just like Landyn’s.

There was also a little something in Adam’s
face that said he was older, but not by much. Maybe it was the
deeper laugh lines he had in the corners of his eyes.

“You have got to be fucking kidding
me!” I shouted when I finally put it together. I felt like I
had been slapped.

“You’re brothers,” I hissed furiously
without even needing them to confirm it. “I can’t believe you’re
brothers and neither one of you told me!”

“Holy cow,” I heard Trish say from somewhere
behind me.

“Layla, cover your ears and don’t listen,” I
ordered even though I knew little Ms. Nosey Rosy would be
eavesdropping. I still waited until she did what I asked before
facing Landyn who looked sheepish.

“Is that why you got so mad when I was
thinking about telling Trish how hot the detective was? Because
he was your brother?” I watched Landyn’s remorseful expression
rapidly change to anger. His lips grew tight, a muscle ticked in
his jaw and his narrowed eyes hit Adam’s like this situation was
his fault. I could feel the energy radiating off Landyn’s fury
infused body.

“Oh, don’t even pull the macho man,
possessive guy crap with me now Lan. You know I’m stupidly, madly
in love with you even though you make me want to pull out my hair
most of the time. I’m mad at myself for not figuring it out myself.
You two look so ridiculously alike.”

I turned to Adam. “And you’re such a jerk,
flirting so shamelessly with your brother’s woman. You were just
using me to bait him weren’t you?”

I didn’t let him answer and took a deep
breath.

“I knew you two were having some kind
of secret mind reading conversation last night. How did I not
realize this?”

I turned to Trish. “Why didn’t you see
this?” She opened her mouth to speak, but Landyn butted in.

“Baby, I was going to tell you, but I
assumed I’d never see him again and I didn’t want you to get
involved. I told you that the other times I’ve seen him were only
by chance. We’ve always known who each other were, but other than
that we haven’t talked, at least not until you came back into my
life. You brought him with you and now he’s not leaving. I got here
at two this morning. It took me nearly two hours to find out
exactly where he lived, but I knew he’d keep you with him.”

He quickly glanced at Adam and then back to
me. “We talked about a lot, Lexi, and we’re going to get to know
each other. It seems that in just one night you’ve made quite the
impression on him and he wants to get to know us as a family.”

I was stunned. I looked to Adam.

His eyes were already on me. “Brother or
not, if he fucks up again, I’ll be waiting to steal you away.” He
sounded completely serious, but the twinkle in his eyes gave away
his mischievousness.

“Watch it,” Lan mumbled. “You don’t know me
well enough to joke around with her like that.”

I sighed. Adam grinned. I heard Trish’s
broken sobs behind me.

“Please tell me my life won’t always be like
this,” I begged out loud to anyone who could tell me otherwise.

 


 


 



Epilogue

Two year anniversary

 


It was our two year wedding anniversary
today and we spent part of it putting the finishing touches on an
ad we were working on for the bar. Final revisions just so happened
to be due today which was a bummer.

I helped out in the bar when I could, but it
was mostly to feel like I could be more than a wife and mother. Not
that I didn’t love being a wife and mother, because I did; it’s
what I lived for. But I liked feeling in the loop with life outside
of taking kids to school, cooking and cleaning.

As I looked down at Lan sitting behind his
desk while I gave him suggestions, I couldn’t help but be
physically aware of how edible he looked in his tight white shirt
and jeans; one particular muscle straining against his zipper. I
started massaging his shoulders and before I knew it, I couldn’t
keep my hands off him.

My hormones needed him. We needed a
quickie.

That’s how we ended up on the couch in his
office...

“Lexi, baby, we’re supposed to be working,”
Landyn breathed in my ear as he slowly worked my clit.

“Mmmm hmmm...” I moaned as I lifted into his
hand.

“Lan, please hurry,” I begged. Immediately
he filled me with his cock and didn’t stop moving. His hand fisted
in my hair and he forced me to look into his eyes. Possession was
written all over his face and I was astonished to see he was still
on fire for me. That he was still desperate for me after all this
time and everything we’ve gone through.

After two kids, a couple more barely there
stretch marks and boobs that breastfed two babies instead of one,
he still wanted me more than ever before.

“I love you,” he murmured just before taking
my mouth with his. The hand squeezing my ass tilted my hips up and
angled them in a way that pushed him into my g-spot. I licked my
lips and moaned against his mouth.

“Just what I was waiting for, baby. Keep
licking your lips for me.” His movements gradually became harder
and harder until finally he slid in one last time and didn’t pull
back out. He continued to work his hips so that he rubbed against
my sweet spots, both inside and out.

“Lan!” I called out as I came so hard
everything went black for a split second. After a few more harsh
pumps I heard him grunt into my neck just before he bit down softly
and came inside me.

“Are you okay?” he whispered in my ear. I
nodded. He lifted off me and I frowned. I hated his body leaving
mine. “I’m just getting something to clean you up,” he said right
before walking to the bathroom and coming back out with a
washcloth; one of the many I kept in stock for occasions just like
this.

After he cleaned me up we got dressed.

“Are you still cooking tonight? You sure you
don’t want to go out for dinner?” Lan asked. “I could make
reservations at that seafood place you like.”

“No, I have something special planned for
us, and Trish offered to keep the girls at her apartment tonight. I
think she’s still leaning on the girls to keep her occupied.” I
shook my head at the thought of my best friend. “No matter how hard
she pretends, I know she’s not back to her old self yet.”

After two years of hoping, Trish had yet to
hear anything from Tony. She tried repeatedly for months to talk to
him to no avail. Sure enough she heard plenty about him from other
women. Tony had since become closely acquainted with most of
the women Trish and I knew.

It was obvious this was planned on his part
and I even understood why he did it, but because I knew the whole
story and Trish was my best friend, it was very disturbing. Last I
heard he moved away.

My best friend wasn’t the same anymore.
Sure, she acted the part well enough, but she lost all her spark.
She threw herself into work at the veterinarian clinic and she had
no outside life other than me, Landyn and my girls.

Oh yeah... and Adam.

“Lexi, baby, Trish is a grown woman. She’ll
be okay,” Lan said, breaking into my thoughts.

“I know that, but I can’t help but
worry. I wish she would meet someone else so Tony would become only
a memory. I almost wish she would hook up with your brother.” I
made it sound as though Adam was a last resort and Landyn rolled
his eyes at me.

“Tell me again why you asked him to take you
to the grocery store and not me. What time is he picking you up?”
He sounded annoyed, but I couldn’t ruin the surprise for Lan.

I looked at the clock. “He should be here
already. I told you, I have a lot of things to buy and I need
help,” I rose up on my toes to kiss him.

“I’ll see you in a couple of hours. Don’t
come home without calling first,” I ordered.

His eyebrows drew together. “What are you up
to?”

“I told you it’s a surprise. Don’t spoil
it.” I lifted again to give him one more kiss.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you too.”

Outside, I met Adam at his Tahoe.

Adam had become a permanent fixture in our
lives. He was the brother I never had. I could honestly say that I
loved him like one. He was always with us and always driving Landyn
nuts because he never stopped flirting with me.

Trish and I kept our promise of trying to
find him a good woman, but they never made it past the first date.
He never got serious about any of them and there were a few that
wanted it; badly. This man had so many secrets and it drove me
crazy.

“I can’t believe you’re pregnant again.”
Adam said as he drove out of the parking lot cutting off my
thoughts.

“I know, neither can I, but this is it, no
more kids,” I told him. I loved both my girls with all my heart,
and I would love this baby just as much, but three was the perfect
number for me.

“Do you want it to be a boy?” he asked as he
glanced at me questioningly. I thought about how to answer. “I know
the right answer should be ‘I don’t care as long as the baby’s
healthy’ and I really do feel that way, but after two girls, I’d
honestly like a little boy. It would add a different dimension to
the house.”

“A boy would be fun,” he said wistfully.

“Don’t you want kids, Adam?”

He glanced at me. “I love kids Lex, you know
that, but I worry about what kind of father I’d be, or husband.
Look at the kind of father mine was; the way he treated his own
son... sorry, sons and wives. I’m afraid I’d turn out just
like him.”

I was almost speechless... almost. I had
heard a few horror stories about their father, but both Lan and
Adam tried to keep me in a bubble so I was pretty sure I hadn’t
heard the worst of them.

“Adam,” I spoke softly. “You could
never be like your father. You treat my girls as though
they’re yours. They love you and I know you love them. I can only
imagine how you’d feel about your own.”

“You’re right Lex, but it takes a mother and
a father to make a family. I might be good at the baby making part,
but I haven’t found the future mother of my kids yet, and I refuse
to just be someone’s baby-daddy; I want the whole package, white
picket fence and all. If it doesn’t happen, then it wasn’t meant to
be.”

He could be so depressing sometimes. I
didn’t mention the fact that he already had the house and white
picket fence; he just needed the family to fill it.

Adam parked when we got to the store. I got
out the SUV, he met me on my side and I continued to speak as we
walked. “Trish and I have gotten you tons of dates, but you always
find something wrong with them. You have to give them a chance
Adam.” I stopped quickly in front of him and spun around. He looked
down at me questioningly.

“And you have got to stop having sex
with them before you even get to know them. You’ll never
find out if they’re mother material that way,” I hissed at him
through my teeth.

He grinned at me. “No can do Lex. What
better way to find out if they’re mother material?”

Unbelievable!

“You’re an idiot,” I determined for the
thousandth time since I’ve known him, and then I walked away and
into the store.

While we walked around picking up all the
ingredients to make Landyn’s favorite filet mignon with mushroom
wine sauce dinner, and surprise “We’re having another baby” cake,
Adam kept throwing random items into the cart and it was really
grating on my nerves.

“Would you stop that?” I nearly shouted
after taking out the second package of Double-Stuf Oreo cookies he
threw in my cart. When Adam didn’t come back with a smart ass
remark, I looked up at him to see that his back was stiff and he
was staring straight ahead.

Great, what now?

Ryan stood a few feet in front us looking
back and forth between me and Adam. He was with a woman; a
beautiful red-headed woman who was staring at Adam in horror.

*****

 


I hadn’t heard anything about Ryan since he
got out of jail after serving his time. A week after his attack on
me and from what I heard, a drunken bender, he finally showed back
up at his parent’s house.

Adam continually kept me and Lan up-to-date
with the progress of the case. Everyone assumed Ryan would get off
with nothing but a slap on the wrist, but it just so happened that
Landyn knew “someone of importance” that worked in the legal
system. Apparently, they were in the military together.

Ryan eventually served six months in jail,
twelve months’ probation and was ordered to attend anger management
upon release. I knew the day the verdict was coming down, but I
refused to go to court and watch; Adam called me with the news.

It was exactly three months after Laura was
born that Adam came to the bar after closing to let me know Ryan
had been released...

Landyn was just about to lock the doors when
Adam showed up. As soon as he walked through the door I knew
something was up. He walked straight up to me with determination
set on his face and in his stride.

I was leaning against the bar and my eyes
traveled to Landyn who looked just as curious as I was. When Adam
made it to me he grabbed my arm and pulled me into his embrace.

I was stunned at first and then grew
worried. “Adam, what’s wrong?”

When he spoke his voice was remorseful. “I
have bad news.” “What?”

I heard his long exhale. “Ryan was released
earlier today. I just found out, I’m sorry.”

I breathed a sigh of relief because I
thought he was going to tell me something way worse. “Adam, it’s
not your fault. We all knew he was getting out soon.” His arms
tightened at my response and I glanced again to Landyn who was now
glaring at the hold Adam had around my waist.

Shit!

“I know it’s not my fault, but if you were
hurt because I wasn’t able to at least warn you, it would have
killed me. Over the past few months, I’ve fallen in love you and my
nieces and I’ve only loved two other women in my life, one being my
mother.”

My eyes grew round and I pulled back from
Adam as far as he would let me. “What?” I whispered.

“What the fuck do you mean you love her?”
Landyn shouted offensively. He was now standing at my side and it
sounded like he was keeping a very small hold on not ripping Adam
apart.

Adam pulled away from me a little further,
but still kept an arm around my waist as he turned his body to face
Lan.

Adam grinned and one eyebrow rose. “I meant
that I love her as a sister jackass. I honestly don’t know how the
hell she puts up with you.”

I breathed another sigh of relief. He never
stopped harassing Landyn and I should have known better. Landyn
narrowed his eyes at Adam. “Well then, I’d appreciate if you’d stop
groping my wife.”

He wasn’t groping me, but I could tell
Landyn was still mad. I looked up at Adam and he looked down at me
smiling before he let me go and turned back to face Landyn. “Don’t
worry brother, I love you too.”

He turned back to me once again. “Lex, I’m
here for you if you ever need anything, and I’ll especially be here
when you’re ready to leave this asshole,” he said pointing toward
Landyn.

I shook my head at him trying to hold in my
laughter. “Adam thanks for coming by, but you better get out of
here before Lan bursts a blood vessel or something.”

Adam smiled once again before bending and
placing a light kiss on my forehead. He turned, glanced at Lan,
smirked and walked away. “Love you too brother!” Adam called out
once more right before walking out the front door.

I couldn’t stop myself from laughing at the
shocked expression on Lan’s face. He looked lost. I started
laughing so hard, I was doubled over slapping my palms on my
thighs. “Babe, you look like no one has ever told you ‘I love you’
before. Do I not tell you enough?” I cried through my laughter.

When his eyes hit mine something in them
froze me in place. I promptly stopped laughing.

He stalked up to me. “You think this is
funny? Did you like him touching you?” Landyn growled. I didn’t
know what to say so I shook my head.

“Take off your clothes,” he demanded.
“What?” I asked in a small voice.

He ignored me and started unbuckling my
jeans and slipping them off my hips himself. When they fell around
ankles his hand hit my core. “I’m feeling the need to mark my
territory and I want you right here. Right now.”

“What?” I asked again, this time in a
whisper. I was too distracted by what he was doing with his
fingers. Suddenly his free hand went to the side of my face and his
mouth found mine. He kissed me hungrily. His tongue wrestled with
mine as his fingers swirled over my clit.

“The door’s unlocked,” I breathed into his
mouth.

He back away from me. “Fuck the door. Take
off your jeans completely.” He started to unzip his jeans and I
watched him pull out his beautiful erection and stroke himself. I
licked my lips.

“Fuck,” Lan hissed, while watching me watch
him. “Lexi, baby, hurry up.”

Screw it; if someone walks in they were
getting a free show.

I bent down, slid off my shoes and wiggled
out of my jeans. I also took off my shirt.

Lan started to come back toward me, but I
stopped him. “Unh uh, take it all off Lan. If someone walks in on
us, they’re walking in on both of us; not just me.”

He didn’t hesitate. When he was completely
undressed I bent over in front of him and gave a quick lick to his
tattoo before dropping completely to my knees.

I wasted no time taking him as deep in my
mouth as I could considering his size. Lan’s hands fisted in my
hair as I worked him in and out, sucking hard. I heard his
breathing become ragged and he dropped a hand to my throat where he
could feel my pulls.

“Get up baby, I need to be inside you now. I
don’t want to finish like this.” I took a few more pulls before
releasing him and standing up.

As soon as I was upright, Lan’s hands went
to my ass and he lifted me up and onto the edge of a bar stool. He
spread my legs wide and claimed me.

“Lan,” I moaned. His mouth found mine and
our tongues danced. He continued to pump in and out smoothly;
almost gracefully. His hands still squeezed my ass, and I joined in
and ran my hands down is muscular back to grab his.

When his movements increased, I knew it was
coming. I licked my lips and cried out his name.

“That’s it baby,” he groaned as my body
orgasmed around him.

He continued a few moments longer and then
called out my name and came.

******

 


I hadn’t heard anything else about Ryan
since.

So, this was uncomfortable to say the least.
What was he even doing on this side of town?

Adam reached out and grabbed my hand, but he
didn’t look at me. He was focused on something or someone else. I
glanced at the red-headed beauty that held his interest and watched
her eyes move to our hands quickly before looking away.

“Nice to see you, Lex. Waste no time
moving from one guy to the next I see. Wasn’t he the cop on my
case?” Ryan said in an ugly snarky tone.

He obviously hadn’t changed.

Adam jerked me out from behind the cart
still holding my hand and got right in Ryan’s face. He towered over
him. “If I were you I wouldn’t even look at her unless you’re ready
to go back to jail asshole. And stay the fuck away from
Mia,” he roared. I heard the red-headed beauty gasp. Ryan’s
face paled and he didn’t respond.

Adam turned to the red head. “Let’s go, I’m
taking you home.” The hand not holding mine wrapped around her
waist and he ushered her forward while he dragged me behind. Her
stunned eyes looked back at me with guilt. I could only imagine how
this looked to her.

“I can walk without your help, thank you
very much,” Mia snapped at Adam. He glared down at her.

“I think I know better than anyone just how
well you can walk,” he snapped back, his last words
clipped, but he still didn’t let her go. “Walking away was about
the only thing you were good at.”

I had no clue what they were talking about,
but it didn’t sound good. The redhead swallowed hard and turned her
face away. “You’re still an asshole,” she said in an angry
whisper.

“If that helps you sleep at night honey,
then I’ll be the biggest asshole you’ve ever met.”

“Adam!” I called out in shame. Why was he
being so rude to her?

“Stay out of it, Lex,” he ordered and I was
about to open my mouth with a comeback when he looked at me. I saw
pain in his eyes; serious pain. The kind of pain that told me this
woman had hurt him.

I kept quiet as we made it to the vehicle.
Adam put her in the back and made me sit up front. “Where am I
taking you?” he asked and she gave him quiet directions to a
townhouse a few blocks away.

When we arrived, Mia jumped out of the
vehicle before Adam even had it in park. “I’ll be right back,” he
grumbled, fuming, and then got out and followed her. I watched
through the window as they had a heated conversation outside her
front door. For the first couple of minutes, I saw nothing but
Mia’s mouth moving rapidly as she spoke. Adam had his back to
me.

Mia kept turning her face away like he was
verbally slapping her, until finally it appeared the tables had
turned and he began looking away from her. I was dying to know what
they were saying and was tempted to roll down the window.

As the conversation grew intense and their
bodies moved closer to each other, my face inched so close to the
window I nearly bumped it with my nose. Then, without warning, I
watched as Adam grabbed the back of her head and his mouth crashed
down on hers.

Oh. My. God!

The redhead was a statue only a brief second
before she relaxed into him. Finally, he lifted his head and said
something to her that made her freeze up again. She spoke once more
and he turned and walked away without a backward glance. The
redhead didn’t move until Adam had the door to his Tahoe open, then
she opened the door to her apartment and disappeared inside.

“I don’t want to talk about.” Adam clipped
furiously at me just as soon as he shut his door. “I loved her and
she left me, that’s it. Don’t ask.”

He was so infuriating!

The ride to the second grocery store was in
silence. I guess Adam realized I still needed to go shopping since
we left the last store in such a hurry I didn’t get what I needed
or anything at all.

When we finished and were finally at home,
Adam helped me unload everything in a rush and I couldn’t even talk
him into staying for a while. “Give the girls my love. Tell them
I’ll stop by later this week.” He came around the kitchen counter,
gave me a quick hug and then took off.

As soon as possible, this redhead and I were
having words.

Not long after Adam left, Trish brought the
girls over to help me cook, bake and decorate. They were also a big
part of the surprise.

“So, are you excited about the new baby,
Layla?” Trish asked.

“Yes! I’m ready to babysit. I’ll be a big
sister twice! They’ll have to listen to everything I
say,” Little Miss Princess answered cheekily. Layla was a great big
sister and I couldn’t ask for a better daughter or helper. She was
amazing.

Laura, now at a little over a year old,
adored her big sister. She followed Layla around everywhere and
sometimes she even slept in her sister’s room. Whenever Laura was
fussy, Layla was able to sooth her in an instant.

They were my little angels.

Every time I thought about my family I felt
blessed. Now my family was about to get even bigger. I couldn’t
wait to share the news with Landyn; he was going to be
ecstatic.

Immediately after Laura was born he wanted
to start working on baby number three, but I wasn’t having that.
No way! I wanted to enjoy Laura as a baby. Now was perfect
though. By the time this baby is born Laura will be two, Layla will
be eight and they’ll all grow up together. I couldn’t wait!

Landyn was amazing with the girls. They were
“Daddy’s Little Girls” that’s for sure. He helped take Layla to
school when I was near the end of my pregnancy with Laura and
feeling awful. He also kept Layla occupied when I needed to rest
and they even had their own special time.

When Laura was born Lan cried like a baby
himself. He loved on her and me incessantly. He thought Laura was a
miracle and that I was the miracle worker for giving him this gift.
He knew Layla was his gift as well, but to actually see the birth
of your child was another thing altogether.

I knew he’d never look at me the same again.
If I knew he loved me before, the love he had for me now was out of
this world.

He helped with night feedings and changing
diapers. I never had to ask him for anything, he just knew when I
needed help; we were a team.

******

 


The food was almost ready when Landyn called
and said he was down the street. I shuffled the girls and Trish
around so that they would be ready.

About five minutes later, when Landyn
finally strolled into the kitchen, we all screamed “We’re having
another baby!” Landyn stopped mid-step and his eyes took in his
surroundings. There were pink and blue decorations that read “It’s
a boy!” and “It’s a girl!” hanging from the walls and covering the
countertops. There was a huge three-tiered pink and blue chocolate
cake in the middle of the island and all us girls wore either a
pink or blue shirt.

His eyes finally hit mine and they were
glassy. So were mine. “You’re pregnant?” he asked softly.

I nodded. “Yes, and it’s not twins. I just
did the pink and blue decorations because it’s too early to know if
we’re having a boy or a girl,” I said choking up.

He rubbed at his eyes harshly. “Come here
girls,” he demanded in an rough, unsteady voice. He opened his arms
demanding a hug. I quickly picked up Laura because she was too
slow, and then we all ran to him. He kissed us all over and over,
as he repeated “I love you.”

“Trish, come get in on this, you know I love
like a sister; you belong here just as much as any of us.” Landyn
said. I looked at my best friend as she cried and walked over to
join in the group hug.

I backed away a little and told Landyn,
“We’ll have a romantic anniversary dinner, just us, next weekend if
that’s okay. I made enough food for everyone and it feels like we
should eat together as a family.”

Landyn grinned at me. “Lexi, baby, whatever
you want.”

Everyone helped put the food on the table
and just as we were all about to start digging in, I heard a car
horn blasting from outside.

“What the hell?” Landyn growled.

We both got up to see what all the commotion
was, but we didn’t even make it to the front door before someone
started knocking. When Landyn threw the door open, I could have
fainted.

It was Tony.

His clothes were ratty and dirty and so were
his hands, his eyes were bloodshot; he looked like a man
possessed.

“I need Trish! Where is she?” he asked
franticly.

“Oh my God,” I heard Trish breath
excitedly from behind me. Her tone was hopeful.

“She’s here,” Landyn’s deep voice replied as
he opened the door wider, silently inviting Tony inside.

When Tony’s desperately searching eyes hit
Trish’s face, his body tensed. His face grew taut and I watched as
his eyes speared hers with hatred. He looked murderous.

I heard Trish gulp.

“This can’t be happening,” I whispered,
suddenly realizing I spoke louder than I’d intended when Landyn’s
arm snaked around my waist and pulled me close to his side. His
head lowered and I felt his breath on my neck just a moment before
I felt his lips move against my ear.

“Lexi, baby, look at them. Get ready. This
is gonna happen,” he replied in a sexy, low voice that only
I could hear.

Shit! Poor Trish.

 


The End...

For now.









Thank you!

Thank you for taking a chance on me.
I really hope you enjoyed Lexi, Baby

The story of Trish and Tony is
currently in the works. Adam and Mia’s story will follow shortly
after.

For updates, please visit me on
Facebook - Author Lynda LeeAnne

Or

www.authorlyndaleeanne.com

Much Love,

Lynda LeeAnne
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