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It’s so warm and relaxing, then I hear his voice telling 
me to come to him, to get on top of him and ride him hard. 
I look up, confused. How did he get into the hot tub and I 
didn’t notice him? Why is he even here? How am I naked?
None of this makes any sense. I make my way over to him 
and look up at his face. Where is it? What the hell is going 
on? I’m starting to freak the fuck out. My heart is pounding 
as I look at this faceless man in front of me. 

I’m startled awake by my phone ringing. What the fuck 
was that? I look at my phone and see it’s Jessa, my bff, or 
was, because she’s calling at seven-thirty in the morning on 
a Sunday. She’d better be dying.

“Hello,” I croak. 

“I’ve been thinking about the wedding. I want you to 
be my maid of honor. Will you?” She blurts, not even taking
a breath. 

“Are you seriously calling me this early to ask me that? 
What the hell, Jessa? I thought that was a given. Of course, 
I will. Now please, let me go back to sleep and I’ll call you 
later, okay?” 

“Sorry, not sorry. Fine miss grouchy bitch. Call me
later,” she says and hangs up. I hope I didn’t hurt her 
feelings. I know she’s excited and all. She just got engaged
to my uncle Alex last weekend and I’m so happy for them, 
but fuck I’m tired.  

They make the perfect couple, and it’s all thanks to me. 
I gave Alex her number to clean his house while she was in 
school. They’ve helped each other get through some stuff 
and are so in love. The rest is history. Now Jessa works at 
Alex’s construction company with me in the office. I’m so 
glad to have the extra help. It makes my life a lot easier. 
She’s also become my best friend.  

Now back to that dream. What the hell was that? The 
man sounded like Nathan. Why would I be dreaming about 
him and why didn’t he have a face? Nathan is a salesman at 
the construction company and is fucking hot, but gets on my
last nerve. He’s tall, has broad shoulders, is very muscular 
with tattoos going down his arms. I’ve sometimes wondered 
where else he might have them. I try not to think about him
too much, though. I’d like to punch him in the face every 
time he sits on the edge of my desk to flirt with me. Jessa 
says I should give him a chance. Hell, no! 

Last weekend when we were all at Alex’s for the 
proposal, he’d brought some slut with him as his date. She 
was an uppity bitch who thought she was better than 
everyone. Well, I felt that she was. Jessa said she was sweet 
and I was just jealous. Please. If I wanted him, I could have 
already had him. He’s not really my type, though. I prefer 
the ones that seem to be what your father would choose. The 
ones that can’t find a G-spot to save their life. The ones that 
leave me so close to orgasming, but never delivers. I don’t 
know what’s wrong with me. I don’t have daddy issues. My
dad was always there. I don’t look for my father’s approval, 
per se.    

Anyway, by the time the slut left the engagement party 
I was tipsy and had let my guard down. Nathan and I had 
sat together and talked for a while. I don’t remember what 
we talked about and he hasn’t brought it up, so I left it alone. 
I’m sure I said something stupid or embarrassing or maybe 
mean to him. That’s just like me. I say what’s on my mind
or how I feel and if you don’t like it, then too bad for you is 
all I can say. Jessa says I have no filter. I guess I’d have to 
agree with her. 

I never could go back to sleep, thinking about that 
stupid dream. It’s been a productive day. I got all my
laundry caught up and even cleaned my house. Jessa had 
raved about some smut book, so I finally caved yesterday 
and bought it. After I finished what I needed to do, I sat 
down to start it. I’ve been reading it all evening. I can’t put 
it down. I’m not a big reader, but this is amazing. I don’t like 
that it’s making me needy for companionship. I pry it from
my fingers to shower and pick it right back up and heading 
to bed, even falling asleep with it in my hands. I won’t tell
Jessa that. 

I wake up with big, muscular, tattooed arms wrapped 
around my waist. I smell his masculine scent and feel his 
breath on my neck. I’m scared to roll over. I’m scared to see
who’s in bed with me. I finally do and I’m face to face with 
a sleeping Nathan. He looks so different when he’s 
sleeping. He’s quiet for once, looks peaceful even. I like this 
side of him. He’s not talking. I stare at him for a few 
moments. I reach my hand up, running my fingers along
his face. He stirs and opens his eyes, looking at me and then 
smiles. He starts to open his mouth and then my fist goes 
into it. 

My alarm blares and I scramble to shut it off. Another 
dream of Nathan. I don’t know what to make of that one, 
either. Punching him in the mouth was pretty awesome 
though. I don’t have time to make sense of it this morning. 
I need to get ready for work. I wish I was on vacation, on a 
beach somewhere with a hot cabana boy bringing me
drinks, the sand between my toes, and a cool breeze 
blowing. Ugh, but instead I’m having to go to work. I do love
my job, don’t get me wrong. It’s just I need a break from it
all. I am gonna request a vacation soon, before things get all 
crazy with Alex and Jessa’s wedding stuff.

I unlock the door, turn on the lights, set my things 
down on my desk and fire up my laptop. It’s going to be a
busy week. We have several jobs breaking ground and a few 
new potential clients coming in to meet with Alex. I’m so 
proud of him. He’s building this business bigger and better 
than his father had when he owned it. 

The door beeps and in walks Jessa, looking way too 
chipper for a Monday morning. I don’t even want to think 
about why she’s so happy. I hope it’s only because of that big 
rock on her finger. 

“Good morning,” she chirps. “I brought you a coffee,” 
she says, walking over to my desk. Jessa is definitely a 
morning person; something I am not.

“Thanks, bitch. Where’s Alex?” 

“He’s not feeling well.” She grins.

“Ugh. I don’t even wanna know.” I roll my eyes. 
She laughs and walks over to her desk, firing up her 

laptop. 
An hour later the rest of the employees start filing in 
and out, heading to job sites. 

Nathan walks through the door and isn’t his annoying 
self. He walks straight back to his office, not saying a word 
and slams his door. Jessa looks up with a raised eyebrow. 
“What’s up your boyfriend’s ass?” 

“Shut the fuck up. He’s not my boyfriend. Go see if 
you’re that interested,” I counter. I am a little curious, just 
a little. He didn’t even look at me. 

A few minutes later he comes out and Jessa and I are 
both watching him as he approaches. “Sorry about that, 
ladies.” 

“Holy fuck! What happened to you?” I ask, looking at 
the black eye he has. I can’t help it. I crack up laughing. Did 
my dream somewhat come true?

“I don’t wanna talk about it,” Nathan says, quickly 
changing the subject. “I need the specs for the job on 
Markham.” There is something definitely wrong with him.

“Are you ok?” Jessa asks. She’s for sure the sweet one 
of the two of us.  

“Yeah. I’ll be okay. There’s just a lot going on right 
now.” He sighs. 

“If you need the day off, I’m sure we can handle it here 
for you.” Jessa offers. 

“Thanks, Jessa. I need to go check on this job today
and put in a few more bids.” 

I hand him the file, looking at his eye and he walks out 
without another word. 

“What do you think happened to him?” Jessa asks,
watching him through the window.

“I don’t know. He is such a private man. Maybe that 
crazy ex punched him?” I laugh.

“What is she like?” 

“She’s beautiful, but bat shit crazy. Most of them are,” 
I laugh. “Look at Megan Fox. She’s hot and nuts.” 

“And you,” Jessa snorts. I flip her off and smile, 
blowing her a kiss. “Seriously, though, why aren’t they 
together?” 

“I don’t really know. She would call a lot checking to 
see if he was here and even asked me once over the phone if 
I was fucking him. She’s a jealous bitch. I’m not sure why 
she divorced him though.” 

“Oh. She divorced him?” 

“Yep. She did and has custody of their son somehow. I 
don’t get it.” 

“Something’s off then. He seems nice enough, he’s 
responsible and has a great job. I still wonder how he affords 
that car though.” 

“Girl, me, too. He’s a mystery.”

The rest of the day is busy and productive. It’s now 
five-thirty and I need to reply  

to a few more emails and then go home for a nice soak 
in my hot tub.  

“Okay. I’m heading out,” Jessa says, grabbing her 
purse. “You need me for anything before I go? 

“Nah. I’m good. I’ll be leaving soon, too.” 

“Okay, then. I’ll see ya in the morning,” Jessa says. 

“Later, bitch.” I smile at her as she walks to the door 
and flips me off. I’m rubbing off on her for sure. 

Now that I’m alone I reach under my shirt and remove 
this burden of a bra. I was not lacking at all in that 
department. I hate them. 

“Need some help with that?” Nathans deep voice 
surprises me and I throw it at him not thinking. 

“What the fuck, Nathan. Don’t sneak up on me,” I say, 
covering myself. 

He chuckles. “I didn’t. I walked in as Jessa left. I just 
assumed you saw me.” 

“Um, no. Now turn around so I can put the damn thing 
back on.” 

“No need. I’m just grabbing a file and heading home.” 

“Are you okay?” 

“Yeah. I’m fine.” 

“You don’t look fine.” 

“Brittany, you almost seem like you care,” he says, 
grabbing his chest. 

“I wouldn’t go that far. That eye isn’t too good for 
business, though.” 

“I think I look pretty bad ass actually,” he says, 
showing me that beautiful smile. “I think you approve, too,” 
He nods at my chest. I look down and see my nipples are 
hard, poking through my blouse. Damn them. I quickly 
cover up again and he chuckles walking back to his office. 
I’m mortified.

He comes back and I can’t help but be nosy. “Did your 
crazy ex give you that black eye?” 

“Why would you think that?” 

“I don’t know. Am I right?” 

“Hardly.” He grins, sitting on the edge of my desk. 

“Seriously, Nathan. Why do you have to piss me off? If 
my desk breaks, you’re buying me a new one. Get the fuck 
off.” 

“I told you, I like to get under your skin. It’s fun. You’re 
so feisty. And I won’t break your desk by sitting on it. I could 
think of other ways to break it though,” he says, narrowing 
his eyes on me.

I won’t look at him. I’m not feeding into that. “So, 
you’re really not gonna tell me what happened?”

“Nope. Why do you want to know so bad?” 

“I don’t know. You just don’t seem like the fighting 
type.” He laughs, like cracks up laughing. “What the fuck is 
so funny?” 

“You. You don’t know me at all, but you think you have 
me all figured out.” 

“I didn’t say that. Don’t put words in my fucking 
mouth. I clearly stated that I don’t take you as a fighter. The 
black eye and all. You must have pissed someone off. You 
don’t want to talk about it. Fine. I wouldn’t either, if I got 
my ass whooped.” 

Nathan leans down, putting his hands on either side of 
me on my desk, eye level with me, he catches me off guard 
being so close. I gasp and can’t look away. His eyes are the 
most beautiful color green I’ve ever seen. They’re 
smoldering. He’s so close, and looking at my lips as if he’s
going to kiss me; my heart begins to pound into my throat. 
Time seems to stand still. He looks into my eyes with a 
cheeky grin and says, “I never get my ass whooped, 
sweetheart.”  

He stands. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” He chuckles on the 
way out the door. 

I release the breath I didn’t realize I was holding. That 
bastard. What the hell? Why did I just sit there? Why didn’t
I push him away? Why didn’t I kiss him? Why the fuck am I 
thinking like this? I need to get a grip.

I guess Alex really wasn’t feeling well yesterday. Jessa 
just called in sick, too, or they just want to fuck all day.
Great. I’m used to handling it all, though. Before Jessa came
along, Alex hardly ever came in to work and I basically did
everything anyways. I can handle it. 

By lunch, I’ve gotten everything under control and I’m 
starving. I didn’t know I’d be here alone and didn’t pack a 
lunch. Fuck.  

George, one of the salesman comes in. “Hello, Brittany. 
Where is everyone?” 

“Hi, George. They’re sick today. I’m running the show. 
How’s Gretta and the kids?” 

“They’re great. Thanks for asking.” He grabs a file. “I’ll 
see ya later.” He smiles, walking back out the door. 

My stomach growls again. I feel so lightheaded right 
now. I needed to go to the store to stock the breakroom
today. Damn it! 

“Hi, Brittany.” Nathan comes in carrying a bag. “Are 
you hungry?” 

“Fuck yes. I’m starved. Did you bring me something?” 

“No, sorry. Only enough for me.” 

My face falls. “Oh, okay.” 

He chuckles. “I’m only kidding. Jessa said to bring 
lunch today.” 

That chuckle of his, I swear he’s so masculine. But that 
laugh just makes me want to jump on him and shower him 
in kisses. I know exactly what Jessa’s doing. That sneaky 
bitch.  

“Of course she did,” I mumble. 

“What? Did you say something?” 

“No. You’re hearing things.”

“Well I can just take it and eat it all by myself, then,” 
he says, rubbing his belly. My eyes fall to the movement of 
his hand, his polo shirt rising slightly and I see his Calvin
Klein boxers and a hint of a six pack. He clears his throat. 
“Brittany.” 

I look up and raise my chin. I’m not embarrassed he 
caught me. “What do you have?” 

I nod toward the bag. 

“Tacos. Do you like tacos?” 

“Fuck yes,” I say, hurrying toward him and snatching 
the bag out of his hand. 

“Hey. They’re not all yours,” he says, following behind 
me.

We both sit at the table and I spread everything out. I 
make a taco, take a big bite and moan my approval. 
Nathan’s watching me with wide eyes and a smile. 

“Hungry?” He asks. I nod. He reaches over and wipes 
my chin with his thumb and I frown. “Uh, sorry you had 
some sour cream on your chin,” he says, licking his thumb 
clean. That was very erotic. 

“Thanks,” I say, watching him as he makes his taco.
“Your eye looks better today.” This feels weird. I haven’t had
much time alone with him and don’t exactly know what to 
talk about. 

“Do I still look hot?” 

“You really are an asshole. You know that?” 

“Well, if I’m such an asshole maybe you shouldn’t be 
eating my tacos.” He reaches for the taco in my hand. 

“Maybe you’re not as big an asshole as I thought.” 

“Am I growing on you, Brittany?” 

“You’re like the zit growing on my ass.” 

“At least I’m on your ass.” He laughs. 

“See, just an asshole and I don’t have a zit on my ass, 
by the way.” I shake my head. 

“Are you sure? Maybe I should check to be certain?” 

“Just eat your taco and shut up.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

We finish eating in awkward silence and I clean up 
afterwards, washing the plates and spoons in the sink. He 
comes up behind me and whispers in my ear causing me to
jump. “Are you satisfied now?” I freeze, not knowing what 
to say. This never happens. I always have a comeback.
What’s happening to me? 

“Yes,” I sigh, turning around and wiping my wet hands 
all over his face. He grabs my wrists quickly, pinning me 
against the counter. My eyes go wide. I didn’t expect him to 
grab me so fast.  

“That wasn’t very nice. You want me to get you wet?” I 
want to say yes. I want to so badly. I can’t. I won’t give him
the satisfaction. I just stare at him. He stares back, neither
of us saying a word. The only sound is our heavy breathing.  

He looks at my mouth and then my eyes. He wants to.
I want him to do it. I’m not making the first fucking move. 
I’ve hated him for so long. We can just say he’s finally 
wearing me down. He leans in slowly and my breath hitches. 
His lips touch mine slightly. I think he’s worried I’ll blacken 
his other eye for making a move on me. I lean into the kiss.
His lips are so soft and quickly turn possessive. He pushes 
me farther into the counter and his tongue slides into my 
mouth. I tug on his hair pulling him closer to me and a moan 
escapes. Fuck he’s a good kisser. It could possibly be that I 
haven’t been kissed in a few months. Guys are assholes and 
I’m kissing one right now. What the fuck is wrong with me? 

Nathan pulls away. We’re both breathing frantically. 
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.” I look at him
confused. Isn’t this what he’s wanted all along?

“Why are you sorry?” I pant. 

“I don’t know really. I guess I expected a knee to the 
balls or something.” 

I die laughing. “Do you really think I’m that much of a 
bitch?” 

“No. I just never thought you’d actually allow me to 
kiss you. I thought you hated me.” 

“I don’t hate you. You just… you get on my nerves.
You’re too persistent.” 

“I’ve never had to try that hard, so maybe I went too 
far. I guess. I’m sorry. I have always liked you and you’ve 
never given me a chance. Why? Is it because I have a son?”

“Not at all. I think a lot of it is your crazy bitch of an 
ex-wife.” I giggle. 

“Well, you’re right about that. She is crazy. I don’t 
know what I ever saw in her.” 

“You have to be happy she gave you an adorable son?” 

“That’s the only good thing.” 

“Did she give you the black eye?” 

“Hell no. Are you gonna give that up already?” 

“Not particularly. I’m curious. What if I make a deal 
with you? Will you tell me then?”

“I don’t know. It depends on the deal.”

“Fair enough. If I go on a date with you, will you tell
me?”

“As much as I’d love to go on a date with you, I can’t.”
He frowns.

“Why the hell not?” 

“I’m not allowed.” He leans in. I think he may kiss me. 
Instead he whispers, “If I told you, I’d have to kill you.” I just 
stare at him, thinking. What the fuck is that supposed to 
mean. It can’t be that serious. 

“What is the big deal? You’re so secretive. I don’t get 
it.” 

“Good. It’s best that you don’t.” He’s still pressed into 
me. I can feel his dick against my stomach. I try to reach 
down, but he’s faster. He grabs my wrists and pins me again. 
This time they’re pinned above my head, my breasts now 
reaching, aching to be touched. I’m so turned on right now.
My breathing is ragged. I want him to kiss me again.  

He looks deep into my eyes. “I can never tell you some
things about me. You’ll have to live with that. Can you do 
that?” I nod and his lips are on mine again. He lifts me onto 
the counter with his free hand. The other is still holding 
mine above my head. He’s extremely strong.  

I hear the door chime, signaling someone’s just walked 
in, and Nathan backs up, letting me hop off the counter. We
both stand there looking at each other, trying to compose 
ourselves. I straighten my blouse and walk towards the 
door, looking back once before going up front to see who’s 
here.

Nathan runs his hand through his hair and adjusts 
himself through his slacks, watching me as I leave.

Fuck, that was intense. I make it to my desk and one of
the new clients is sitting in one of the chairs.

“Hello. How can I help you?” 

“Yes. I’m here to drop off a check for Alex.” 

“Alright, I can handle that for you. He’s not in right 
now.” This guy is handsome in a smug kind of way and looks
to be very powerful in his tacky suit.  

Nathan walks in. “What are you doing here?” He asks 
the man and frowns. 

“Well, hello to you, too, Nathan. I’m dropping off a 
check for Alex for the project that’s about to begin for me.” 

Nathan’s brow furrows, “What project?” 

“As you know, my building needs some work and 
Rogan Construction is doing the rehab. Offices remodeled 
and a new gym in the basement.” There seems to be some 
unspoken words between the two. I just look between them, 
wondering how they know each other. “Here ya go, miss… I 
didn’t catch your name. You’re a site for sore eyes.” He 
smiles. 

I open my mouth to speak, only Nathan jumps in. “Get
lost, Jeff.” 

“Don’t be so rude Nathan. I was only being friendly.” 
He stands, handing me the check and winks. “I’ll see you 
tonight Nathan.” Then he walks out the door. 

I turn and face Nathan. “What was that about? Was 
that a pissing match? I’m not yours, Nathan. We’ve only 
kissed. You don’t own me.”

He walks over to me, backing me into my desk. “Not 
yet I don’t. Stay away from him. He’s not a good person. 
Trust me, okay?” He leans in and kisses me, then walks out 
the door.

What the fuck was that? Who the hell does he think he 
is treating me like that? If that’s how he will be if I was to be 
his, I think I’ll pass. That’s not the type of relationship I 
want to be in. I’ve been there and won’t ever go back to that 
shit. I don’t need anyone to take care of me. I don’t need
help with that at all. I may have to fill him in, that I’m not 
like his ex-wife or the others that fall at his fucking feet. I 
will not be kept. And to think, I was almost thinking of 
giving him a chance.  

Jessa’s beat me in today. I walk through the door and
she has a huge grin on her face. 

“What’s with you?” 

“Oh, nothing. How was your day yesterday?” 

I look at her skeptically. “Fine. Why are you acting 
weird?” 

“I’m not. Did you have a nice lunch yesterday?” she 
asks, her fucking devil horns are starting to poke through 
her watermelon head. 

“Oh. Thanks for that, you bitch. What were you trying 
to do there?” 

“Oh, nothing really.” 

“Don’t play innocent, Jessa. I’d appreciate it if you 
didn’t meddle in my love life or lack thereof.” 

“Okay. Okay.” She waves her hand at me. “Did 
anything happen, being you were here alone together?”  

I’m ready to slap that fucking smile off her face. 

“I’m not talking to you right now.” I walk over to my
desk and act as if I’m busy. 

“Huh. Okay then.” She shrugs innocently, ending the 
conversation. 

Workers file in and out throughout the day. I haven’t 
seen Nathan since he had his pissing battle yesterday. I’m
glad, because I wouldn’t know what to say. I want to bitch
him out for how he acted as if he had a claim on me in front 
of Jeff, but I won’t do it in front of Jessa. 

Nathan finally strolls in after lunch. He says hello to 
Jessa, nods at me and walks to his office. Jessa is watching 
us like a hawk. I want to storm back there so bad and tell 
him how I feel. I won’t, though. Wait. Fuck it. I sure as hell 
will.  

I walk right in and close the door. He looks up a bit 
surprised. “Hi, Brittany. Won’t you come in.” 

“Cut the shit, Nathan. What the hell was your problem
yesterday with the new client Jeff? You don’t get to tell me
who I can and cannot associate with. Do you understand 
me?” I say, jabbing my finger into his chest, his hard chest 
and fuck he smells so good. 

“Brittany,” he sighs. “I wasn’t trying to tell you what to 
do. I know Jeff very well and he’s not a good guy. I was only
warning you about him.” 

“Well, I can look out for myself. I’m a big girl, if you 
haven’t noticed. I can take care of myself and I don’t need 
your fucking help. Got it?” 

“You know how sexy you are when you’re all worked 
up?” he says, stepping closer to me. Our eyes lock, his boring 
into mine. How he does this to me, I don’t know. I want to 
punch him in the face and kiss him at the same time. “I think 
we need to solve this tension between us. Don’t you?” he 
asks.  

My breath hitches. “Yes,” I whisper. Wait. What the 
fuck did I just say? Did I agree? I can’t think straight. 

“What do you think we should do about it?” he asks, 
walking me backward into the wall, his body pressing me
into it. He runs his nose along the base of my neck, his scruff 
running down my cheek. “You smell delicious.” It sends a 
shiver down my body and straight to my clit.  

A knock at the door pulls us from whatever this is. I 
straighten, take a deep breath and try to act normal. Nathan 
does the same walking quickly to his desk and sits down. 
“Come in,” he says, grinning at me. I scrunch my face up and 
roll my eyes at him.

Jessa walks in and looks at me, then Nathan. “Am I 
interrupting something?” She smiles.

“Not at all, Jessa. What can I do for you?” 

“Uh. Do you have the Peterson file? I need the supply 
order.” 

“Sure.” he says, handing it to her. 

She grins at me and says nothing as she walks out the 
door. I want to kick her in the ass and give her some extra 
help. 

Nathan looks at me. “If you were trying to look normal, 
you failed miserably. You look flushed, Brittany. What’s
wrong?” He smiles. He knows exactly what’s wrong. 
Asshole. 

“I need to get back to work,” I huff and walk out the 
door.  

I stand outside his door and take a few deep breaths 
before facing Jessa. I know she’ll have something to say. She 
always does and I wouldn’t expect anything less.

I walk to my desk and sit down, looking at Jessa, 
waiting for whatever she’s thinking to spill from her 
smartass mouth. Nothing. She doesn’t say a word. I sigh 
with relief. Maybe she didn’t know there may have been 
something going on when she came in. Hell, I don’t even 
know what was going on.

After my little visit to Nathan’s office, I didn’t see him
again. He hasn’t come out of his office once. I wonder what 
he’s doing in there? I want to be nosy and see, but it’s not 
my business. We’re not together. 

“How’s my two favorite girls?” Alex asks, as he walks 
through the door, a big smile on his face. I can’t help but 
smile. Ever since he’d gotten with Jessa he’s transformed 
into a man with such love, confidence, and happiness. It’s 
all over his face. I’ve missed him.

“Is Nathan here?” 

“He is,” Jessa says. “He’s in his office, has been most 
of the afternoon actually.” 

“Oh. Is he okay?” 

“I don’t know. Ask Brittany. She may have made him 
cry or something.” 

Alex chuckles and walks back to Nathan’s office. I hear 
him knock and then shut the door behind him.

Alex comes back up front and kisses Jessa. “I’ve got to 
go check on a new job. I’ll be back soon.”

Nathan emerges a bit later. “Brittany, can I speak to 
you.” He looks to Jessa. “Privately please.”

“For what?” I counter. 

“Do you want to discuss this here? I don’t mind at all.” 
He raises an eyebrow. 

I sigh. “Fine.” I get up and follow his tight ass to his 
office. He shuts the door and peers at me. “So Brittany, are 
we going to finish the conversation that we started earlier?” 

Oh, the one where he left me all flustered and turned 
on. That one. I can play his game and better. “What’s there 
to finish?” 

“Brittany, we’re both adults here. I think we both have 
feelings for each other. You know I’ve liked you for quite a 
while. I think you have, too. It’s just been easier for you to 
be a bitch and hide them. Am I right?” 

“You are awfully sure of yourself, aren’t you? Are you 
always this cocky?” 

“I am when I’m right.” He grins. “Tell me you don’t 
want me Brittany. I’ll leave you alone. I’ll never touch you 
again,” he says, running his hand along my waist, staring 
into my eyes. “Is that what you want?” 

“Do you want me to just fall at your feet or something. 
You’re not God, ya know?” 

He chuckles. “I’d love nothing more than to see you on 
your knees.” I grab his balls before he can continue. He lets 
out a groan and I smile.  

“Listen closely. I’m not sure what kind of little whores
you’re used to, but I’m a strong, independent woman and 
will not be degraded by any man. Got it?” I feel his dick 
getting hard and his balls tighten in my hand. Fuck. This 
isn’t working the way I wanted it to.  

“You don’t scare me Brittany. If anything, you’re 
getting me pretty fucking hard right now. Can you feel it?” I 
let go quickly and step back. He steps forward closing the 
distance between us. His beautiful green eyes seem to turn 
darker and he leans in pulling my earlobe into his mouth, 
nibbling on it; I shiver at the feeling. He releases it and 
whispers in my ear. “I want you, Brittany. I know you want
me too, no matter how much you try to fight it. That shiver 
I just gave you, I can give you much more than that. Your 
body reacts to me whether you like it or not. Don’t fight it 
anymore,” he says, lifting my chin and kissing me. I let out 
a little moan and pull him closer to me. I can feel him
pressing into my stomach, so fucking hard through his 
slacks. I reach down and he tries to step back, scared I’m
going to hurt him again. I chuckle and gently rub his length 
and deepen our kiss. His tongue consumes my mouth. I 
could only imagine what he can do with it.

He pulls away slightly. “Brittany, we can’t do this 
here.”

“Do what? I’m just playing.” I grin. 

“I know and it’s wrong. You’re gonna give me blue
balls.” 

“They’d match your eye.” I laugh.

“Funny. Very funny. Want me to bend you over my 
desk right now? I’ll have the whole office hearing you 
scream my name.” My face falters. I bite my lower lip not
sure how to reply. “Now who’s teasing who, sweetie?” He 
smirks. 

“I’m not your sweetie. I’m not that girl. You won’t just 
fuck me. You have to work for it.” I wink. 

Nathan looks me over. “I never expected anything less. 
I’m a hard worker,” he says, thrusting into me. 

I take a deep breath. “Did you need anything else 
besides the blue balls?” He laughs. 

“Dinner?” he asks, hesitantly.  

“Possibly. When?” 

“Still gonna play hard to get, Brittany? How about 
tonight?” 

“Let me check my schedule and get back to you.” 

“Seriously?” He laughs, shaking his head. “Okay, then.
You do that.” He slaps my ass as I turn to walk out and go 
check the schedule that has nothing on it.

This day is finally over. I’m so ready to go home and
relax in the hot tub and finish the book I’ve been reading. 
Too much emotional shit today. Speaking of… Nathan walks 
up to my desk. “So?” 

“So… what?” I look over to Jessa. She quickly looks 
away, acting as if she’s busy with something on her laptop. 
I know that’s bullshit. She’s so eavesdropping. 

“Come on, Brittany. Really? Dinner?” 

“Okay. Fine. Dinner. What time?” I shoot Jessa 
daggers, daring her to say something.

“I can pick you up at seven- thirty, if that works for 
you?” 

“That’s fine. Where are we going?” 

“It will be a surprise.” He smiles. 

“Okay, but what should I wear?”

“Casual is fine.” 

“Oh. I’m not special enough for a nice dinner?” 

“Fuck, Brittany. I’m going to make you dinner, okay.
Why do you have to be such...”  

I cut him off. “Don’t fucking finish that sentence or I’m
not coming.” He raises his hands up in defense.

“Okay. I’ll be there at seven-thirty.” He smiles, walking 
away with a wink at Jessa. She smiles and watches him walk 
out the door before quickly facing me. “I knew it.” 

“Shut it, Jessa. I don’t wanna hear it, okay.” 

“Okay, fine. I knew it.” She laughs.

I make it home and walk past the patio door and see
the inviting hot tub that will have to wait. I can’t believe I’m
meeting up with Nathan at his house. He’s making me
dinner. I hope I don’t get food poisoning. I wonder, what he 
can cook? I hope it’s edible.  

Nathan knocks on my door at seven-fifteen. He’s 
fucking early, ugh. I’m not even completely dressed. I toss 
my robe on and walk to the door.

“You’re early.” I motion for him to come in. 

He looks over my body. “I said casual, Brittany, but you 
could have tried a bit harder.”

I flip him off as I walk to my bedroom to put on a shirt 
and my favorite jeans that fit so good. I emerge and see him
being nosy. “What are you doing?” He looks so fucking good 
in his dark wash jeans and black t-shirt that hugs his body, 
showing every muscle, every ripple. 

He steps away from my bookshelves. “Who knew you 
were the book porn queen.” 

I laugh. “You should see Jessa’s collection. I’m not a 
big reader. She’s been buying me her favorites and some at 
book signings. I’ve been humoring her.” I shrug.

“Learn anything good?” He chuckles, looking toward 
me.

“Yes. No man will ever compare,” I say dramatically. 

“Ha. You never know. One of those has been written 
about me, ya know?” 

“Shut up.” I laugh. 

“No, really.” He looks at me seriously, not a hint of a 
smile that he’s joking. 

“No way. What’s it called then? Who wrote it?” 

He laughs. “I’m joking. If someone did it, would be one 
hell of a story, though.” 

“I can see it now. Sexy salesman rescues the secretary.” 
I laugh. 

“You think I’m sexy, huh?” 

“I didn’t say that.” I frown. 

“Yes you did.” He chuckles, walking towards me. 

“You’re okay. I guess.” 

“Just okay? I think you’re gorgeous. Much more 
gorgeous in these jeans than those work outfits,” he says, 
fingering a belt loop, pulling me forward. 

My hands go to his chest. “Thanks. This is weird. Don’t 
you think?” 

“What’s weird? Us?” 

“Yeah. I’ve hated you for so long and now. I don’t 
know. This.” 

He grabs his chest. “That hurts, Brittany.” He pouts 
and I smile. He is so handsome. Those lips. I want them all 
over me, and that tongue I can’t wait to see what it can do to 
my clit, but tonight’s just dinner. I can’t believe I’m having 
these thoughts of him.

“Ready to go? Dinner should be just about ready when 
we get there. Hope you’re hungry.” I’m starved for food and 
him. This anticipation building is killing me. 

“Yes. I’m starved,” I say. His eyes darken as he watches 
me. Fuck, this is gonna be a long ass night. I need to control
myself.

This Corvette is awesome. I’ve never ridden in one and 
I love it. About twenty minutes later we arrive at Nathan’s 
house. He lives just outside of town. It’s considered the 
country out here. Fuck me! It’s a big house and it’s sitting 
on a lot of land. I wanna ask so bad. This just doesn’t add 
up. 

“Are you a drug dealer?” I ask as we pull into the 
garage. He has a badass Harley in the corner, a jacked-up 
Chevy truck and a side-by-side that looks like a lot of fun to 
be had in the mud. 

Nathan dies laughing and then turns serious quickly.
“What? Why the hell would you say that?” 

“Well, you have this awesome house and all these 
rides. I make out the checks, Nathan. It doesn’t add up.”

He looks at me for a moment and then turns away
opening his door. He comes around to my side, opens my
door and holds his hand out for me. I hate to admit it, but I 
am shocked at his manners.  I’m not sure why. I so noticed 
him avoiding my question. He’d better not be a fucking drug 
dealer. “Stripper?” 

“Brittany.” He laughs. “No, to both. Now leave it alone. 
Let’s enjoy our evening.” 

“Fine, Nathan, but you will tell me or this will never go 
anywhere. I’m all about honesty. I won’t put up with any 
drama or bullshit.” 

“I love that about you. You’re straight and to the 
point.” He shakes his head, opening the door for me to walk 
in. “Brittany, I’m not one to spill my life story with many
people. I’m a private man. I get that you have questions, as 
do I, but let’s take it slow okay. It’s our first date.”

“Okay. I can work with that for now. I guess.” 

I walk in and am hit with the most delicious aromas. 
“Oh my God. What is that?” I’m amazed. 

“Tell me you like Italian?” He looks a bit worried. 

“Yes. I fucking love it.” I smile. 

Nathan lets out a sigh of relief. “Oh good. It’s my greatgrandmother’s secret recipe for lasagna. I’ve gotten pretty 
good at it. I hope you like it.”

“I love lasagna. I don’t think I’ve ever had homemade 
before, though. That’s sad, isn’t it?” I pout. 

“That is devastating. I’ll pop your lasagna cherry 
tonight then.” He winks. Fuck. He’s torturing me.

“I guess you will. It will be the only cherry popping, 
though.” I roll my eyes and he laughs.  

“Would you like a glass of wine? I have red.” 

“Yes, please. That would be great. You drink wine?” 

He laughs. “Um no. I’m a manly man. I prefer beer.”
He fills me a glass and grabs himself a beer from the fridge. 

“Thank you.” 

“Sit. Make yourself comfortable,” he says, nodding to 
the table. 

I walk over to him at the counter as he grabs plates 
from the cabinet. “Do you need any help with anything?” 

“No. I’ll make you a plate.” He smiles. “Please sit.” 

“That’s better.” I walk over to the table and have a seat. 

His house is nice and cleaner than I would’ve thought. 
“I like your house.” 

“Thanks. I had it built about five years ago. My favorite 
part is the acreage to go muddin’, and the backyard. I love 
the pool.” 

“I have a hot tub. My yard’s not big enough for a pool.” 
He looks at me. I can see his wheels are turning, probably 
imagining me topless in my hot tub. I laugh inside at the 
thought. 

Nathan brings over our plates and sits down beside me 
and smiles. It’s adorable. He’s so proud of himself and 
honestly, I am, too, if not a bit shocked. I didn’t expect him
to be like this. I’m not exactly sure what I expected. Him
being able to cook and using a family recipe is sweet and 
totally fucking hot. 

Nathan watches me intently as I cut into my lasagna 
and bring a bite into my mouth making sure to drag the fork 
out slowly. My eyes roll back for effect, but fuck this is so 
good. I moan my approval. I open my eyes and he’s still 
staring at me. “Brittany, please don’t moan like that. It 
makes me wonder if that’s how you’d sound when I’m inside 
you.”  

“Well. I guess I sound like that, maybe a bit louder if 
the guy knows what he’s doing.” I wink and he chuckles, but
it ends in more of a groan, adjusting himself in his chair. 

“You’re fucking killing me here,” he says, shaking his 
head.

“So, you go muddin’ in your backyard?” 

“Yes?” he says like it was a stupid question. “I have 
thirty acres here, and before you ask, it was my family’s 
land. My great grandmother’s, actually.” 

“That’s so awesome. I’ve never been muddin’.”

“Really? Where the hell are you from?” 

I laugh. “I’m from here. My parents were never the 
country type. We always lived in the city.” 

“That’s sad, Brittany. I’ll have to take you sometime. 
It’s so much fun!”  

“I’d like that.” 

“Okay. Let me clean up and then, if you’re ready, I can 
take you home.” 

“I’ll help you,” I say, walking over with the dishes. “I
don’t want to go to work tomorrow.” I sigh. 

“Why not? You don’t like working there?”

“I do now. I was so overworked before Alex came back
and Jessa started working there. I just need a break. I want 
to go on a vacation, somewhere far away.”  

“That sounds fun. You do need a vacation.”

The drive home is quiet. It’s a bit awkward, which is 
stupid.  

I decide to break the silence. “I had a great time
tonight, Nathan.” 

He glances at me and smiles. “I’m glad. I did, too. See, 
I’m not that bad, am I?” 

I laugh. “You’re not. You just annoy the fuck out of 
me.”

“Well, now that I’ve worn you down it shouldn’t be so
annoying anymore. Maybe you’ll think it’s cute.” 

“Uh, I don’t know about that. If you sit on my desk 
again I will throat punch you. Now that I’m comfortable and 
all.” I’m dead serious, too. He thinks I’m joking.  

Nathan pulls into my driveway and puts the car in 
park, shifting in his seat to face me.  

“Brittany, I hope we can do this again. Soon. I really 
like you and want to get to know you better.” 

“I’ll check my schedule. I think I can fit you in between 
Todd and Jeff.”  

His face turns red. “Are you fucking serious? I told you 
he’s not a good person. Please don’t see him.” 

I’m only joking. I crack up laughing. “You should see 
your face.” He frowns. “I’m joking, Nathan. There is no 
Todd, but what’s the deal with Jeff? Why don’t you want me
to associate with him?” 

“That wasn’t funny at all. He’s a dangerous man and
treats women like shit.” 

“How do you know that?” I ask, my voice a little louder 
than I intended. 

“Let’s just say I’ve worked with him before and he’s a
douchebag.” 

“That isn’t a good enough answer for me. I was only 
joking and I can see I struck a nerve. I don’t want to ruin the 
end to our night. Just forget I even said it, okay?” 

“I’m sorry I overreacted.” He sighs. “Seriously, when 
can I see you again?” 

“Maybe Friday?” 

“Uh, I may be busy.” 

“Date?” I don’t care. I’m just curious, especially after 
how he just acted. 

“No. I’m not seeing anyone else. Only you.” He smiles, 
shyly. It reminds me of Bashful the dwarf. I can’t help but 
laugh.

“What’s so funny?” 

“You. When you’re not being a jackass, you can be 
pretty sweet.” 

“Wow. I could say the same about you,” he says, 
leaning forward. Nathan’s hand goes to the nape of my neck, 
pulling me into him. He kisses me tenderly. What the hell. I 
slip my tongue past his lips, taking what I want, his begins 
mingling with mine. Right before I pull away I suck on his 
tongue lightly. His grasp on my neck tightens slightly and a 
soft moan escapes me. I’m tempted to invite him in, but it’s 
getting late.  

I pull away, trying to gain control. “Thanks again for 
dinner.” 

“Any time. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

Nathan waits for me to get inside safely and drives 
away. I’m surprised at how the night went. He’s so different 
from the annoying asshole I thought he was. I’m not sure 
where this will go, but I had a nice time with him. I’m not 
sure whether to be happy about it or bitch slap myself.

It’s like I can see what’s happening, from the outside, 
looking in. I’m in bed with Nathan, Jeff, and some other 
guy. When the fuck did this become an orgy? I’m being 
passed around like a freaking joint. I don’t seem to mind. I 
seem to be enjoying it. I take turns kissing each of them. It’s 
now Nathan’s turn and I start choking. His tongue is so big 
it’s choking me. I start coughing and gasping for air, trying 
to get him to stop.  

I wake up coughing my head off. I can hardly breathe.
I reach for my water and take a long drink. It settles the 
cough. I notice it’s ten minutes before my alarm will go off. 
Fuck. I lay back down, thinking about that stupid dream. It 
must be because of me joking with Nathan about Jeff and 
whoever the other one was. Todd, I think. What the fuck was 
with being choked by Nathan’s tongue? Maybe because he 
was so good with it and it is bigger than other guys I’d
kissed. I may not be able to contain myself around him
today with this in my mind. I have some fucked up thoughts.
I may need some help. I laugh to myself.

Jessa’s already here when I arrive. I’m sure she’s 
wanting all the details about last night. There’s not much to 
tell, though. She gives me a huge smile, as if she’s the cat 
with the canary.  

“I won’t tell you anything if you don’t remove that 
ridiculous smile from your face.” 

“Okay. It’s gone. See?” She quickly gives me a serious 
face. 

“He made me a wonderful dinner. We made small talk 
and then he took me home.” 

She looks at me skeptically. “That’s it? No kiss or 
anything else?” 

“We did kiss.” I can’t contain my smile, remembering 
how good it was.

“How was it? I bet it was good. Look at the smile on 
your face. You’re into him.” 

“He’s growing on me, I guess. He’s not as much of an
ass as I thought.” 

“He’s not at all. I think it’s all in your head, Brittany.” 

“Maybe. I don’t know. We’ll see where it goes. I have a 
lot of questions, though.” 

“I’m sure he does, too. Why is Brittany such a bitch to 
me?” she says, mocking Nathan’s voice.

I can’t help but laugh at her. “You’re crazy.”

“Well, I’m happy for you. I think y’all could be great 
together.” 

“Keep telling her that.” Nathan says as he walks 
through the door with a smile. 

Jessa gets the deer in the headlight look and busies 
herself on her laptop.

“I brought you coffee,” he says, handing it to me. 

“Thanks. Holy fuck! You didn’t sit on my desk.”

Nathan laughs. “I didn’t want to chance spilling the hot 
coffee on the goods.” He winks, showing that adorable 
dimple, then sitting on my fucking desk. I spoke too soon. 

I stand up and punch him as hard as I can in the arm.
It hurt me more than him, for sure. 

For effect he grabs his arm. “Ow. What the fuck, 
Brittany?” 

“I told you if you sat on my desk again I’d punch you. I 
meant it, asshole. Get off or I may reconsider ever spending 
time with you again. This is what I meant, Nathan. You’re 
too old to be acting like a teenager trying to rile me up.” 

He leans in, close to my face. “Remember, I said I think 
you’re hot when you’re riled up.” he says, kissing my cheek.  

“So I’m not hot if I’m not riled up?” I whisper. 

“You’re always hot, Brittany. My dick twitches when I 
get you worked up, though.” He looks at me for a reaction. I 
just stare at him with no comeback. What the fuck is 
happening to me? I need to work on keeping my cool around 
him. “Are we going mud riding Friday?” he asks.

Jessa chimes in. Of course, she’s eavesdropping. “I 
need to tell you both, we’re going dress and tux shopping 
Saturday. Don’t forget,” she tells us, not asking us. 

“Why does Nathan need to go with us? And Alex can’t
be with us when we’re looking at dresses.”

“Oh. I forgot to tell you. Nathan is Alex’s best man and 
I already have my dress picked out. We’re shopping for your 
bridesmaid dress.’’ She grins, almost bouncing in her chair 
with excitement. I wanna hit her. 

“So, Brittany. I guess we’re walking down the aisle 
together.” Nathan chuckles. 

“At least you’re used to it,” I say. As soon as I’d said it
I realize I shouldn’t have. “I’m sorry. That was a low blow.” 

He doesn’t show a bit of emotion, just shrugs it off. “It’s 
fine. At least I actually like the person I’m with this time.” I 
can’t help but laugh. 

“So Friday?” he asks, again. 

“I thought you were busy?” 

“I’m not too busy for you.” 

“That was smooth.” I roll my eyes. “Will you stop 
asking if I say yes?” 

‘’Yes.” He grins. 

“Okay. I’ll come. Are you going to feed me?” I arch a 
brow. 

“If I say yes, will that make you happy?” He grins. 

“Yes. It will, very much.” 

“Okay. I’ll order a pizza.” I scrunch up my face. “What? 
No good?” 

“I guess it will do. I’m just messing with you. Nothing 
will compare to the lasagna you made me.” The thought of
it makes my mouth water. “It was so good.”

“Maybe I can cook for you another time.” He’s already 
making future plans for us. I’m not sure how I feel about 
that. Most of the guys I’ve been with were very different 
than Nathan. I don’t wanna screw it up or rush anything. I 
can’t believe I just had that thought. Not long ago I wanted 
to kill Nathan. Now I’m spending time with him, sort of 
dreaming of him and well, I like him. Someone pinch me!

This week couldn’t come to an end fast enough for me.
Work has been super busy. I’ve worked late the last couple 
of days and I’m sick of being here. I must admit, I’m excited 
to see Nathan outside of these walls tonight; away from
prying eyes that are Jessa’s. 

I hurry home and change into a t-shirt and jeans. I 
don’t have any shoes or boots that I could get muddy other 
than flip flops, so I go with those. They’ll be easy to clean, 
too. I grab the bottle of tequila from the freezer and head for 
the door.

On the drive, there I can’t help but begin to feel a little 
bit nervous. My palms are sweating. I hope I put on enough 
deodorant. That would be an epic fail, having pit stains.

As I reach his driveway, the sun is starting to set 
behind his house. It’s absolutely beautiful. The pinks and 
oranges give the effect that his house is glowing. What a 
beautiful sight to see in the evenings, sitting on his porch.

Nathan is outside as I pull up. He’s watering his 
flowers. Yes, he has flowers and they’re beautiful. He’s not 
wearing a damn shirt either. His sculpted back is facing me. 
He doesn’t know I’ve arrived over the sound of the water 
hose. I sit in my car for a few seconds to admire his beautiful 
features. I watch as his toned arm extends to reach the roses 
in the back of the flower bed. The tattoo on his arm catches 
my eye. I want to know what each of his tattoos represents. 
Most people who have them, have them for one reason or 
another. 

I take a deep breath and open my door, grab the 
tequila, and get out, closing the door. That gets Nathan’s 
attention and he turns, smiling brightly at me. It makes my
heart skip a beat. I feel like a fucking teenager as I get closer 
and closer, my heart speeding up more. I’m so nervous. 

“Hey! I brought tequila,” I say cheerfully. I need a shot 
now. Maybe two or three to calm my nerves. 

“I see that. It makes me do bad things, Brittany. I may 
not need it,” he says. I don’t know if he’s being serious or 
joking with me until I see the slightest twitch in the corners 
of his mouth and that damn dimple peeking out.

“I’ll be sure to make you one then.” I wink. “Show me
to the shot glasses.” I motion towards the house with the 
bottle. 

“Here ya go,” he says, grabbing a shot glass from the 
cabinet. His chest flexing as he does. He’s gonna need to put 
a fucking shirt on. He goes to the fridge and grabs a lime and 
the salt. “Gotta do it right.” 

“Yes! I didn’t even think to grab those. I was in a 
hurry.” Shit. I didn’t mean to say that. I feel myself begin to 
blush. Fuck! Jessa’s rubbing off on me. 

“You were, huh?” 

“Uh, yeah. I’m ready to ride.” Nathan licks his lips. My
eyes going straight to the movement of his tongue. He licks 
his hand, his eyes never leaving mine and takes his shot then 
sucks the lime. Fuck me. I can’t take my eyes off him. That 
was fucking hot. 

Two can play this game. I clear my throat. “My turn,
since you couldn’t wait.” I salt my hand and slowly lick it off.
Nathan’s eager green eyes watching me. As soon as I’ve 
finished my shot and suck the lime, his mouth is on mine. It 
was unexpected, but with the sexual tension building, it was 
bound to happen. His tongue slips past my lips and tangles 
with mine. Nathan does this thing with his tongue. It almost 
feels like it flipped. It makes me want to know what he’d be 
like licking me between my other lips. 

Nathan pulls me close, deepening the kiss, his scruff 
scraping my lips. I can feel how hard he is through his jeans.
A soft moan slips past my lips. I could so easily let him fuck 
me right here, right now. I want him as much as he wants 
me. His hands slide down my back, gripping my ass. He
then swats me and I yelp, breaking the kiss. “What was that 
for?” 

“You’re a tease.” He narrows his eyes. 

“Who me?” I say, sounding as innocent as I can. 

Nathan laughs, shaking his head. “Let’s go ride. Did 
you bring a jacket?” 

“No.” I didn’t know what I needed for a mud ride. 

“Okay. I’ve gotta grab a hoodie before we leave. I’ll
grab you one, too. It gets a bit chilly once you’ve gotten wet.” 

I smile. Fuck, this is just too easy. “Huh. I thought I get 
hot once I’ve gotten wet.” 

Nathan pounces and grabs me around the waist, 
tickling me and I scream and try to wiggle from his grasp. 
“Every time you say things like that, this is gonna happen. 
Got it?” 

He stops the torture, but still has his hands on me. I 
finally catch my breath and look up at him. His eyes, I swear 
I’ve never seen that shade of green. They’re just beautiful. 
He leans down and gives me a light kiss on my lips, then 
swats my ass and walks out to the garage to get the side-byside ready. 

I hear it roar to life and step into the garage, watching
him with his big-boy toy. He sees me standing in the
doorway and smiles.  He gets out and tosses a hoodie in my 
face, then chuckles. It smells like him. I put it on and feel
like he’s wrapped around me in a way. I may have to keep it
and forget to return it. 

“You look cute. It swallows you. Hop in and buckle up, 
buttercup. You’re in for a ride.” He winks. He does that a lot. 
It’s cute. It shows the dimple in his cheek every time.  

“What if we flip over or get stranded?” I ask, getting in 
and becoming a bit nervous.  

“Stop worrying. I’m a pro and I wouldn’t go in any 
holes that would put us in danger, but if we get stuck, we 
may have to walk back.”  

My eyes go wide. “Seriously?” 

He laughs. “No. I have a winch that will pull us out.” he
says, pointing to the thing in the front of the side-by-side.  

‘’I brought an ice chest with some beer if you want 
one.” I wrinkle my nose. I’m not a big beer fan, but I guess 
if it’s all he packed, I’ll suffer through it. 

“Um. What if I have to pee?” 

Nathan looks at me as if something’s growing out of 
my forehead. “Well. You would go behind a tree and squat 
like a country girl.”  

“I’ll just hold it.” I shake my head. I’m not doing that.

About two hours later we make it back to Nathan’s. We
are covered in mud. I had so much fun. We drank all the 
beer and I even peed in the freaking woods. It wasn’t so bad 
after all. We get out and Nathan rinses the side-by-side off 
and leaves it to dry.

“So, did you have fun?”  

“I did. I loved it! Thank you for taking me. I didn’t
bring extra clothes, though. I can’t walk in your house like 
this.” I motion to myself. 
“I’m glad you had fun. I could hose you off, if you 
want?” 

“Um. No. That’s okay.” I lift the hoodie over my head.” 

“Uh, Brittany. Your shirt’s coming with the hoodie.”  

“Well, it’s no different than a swimsuit, right?” 

“I guess so, if your bra wasn’t lace and see-through.”  

Fuck, I’m so tipsy. I’m not even thinking. “I just want 
this shit off. Can I take a shower, please? I can’t get in your 
car like this.” 

“I was thinking you could just get naked. That’s been 
the plan all along.” He laughs, walking over to me. “I’m
kidding. I’m kidding. Of course, you can. I don’t think I have 
anything that will fit you. I have a robe you could wear and 
I’ll wash your clothes for you.” 

“Okay. That will work.”

“Okay. Follow me.” We start to walk inside and I stop.
“I can’t track all this mud in your house.” 

Nathan laughs. “This is a man’s house. It’s fine, unless 
you want to take the rest of your clothes off here.” I pause, 
thinking about it and Nathan’s eyes widen. I bite my lip and 
start to take off my jeans. “You really don’t have to do that, 
Brittany,” he reaches out, grabbing my hands.

We stand there looking at each other for a minute and 
then I continue to pull my jeans off, revealing the black 
thong that matches my bra. Nathan stands there. He doesn’t 
take his eyes off me.  

“Uh. Brittany. I know we’ve had a lot to drink. I don’t 
want you to regret anything in the morning.”

“That’s so sweet of you, but I’m fine.” I walk inside. 
“Are you coming? I don’t know where the bathroom is.” 

Nathan stands there contemplating what he should do 
and it’s adorable. He finally follows be inside, taking my
hand and leading us to the bathroom. 

I stand against the counter, half naked and cross my 
arms. Nathan looks at me confused.  

“What’s wrong?” he asks. “I can leave if you’ve changed 
your mind?” 

“Uh. No. It’s not fair you’re still fully dressed, covered 
in mud. You’ll have a lot to mop tomorrow after work.” I 
giggle. 

Nathan smiles and lifts his shirt over his head. Fuck, I 
knew he would have a nice body, but he’s ripped. His abs 
are… wow. He’s so defined. If he wasn’t so dirty I may have 
had to lick them. I notice a few bruises starting to turn
yellow that match his eye. Someone had really whooped on 
him.

“Brittany?” 

I look up at him and see the huge grin on his face. He
must have said something while I was drooling over his 
gorgeous body. “Yeah?” 

“Can you, uh, can take off the rest of your clothes so I 
can toss everything in the washer?” He watches me as he 
continues to get undressed. His jeans fall to the floor and 
I’m impatiently waiting for him to remove the Calvin 
Klein’s. He starts to pull them down ever so slowly and
stops. I look up at him and he winks. “Like what you see?” 

I remove my bra and throw it in his face. “Do you?” 

Nathan moves in closer. “I do. You are beautiful, 
Brittany.”  

“Thanks. You’re not so bad yourself,” I say as I take my
panties off and throw them at him too. “Hurry up. I’m
getting cold.” 

“Sorry.” He turns the shower on and takes his boxers 
off and his dick springs free, pointing upward at me. I see a 
bead of cum on the tip. I reach out and smear it around the 
head. Nathan moans and pulls me close, walking us 
backwards into the shower and under the water. 

Nathan has one of those huge rain heads. Shower 
head, that is. We can both be under the water together. The 
warmth feels so good running down my cold body. I close 
my eyes and lean my head back, trying to get the pieces of 
mud free from my hair. I step out of the water and open my 
eyes. Nathan is watching me. He’s studying me as if he’s
never seen a naked woman. I guess it’s just because he’s
never seen ME naked.

“Can you pass me the shampoo, please?” I ask. 

“Can I?” He motions to the bottle. 

“Sure. Just don’t get it in my eyes, okay.” 

“I won’t.” He begins lathering my hair. He looks very
serious at the task. It feels so good having his hands in my
hair.  I close my eyes and sigh. 

“Feel good?” 

I look up at him and smile. “Yes. It feels amazing.” 

“Close your eyes,” he whispers. He tilts my head back 
and begins rinsing my hair and then I feel his lips on mine.
I melt into him. This feels so wrong, but it also feels so right 
being in his arms. It’s still a shock to my system with his 
tongue dipping into my mouth, meeting mine. It’s a good 
shock. 

I grab his wet, hard dick and begin stroking it. Nathan 
jerks and deepens our kiss. He squeezes my hips and moans 
into my mouth. It is the hottest fucking sound I’ve ever 
heard come from him. Most of the time when he speaks I 
want to punch him in the throat. Slowly my feelings are 
changing.  

Nathan pulls away panting. “Brittany, this is not how I 
expect my first time, uh, ya know, with you. Not that I’m
expecting anything I just… fuck.” 

“It’s fine. I get it. Let’s get this mud off us and see 
where we go from here. Okay?” 

“Okay,” he sighs. 

We watch each other as we wash ourselves. The soap 
running down his tanned body, is such a sensual sight. He 
has several tattoos that I would’ve never known about if he 
wasn’t standing here, naked in front of me.  After we’re 
rinsed off, we both stand there under the water looking at 
each other, neither of us sure what happens next. 

Nathan pushes me backwards against the cold tiles 
and kisses me possessively, greedily. He wraps me in his 
arms and carries me out of the shower, water dripping all 
over the floor. Nathan sets me down and wraps me in a 
towel and dries my body. It’s a sweet gesture and I’m now 
dry everywhere except for one spot, a spot that’s gotten 
much wetter as the night has gone on and I want him there 
so badly. 

“So, what now, Brittany? Your clothes should be ready 
for the dryer by now. That was a long shower.” He chuckles.
“I’ll be right back,” he says, wrapping a towel around his 
waist and leaving me in the bathroom with my thoughts. 

I try to get some of the water out of my hair, then put 
my towel in the basket. I look at my reflection in the mirror 
and try to finger comb my hair to look half-ass sexy. I sigh 
and give up. As I turn around Nathan is leaning up against 
the doorway watching me. 

“You’re so much more beautiful than I ever imagined.” 

“You’ve imagined me naked, huh?” I crinkle my nose 
at him and walk toward him, trying to look seductive and 
probably failing miserably. 

“I have many times. I’ve liked you a long time,
Brittany. I’m sure you knew.” 

“I did and it was quite annoying.” His hand goes to his 
chest as if he’s heart broken. I swat his chest and he catches 
it quickly. “You were very persistent. I’m trying to put it 
nicely.” 

“I never give up on something I want, Brittany. Would 
you like a robe?” 

“Nah. I think I’m okay, unless you want me to wear 
one?” 

“I’m totally fine with this,” he says, looking at my body 
and licking his lips. 

“Nathan, I know earlier I was being a bitch.” Nathan 
chuckles and I give him a death stare. “Like I was saying, I 
know I said that I wouldn’t be with you, but I really do want 
to.” I take in his eyes and watch as they turn lust filled. 

“Brittany, I won’t lie. I’ve wanted you for so long. I just 
don’t want to fuck this up. It’s taken a long time to wear you 
down.” I laugh. “I don’t want you to wake up tomorrow and 
think you’ve made a horrible mistake.” 

My face turns sympathetic. He’s thinking about my
feelings and it’s weird. Well, not weird. It’s just guys have 
never cared that much about my feelings as Nathan does 
now. 

“I think you’re only saying this because we’ve been 
drinking. I promise, you’re not taking advantage of me.
Okay? I know what’s going on, completely. I want you just 
as much as you want me right now.” 

“I’m so fucking glad to hear you say those words, 
Brittany. I want you so fucking bad.” 

He quickly lifts me into his strong arms, my legs 
wrapping around his waist as he carries me to his bed, 
laying me down. He pounces on top of me and his eyes
pierce into mine. We’re both already completely naked, so 
there are no barriers in the way.

Nathan slowly kisses my lips, then my cheek and down 
the nape of my neck until he reaches my left breast, sucking 
it into his mouth. I gasp, arching myself into him further. 
He squeezes my other breast, making sure he’s giving 
attention to both. He nibbles the one in his mouth as he 
pinches the other, both have grown hard under his touch.
He releases the breast in his mouth and moves to the other,
giving it the same attention. I’m aching for him to move 
lower, to put his mouth over my clit.  

“Please, Nathan. I need you.” 

He lets go of my breast. “Very impatient, aren’t we?”
he asks, huskily as he kisses down my stomach, twirling his 
tongue into my bellybutton, the sensation shooting straight 
to my core. 

“This is the most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen.  I can’t 
wait to taste you.” I moan at his filthy words. He’s got me so 
wet and so ready for him. I run my fingers through his hair 
as he dips his tongue between my swollen lips. I’m having a
hard time keeping my legs open. His scruff is tickling my
thighs. He possessively spreads them wider and I moan.

“Oh. God,” I pant. He’s barely touched me. I pull him 
closer. I need more.  He chuckles and flattens his tongue 
over my clit. I swear it covers my whole pussy. He closes his 
mouth over me and sucks, flicking his tongue at the same 
time. I’ve never felt anything close to this with anyone else. 
His mouth, his tongue, he is the king of oral. I may have to 
give him that nickname for the bedroom. I’m sure he’d eat 
it right up, just like he is now. “Oh fuck. Nathan, I’m close!” 
I shout.  

He stops and slowly climbs over the top of me. “I want 
you to cum all over my dick. I want to feel you squeezing me
the first time.” Fuck. The way he talks to me, I can’t get 
enough. 

‘‘Yes. Now. I’m so close. It hurts.” He reaches into the 
nightstand and grabs a condom, quickly putting it on. He 
positions himself above me and looks down at me with such 
compassion, kisses the top of my nose and then my lips. He
brings my hands above my head, interlacing our fingers. 
With one thrust, he’s all the way in. I’m so wet. I can’t
believe we’re doing this. I can’t believe I was such a bitch 
and said no to him, pushed him away for so long. I could’ve 
been having him all this time. I’m a fucking stubborn bitch 
sometimes.

“Brittany.” I open my eyes, focusing on him. “Are you
okay?” 

“Yes,” I whisper. “More than okay.” 

That’s all he needs to hear. He begins fucking me, 
making sure to rub my clit with each thrust. I’m so fucking 
close again. I squeeze his hands and bite my lip hard. It’s 
building so deep inside of me. 

“Are you close, Brittany? I want you there with me.” 

“Yes!” I scream. “I’m cumming. I’m cumming. Harder. 
Fuck me harder,” I pant. It hits me so hard. My entire body 
is convulsing from the explosion. 

Nathan grunts as his orgasm takes over. I can feel him
throbbing inside of me.

He let’s go of my hands and rests on his elbows above 
me.

I’m trying to catch my breath, wanting to say 
something. I just can’t. I don’t know what to say after that. 
I’m speechless and that’s fucking scary. I always have 
something to say. 

“What’s wrong?” Nathan asks, his brow furrowed. 

“Nothing. Nothing’s wrong. I was trying to think of 
something to say, but I’m speechless.” 

Nathan’s eyebrows raise in surprise. “What! Brittany, 
speechless. I never thought I’d see the day.” He laughs and 
I slap him. “Ow.” He laughs, leaning in for a peck before 
rolling off me to go clean up in the bathroom. 

I lay here, thinking of our night together. I had a 
wonderful time with Nathan. I’ve learned a few things about 
him that I don’t think I would have ever known if I hadn’t 
given him a chance. He is a great cook. He has a nice, clean 
home. He’s also very sweet and a fucking fantastic lover. 
And fuck me, can he eat some pussy. It was amazing. It 
makes me smile.

“What are you smiling about?” 

“Just thinking about you,” I say as he gets in the bed 
beside me.  

“Oh yeah? At how good a lover I am?” He chuckles. 

“Among other things,” I say, hitting him. 

“Damn. You are so abusive.” 

“Well. Quit saying cocky shit and I won’t hit you.” 

“You’d think after what I just did for you, you’d be a 
little nicer to me.”  

I hit him again. “That’s the shit I’m talking about. 
Asshole.” 

“I’m just joking.” He laughs.  

“Do you think my clothes are dry by now, so you can 
take me home?”

Nathan’s face turns serious. “You don’t have to go 
home. I mean, you can stay if you want. I wouldn’t mind.
Not to mention, we did drink a lot tonight, but if you’re not 
comfortable and want to go I will take you.” 

“Wow. Way to guilt me into staying. I don’t know, 
though. Isn’t that a bit fast Nathan?” 

“I guess it is. It’s okay if you don’t want to.”

“Yeah, I think I should go home. We need to meet 
Jessa and Alex in the morning. Remember? If you don’t
think you’ve sobered up enough to drive me I can call an 
Uber.”

“That’s right. I almost forgot. That should be a blast. 
I’m not much of a tux guy.” He frowns. “I’m fine, though. 
Really. I just thought it would make you want to stay, but 
it’s cool. I’ll go grab your clothes.”  

As I watch his hot ass walk out the door I can’t help but 
wonder if I’m making a mistake. Am I being stupid? I do
kind of wanna stay. I shouldn’t, though. I’m not trying to 
rush into anything. We need to get to know each other 
better. I have a lot of questions and I need time. I’ve gone 
further than I intended already. 

Nathan wraps me in his arms before dunking me in a 
mud puddle. I come up gasping for air, confused. “What 
the fuck is wrong with you? I could’ve died.” I look at him,
waiting for an answer of why he just tried to kill me, but 
he says nothing, just laughs. I blink and he’s now standing 
beside me in a tux. He has a huge black eye and I’m
wearing a wedding dress covered in mud. Nathan is still 
laughing. 

While in the shower the next morning, I try to figure 
out the meaning of that fucked up dream. I have some weird 
ones, but since I’ve been seeing Nathan they’ve been getting 
even weirder. It must be the over thinking. 

I’m excited to try on dresses for Jessa’s wedding. I 
hope she picks something cute. I’m not wearing one of those 
fluffy, ugly ass dresses. Hell no. I don’t think she’d do that 
to me though. I wonder if I’ll get to see Nathan in his tux? I 
know I saw him wearing one in my dream, but that’s not the 
same. 

I have forty minutes until I need to be at the dress 
shop. I’m usually late to everything, so I’m gonna try my
best to be on time for once. I must admit, I’m eager to see 
Nathan, too. 

Well pat myself on the back. I pull up to the shop with 
three minutes to spare. I’m the first one here, too, and that 
surprises me with always being the last. Someone pulls up 
beside me on a motorcycle. He pulls off his need helmet. It’s 
Nathan. He smiles and winks at me. I can’t help but grin like 
a school girl.   

I get out of my car and walk over to him.

“When are you gonna take me for a ride?” 

“I thought I did last night?” He grins, showing that 

adorable dimple. “Just kidding. I can take you whenever you 
want.”

“How about after this?” 

“I can’t. I have to pick up Kayson from the ex-wife,” he 
says, looking at me sympathetically.  

“Oh. Okay. I totally understand. Maybe another time.” 
I smile. 

“Why don’t you come with me?” 

“Uh. No offense, but I’d rather not see that crazy ass 
woman. She already accused me a long time ago of fucking 
you behind her back. I’m not trying to get involved in the 
baby mama drama. Ya know what I mean?” 

“She did? She’s never trusted me. There’s good reason,
but we’ll get into that another time.” I frown, not sure 
exactly what he meant by that. I don’t care for his choice of 
words. At all. I’m not looking for another loser boyfriend 
who cheats on me. I’ve had enough of that in the past. 

“I didn’t mean that the way it sounded. I’m not nor will 
I ever be a cheater. I promise,” he says, shaking his head. I 
hope I can believe him. I am really starting to like him.
Finally letting my guard down to how annoying he can be, 
so I don’t want him fucking it up. “I always meet her at 
McDonalds. It’s more civil that way. She won’t make a fool
of herself in public. You can sit in the truck if you want? You 
won’t even have to see her.” 

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to meet your son so soon.
He will become attached to my awesomeness.” Nathan 
laughs and I join in. 

“I have no doubt, but he’s only two, Brittany. He will 
be fine. I won’t push you, if you don’t want to.”

I’m not sure what I should do. Sometimes I feel like
this, whatever this is, is going faster than other relationships 
I’ve been in, but this relationship is different. I’ve known 
Nathan a while now. Well, kinda. I don’t know much about 
his personal life. I want to. “Okay. I’ll come with you. I’m
ducking down in the seat. I don’t want to cause any issues 
when it comes to you seeing your son.” 

Nathan smiles. “Great. Not the ducking in the seat 
part. I could care less if she sees you. I can’t wait for you to 
spend time with us. Kayson’s a great kid. You’ll love him.” 

“I’m sure I will,” I say. Nathan then wraps me in his
arms. I love the warmth I feel inside myself when I’m in his 
arms. 

“Isn’t this adorable, Alex?” Jessa says as they walk up 
behind us. I turn and flip her off, releasing Nathan. 

“Shut your face. Let’s go spend your money.” I laugh, 
heading for the door. Everyone follows behind me. 

We walk inside and I look around the boutique. There 
are several dresses on one side and on the other side there’s 
a small section of tuxedoes and accessories. It shouldn’t take 
Nathan long to find a tux. Now for me on the other hand. I 
may be screwed. I love to shop online, but this wouldn’t
have been the best thing to look for online. Jessa has told 
me I need a silver dress, so that narrows it down a bit. I
know I won’t have to wear one of those ugly poufy dresses. 
You know the ones that look like cotton candy exploded. She 
wouldn’t do that to me. Jessa would be beautiful in a paper 
bag, so it won’t even matter what I choose.

Alex and Nathan go in search of a tux. I’m surprised 
that Jessa follows them, leaving me to find my own dress. It 
could be that she knows it will take me forever and she can 
help me after them. To my surprise I find myself glancing at 
a few of the wedding dresses. I wonder when it will be me 
bringing Jessa here to find her maid of honor dress for my
wedding. I’m truly in no hurry, but I feel like if it takes much 
longer I’ll never get married. I do enjoy doing what I want, 
when I want, and how I want. It will be hard for me to share 
myself and my life with someone. I’m so used to doing
everything myself. I mean everything.  

I sigh and walk towards the silver section of dresses. 
One sticks out to me and I take it from the rack and look it 
over. It’s a beautiful mid-thigh dress with thin straps that 
have a few sequins on them. It’s simple, yet elegant. I know 
it’s the first one I’ve looked at, but I think it’s the one. 

Jessa walks over. “Oh. Brittany. I love it.” 

“Me, too. Do you think it will coordinate well with 
Nathan’s?”

“He just went in to try his on. Go try it on and y’all can
stand together and we can see.” She smiles way too big, 
causing me to roll my eyes and head for the dressing room. 
I need to remember that this is all for her and I need to at 
least act happy. I mean, I am happy for her. It just makes 
me feel pathetic that I have no one in my life really. I’m not 
sure where this is going with Nathan. I’m enjoying our time
together, so that’s a good thing. I’m not sure if he’s marriage 
material, though. He has already been married, divorced, 
and has a son. None of that counts against him and I’m
pretty sure it’s all the crazy ex’s fault, but who knows. 

As I walk in Nathan is walking out and I almost lose 
my footing at how breathtaking he is all dressed up. 

“Wow! You look amazing, Nathan.” 

“You think so? I feel like a penguin or something. It’s 
so stiff,” he says, adjusting the tux. 

“I do. Quite delicious.” 

“Thanks. What did you pick out?” He reaches for my 
dress and I slap his hand away. 

“You’ll see. I’ll be out in a moment,” I say, walking 
away.  

I get the dress on and can’t believe how well it hugs my 
curves in all the right places. I walk out the door and see 
Alex, Jessa and Nathan chatting. 

“Wow. Britt. You look beautiful,” Alex says. 

Nathan turns and his mouth falls open. It makes me
giggle, and almost makes me blush.

“I love it. This is definitely the dress for you,” Jessa 
says excitedly. “Do you like it? Tell me you like it.” She looks 
expectantly at me waiting for my answer. 

“Well,” I say for effect. Jessa’s face falls. “I love it.” 
Jessa begins bouncing like a freaking child. 

Nathan clears his throat after picking his chin up off 
the floor. “Brittany, you really do look gorgeous.” I see him
adjust himself. I’m not sure if it’s because of the tux or me. 
I hope it’s me. 

“Okay. Let’s get these paid for and get outta here.” Alex 
says, slapping Jessa on the ass. 

I follow Nathan to his house and we leave in his jackedup truck to go pick up Kayson. I am a bit nervous. I hope he 
likes me. I also hope I don’t have to see his ex-wife, Tonya. 

We pull into the McDonald’s parking lot. I can feel that 
my palms are sweaty and my heart is racing. I’m not scared 
of the bitch one bit, but I just don’t want there to be any 
issues between her and Nathan and him seeing his son.  

A few minutes later I see Nathan walk out with the 
biggest smile on his face, carrying the cutest little toddler on 
his hip who is giggling at something Nathan said to him.
Seeing him with his son does something to me inside. My
heart feels like it could erupt at the sight of them together. 
Thankfully, as they approach the truck. I can now see how
much Kayson resembles his daddy. I’m so glad. His hair is 
brown and it looks like he has green eyes, also.  

A few steps behind him, Tonya walks out, hot on his 
heels. Even when she’s not pissed she looks like an evil 
bitch. She quickly catches up to them and puts her arm
around Nathan’s waist, smiling and saying something to 
Kayson. Nathan pulls away from her grasp and gives her a 
knowing look. He then glances to the truck, knowing that 
I’m inside and not wanting her to follow him and risk her 
seeing me. That would do nothing but cause more problems
for him spending time with his son. She already hates me,
and for no damn reason other than that I work with Nathan. 

Nathan opens the door, buckling Kayson into his car 
seat and hops into the driver’s seat, turning to me and 
smiles. It wasn’t quick enough though. Tonya sees me and 
her face instantly turns beet red.  

“Nathan, why is SHE with you when you’re supposed 
to be spending time with OUR son?” 

Nathan sighs. “She has a name, Tonya. You remember 
Brittany from work? We have some work to do, but it won’t 
take long. Don’t make this into something it isn’t when OUR
son is in the backseat,” he says, glaring at her with warning. 

“So that’s what you call it now? Work? Is she your
girlfriend?” She looks me over as if I’m some whore he
picked up off the side of the road. I want to say something 
so badly. I bite my tongue instead. I will not make this any 
worse. I simply smile and leave her to believe whatever she 
wants in that brain of hers.  

Tonya looks from me to Nathan, huffs and storms
away not saying another word. I’m grateful for that. I don’t 
want Kayson to see me as someone that makes his parents 
angry with one another.    

When she’s out of sight Nathan turns around to 
Kayson. “Kayson, this is my friend Brittany. Can you say 
hi?” 

Kayson looks at me and smiles, looking away 
bashfully. “Hi.” he says in the cutest little voice I’ve ever 
heard. I’m not around children, like ever, so this should be 
fun. Not that I don’t like them. I just don’t know anyone with 
children or even know what to say or do with them. I think 
he can walk and can obviously talk some.  

“Hi, Kayson. It’s so nice to meet you.” He instantly
smiles again and then giggles. 

“Kayson, Brittany is going to play with us today. Is that 
okay?” he asks, looking at him in the rearview mirror.  

Kayson nods and giggles again. He seems to be a happy 
child. I feel bad for him, that he come from a broken home. 
I couldn’t imagine how hard that will eventually be for him.
I guess it’s good that he’s going through it now, instead of 
when he gets older. This will seem like the norm for him.

We make it back to Nathan’s and little Kayson runs
right to what I’m guessing is his bedroom. He can run fast 
for such a small child with tiny legs. I follow behind him so 
I can try to get to know him a little better and hopefully win 
him over. Kayson’s sitting in the floor playing with his toy 
trucks when I walk in. He looks up at me and smiles,
reaching out to me and tapping the floor. I sit down beside 
him and push a little dump truck across the floor. He smiles 
at me, moving a bit closer as he pushes his truck along the 
floor.  

Before I know it, he’s in my lap and driving his truck 
up my arm. It tickles and I start laughing. I catch Nathan 
watching us from the doorway. He’s smiling. “I’ve made 
lunch. Kayson, let’s wash your hands and eat, okay?”  

Kayson jumps up and runs to Nathan, wrapping his 
little arms around his leg. I stand and follow behind them.
This is a new side of the Nathan I haven’t seen. He seems to 
be a great dad, and I can see Kayson loves his daddy. It is a 
wonderful thing to witness. 

After we’ve eaten PB&Js we go out to the backyard and 
roll a big ball around the grass with Kayson. A bit later he 
begins to get fussy so we all go back inside and pile on the
couch together. Nathan has Kayson in his arms and in just 
a few minutes Kayson is out like a light. 

Seeing this small child asleep, with his little mouth 
open, on Nathan’s chest is adorable. I feel an urge to move 
closer to them, but I don’t want to disturb Kayson. Nathan 
slowly stands, trying not to wake Kayson and takes him to 
his room to nap in his crib. 

I sit here and my thoughts get the best of me. I think of 
what it would be like to be responsible for another human
being. It must be terrifying at times. I can see the pluses, 
too, having someone else love you no matter what, despite 
any of your flaws, looking up to you, admiring your every 
movement. I want that someday.

Nathan comes back, sits down beside me and kisses 
my cheek. He wraps me in his arms and sighs. “I’m so glad 
you’re here. I hope you’ve enjoyed spending time with us 
today.” 

“I’m glad I came. I think Kayson is a wonderful boy. 
You’re also pretty damn sexy at this whole dad thing,” I say, 
nuzzling closer into him.

“Oh yeah?” 

“Yeah. This is new for me, being around kids and 
seeing you interact with him.” 

“I wish I was able to see him more. Tonya is such a 
bitch. She uses him as a pawn, in a way. I hate her. I’m glad 
I was with her for that short time, though, because we have 
Kayson, but all the rest of it, she’s just made my life 
miserable. I only get to have him every other weekend and 
only for one night. I meet her at the same time I picked him
up tomorrow. She treats me as if I’m a terrible person, a bad 
father. It’s just so wrong for her to be like this, especially for 
Kayson.” He sighs. 

“Why is it that way, besides her being a bitch? Why 
don’t you have joint custody?” 

“She told the judge all kinds of shit. I’m lucky I get to 
see him at all. She’s extremely manipulative.” 

“Can’t you take her back to court?” 

“It’s not that simple, Brittany. I wish it was.” 

“I don’t understand. You seem to be a great father and 
you have a nice home and job to provide for him. I just don’t 
get it.” 

“It’s a long story. He will only sleep for about an hour. 
I want to enjoy my time with you and not talk about Tonya.” 

“What did you have in mind?” I ask, lifting my head 
watching his wicked green eyes grow darker with need. I 
know what he wants and I want it too. I don’t know how this 
works with a toddler in the other room. I’m not the quietest 
person.

“Can I have a snack?” he asks, licking his lips. I know 
what that means. Fuck yeah. I want that magical tongue on 
me.

Nathan eases off the couch and onto his knees in front 
of me. He slowly unzips my jeans, I lift for him to drag them
down my legs, his eyes piercing mine the entire time. He
spreads my legs wide, leaning in, eyes never leaving mine 
and takes a deep breath before diving in. Each swipe of his 
tongue brings my nerve endings closer and closer to 
exploding. I bite my lip trying to stifle the moans that I want 
to let out. I don’t want to chance waking Kayson and 
bringing these amazing feelings to an end. 

Speaking of ends, I can feel myself getting so close, so 
close to orgasming and him lapping it up. I bite my lip 
harder, grabbing the throw pillow beside me and 
smothering myself before screaming into it. My body 
trembling, my breathing ragged from the orgasm that seems 
to go on and on. I don’t realize that I’m basically strangling
Nathan around the neck with my legs until I hear him
coughing. I’d almost thought he might have been coughing 
from choking on a pube, but I’m all trimmed there and 
everywhere else. That would have been mortifying. 

“I’m so sorry.” I giggle as he gets up from his knees. 

“I thought I saw my life flash before my eyes,” he says, 
eyes gleaming. “Death by pussy.” 

I push him back onto the couch, narrowing my eyes 
and unzip his jeans, freeing his erection. It was almost as if 
he thanked me for letting him free, straining, wanting me to 
take it into my mouth. I lick the drop of precum and he 
twitches, releasing a breath. 

I wrap one hand around the base, the other cupping 
his balls and suck the head into my mouth, teasing him ever 
so slightly with my tongue. Nathan hisses, gripping the edge 
of the couch and that’s when Kayson starts crying. I jump
up like a teenager about to be caught by her parents. Nathan
laughs, standing and zipping himself up before 
disappearing down the hall going toward his crying son. He 
wasn’t angry one bit. He will be later when he has a horrible 
case of blue balls.

Nathan emerges with a sleepy Kayson in his arms. 
Nathan smiles at me and walks to the kitchen. I stand and 
follow them. 

“I’m sorry,” I say, not sure what else to say. 

“For what?” He chuckles. “It’s not your fault. It 
happens. I hope you understand,” he says and looks away, 
making Kayson a sippy cup of milk. 

“Of course I do. He’s your son, Nathan,” I say, touching 
Kayson’s little chubby face. He gives me a sleepy smile 
before burying his face into Nathan’s shoulder. 

“I’m gonna go so you can have some alone time with
Kayson, okay?” 

“Are you sure? I don’t mind if you stay. I don’t think 
Kayson would either.”

“I should go. Call me tomorrow and maybe we can 
hang out after you drop him off.” Nathan’s face falls. Shit. I 
didn’t mean it like that. “I didn’t mean that I don’t like 
spending time with the both of you. I had so much fun
today. I just feel like I’m interfering. Kayson needs his time
with you.” 

Nathan nods. “I’m glad you had fun with us. Kayson is 
my life and I am so glad you understand and still want to 
spend time with me.” 

“It doesn’t bother me at all that you have a child. You 
are the first person I’ve dated with one, but it is not a deal 
breaker by any means.” 

“We’re dating?” Nathan smiles. 

“That’s what you got from that? Yeah. Well, I guess we
are. Aren’t we? We spend time together and we’re definitely 
more than just friends,” I say, playing with the hem in my 
shirt. 

Nathan walks me to the door and I turn to kiss him,
but not sure if I should with Kayson in his arms. I step 
forward for a side hug. Surprisingly, Kayson reaches out for 
me. I look up at Nathan and he smiles. I take Kayson into
my arms and he hugs me so tight, pressing his little cheek 
against mine. Holding this small child in my arms is like 
nothing I’ve experienced. I suddenly feel like my heart is 
full. I’m happy, relaxed, so many feelings just by holding
him in my arms. I can’t help but close my eyes and breathe 
him in, hearing him breathe and feeling his little chest rise 
and fall. I think he likes me and it pleases me very much. 

Nathan brings me out of my moment. “Tell Brittany
bye Kayson.” 

“Bye,” he says before reaching for his daddy.  

Nathan seems so happy. He hugs me and kisses my
cheek. “I’ll call you tomorrow and we can make a plan. Wait. 
Crap. I have something I need to do tomorrow night. I guess 
I’ll see you Monday okay?” 

“Okay,” I say, skeptically walking out the door.

I sit in the driver’s seat of my Mercedes trying to deal 
with all the feelings I have right now. Holding Kayson in my
arms felt so right and it almost scared me. I never expected 
to feel like that with him. He’s a great kid.  

I had a great time with them up until I walked out. I 
wonder what Nathan has to do that he couldn’t just tell me?
Does he have another girl on the side or something? I know
he’d said he isn’t seeing anyone else. Why else wouldn’t he 
just tell me? 

I couldn’t sleep last night. I can’t seem to quit thinking 
about Nathan and what he’s up to. I know he meets the bitch 
soon to drop Kayson off. I’m not normally the nosy 
girlfriend, or whatever I am, but I’m not going to let him
fuck me over. I don’t need this shit. I have a vibrator and an 
awesome realistic dildo for emergencies. Fuck. Who am I 
kidding, they’re not even close to his tongue or his dick. 

My phone rings. What do ya know? It’s Nathan. I
wonder if his plans fell through. 

“Hello.” Let’s see what he’s got to say. 

“Brittany, are you busy right now?” He sounds weird. 

“No. Why?” 

“Could you come over to my place and watch Kayson 
for a bit?”  

“Why? Aren’t you meeting the I mean Tonya to drop 
him off?” 

“Yes. Well I’m supposed to, but she didn’t show up and 
isn’t answering her phone. I need to go see what’s going on. 
It’s not like her to not answer when I have Kayson and she’s
never not been there to pick him up.” 

‘’There isn’t anyone else that can do it? I’m not exactly 
Mary Poppins.” 

“Brittany, I have no family here. Tonya and I moved 
here for my job at Rogan.” 

“Oh. Okay. Yeah. I’ll leave now.” 

“Thank you, Brittany.” I don’t respond, hanging up 
and throwing my shoes on, I walk out the door. 

On the drive to Nathan’s, I’m suddenly nervous as 
fuck. I’ve never watched a child by myself in my entire life. 
It couldn’t be that hard, but that doesn’t ease my mind of 
the ‘what if’ feelings. I’m full of those. 

I walk up to Nathan’s door and he opens it before I can
knock. He looks flustered and scared. 

“I just laid Kayson down for his nap. He shouldn’t
wake up for a couple of hours. I’ll be back before he does for
sure. Thank you so much for doing this. Call me if you need 
anything at all.” He kisses my cheek and hurries past me out 
the door, running to his car. It roars to life and he flies down
the driveway, out of sight. 

I sit on the couch and look around, not sure exactly 
what to do. I could get up and snoop around, but that’s not 
who I am. I turn on the smart TV instead. It’s different than 
mine. I see several files like Netflix, Hulu, a few movies he’s 
saved and a few files that are locked. I bet it’s his porn 
collection. Typical man. I see he likes The Big Bang Theory, 
too. He has a few saved and a few he hasn’t watched yet. I 
decide to watch the ones he’s watched. 

About two hours later, Nathan walks through the door 
rolling a big suitcase behind him. What the hell is going on? 
As he gets closer I can tell that his face is puffy and red. He
looks nothing like the man I saw a while ago. 

“What’s wrong?” I ask, walking over to him.

“I went to Tonya’s and she wouldn’t answer the door.
Her car was in the driveway. I thought she was still pissed 
off about yesterday, but when I threatened to call the police 
and still not a word from inside I knew something was 
wrong so I did call the police. They arrived a few minutes 
later and kicked in the door,” he says, taking a seat on the 
couch and buries his face in his hands. “She was dead on the 
kitchen floor. Probably since last night.” 

“Oh my God! What happened?” 

“They aren’t sure yet. There wasn’t forced entry or 
anything that looked out of the ordinary. They will do an 
autopsy and let me know. She didn’t have any health issues, 
though. It doesn’t make any sense.” 

“I’m so sorry, Nathan. What can I do to help?”

Nathan sighs, looking up at me. “Will you just hold 
me? Please.”

The look in his eyes, fear, sadness, it’s too much. My
eyes fill with tears as I wrap him in my arms and hold him
close. 

“Kayson will never know his mother. He won’t be able
to remember her. He’s too young to understand why she 
isn’t here for him anymore. I don’t know what to do.” 

“It will be okay, Nathan. I’m here for you.” He squeezes 
me and begins to sob into my neck. When a man cries, no 
matter the reason, it guts me. I’m trying to be strong for 
him, but the tears are rolling down my face. 

“I haven’t been in love with her for a long time, but I 
did love her. Tonya gave me Kayson. She was a horrible 
wife, but she was a great mother. I just can’t believe she’s 
gone.” 

“I know this is none of my business, but since she had 
primary custody, where does that leave Kayson now?”

Nathan sits up, looking at me. “I don’t know.” He looks 
terrified. “The officer allowed me to pack some of Kayson’s 
things to bring back here and stay with me for a couple of 
days, but I’ll need to call the lawyer on Monday.” 

“Nathan, from what I’ve seen you’re a great dad. I don’t 
see why you wouldn’t get custody of him.” 

“There’s a lot to the story, Brittany. Tonya made me
look bad. There was some truth to what she had told the 
courts and many things that were made to seem worse than
they were. I’m not sure if I will get him. I’m so worried for 
him. I don’t know what’s going to happen. I need to figure 
all this out and fast.” 

“I don’t understand. You have a nice home and a good 
job to provide for him. It makes no sense for you to feel that 
way. You’re his father.”

“Rogan Construction isn’t my only source of income, 
Brittany,” he says, standing and pacing the floor. 

“I kinda figured that. Will you just tell me? Are you a 
stripper?” 

Nathan laughs and sniffles. “No, it’s nothing like that.” 
He rubs his face, completely overwhelmed with everything 
and I’m sitting here pressuring him and making it worse. I
need to know. Maybe I can help in some way.

“Then what’s it like? Why won’t you tell me?” 

“It’s just not something I share. There isn’t anyone that 
knows except for the others that are involved.” 

“Oh my God! You do porn?”  

“What? Fuck. Brittany. No. I’m sure I could though,” 
he says, wiggling his eyebrows. 

“Ha. I’d keep my day job if I were you,” I laugh.

“Wow. That hurts,” he says, grabbing his chest. 

“Stop avoiding the question, Nathan. What is it? Just 
fucking tell me. Is it that bad you think I wouldn’t see you 
anymore?” 

“I’m not sure. I hope not. Could I just bring you 
sometime? It would be easier that way. It sounds worse than 
it is.” 

“That scares me a little.” 

“I promise it will be fine,” he says, sitting down beside 
me. “Would you stay tonight? I mean. If you want to?” 

“I can. Anything you need.”

“Thank you. I just don’t want to be alone. I know
Kayson’s here, but he doesn’t have the biggest vocabulary, 
ya know.” I giggle. 

“Didn’t you have something you needed to do 
tonight?” 

“Fuck. Yes. I do, but I just can’t go. I need to be here 
with Kayson.”

“Okay. It’s oaky. I’m here for you.” 

Nathan joins me and sits beside me on the couch. His 
eyes search mine. I’m not sure what he’s looking for. Maybe 
the truth, maybe if I’m scared. He grabs my hands, looking 
at them joined together then looking up at me. “Thank you 
so much, Brittany. You have no idea how much it means to 
me that you’re here with me.” He leans in and kisses my lips.
I feel them quiver, and as he pulls away I see a tear fall down 
his face. “I can’t believe I’m crying in front of you,” he says, 
wiping the falling tears from his face. “I know this is an 
intense situation and I wouldn’t blame you if it’s too much 
for you. If you want to leave, I’d understand.”

“Nathan, it wasn’t very long ago that I couldn’t even 
stand to look at you. You drove me freaking crazy, but those 
feelings have slowly diminished. I might even care for you, 
Nathan,” I say, running my fingers across his knuckles. I 
can’t make myself look at him, though. It’s hard for me to 
admit these feelings. I don’t open up like this much, if ever. 
I’ve been burned too many times by assholes and I don’t 
want it to happen again. My heart just can’t take it. 

I always seem to be hard on the outside. I guess it’s a
shield I have. But on the inside, I have feelings like everyone 
else and I’m sick of them being shit on and being fucked 
over. 

Nathan doesn’t really seem to be that kind of man, one
that will hurt me, but with this other side of him that I don’t 
know about, I’m still hesitant and my shield is up. I’m
armed and ready for whatever it may be that he’s hiding. I’m
just not sure if I can handle it. I’ll give him a little time to 
tell me with what’s happened today and what he’s about to 
face with fighting for his son. 

The rest of the day is kind of like a dream, a weird
dream and I know all too well about those. Nathan seems a 
bit lost. He takes care of his son and I help where I can, even 
though I have no fucking idea what I’m doing. 

Kayson hasn’t a clue of anything that’s happened, and 
probably never will. He’s so young. There’s no reason to try.
He has asked for his mommy a few times and I could see the
pain in Nathan’s eyes, but he’s handled it well. He’s staying 
strong for his son. 

Night falls and Nathan gives Kayson a bath and rocks 
him to sleep, placing him in his crib. We go to bed shortly 
after. Nathan holds me close and falls asleep quickly. It was 
a stressful day for him. I feel so bad for him and for Kayson. 
They have a tough road ahead of them. I plan on being here 
to help them both through it if I can be. I guess it all depends 
on Nathan.  

I try to turn my brain off. I concentrate on the sound 
of Nathan’s breathing and feeling his chest rise and fall 
against me. It doesn’t take long for me to fall asleep in his 
arms. 

I wake shortly after to Kayson calling for his mommy. 
Nathan is in a deep sleep so I quietly get up and go to
Kayson.

When I walk into his room, he’s standing in his crib 
and instantly smiles when he sees me. I pick him up and 
walk over to the rocking chair and sit with him for a few
minutes, humming a tune that I have no idea what it is, but 
it works. I can hear his tiny breaths and feel his now 
weightless body against me. The feeling in my chest feels so 
weird right now. I can’t figure it out. Holding him close 
makes me feel so peaceful.  

I’m startled awake. Nathan is standing above me, 
smiling.  

“Brittany, come back to bed.” 

I look down and realize I’m still in Kayson’s room, 
holding him. I easily stand and place him back in his crib
being careful not to wake him.

We walk back to bed and say nothing. I’m not sure how
I feel right now. Kayson melts my heart. I would never try 
to replace his mother and I don’t want Nathan to feel that I 
am. I just wanted to help.  

“Thank you,” Nathan says as we climb back into bed. 
That’s all he can manage before the tears begin to fall again. 

“I’m so sorry if I overstepped. He woke up and you
were sleeping and I didn’t want to bother you and I figured 
I could handle it.”

“Don’t be sorry, Brittany. That’s not why I’m upset. 
The sight when I walked into Kayson’s room was… I’m not 
even sure how to explain it. I felt so many emotions. Kayson 
likes you, Brittany. Seeing you with him just makes it all too 
real that he will never have that again with Tonya.” 

“He’s so great, Nathan, just the sweetest and I’m glad 
he’s warmed up to me so quickly. I’m sure he will be okay.
It will just take some time.” 

Nathan pulls me close again and kisses me; we lay 
there a bit not speaking. I hear him sniffle a few times before 
we fall back to sleep. 

“Mommy! Mommy!” I hear a child screaming. It’s
getting on my fucking nerves. Where is this kids mother? I 
look around the park, wondering why I’m even here. There 
are several families here. “Mommy! Mommy!” I turn 
quickly and see a child running. He gets closer and closer 
and I realize the screaming child is Kayson.  “Mommy! 
Mommy!” He says before wrapping himself around my
leg, looking up at me and smiling from ear to ear. I’m so 
confused. Why is he calling me his Mommy? 

“Brittany. Brittany. Are you okay?” Nathan says, 
lightly shaking me awake. Oh, thank fuck. It was a dream. I 
sit up quickly. 

“Yes. I’m fine. Why?” I say groggily.  

“You seemed to be having a bad dream.”  

“No. It wasn’t really bad, just weird.” 

“Wanna talk about it?” 

“Oh. No. No. I’m fine. How are you and Kayson? 
Where is he?” I’d almost forgotten about the real-life 
nightmare of yesterday.  

“I’m okay and Kayson’s fine. He’s playing with his 
trucks in his room. I was thinking of going to get some 
donuts, if you’re hungry?” 

“That sounds nice. I could stay here with Kayson if 
you’d like?” 

“Are you sure? I can take him with me.” 

“Don’t be silly. I’m sure I can handle it.”

“I know you can. He seems to like you. I also wanted to 
say thank you again for getting him back to sleep for me. I’m
not sure how I didn’t hear him. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. It was totally fine. It was a hard day for you. 
I understand and didn’t mind at all. Really.” I smile. 

“How many people get to see this side of you?” he asks, 
pulling me to him and kissing my forehead.

“I’m not always a bitch. It was just easy for you to bring 
it out when you bugged the shit out of me all the time. Have 
you ever heard less is more?” 

“Ha-ha, very funny,” he says, pinching my ass. “If 
you’re sure you’re fine, I’ll go get the donuts?” 

“Go. I’ll play trucks with him.” 

“Okay. I’ll have my phone if you need me,” he says, 
stealing a kiss and walking out the door. I hear him
explaining to Kayson that I’m going to play trucks with him
while he goes to get donuts. 

“Do-ut.” I hear Kayson say, excitedly. “Where Brit-ey? 
Play truck, daddy.”

I walk into Kayson’s room and kneel on the floor 
beside him. “Hi, Kayson!” I reach for a truck and roll it on 
the floor, looking up at him and smiling making silly truck 
sounds. He giggles and scoots closer to me.  

“I’ll be right back,” Nathan says, chuckling on his way 
out the door. I know he wasn’t in love with Tonya, but he
did have love for her. I’m just glad he’s handling this okay,
or at least he seems to be. 

We play trucks for a few minutes and then he brings 
me a book about trucks. He’s loves trucks. Kayson sits in my
lap as I read it to him.

After I finish reading the story, Kayson gets up. “Britey hugs,” he says, wrapping his little arms around my neck. 
I return the hug and tickle his little belly. He screams and 
giggles and screams some more.

Nathan comes running into the bedroom. “What’s 
going on?” He looks panicked, but as soon as he realizes 
what’s happening he gets in the floor with us and joins in on
tickling Kayson. We’re laughing together along with Kayson 
screaming and rolling around the floor. 

“I’m sorry. We were just playing. After trucks, I read 
him a book. He gave me a hug and I started tickling him. I 
didn’t mean to scare you.”  

“It’s fine, really. It did scare me until I walked in and 
could tell that he wasn’t screaming from pain, just torture.” 
He chuckles.

“Come on, Kayson. Let’s go eat some donuts,” Nathan 
says, reaching for him.

“Yay! Do-uts. Brit-ey, do-uts!” he says, jumping 
around. I can’t help but laugh at his adorable excitement 
and looking up at his gorgeous father who is smiling, too. 
Kayson is what will get him through this. I have to help him
in getting custody. He needs to open up to me so I can do
that. 

We all gather around the table, Kayson in his booster 
chair with a few donut holes and a sippy cup of milk.  

“So, what do y’all have planned for the day?” I ask. 

“I’m not too sure. I need to get prepared for the call 
with the case worker, but I just want to spend the day with 
Kayson. Maybe we could go to the park or something. 
Would you like to come with us?” 

“Park. Daddy. Park!” Kayson’s definitely up for that. 

“I would love to, but I really need to get home and take 
care of some stuff and get ready for work tomorrow.” I 
search his face. I don’t want to leave him if he needs me. He
does look a bit disappointed. “What if I come back later?”

“You don’t have to do that, unless you want to. I’ll be 
fine here. I won’t lie though. I do love being with you and 
having you here.”

“Okay. I’ll go home for a while and then I’ll come back 
later. Will that be okay?” 

“Sounds wonderful. Maybe we can have some alone 
time after Kayson goes to sleep.” 

“That sounds wonderful.” I stand and give him a hug 
and walk over to Kayson and tell him bye and give him a hug 
too. I didn’t expect it at all, but Kayson kisses my cheek. 
“Bye Brit-ey.” 

I turn and look at Nathan, who’s watching us. He
smiles. “He’s just like his daddy.” 

“That he is,” I say, smiling and grab my purse and wave 
as I walk out the door.  

I get in my car, start it, but don’t drive away yet. I take 
a few deep breaths. This has been one crazy weekend. The 
selfish bitch in me thinks about what the hell I’m doing here. 
How am I in a relationship with a man that has a child? Am
I going to be able to do this? Can I support Nathan? I don’t 
know what the hell I’m doing. Now Tonya’s dead and I hope 
Nathan will get custody of him. Can I do this? I’m scared. I 
can’t imagine how Nathan feels right now. 

I need to not be the selfish bitch and think about the 
what ifs. I need to take this one day at a time. I care for 
Nathan. I want to see where this could go with him. He
makes me happy and Kayson, that adorable little boy 
doesn’t have a mother. I’m not saying I could be his mother 
or even attempt to take her place, but he is warming up to 
me. I don’t need to get attached to him so quickly, but it’s
hard. He’s so loveable. I don’t know where my relationship 
with Nathan is going. I need to protect my heart. 

I’m glad I’m going home for a bit. I was getting so 
consumed in the moment. I just need time to myself and 
some time to think. I do need to do laundry and shit, too,
not to mention I need a shower and clean clothes. 

Maybe I should call Jessa. She could give me some
advice on all of this. I don’t know if Nathan would be okay 
with me talking about his personal life, though. I wouldn’t
want people talking about my business. I guess I shouldn’t. 
Wine. I need wine and some time in my hot tub. That will
help me.

After two glasses of wine and relaxing in the hot tub, I 
took a shower and packed a bag. I did a load of laundry and 
feel so much better. Nothing has changed. I’m still 
concerned about Nathan, Kayson and where I fall into their 
lives. 

I’m now sitting in my car again, ready to drive back to 
Nathan’s with a clearer head. I guess. On the way, there I 
text Nathan letting him know I’ on my way and that I’m
picking up dinner for us. All kids like pizza, right? He said 
that would be great, so I’m guessing he likes pizza. I get a 
cheese just to be safe.

As I get walk up to the house I can hear Kayson inside. 
He sounds like he’s giving his daddy a hard time. He’s
screaming and crying as I walk through the door. “Mommy. 
I want mommy!” he yells. I look to Nathan and he looks
defeated.

“Hi, Kayson!” I say, trying to distract him and it works. 
He stops and runs to me.  

“Brit-ey,” he says, wrapping his arms around my leg.  
I set the pizza down on the nearest counter and lift him

into my arms. “What’s wrong buddy? Are you hungry?” I 
know what he wants, but I’m hoping I can distract him. “I 
have pizza for you. Would you like some pizza?” I ask and 
tickle his ribs. He giggles. 

I look to Nathan and he mouths a thank you. He looks 
like he’s on the verge of tears or a breakdown; or maybe 
both. “Let’s go wash our hands, okay?’’ He nods and I walk 
him to the half bath. 

When we return, Nathan has dished pizza out for each 
of us. I set Kayson in his booster seat and sit next to Nathan. 
I grab his hand under the table. He looks at me. I can’t tell 
exactly what he’s thinking right now and that bothers me. 
He’s usually easy to read, but I’m also not used to these 
situations with him. At work, he’s always happy and way too 
flirty. 

I give his hand a reassuring squeeze and smile at him.
He smiles back, but there’s something missing. He just 
seems defeated or maybe he’s just stressed out by 
everything. 

Kayson seems to have more pizza on his face than he’s
gotten in his mouth. I start laughing hysterically. Kayson 
begins laughing, too. He doesn’t even know why I’m
laughing. He’s probably laughing at me because of my 
outburst of laughter. I probably look like a crazy person. 
Nathan looks between us, our laughter contagious and he 
joins in with us. I’m so happy to see him smiling and 
laughing. I miss this man.

After dinner, Nathan gives Kayson a bath and gets him
to sleep. He joins me on the couch after he’s taken a shower, 
himself. I wanted to join him, but I thought he might need 
some time alone to think and regroup. 

Nathan takes my hands in his. “Brittany, I want you to 
know how grateful I am that you’re here. You’ve been so 
helpful to the both of us. I know when we started dating this 
wasn’t exactly how you saw this going. I know you could’ve 
just given up on me and been done, but you didn’t. In the 
back of my mind, when you left earlier, I wasn’t sure if you’d
come back,” he pauses, and looks down at our joined hands.
“I don’t blame you if you want to go.”

“Stop it. Stop fucking talking like that. I’ll be honest, I 
did think a lot about all of this and where we are and all that 
shit, but I’m here aren’t I? I chose to be here. I want to be 
here. Now please stop it and kiss me already.”

Nathan places his hands on each side of my face, 
forcefully pulling me into him and kisses me with such 
urgency. It’s exactly what I want, exactly what I need right 
now in this moment. I need him. He needs me. We can help
each other. 

I moan into his mouth, breaking the kiss. “Take me to 
bed.” 

He lifts me into his arms and carries me to his room. 
We fall into bed together, kissing, hands all over each other. 
I need this so much, but I know Nathan needs it even more. 
I want to make him feel good. I owe him. We were
interrupted the last time I tried to please him.

I pull away quickly. Nathan’s eyes scan my face with 
worry. I push him onto the bed and rip his button-up shirt 
open. Buttons fly everywhere. I feel powerful and the look 
of shock and amusement on his face is worth it. I sit on top 
of him and kiss his lips and slowly kiss down his neck and 
nibble his earlobe, then continuing down his chest. I pinch 
his nipple and he lets out a yelp, but I feel his hardness 
pressing into my ass. He likes it.  

I look up at him as I kiss down his rippling stomach 
and lick a circle around his bellybutton. His eyes are 
smoldering with need. He knows what’s coming. I’m
honestly a bit nervous. This is the first time that I’m giving 
him head. I’m not worried about doing it. I know I’m good 
at it. It’s just the first time is always different. I want him to 
love it. Well, not too much. I still want him to fuck me
senseless after. 

Here goes nothing. I slowly unzip his jeans, building 
the anticipation, my my eyes never leaving his. His eyes are 
hooded and hungry and still beautiful in the moonlit room. 
He lifts for me as I pull his jeans and boxer briefs down. I 
scrape my nails down his sides as I go. His dick springs free, 
straining, ready for my mouth.  

“Brittany, please.” The sound of him begging me. I 
fucking love it. I love being in control. I thrive on it. He
doesn’t know it, but him doing that will make this even 
better for him.

“Again. Say it again, Nathan. Beg me. I promise it will 
be worth it.”   

The look in his eyes, gleaming.  “Brittany, I said please. 
Now. I need you.”  

I wrap one hand around the base, he twitches in my 
hand. I look up and see a smirk on his face. He’s fucking 
with me. This isn’t how this works. I flick my tongue along 
the tip and narrow my eyes in warning. His smile disappears 
and his mouth opens slightly. I take him in slowly and go 
deep, not wasting any time. A hiss slips past his lips and he 
grips the sheets. I love knowing that it’s me affecting him
like this. It gives me more confidence. I start sucking harder, 
going deeper and faster. He moans loudly. “Fuck. Brittany,” 
he moans. “It feels so good. Slow down. I don’t want to cum.
I want you.” 

I release him with a pop. “I want you, too.” 

He pulls my hair gently toward him. “Come here. Ride
me.”

“Where are your condoms?” He reaches over, 
searching in the side table drawer pulling one out and hands 
it to me.  

“You put it on me,” he says, watching me as I take it 
and tear it open with my teeth. I’ve only done this a couple
of times and it’s definitely not something you want to do 
wrong.

I roll the condom down his length as far as it will go. 
He watches me as I do it. He twitches it in my hand. With
the lube on the condom it basically falls out of my hand and 
he chuckles.

He is such a masculine man and when I hear that 
chuckle escape his lips, it’s the cutest fucking thing I’ve ever 
heard. It’s so much better than him steadily bugging the 
fuck out of me like he does at work. I wish I hadn’t been such 
a bitch all those months. I’d always thought he was hot as 
fuck, and those tattoos… fuck, but he drove me insane.  

He twitches again, pulling me from my thoughts. “Are 
you okay? Where’d you go?” 

“Sorry. I was just thinking about you.” 

“Really. About me huh? Like what? How awesome I 
am?” He laughs. 

“Well, that and about what a bitch I was to you for so 
long. I just think that maybe if I’d given you a chance sooner, 
maybe you wouldn’t have driven me crazy. I don’t know. 
Maybe we would have been together longer, ya know?” 

“I get it. I agree. I tried to tell you that a dozen times, 
but you’re so damn stubborn,” he says, grabbing me around 
the waist and flipping me with him on top of me. I yelp and 
giggle, but I’m so turned on at how strong he is. 

His eyes narrow. “You aren’t always right, Brittany. 
Sorry to break it to you. I told you we could be great 
together.” He reaches between my legs and rubs my swollen 
clit. “Say it. Say I was right.” 

I laugh. He can’t be serious. “I’m always right,” I giggle. 
His eyes narrow again, a finger entering me slowly. My
giggle turns into a moan.  

“Say it, Brittany. Let go. You don’t always need to have 
control.” He adds another finger, circling inside me. It feels 
so good, but I want him inside me. 

“Come on, Nathan. I want you. Please.” 

“I want you, too.” He stops, leaving his fingers inside. 
“Just give me what I want and I’ll give you what you want.”

I groan. He’s about to piss me off. I’m getting 
frustrated, sexually frustrated. I don’t like how well he 
thinks he knows me, but he does. “Fine. Fuck. You were 
right, okay. Now fuck me.” 

“I know. Thanks for admitting it. It wasn’t that hard, 
was it?” he asks, thrusting into me.  

“Fuck.” I gasp. “Fuck me, please. I’ll tell you whatever 
you want. Just don’t stop.” 

Nathan leans down on his elbows, gripping my hair in
his hand. I love it like this.

“Do you like that? Do you like it rough, Brittany?” he 
asks, going in deep. 

“Yes,” I moan.  

He lets go of my hair, skimming my cheek before
wrapping his hand around my throat. I know Nathan 
wouldn’t do anything to hurt me. As soon as the panic rises,
it disappears with a need inside. It does something to me. 
No man has ever done this to me, but I fucking love it. It 
brings something out in me and I want more. 

“That’s right,” he says, going deeper than before, 
rubbing my clit each time. “Don’t fight it, Brittany. Let go. 
Let me make you feel good.”

I’m so close. So, fucking close. He owns my body right
now. How he knows what I need, I’m confused, I feel 
defeated and then relief when my orgasm rockets through 
my body, so intense. I feel like I might pass out. I’ve never
had an orgasm of this magnitude in my entire life. I thought 
his tongue was good. Fuck. This man is amazing in so many
ways.

As my climax begins to fade, but still convulsing 
around him, he begins pounding into me again and again, 
rushing towards his own. He grunts and grips my neck 
pulling me close, pressing our foreheads together. Both of 
us glistening with sweat. He kisses me chastely. I feel him
begin to tremble and moving at a torturous slow rhythm 
inside me. I can feel myself getting close to another orgasm. 
I’m not sure if I can handle another like the last.

“Brittany,” he groans. “Are you close?” 

“Yes. Nathan, go. I’m there. Go.” 

“Oh, Brittany. You feel so fucking good. You’re so 
beautiful. I don’t think I can ever get enough of you.” 

“Nathan!” I scream, wrapping my arms around his 
neck, pulling him in as close as possible. “Oh God. Nathan. 
I’m cumming.”

“You’re so sexy,” he grunts and then a loud moan 
escapes his lips as they crash against mine. I can feel the 
heat and feel him pulsing inside of me.

We lie here, trying to catch our breath. Nathan doesn’t 
say anything. He kisses me before going to the bathroom to 
clean up. 

I can’t believe all the feelings I just experienced with 
him. I have to be careful. I felt as if could have let the L word 
slip out and that would have been insane. Yes, I’ve known 
him a while, but not really knowing him personally. Not to 
mention, we haven’t been seeing each other for very long.  I 
did feel it. I wonder if he did, too.

Nathan returns and climbs in beside me, kissing my
bare shoulder. 

“Please stay like this.” 

“Like what? Naked?” 

“Yes, please,” he says, pulling me close and kissing my
head.

It doesn’t take long before we’re both asleep after that 
amazing workout. 

“Mommy! Mommy! Mommy!” Kayson is screaming
and crying out for his mother. It breaks my heart for this 
poor baby. He doesn’t understand why he can’t see his 
mother, why she isn’t here for him, why she doesn’t hold 
him, sing to him, love him. I can’t imagine what’s going 
through his little mind. 

I sit up and wipe the sleep out of my eyes. It’s six-thirty 
and I need to get ready for work. 

“I bet he’s hungry,” Nathan says sleepily, sitting up and 
stretching those strong arms above his head. “I’ll be right 
back.” He puts on his briefs, going to Kayson. I hurry and 
dress quickly before they come back. I don’t need to give the 
little boy nightmares. 

As they come back into the bedroom, Kayson now has 
a sippy cup of milk and a smile on his face. He will be okay. 
It will just take some time getting used to his mother being 
gone. 

“I need to do my hair and make-up and leave for work.”

“Okay. Do you want some breakfast before you leave? 
I can make you something.”

“Thank you, but I don’t need to be late. Jessa would 
never let me hear the end of it. Will you call me and let me
know what the social worker says?” 

“I will. I’m concerned. I don’t want her to take him 
from me.” 

“Nathan, don’t worry. I think everything will be fine. If 
you want to give her my number, you can. I could be like a 
reference for you.” 

“You’d do that for me?” 

“Of course I would. Anything to help. No matter what 
Tonya told the courts and the social worker, I know the 
truth. Well, most of it. Speaking of which, we will be getting
to that. You’re not keeping anything from me, especially if 
I’m sticking my neck out to help you. Got it?” 

“Yes. I will. I was going to see if Jessa wouldn’t mind 
keeping Kayson for a couple of hours tonight. I need to go
tonight, anyway, and I wanted you to come along, if you 
want to?” 

“Hell yes. I’ve been dying to know your little secret. I 
gotta go, call me and let me know, and if you need anything
at all, call me.” I give him a quick kiss when Kayson isn’t 
looking.

I sit at my desk, letting out a sigh. I enjoyed my
weekend with Nathan and Kayson. It took a turn for the 
worst for a bit. It’s crazy how someone’s life can change so 
quickly. Nathan was just saying how he wanted more time
with his son. I know he didn’t want it this way, though.  

“Hey, bitch!” Jessa says, walking in the door. How’s 
she’s so damn cheery this early I’ll never know. “Damn. 
What’s up with you? Are you okay?” 

“I look that bad huh?” 

“Not exactly. You just seem a bit off.” 

“It’s been a crazy weekend.” 

“Oh, do tell,” she says, hurrying over to my desk and 
pulling up a chair. 

“It’s not what you think. Well, last night was. Nathan’s 
ex was found dead in her house Saturday.”

“What? What happened?”

“She wasn’t there to pick up Kayson after Nathan had 
him for the night. He thought she was pissed at seeing me
with him when he picked him up Friday night and that she 
was just being her crazy, bitchy self. He called me and I 
watched Kayson for him while he went to her house. She 
didn’t answer the door so he called the police. That’s where 
they found her, dead on the floor. They’re not sure what 
happened yet.” 

“Holy shit. How are they handling it?” 

“Nathan seems to be better now, but Kayson cries for 
her. It’s so sad, Jessa.” 

“That’s so terrible. What do you think happened to 
her?” 

“I have no idea. Nathan said she was healthy.” 
“Weird.” 

“It is. Do you think you could watch Kayson for a 
couple of hours tonight?” 

“Uh. Yeah, I guess I could. Why?” 

“Nathan wants to show me something. I’m not too sure
exactly.” I don’t want to lie to her. Technically, I’m not lying. 
I don’t know what he wants to show me, but it’s not my
secret to tell. “Thanks, Jessa.” 

“Sure. So, are you going to continue seeing him?” 

“I thought about it a lot. If you say a word, I’ll hit you. 
You were right. I needed to give him a chance. Once I got 
past him relentlessly asking me out and flirting with me and 
putting my bitchiness aside, I see the side of him that 
everyone else sees. I guess he finally wore me down. I do like 
him a lot.” 

Jessa smiles. “I’m so glad to hear that, but what about 
now with everything that happened over the weekend?” 

“I still feel the same, maybe even more, and Kayson is 
the cutest, sweetest baby ever. I’ve never been around kids. 
I didn’t think I’d ever be able to be with a guy with a kid, but 
I like him.” 

“I’m happy for you, if you’re happy.”

“I am. I really am.” Jessa hugs me before going back to 
her desk.

Lunch rolls around and I still haven’t heard from
Nathan. I can’t wait any longer.  
It rings a couple of times before he picks up. “Hey, 
beautiful. How’s work?”

“What? Oh. It’s fine. Have you talked to the social 
worker yet?” 

“Yes. Sorry I forgot to call. I’ve kinda had my hands full 
with Kayson.”

“Well? What did she say?” 

“She wants to see updated financial records and wants 
to come by the house. She also wants to talk to people that 
are in my life. I gave her your name and number, along with
Alex, Jessa, George and a couple other people I know here 
in town. If that all checks out fine, she said I could get 
temporary custody until the court date, which is in two 
months.

“That’s great news, Nathan. I’m so happy for you. I 
talked with Jessa and she said she would watch Kayson for 
a couple of hours.” 

“What was the reason for watching him?” 

“I just told her you needed to show me something.” 

“Okay. Great. I’ll pick you up at nine o’clock okay? 
Wear black.”

“Oookay. I’ll see you then.” I hang up and wonder why 
the hell I need to wear black. This really gets my mind to 
wondering. What has he gotten himself into? 

The rest of the work day drags ass. I get home at sixthirty and the first thing I do is take my stupid bra off and 
lay on the couch for a bit to reboot.  
A bit later, I peel myself off the couch and jump in the 
shower, making sure to shave everywhere. After I get out, I 
search my closet for something black. My closet looks like a 
rainbow threw up in it. We know black isn’t a color of the 
rainbow. I find a little black dress. One of the only black 
outfits I have. I hope this will be okay. I find a cute pair of 
open toed heels to match. I pull my hair up into a sleek 
ponytail. I feel like I’m getting ready for a blind date or a 
funeral. I wish I knew what the hell I was getting ready for. 

Nine o’clock rolls around and I see Nathan pull into the 
driveway. I hurry into the kitchen and toss back a shot of
Crown to take the edge off as the doorbell rings. I yell, 
“Come in!” 

“Brittany? Where are you?” 

“In the kitchen.”  

Nathan enters the kitchen, stopping mid step. “Fuck, 

Brittany. You can’t wear that.” 

“Why the hell not?” I frown. I worked hard on this 

outfit. “I don’t have much else in black. What about you? 

Those holey jeans and that wife beater hugging every 

muscular curve of your chest and those abs,” I say, running 

a finger down his chest.  

“It’s gonna be hard to keep men from looking at you,” 

he says, pulling me in for a kiss. 

“I’m sick of this shit. It almost seems like a game for 

you, keeping this from me.” 

Nathan chuckles. “It’s not a game at all. Remember 

that. What you’re walking into is a very serious scene and 

you can’t say anything to anyone about what you see.” 
“Are you taking me to a sex club?” I’m almost hoping 

he is. I think I could get into that. 

“Hell no. Wait. Would you be up for something like 

that? I am not familiar with any, but I know they’re around. 

I’ve heard things.” 

I can’t help but smile at him. He seemed to be mad and 

then got excited in like two seconds. “I don’t know. Maybe. 

Would you? Never mind. I think I already know the answer 

to that.” I giggle. 

“I would. I would not be willing to share you or allow 

anyone to see you naked or watch us in any activities, 

though.” 

“I completely agree. I don’t share and I don’t like to be 

watched. It’s kinda creepy, unless it was you.” 

“Me watching what exactly?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe me fingering myself or 

something like that.” 

“Okay, let’s go now. I can’t hear shit like this right now.

I need to be focused.” 

The drive to where ever the fuck we’re going isn’t too 

long, but I have no idea where we are. We pull up to what 

looks like an abandoned warehouse. There are a lot of 

vehicles here, and for him to be so secretive about it, there 

must be many people that are good with keeping secrets. 
Nathan gets out and walks around to my side as I scan 

the parking lot for any sign of what we’re doing and there’s 

not a damn thing to tell me what I’m getting myself into. I 

trust Nathan and know he wouldn’t put me in harm’s way.  
Nathan opens my door, holding his hand out to me so 

I can step down out of his massive truck. “Stay close, okay?” 
“Okay. Can you tell me now?” I ask, as we walk quickly 

to a door on the side of the building. There are two 

ginormous bouncers on each side of the entrance. I want to 

say so bad that the sun is bright tonight. I mean it’s ten 

o’clock at night and these assholes are wearing sunglasses. 

What the fuck? 

“I’m going to introduce you to my friend Derek when 
we get inside. When I leave, I want you to stay with him at

all times until I return.” 

“Why are you leaving me? Just fucking tell me.” I’m

starting to get pissed off now. How is he going to bring me

to this creepy place and then going to leave me with some

guy I don’t even know? 

“Do you trust me?”  

I search his face for a moment. “Yes. I do.” 

“Okay,” he says, as we walk through what looks like the 

entryway and over to a guy. If I had to guess, this must be 

Derek. He’s a big guy. He must be at least six–and-a-halffeet and probably weighs two-fifty. His bicep is the size of 

my head. He looks like he should be guarding the front door.

People are everywhere. I can see a set of doors in front of us 

and another off to the side. A few men are walking in 

through the side door, but the rest of us are packed in here 

like sardines. 

“Brittany, this is Derek. He’s going to be with you for a 

little while.” 

“Nice to meet you, Brittany. I’ve been hearing things 

about you for what seems like years.” 

“Really? I hope good things, but if it was truly years 

that would have made me a teenager and that would be a bit 

creeperish,” I say, looking to Nathan.

“I like her, dude,” Derek laughs. “Keep her around.”
Nathan looks at me. “I’m trying.” He looks a little 

nervous suddenly. “I have to go now. I’ll see you soon.” He 

kisses me. 

“Good luck,” Derek says. Nathan gives him a nod and 

walks through the side door that I’ve been seeing men walk 

through. 

“Is he a stripper?” I ask. Derek dies laughing. 
“So, you mean to tell me he hasn’t even told you why 

you’re here?” he says, irritably. 

“Nope. I think he was scared I wouldn’t give him a

chance if I knew. How long have you known Nathan?” I ask, 

looking around the crowded room.

“Let’s see… I think about eight years now. I met him in 

my last year of college. We were both in business. He’s a 

great guy, if you didn’t already know. Don’t let this scare you 

off.” 

A man starts speaking into a microphone in the front 

of the room. I try to see who it is, but of course everyone’s 

taller than me. There is a break in the crowd and I recognize 

him. It’s Jeff, the man who wants Alex to renovate a building 

for him. The guy that Nathan warned me to stay away from.

He’s wearing a suit with a fucking bow tie. A bow tie. He is

a rather handsome man, but that tie makes him look like a 

fucking idiot and the funny thing is, the way he’s acting, he 

thinks he’s king of this shitty castle. What the hell is this? 

This just seems to get weirder and weirder. I may have to 

give Nathan a piece of mind after this.  

“Thank you, everyone, for coming tonight. You’re in 

for quite a lineup tonight. The doors to the left and to the 
right of me are opening now.” He motions to each side. 
“Please take your time filing in. We will not start until 
everyone’s inside. After all you’ve all paid good money for 
this. Am I right?” He laughs. I hate his laugh. It’s so phony.

What a fucking douchebag. 

The doors open and people start walking in. Derek 

doesn’t seem to be in any hurry to walk in just yet, waiting 

for the crowd to thin before we start walking to the doors. 
I can finally see more of my surroundings. Besides the 

old, musty smell of the building, it’s dimly lit. The entire 

inside, just as the outside, is brick. I see pipes going up into 

the wall and there are a few fans for ventilation I assume. I 

don’t like it here much. It reminds me of the creepy building

in those Saw movies. I probably would never have come to 

a place like this if I’d known ahead of time where we were 

going. I’ll probably have nightmares as it is. 

“Hello, Brittany.” Jeff says a bit too nicely for comfort, 

looking over my body. Derek grabs my arm as if he’s staking 

claim on me. I don’t like it one bit, but I understand why 

he’s doing it and I’m grateful. Of course, he’d remember my 

name. Nathan had warned me about him. Maybe I need to 

listen to him sometimes. I won’t tell him that, though. 
I need to be civil. Alex could make a good size profit off 

the job for Jeff. “Hello.” 

“I would have never expected to see you here.” Jeff 

replies. 

“Nathan invited me, actually.” I smile. At the sound of 
his name, Jeff’s face falters for a moment, but recovers 

quickly. 

‘’Ah. Yes, I bet he did.” What the fuck is that supposed 

to mean? “Well, enjoy the show, my dear,” he says, walking 

through the doors. 

I hear Derek sigh, and then walks me inside. 
“Sorry about him. He’s a prick.” 

“I’ve met him once before at Rogan. He wants Alex to

do some work for him so I needed to be nice. Nathan has 

already warned me about him. I didn’t get it the first time, 

but I do now. I didn’t like the way he was looking at me.”
“Believe me, I didn’t either. He wouldn’t have done 

that if Nathan was out here. I guarantee you that.” He

chuckles. 

There are a few stragglers still coming in, but the lights 

begin to dim. People settle down. It’s not as loud now and I 

can see a space up front lit up by fluorescents. I don’t know 

what’s there. I still can’t see a damn thing. 

Suddenly I hear a sound that I’ve heard a few times 

before. Fuck me. Really? This is what brings in so much 

money for Nathan and is the reason he didn’t have joint 

custody with Tonya? I’m not sure how I feel about this at all. 

I’m not sure I even want to stay. I turn to leave and Derek 

says, “Just give it a chance. He might surprise you.” 

The sound of the bell ringing, getting the crowd all 
excited for a fight. I don’t want to see Nathan doing that. 
What if he was to be seriously hurt? Does he not think about
his son before a match? I can’t fucking believe this. I think 
I’d rather him be a fucking stripper. I seriously want to leave 
NOW.

Derek must sense my feelings about this or maybe it’s 
the look on my face. “Please, Brittany, he’s been doing this 
a long time. He’s really good and he hardly ever loses a 
match. Come to think of it, I think he’s only lost three or 
maybe four total. He’s been in dozens of matches. 

“Why this? Why does he feel the need to do this?”
“I’ll let him tell you that. Just stay so he can. If you left 
now how would you get home anyway? There’s no cell
service here and that would be a long ass walk.” He 
chuckles. 

I sigh in defeat. “Fine. I’m not watching him though.” 

“You should. I bet you’d like it. Most of the girls here.” 
He motions around the room. “Are here to watch him fight. 
When they find out he has you here for him, they’re going to 
be pissed. Now isn’t that worth staying for?” He raises an 
eyebrow. 

“It’s almost as if you really know me Derek.” I smile.

“I told you, Nathan has told me so much about you. He
likes you a lot.” 

“Ladies and gentlemen, our first match of the night 
will be between Nate and Big Jim.” The announcer says.

I don’t know if I can watch this. The man against 
Nathan is a bit bigger and it worries me. Now it makes sense 
when he came to work with a black eye, has had bruises and 
scrapes on his arms. How can he make that much money? I 
wonder how many people will benefit off my man winning 
this fight? How much will Nathan make if he wins? This is 
fucking insane. 

The bell rings again and I see the men moving around 
the ring throwing punches and jabs and whatever else they 
do in these matches. I glance up a few times. Nathan is much 
faster than the other guy. I’m glad. I don’t want him to be 
hurt. I don’t want to have to whoop Big Jim’s ass.  

Nathan won his match and the crowd is going crazy. I 
could hardly watch it. I was so scared he was going to be 
hurt. I can see him standing in the ring with a huge smile on 
his face and he doesn’t seem to have a scratch on him, or 
any blood.

Jeff walks toward us. “Brittany, how did you enjoy the 
match?” The grin on his face makes me want to throat 
punch him. I wonder what he’s getting at exactly. Did he 
think I’d be pissed or would leave?  

“Wasn’t he amazing!” I say excitedly. He looks over my
face with disappointment. 

“That he was.” He sighs. “I wasn’t sure how you’d react 
once you found out he was an underground fighter.” 

“It’s pretty awesome. I will admit I was a bit worried, 
but I know he can handle his own. After all I have seen him
naked. I know what he can do.” I wink. The look of utter 
disgust across his face is priceless. Derek chuckles behind 
me. He knows exactly what I’m doing. 

Jeff doesn’t reply. He turns and walks away but not 
before looking over my body once more. It sickens me. How 
can such a handsome man be such a snake. Nathan was 
absolutely right about staying away from him.

“That was freaking hilarious.” Derek laughs. “I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen Jeff speechless. You totally got him.” 

I bow for effect and laugh. “Thank you.” 

“Come on. Let’s go congratulate your boy.” He takes 
my arm and leads the way. As we get closer, I can see a 
bunch of little groupies gathered around Nathan. Oh, hell 
no. I walk right through them. Some of them give dirty looks 
and that’s exactly what I intended to happen. One even calls 
me a bitch. She’s not wrong so I just smile and stand beside 
Nathan. He glances at me and then smiles that smile that 
melts my panties.

“Hey, beautiful,” he says, searching my face for 
anything that might show that I don’t approve of his 
extracurricular activity. 

“Hey,” I say, smiling to show him I’m okay. I guess I’m
okay. It’s definitely better than him doing porn. He leans in
and kisses me. I can hear some whispers around us. I know 
they’re coming from the jealous bitches surrounding us. I 
pull him in closer and deepen the kiss. 

Nathan pulls away. “What did you think?” 

“Well, I was a little bit scared for you, but I think I’m
okay with it.” 

“Really?” he says relieved. “I’m so glad to hear that. I 
was so worried you’d leave when you figured it out.” 

“I did think about it. This is intense and you could be 
hurt, Nathan. You’re not Superman.” 

“No. I am Batman,” he says mockingly and chuckles. I 
can’t help but laugh and smack him. “See if I can handle you,
I can handle anyone.”

“Always full of jokes in a serious situation.” 

Nathan looks to Derek. “Thanks for staying with her. 
man.”

“No problem. It was quite fun.” 

Nathan frowns. “Oh yeah? How is that?” 

“I’ll let her explain it to ya. I’ll see you round man. Let 
me know when the next one is and I’ll be there. I need some
more extra money.” He laughs, slapping Nathan on the back 
before walking away. 

“So, what’s Derek talking about?” 

“I’ll tell you on the way home.” 

“Okay. Are you ready to get out of here?” 

“Fuck yes I am.”  

Nathan chuckles. “Okay. Let me go collect my
winnings and we can leave.” 

I follow Nathan down a narrow, dim hallway. The 
lighting in this place is horrible. A couple of them are even 
flickering. It’s so creepy. We reach the door and Nathan 
knocks. 

“Come in.” 

We walk in and Jeff is sitting behind a desk with stacks 
of money piled on top.  

“Good job tonight,” he says, not looking up from the 
money he’s counting. 

“I may have some conflicts with the next few fights. My
ex-wife died and I’m hoping to get custody of my son. I’m
not sure how it’s all going to work out just yet.” 

“Well, I need you here. Get it figured out.”  

What an asshole. He doesn’t even give his condolences
or anything showing that he might care about anything 
other than the money. 

“I see how important the money is for Jeff. I can help 
in any way with Kayson,” I say, scolding Jeff. He looks up, 
not realizing I was even here. 

“That’s so nice of you, Brittany. See, Nathan, you’re 
covered,” he says, his eyes not leaving my chest. 

Nathan slaps his hand on the table in frustration at 
seeing Jeff gawking at me. “Okay. I need my money so I can 
take Brittany home.” 

Jeff hands Nathan a large roll of money. Nathan 
doesn’t count it. He puts it in his pocket and turns around 
taking my hand and leading me out the door without saying 
goodbye.  

“He’s a dickhead,” I say as we leave the warehouse. 

“Yeah, if the money wasn’t so good I probably would’ve 
quit by now.” 

“You didn’t even count it. How do you know he isn’t 
ripping you off?” 

“I guess I don’t. It’s hard to try and keep up with the 
head count of spectators and then the bets, too. I just leave 
it to him.” He shrugs. 

“Well you warned me to stay away from him, that he 
can’t be trusted then you’re basically trusting him with your 
winnings. Kinda makes no sense, Nathan.” 

“I don’t trust him with you. That’s what I meant.” 

“You’re right. I don’t like the way he gawks at me. It 
makes me feel gross.” 

“What was Derek talking about earlier?” 

We’re now in the parking lot, walking to his truck. I 
look around for anyone who could be listening. “He just said 
that you were good and it seemed like he wanted me to be
angry that you fight. I simply told him I ‘ve seen you naked 
and know what you are capable of.” I grin. 

Nathan dies laughing. “You’re too much. You know 
that? I wish I could’ve seen his face. Did he say anything?” 

“Not a word. He just walked away.” 

Nathan helps me into his truck, making sure to grope 
my ass in the process. 

“So, do you want to go home?” 

“Where else would we go?”

“Back to my house,” he says, wiggling his eyebrows. 

“I don’t have any clothes to wear to work tomorrow. I 
didn’t know you wanted me to. I have nothing. I don’t even 
have my birth control pills.” 

“Oh. Well yeah you need to go home then.” He
chuckles. 

“I wonder how Jessa is doing with Kayson?”

“I’m sure she’s fine. He was asleep when she got there. 
I’m sure he hasn’t even woken up. If I had to guess, I bet 
she’s asleep, too.” 

I laugh. ‘’You’re probably right.” 

“Y’all sure are close. Aren’t you?” 

“We are. I’m so glad I ran into her that day. If I hadn’t
her and Alex wouldn’t be together and she wouldn’t be my
best friend.” 

“Everything happens for a reason I guess.” 

“I believe that, too. How does that work with us?” I ask. 

“Well. If I hadn’t worn you down, we wouldn’t be 
enjoying our time together. You’d probably still hate me.” 

“You think you wore me down?” I giggle.

“Absolutely I did. I mean I am a loveable guy. You just 
needed to realize that.” 

“Wow. You’re awfully full of yourself. I guess you’re 
kinda right though. I was thinking the other night that 
maybe if you hadn’t been so fucking annoying we could’ve 
possibly been together longer by now.” 

“Then you have liked me for a while then huh?”

“I wouldn’t go that far. I’ve always thought you were 
hot, but you always drove me crazy. Jessa’s the one that told 
me I needed to stop being such a bitch and give you a 
chance. It didn’t take much longer for me to realize that for 
myself.” I shrug. 

“So I guess I owe Jessa a thank you then. Do you really 
think she’s asleep?” 

“I don’t know. I could text her and see. Why? I’m sure 
Kayson’s fine. She would’ve called if anything went wrong.” 

“I was thinking of coming in for a little while if you 
want me to?” 

“I don’t know. I think you need to get home and 
shower. You stink.” I crinkle my nose for effect. 

“Thanks, Brittany. I love you too.” It goes extremely 
quiet suddenly. Time seems as if it’s standing still.

I look at Nathan and he’s as white as a ghost. He sneaks 
a look at me. “I didn’t mean.” 

I cut him off. “I know what you meant, Nathan. It’s 
okay. Breathe.” 

He releases the breath he’d been holding. “I have no 
idea what to even say after that.” 

“I said it’s fine. You should see your face. Have you ever 
seen that movie Powder?” 

“Yes. I have. Why? Oh. Never mind. I hate you.” 

“No you don’t. You loooove me.” I giggle. 

“I could eventually, though,” he says, glancing over at 
me and back to the road. Now I’m the one who can’t breathe. 
“Speechless, are you? I never thought I’d see the day.” He 
chuckles. 

“Always full of jokes, Beckam. One day I’ll get you 
back. Just wait.” 

“I can’t wait.” He winks. I look out the window and 
can’t help but smile. That’s the closest I’ve ever been to a 
man admitting to me that he loved me or could and I 
actually believe him. I’ve heard the words several times, but 
having any true meaning behind them not once.   

We don’t say too much more on the drive home. He
drops me off and I go inside for another shower. I smell like 
a disgusting ashtray. I didn’t know what to expect when
Nathan picked me up tonight. It wasn’t as bad as I thought 
it would be. I guess I even enjoyed it for the most part.  

Ding! Ding! The bell rings and the fighters begin 
throwing blows. The bigger man is pounding on the
smaller one. He has no chance in this match. Blood begins 
to fly everywhere. People begin to scream. I look around 
for anyone to possibly intervene and everyone just stands 
there watching the bloodbath. I see Jeff off to the side 
laughing hysterically. He does nothing to stop the crazy 
man from killing the man on the floor of the ring who is no 
longer moving.  

The bell dings once more and everyone begins to leave 
the room. I walk up to the ring and realize that Nathan is 
the one covered in blood and nonresponsive. I begin to 
scream. Jeff grabs me by the arm and drags me out of the 
room, leaving Nathan there. I think he might be dead and 
I can’t do anything to help him.

I wake in a panic, relieved that it was only a dream. I’m
shaking and panting trying to catch my breath. I even wipe 
tears that had fallen down my cheeks. I don’t know if I can 
handle this. I know it was only a dream, but what if 
something like that was to actually happen to him. I couldn’t 
handle it. I am beginning to have strong feelings for Nathan.
Fuck. I have feelings for him. I can’t see him fighting all the 
time and wonder if he will be okay after each match. My
heart couldn’t take it. I’m not sure what to do. I can’t live my
life in fear for him. I need to talk to someone about this. I 
don’t know if I could talk with him about it though and I’m
not supposed to tell a soul about it. What do I do?   

It’s time to go in to work. I grab my bag and coffee and
walk out the door, trying to forget about the nightmare. I’m
hoping if I get swamped at work I may be okay. Only I’m
not.

As soon as I see Nathan walk in the door I hurry to the 
bathroom and try to stop the tears from falling. He didn’t 
come in to work alone. Kayson is with him today, holding
his hand and smiling. How can he be a fighter and think it’s 
okay when he has a son to provide for? That baby needs him
more now than ever before. He’s his provider, his protector. 
He’s all he’s got. I need to talk to him. I can’t hold this back. 

A knock at the door startles me. “Brittany, is 
everything okay?” Nathan asks, concerned. I guess now is as 
good a time as any. I look in the mirror and blot my eyes 
with tissue before opening the door. I look down and don’t 
see Kayson. 

“What’s wrong baby?” Fuck he didn’t just do that. Pet 
names. That means serious. I must do this and now. 
“Nathan, I had a horrible dream last night.” He pulls
me close as I wipe another tear away. Damn it. 

“What about? It’s obviously upset you.” 

“It was about you.” Nathan’s face falls. “I dreamed that 
you were in the ring and someone was beating you to death.” 

Nathan sighs, “It was only a dream, Brittany.”

“I know that, but do you ever worry that you could be 
hurt? Do you?’’

“Yes. I have, but I haven’t fought anyone that is capable 
of beating me or worse.” 

“What if someone did? What if someone hurt you 
badly? What would happen to Kayson? Who would take 
care of him? Have you thought about that?” Nathans face is 
blank giving nothing away. He just looks at me and then 
turns away. 

“Yes I’ve thought about that, several times and even 
more so now. I’m working on it Brittany. It’s not that easy 
though.” 

“How isn’t it. Just quit. Not for me. Not for you, but for 
your son. He deserves to have you around. He’s already lost
one parent.” 

“I can’t just quit. There’s more to it than that.” 

“Explain it to me then. Maybe I can help you find a 
way.”

“I can’t deal with this right now, Brittany. Kayson is up 
front with Jessa. I need to get back to him and I have a few
jobs to check on today with Alex.” 

“Is everything okay in there?” Alex asks. “We need to 
go Nathan. Jessa said Kayson can stay here while we go 
check on the jobs. It shouldn’t take too long.” 

Nathan turns, opens the door and walks out not saying 
another word to me. Alex sees me and acts as if he’s going
to say something but leaves it alone other than a 
questioning look. I shake my head and he nods walking 
away.  

Nathan and Alex come back a couple of hours later. 
Alex and Jessa go out for lunch. He thanks her and takes 
Kayson in his arms and comes toward me. I don’t look up or 
acknowledge him. I know it’s childish, but if I was to say 
something it wouldn’t be for a toddler’s ears.  

Nathan sits on the edge of my desk. I try to hold back 
the smile that is dying to come out but I can’t. I look at him
and he’s grinning while Kayson is watching me. He’s
pretending to type, mocking my movements.

“Kayson would you like to help me type?” I quickly 
save the file and brink up a blank word doc for him. He looks 
so excited right now. He reaches for me and I take him,
setting him in my lap as he begins to mutilate my computer.

“Look Nathan, your son wants to be like his daddy and 
work for the company too. He wants to be just like his
daddy. Isn’t that adorable?” 

Nathan watches Kayson and gives me a look, a look 
that he knows exactly what I’m saying without even saying 
it. He looks devastated. I feel somewhat bad. He’s dealt with 
a lot of pain the last few days, but there’s a possibility he 
could endure more if he continues to fight for Jeff. 

“I get it, Brittany. You’re right okay? I’ll try and talk to 
Jeff. I don’t see that going over too well though. I bring in 
the crowds. I’m the one that brings in the money. There’s 
more to it than that. I have a lot to think about, but I’ll 
handle it. Please trust me to do that. Please don’t be angry 
with me anymore.” 

“I do trust you Nathan. I really do. I’m not mad. I just 
needed you to know how I felt and to make sure you realized 
the possible consequences with this hobby of yours.” 

“I’ve always known the risks involved. After a while, I 
needed the money, Brittany. Not for me, it was for Tonya. 
She blackmailed me. When she found out I was fighting we 
were still married. She thought I was cheating on her. One 
night she followed me to the warehouse and after I won she 
demanded to know how much I was being paid. She was so
angry that I was keeping it from her and a secret savings 
account. She asked for a divorce and if I didn’t give her half 
of the money from each fight and full custody with only 
having visitations she was going to tell the courts and then 
I’d never have been able to see Kayson again. Jeff knows all 
of this and I wouldn’t put it past him to blackmail me as 
well. That’s the reason this won’t be easy.” 

I can’t believe that bitch. I know she’s dead and you 
shouldn’t speak ill of the deceased, but that fucking bitch. 
No wonder he doesn’t have joint custody. How dare her do
something like that. He’s a good man and she kept him from
his son. I hate her. “I’m so sorry this happened to you. I will
help you get through this, Nathan.” 

“As I said, it won’t be easy. Jeff has every fight 
recorded. He will do anything necessary to keep me in the
ring.” 

“Underground fighting is against the law Nathan. Do
you really think he will give himself up just to ruin you?” 

“I wouldn’t put it past him.” 

“We will figure this out. There must be a loophole 
somewhere. That son of a bitch won’t get away with this.” 

“For now, let’s just enjoy some lunch okay? Let’s go. 
I’m taking us out. Are you hungry Kayson?” 

“Eat. Daddy. Eat.” Kayson yells. 

“Okay, let’s get you fed.” I say, standing and grabbing 
my purse and carrying Kayson in my arms as we walk out to
Nathan’s truck. 

I will help him. Nathan will not lose his son if I have 
anything to do with it. It’s a good thing my dad is a lawyer,
a criminal lawyer and one of the best in the state. He would 
do anything for me. I guess it’s time to introduce Nathan to 
my parents. That should be very interesting.

After work, I get home and start a google search about 
being granted custody of children and the requirements. 
There is so much to consider with this. I completely 
understand why. Children deserve the best. From what I can 
see Nathan meets all the requirements. The only thing that’s 
hurting him is the fact that he’s an underground fighter.

Tonya never told the courts about it from what I 
gather. I’m not sure exactly what she said to receive full 
custody. I know Nathan gave her custody to keep her quiet 
so he could spend time with Kayson.

If Nathan was to continue to fight until after the court 
hearing after he gained custody, there’s nothing Jeff could 
do if Nathan quits. It would be even better if we could get 
our hands on the videos that Jeff has of each fight he was 
involved in. That way there wouldn’t be any real proof. I’m
sure Jeff doesn’t do anything legal when it comes to that 
crooked business like book keeping. I need to get my hands 
on the court documents. 

I wonder what even brought all this on? Why did 
Nathan decide to start fighting? Derek said to let Nathan tell 
me and I’d never asked. I need answers so I decide to call 
him.

Nathan answers on the first ring. “Hello beautiful.” 
He’s so sweet. 

“Hey. I have been doing some research about the 
custody thing. What exactly was said for Tonya to receive 
custody of Kayson?” 

“Well, she didn’t really say anything at all. I had told 
the judge that I didn’t want Kayson to be separated from his 
mother so young. The judge was satisfied with that, that I 
was being so responsible and putting my son first. He just 
didn’t know the whole story is all.” 

“Okay. What’s the reason that you even started 
fighting?” 

“I don’t know if I want to tell you. You’ll probably hate 
me.”

“Don’t be stupid. Just tell me.” 

Nathan sighs. “Being with Tonya was never easy. She 
was always difficult to be with. Sometimes I wonder why I
stayed as long as I did. When she became pregnant with 
Kayson I knew I was stuck. I wouldn’t desert my child.
Anyway, after we married she became very difficult to be 
with. She became very controlling. Tonya would hurt me 
emotionally and physically at times. I couldn’t stand her and
sometimes I even had thoughts of putting my hands on her. 
That wasn’t me. I’ve never been that person. I started going 
to meetings for anger management and that’s where I met 
Jeff.” 

“Wow. What a piece of work. That’s a terrible thing to 
do.”

“Yes and no. The meetings didn’t seem to help much. I 
don’t like talking about my feelings much, especially with 
strangers. I’ve always worked out and been fit, and I guess 
Jeff noticed. Since he runs the show, so he got me in with no 
problem one night and it seemed to help. I participated in 
one fight a month, and then it turned into two, and now I’m
in the ring on every fight night in at least one match. It 
became addicting, the adrenaline rush of it all. Even after I
was divorced I couldn’t stop.” 

“You are still going to quit, right? I can give you an 
adrenaline rush if you need it.” 

“Oh yeah? Care to elaborate?” 

“I’d rather show you.” I say seductively. 

“You can come over if you want.” 

“I want you to meet my parents soon.”

“That’s a way to kill an erection,” he grumbles. 

“I’m sorry,” I laugh. “Did you know my dad’s a criminal 
lawyer?” 

“Interesting. No, I didn’t. I’m not sure that I want your 
father knowing all this. I don’t think it would score me any 
brownie points. Ya know.” 

“I get it, but you’re quitting, so it won’t matter.” 

“I guess. Let’s just see how it goes first, before you give 
him this information. I wouldn’t mind meeting them, 
though. I bet your mom is hot.” I have to pull the phone 
away from my ear, he’s laughing so loudly. 

“That is disgusting, Nathan. That better be one of your 
stupid jokes.” 

“It is. I promise. So, are you coming over?” 

I look at the clock and it’s only seven. I haven’t even 
eaten yet. “I don’t think so. I need to find something for 
supper and take a shower.” 

“That’s perfect. I’m making spaghetti right now and 
there’s plenty. I also need to take a shower.” 

“What’s Kayson doing?” 

“I’ll give you one guess.” 

“Hhhmmm. I bet he’s playing with his trucks.”

“Too bad you weren’t really betting. You would’ve 
won,” he chuckles. “Do I need to set out one more plate?” 

I have nothing going on tonight. As Nathan said, we 
need to kinda let this play out for a bit. It will give me time
to get more information, too. “Okay. Give me thirty, forty 
minutes. Do I need to bring anything?” 

“I have beer,” he says, and I crinkle my nose. “You 
might want to pick up some wine for you.” 

He knows me better than I thought or he just pays 
attention. I’m thinking the latter. 

“Okay. I’ll see you soon. Does Kayson need anything?” 

“That’s sweet of you to think of him. I think he’s good, 
though. Are you going to stay over?” 

“Do you want me, to?” 

“I always want you to,” he says sweetly.

How did I ever hate him? I was so stupid. He’s so 
freaking sweet. “Okay. I’ll grab some clothes and the wine 
and be on my way.” 

“Yay. A sleepover,” he chuckles. 

“Bye,” I laugh, hanging up.

I stop at the grocery store and pick up a bottle of wine. 
On the way to the checkout I see some coloring books and 
crayons on the end of a rack. I pick out one with trucks on 
the cover and grab a box of crayons and set them on the 
counter. I think Kayson will enjoy those. I can color with
him. It’s very relaxing. 

I knock on the door a couple of times and there’s no 
answer. The door is not locked so I walk in and my nose is
met with the most amazing aromas of basil, oregano, garlic 
and parmesan. Is he making homemade sauce? This man is
amazing. 

“Hello!” I call out, listening for anyone nearby. I walk 
into the kitchen and no one is here. I set the bag down on 
the counter and walk down the hall in search of Nathan. I 
see the light on in the bathroom and the door is cracked. I 
hesitate, what if Nathan’s on the toilet? That’s a boundary 
for me. Everyone needs privacy in the bathroom. When I 
hear Nathan’s voice singing to his son in the bathtub it 
almost takes my breath away. He’s amazing. What can’t he 
do? I step forward so I can hear a bit better and the floor 
squeaks. I stop and squeeze my eyes shut.

“Brittany, is that you?” he asks, pushing the door open, 
shocked to see me standing there. 

“Sorry. I didn’t want to interrupt. Your voice is 
wonderful, Nathan.” 

“Don’t. Please.” 

“Oh, the big bad fighter doesn’t want anyone to know
that he has a beautiful singing voice,” I taunt him. “Why did 
you give him a bath before eating spaghetti for dinner?” 

“I guess I didn’t think it through.” He looks at me and 
goes cross eyed sticking his tongue out at me. I crack up 
laughing. He’s the total package. 

I follow them to the kitchen, thinking of every great 
characteristic he has. Nathan is strong, handsome, sweet, 
funny, smart and a wonderful father. He seems to be a 
pretty good boyfriend too. I may keep him.

“Brittany, hello.” I startle and look at him. He’s staring 
at me like I’m crazy.

“Yeah. Sorry. What?” 

“What are you thinking about?” 

“You,” I say, rolling my eyes. 

“Huh. Okay. That’s good.” He winks. “How many
spoonful’s do you want?” 

“Oh. I guess two is fine. Thank you.” 

I walk over to Kayson in his booster chair as he bangs 
his fork on his chair. “I have a present for you,” I say, patting 
his head. I walk over to the counter and remove the coloring 
book and crayons. Nathan’s watching us closely. “Here ya 
go, buddy.” I open the book and point to the trucks. “Look 
you’re favorite. Trucks.” The smile on his little face is worth 
every penny and more. I reach into the box of crayons, 
handing him one and grabbing one of my own. I begin 
coloring on a page and he watches as I do. He finally puts
his crayon on the paper and scribbles all over it. 

Nathan walks up behind me, kissing my neck. “Thank 
you. He loves to color.” 

“Of course. All I could see was his little face when I 
spotted them.” 

“Okay, Kayson. Let’s put those up for now and eat your 
spaghetti.” 

“Sketty,” Kayson says. 

After dinner, Nathan cleans him up again. Kayson 
colors a bit more with us and then Nathan puts him to bed. 
When he returns, I ask, “Where’s dessert?” 

“I’m looking at it,” he says, looking at me with desire 
in his eyes. “Come on.” He grabs my hand, walking us to the 
bathroom. He turns on the water, grabs us each a towel and 
wash cloth. “Let me help you,” he says, unbuttoning my
blouse and pulling down my hair. His gentleness leaves 
goosebumps along my skin with each touch. I reach for my
pants and he grabs my hands. I look up at him and he shakes 
his head. “No. Let me. Please.” I nod, my arms falling to my
sides. 

Nathan drops to his knees as he drags my pants down 
my legs. “No panties?”

“Not with these pants.” I smile. He kisses my hip and 
stands. 

“It’s a good thing I didn’t know this earlier. I would’ve 
cornered you in the bathroom.” 

“I’ll remember that for next time.” I wink. 

“Go ahead and get wet,” he says, nodding to the 
shower, opening the door for me. 

“I already am.”  

I step into the shower and watch Nathan as he 
undresses. I look over every inch of his body. This is the first 
time I see all of him, his sculpted chest, the small patch of 
hair that starts at his belly button leading down his rippled
abs to the “v” that makes girls go crazy. I press my legs 
together and I can feel the wetness between them that is not 
caused from the shower.

Our eyes lock as his naked body steps in beside me. I 
pull him to me under the stream of water. Nathan leans in 
and kisses me passionately. Our wet bodies and lips moving 
against each other. My body comes to life. His hardness 
pressed against my stomach. I want him. I feel that he wants
me, too. I break the kiss, looking into those green eyes. 
“Let’s hurry up and get clean so we can get dirty again.” I 
giggle. Nathan slaps my ass. “Ow!” 

After our shower, Nathan dries me from head to toe, 
taking his time over every inch before drying himself off 
quickly. “Let’s go.” He gives my ass another swat and I yelp, 
running to the bedroom and jumping into the bed.

“Do you like that?” he asks as he climbs in beside me. 

“I do, actually. I think I’ d like it more if you did it while 
you were inside me.” 

“That can be arranged. Come here,” he says, grabbing 
my ass and pulling me on top of him. His hardness pressing 
into my ass. I kneel back and run my fingernails down his 
chest. His eyes hungry and filled with lust, he twitches and 
the head taunts my hole.  

I rock back and then forward, rubbing my swollen clit 
across his skin. 

“Do you want me like this?” I ask, rocking backward
again.  

“I’ll take you any way I can get you,” he growls, 
squeezing my ass and spreading me open for him. He rubs 
himself through my wetness, dragging himself back to my
tight hole. I let out a moan. “Does that feel good, Brittany?” 

“Mmmmm. Yes,” I whisper.

He brings his hand over my clit, rubbing quick circles. 
He drags his finger down to my soaked pussy, entering me
quickly with sharp thrusts. He removes it just as quickly and 
I whimper at the feeling of emptiness. He drags his wet 
finger to my tight hole, repeating the motion of circling it, 
spreading the wetness. It feels good. My head falls forward 
and Nathan pulls my neck to meet him with a kiss. I open
for him and our tongues roll together as he continues 
rubbing my hole. I want him so bad. I reach behind me and 
begin stroking him in hopes that he will give me what I need.

“Do you want it, Brittany?” 

“Yes. Now. I can’t wait any longer. I need you.” 

He rolls me over onto my back, quickly grabbing a 
condom and sheathing himself. I spread my legs wide, he 
positions himself and enters me. We both let out strained 
moans. We both needed this so much.  

“You feel so good, Brittany,” he says, leaning down 
onto his elbows to be closer to me and giving my swollen clit
more attention. Each thrust is deeper and brings me closer 
and closer to release. I wrap my legs around his waist, 
pulling him closer, deeper into me. I’m close. I grab the 
sheets, my head pressing into the pillow and feel myself on 
the edge.  

“Faster. Go faster. I’m…” I cry out, my hands now
gripping his back and pressing my face into his chest to 
muffle my cries.

Nathan picks up the pace, chasing his own release.
“Fuck. Brittany. You’re so wet,” he says, now pounding into 
me. “Give me one more. I want you with me.”

He reaches between us and lightly pinches my
throbbing clit then rubbing quickly. I feel it building. He 
feels it, too. The waves of pleasure crash into me and I cry 
out again. Nathan presses his forehead to mine, kissing my
nose. “Fuck. So, tight. So, wet,” he says, groaning as I feel 
his own orgasm take over him.

The morning sun comes through the room, the sound 
of birds chirping outside and this wonderful man snuggled 
up beside me is a great way to wake up, especially since I
should go to work. I’m not sure if I will, though. It won’t kill 
them to handle things on their own today. I could call Alex 
and tell him I’m not feeling well. He’d see right through that, 
though. He knows Nathan’s taking a week off to get things 
sorted with Kayson. I don’t give a shit. I’m calling him. I’ve 
worked my ass off for that company. What’s he gonna do, 
fire me? Not likely. 

“Good morning beautiful,” Nathan says, his voice 
rough from sleep. 

“Good morning.” I stretch. 

“It’s almost seven. You should get ready for work.” He
sighs. 

“I’m not going. I’m calling Alex. I need a day off.” 

“You really do. I’d love for you to take the day off and 
spend it with us. I mean if you want to?” 

“That sounds like fun. What do you have planned?”

“The only pressing thing I have is to check out two
daycares for Kayson. Would you mind coming with me? I
don’t know what to look for.” 

“I guess I can,” I laugh. “I wouldn’t say that I know
anything about a daycare and whether it’s good enough or 
not,
though.”

“Yes, but you’re a woman and maybe you can spot 
something I’d miss.” 

“That’s true.”  

“Thanks. We can go to lunch afterwards, my treat.” 

A few hours later, we’ve gone to both daycares and they 
both seem great to me. I could see Kayson enjoying either of 
them just fine once he gets used to it. Tonya hadn’t worked
since she started blackmailing Nathan so Kayson’s never 
been to a daycare, or around many strangers, or other 
children. It’s kind of sad. 

We arrive at the café in town that Jessa and I like to eat 
at all the time. We love it here. They know my order as soon 
as they see me walk through the door. They serve the best 
chicken salad I’ve ever tasted. Nathan orders Kayson 
macaroni and cheese and himself a burger and fries.  

We chat about the daycares and enjoy our meals 
together. I think Nathan has decided on which one that will
be best for Kayson. He calls after lunch, confirming a day to 
sign the papers and get him enrolled. Monday will be his 
first day. I help clean Kayson up. I believe he has more 
macaroni on his face and shirt than in his belly.  

Nathan pays the bill and as we walk out to his truck, 
his phone rings again. I can’t hear what’s being said over 
Kayson’s chatter. Nathan doesn’t look happy, though.

“I have to go tonight,” he says, looking at Kayson.
“Where?” 

“The warehouse.“ 

“Okay. Well you need to continue this until you for 

sure have custody of Kayson. Then you shouldn’t have to 
worry about that when you tell Jeff you’re quitting.”
“Let’s hope not.” 

“I’ll see if Jessa and Alex can keep Kayson and I’ll come
with you.” 

“Are you sure? I could tell you weren’t too happy the 
last time.” 

“Yeah. It’s fine. I don’t want you going alone. It just 
doesn’t settle well with me, any of it.” 

“You’ll be like my bodyguard. Should I call Derek and 
tell him not to come?” 

“Very funny.”

“He will be there to stay with you while I’m in the ring. 
That okay?” 

“That’s fine. He seems nice.” 

I send Jessa a text to see if they can keep Kayson so we 
can go on a date. I hate that I lied to her. She’s fine with
keeping him. She’s a bit too excited, even. She said it will 
give them practice for when they have kids of their own. I 
guess they won’t be wasting any time after they get married. 

Later, I go home to shower and get ready. Now that I 
know what to expect I’m not as nervous. I am a little,
though. I can’t help but worry about Nathan and who he will 
be fighting tonight. I hate that he’s doing this.  

I check myself in the mirror before heading back to 
Nathan’s. I chose a red tank and a leather skirt that falls 
below the knee, hugging my curves. I go with no panties of 
course. That can be Nathan’s reward after he wins.  

I make it back just before Jessa and Alex arrive. 
Nathan gives me a look of approval. I can see him mentally 
undressing me, then adjusting himself. I love that I affect 
him this way. I feel the same about him. He’s wearing a pair 
of gym shorts with a gray hoodie, unzipped showing off his 
abs. We don’t exactly look like we’re going to the same place 
tonight for this date. I hope Jessa doesn’t get suspicious. 
She’ll be more excited to get her baby fix to worry about
what we’re wearing.

The parking lot is packed tonight. Even more so than 
before. Nathan seems to be calm and collected while I’m
over here about to have an anxiety attack. 

He shuts the truck off, turning to me. “Are you okay?” 
he asks, concerned.

I sigh. “Yeah. I guess. I just hate this. I’m ready for it to 
be over.” 

Nathan caresses my face, making me look at him. “It 
will be fine. I’ll be fine. I won’t have to do this much longer. 
I promise.” He leans in and kisses me tentatively. I melt into 
him, wanting to believe him so badly.  

A knock on the window breaks our kiss. “Hey man. We
need to get inside,” Derek says. 

We get out of the truck, Nathan helping me down, and 
walk inside. I can feel my palms sweating. I’m becoming 
more nervous for him. Glancing up at him, he seems fine. I 
don’t understand how. The place is packed and noisy with 
everyone talking and placing bets. It pisses me off these 
people could care less about the fighters, only about the 
money.

“Nathan, you made it. I thought I was going to need to 
send out a search party for you.” Jeff says, clapping him on 
the back. I want to punch him in the face right now. He acts 
as if he cares, but he’s only worried about the money, too. 

“How nice to see you again, Brittany,” he says, looking 
down my body. I want to puke. I step closer to Nathan, not 
saying a word in return. “Well, I’ll see you inside.” He walks 
away to announce the first fight is starting soon and 
allowing everyone inside. 

Nathan kisses me and leaves me with Derek to go 
backstage to prepare.  

“Nathan says he’s quitting,” Derek says, looking down 
at me. “I think that’s great. Things have been getting crazy 
here the last few years. Now that he’s the only parent 
Kayson has, I think that’s a good idea.” 

“Jeff isn’t going to be too happy about it. I worry he’s 
going to retaliate in some way. What do you think?”

“I don’t think he’s going to just let him walk away. I’m
not sure what he will do when he finds out.” 

“Nathan says he has copies of every fight. I’m 
concerned Jeff will blackmail him somehow. I told him not 
to do anything until after he has custody of Kayson. I don’t 
think Jeff would be stupid enough to risk outing himself just 
to get back at Nathan.” 

“That’s probably for the best. He should wait. Jeff 
knows how much Kayson means to him. He’s a complete 
asshole. Nathan just needs to be careful and you, too. I see 
the way the sleaze looks at you.” 

“You think he’d do something to me?” 

“You are Nathan’s girl.” He shrugs. “I’m just saying, be 
careful.” 

The sound of the bell quiets everyone for a moment. 
The dimming of the lights riles them up. Nathan is in the 
third match tonight. I’m ready to go home, home with 
Nathan. I did bring extra clothes this time, if he wants me
to stay. 

The first fight is brutal, blood flying everywhere. The 
second one ending in a KO. It freaked me out. The man’s 
wife, or possibly girlfriend, hurried into the ring to be with 
him. All I could think about is that could be me.

After they carry the man out of the ring, Jeff steps in. 
“We have a treat for you tonight. Not only is our best in the 
county, Nate, fighting in this match, but we have a new
fighter joining our ring tonight from Louisiana. Everyone 
welcome Kane!” Both men walk out and step into the ring. 
My heart begins to race. I’m scared. This Kane guy is huge.
I mean, he looks like he uses steroids that’s how big he is.
It’s disgusting. He looks as if he has two rows of shoulders 
and no neck. How anyone would want to look like that is 
crazy. I can’t wrap my head around it.

I look at Nathan. I can’t tell if he’s concerned or not. 
He gives nothing away. He must play the part in looking 
badass and he does. His face is hard, jaw clenched and fists 
balled at his sides. 

Jeff steps out of the ring and sounds the bell. I can’t 
watch this. I’m so fucking scared for Nathan. Not that I 
think he can’t win or that he can’t handle his own, but this 
fight just doesn’t seem fair at all. 

I can hear a few punches being thrown and connecting 
with the target. I take a chance and look. I see Nathan dodge 
a punch that was aimed for his face. He throws a right hook 
and connects with Kane’s jaw, leaving him dazed a minute. 
That gives Nathan a chance to throw another and then 
another. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. Nathan is kicking 
this guy’s ass before he can even focus himself to throw his
own punches. I begin to get a bit excited for Nathan. I can 
now see the attraction to it. I guess if my man’s winning I’m
happy.

Nathan missteps and that leaves him wide open. Kane 
takes advantage, his fist finally connecting with Nathan’s
jaw. Nathan’s head is whipping to the side and blood
spewing. I cringe, covering my mouth. Nathan bounces 
around a bit trying to shake it off. He looks beyond pissed 
now. I can see the adrenaline rising in him. He’s out for 
blood now. Nathan uses that to his advantage. He rushes 
forward, stepping to the left then the right and throwing a 
left then a right and ending with a jab. Kane falls to the floor 
and the crowd goes fucking insane. I let out a sigh of relief, 
grateful he’s okay and thankful it’s over. 

Jeff rushes on stage with his microphone. “That was 
quite a fight folks. Congratulations, as usual, to Nathan,” he 
says bitterly.

“Do you think he did this on purpose? Do you think he 
brought Kane here hoping he would win tonight?” 

Derek looks at me, thinking. “Now that you say that it 
makes a lot of sense. I’m not positive, but that sounds like 
Jeff.” 

“Wouldn’t Jeff have made more money tonight with 
people thinking Kane would win?” 

“Yes. He sure would. Follow me.” He storms off in the
direction of Jeff’s office. 

Derek doesn’t knock. He forces the door open. Rage in 
his eyes. “What the fuck was that, Jeff?” 

“I don’t know what you mean. Great fight, wasn’t it?” 
Jeff grins. 

“I think you had Kane come here so everyone would 
bet on him and you end up with more profit knowing 
Nathan was going to win.” 

“I’d say you’re a smart man, then.” Jeff mocks. 

“Are you fucking serious right now! You put my
boyfriend in the ring with that steroid injecting freak. What 
is wrong with you? All you care about is the fucking money. 
You’re a piece of shit!” I scream. 

“Wow, Brittany, you’re a fireball, aren’t you? I like it. I 
like it very much.” His eyes bore into my body. 

“Did you hear a fucking word I said or are you to busy 
being a fucking creeper?” 

Jeff laughs. “I wonder what you’d be like in bed with 
all that sass you’ve got.” 

The door slams behind us, causing us all to jump.
Before I know it, Nathan has is hand around Jeff’s throat 
smashing him into the wall gasping for air. “You have no 
right talking to my girl like that, or any girl for that matter. 
Don’t you ever fucking do it again. Don’t even fucking look 
at her! Got it?” Nathan releases Jeff and he collapses to the 
floor. “I can guess that Derek and Brittany have already 
basically said what needed to be said about that shit you 
pulled out there. I’m not your fucking puppet. It better not 
happen again. I’m sure you made double tonight and I want 
my cut.” Nathan takes the money and my hand and we walk 
out. Derek is right behind us and slams the door. 

“This is it. I’m fucking done. I gotta do something 
about this. I want out. I can’t believe he fucking did that. I’ve 
known him a long time and the money is going to his head,” 
Nathan says. We’re now in the parking lot. Most everyone 
has left, pissed off at losing all their money. Nathan is 
pacing and so fucking pissed off. “What can we do Derek?” 

“I don’t know man. I have a couple of ideas, but they’re
illegal.” 

“At this fucking point I don’t care. What you got?” 

“Not here man. Let’s meet somewhere tomorrow and 
talk about it. You need to calm down first, think more 
clearly.”  

Nathan sighs and wipes the sweat from his brow. 
“You’re right. I’ll call you tomorrow.” They bump fists and 
Derek walks away. 

“Let’s get out of here,” Nathan says, not even looking 
at me. 

He helps me in the truck and walks around to his side. 
“I’m sorry, Brittany. I’m sorry about this entire night.” 

“Stop it. You didn’t know Jeff was going to fuck you 
over and you can’t help what comes out of his sleazy mouth.” 

“I wanted to kill him. The only thing that stopped me
from strangling him to death was you standing there and 
Kayson’s face popping into my head.”

“Nathan, you can’t do anything illegal, either. If it 
comes back to you, you’d go to prison. You can’t.” 

“I can’t and I won’t, but that doesn’t mean someone 
else can’t.” 

“You can’t take that chance. You need to calm down
and focus. Are you okay? How’s your face?” I reach for him
and he pulls away. “Fine. I want you to take me home.” 

“What? Why?” 

“I’m not going to sit here and try to talk you down from
this stupid shit and then you be an asshole to me. I did 
nothing but try to help.” 

Nathan sighs and puts his head on the steering wheel. 
“I didn’t mean to make you feel this way. I’m sorry.” He lifts
his head, now looking at me. “I’m really sorry. Please don’t 
go home.” His eyes are full of sincerity. He even looks as if 
he’s on the verge of tears.

“I get why you’re angry. I really do, but you can’t push 
me away. I won’t fucking put up with it.” Nathan laughs.
“It’s not fucking funny, Nathan. I’m serious.” 

“I know you are, baby. I just think when you’re angry, 
you’re so fucking hot.” He scoots closer to me. “I could fuck 
you here and now. That’s how hot it is.”

“Well that’s not happening. Our friends are watching 
your son and I can bet there aren’t any condoms in this 
truck. So not happening.” 

“Okay. Let’s go home.” He starts the truck and drives 
away. We don’t say anything on the way there. He needs 
time to think straight. 

I can’t help but think what he said. “Let’s go home.” As
if it was our home. I’m probably over thinking it. He didn’t
mean it like that. 

Nathan’s phone rings. He gets up from the bed, going 
to the other room trying not to wake me. Too fucking late 
for that now.

Nathan comes back to bed. I can’t wait. I need to ask. 
“So, was that Derek?” 

“Yes. He had a great idea that isn’t illegal at all. He
suggested I miss the next fight, making up an excuse about 
not having a babysitter or something and having his friend 
that happens to be a cop bust the ring.”

“Don’t you think if you’re not there and then he gets 
busted that you had something to do with it?” His face falls. 
“You men think you’re so smart, but you never cover all the 
bases. That will never work.” 

“It would. Even if he did think it was me he’d be in jail. 
What could he do?” 

“Do you want to take that risk?” 

“Fuck, Brittany, I just wanna be done. You’re killing 
me.”

“I get that, but you have to be smart about this. Think 
about your son.” 

“That’s all I think about,” he sighs. “And you,” he 
whispers, cuddling into my side. I can feel him. He’s hard 
and pressing into my hip. 

“I have to get ready for work, Nathan.” I nudge him
away. 

“Aw. Come on. We have time before you go. You can be
a little late.” 

“No. I can’t. Jessa’s coming in late today. Her and Alex
have an appointment to pick out a cake for the wedding.”  

“Oh. Ok then.” He bats his eyes at me. He’s so
adorable.  

“You’re ridiculous,” I huff, getting up to dress, making 
sure to do so in front of him. He groans and covers his face 
with the sheet. 

“I’ll miss you,” he mumbles.  

I pull the sheet down and kiss him before I leave. “I’ll 
call you after work.” Nathan nods. 

Things between Nathan and I seem to have gotten 
serious rather quickly. I have feelings for him and I can see 
myself loving him and Kayson. That little boy has a special 
place in my heart already. I worry for Nathan, about 
everything he’s dealing with since we’ve gotten together. I 
hope he can make the right decisions and do what’s best for 
him and his son. I’m concerned about his plan with Derek. 
I don’t want them doing something stupid that they’ll 
regret. I’ll do anything to help him out of this mess, but only 
if it doesn’t backfire on any of us. 

“Oh my God, Brittany!” Jessa says, busting through the 
door scaring the shit out of me. 

“What the fuck, Jessa. Don’t do that. I could’ve had a 
heart attack.” 

“Oh. Sorry.” She giggles. “Wait until you see the cake 
we picked out. It’s amazing!” 

“You didn’t take any pictures to show me?” I pout. 

“No. Sorry.” She frowns. “So, what’s new?” She’s 
fishing for info about me and Nathan. I know it.

“Oh, not much. I got a couple of calls for materials for 
upcoming jobs. That’s about it.” 

“You know that’s not at all what I’m asking about. Now 
spill. I’ve hardly talked to you.” 

“We’re good. There’s not much to tell.” 

“There’s not? Is he that bad?” She grins. 

“I will say that he’s extremely good with his tongue.” 
We both laugh.

“Okay, ladies. Please.” Alex comes in startling us both. 
“I don’t want to hear shit like that in the office or at all 
actually when it concerns my niece,” Alex says. I look at 
Jessa and can’t hold back. I die laughing and Jessa joins in.
It’s like we’re in high school again.

After I hear Alex’s door close I continue. “He is 
amazing. I can’t believe I waited this long. I could have been 
having these mind-blowing orgasms months ago.” 

“Huh. Well at least you finally gave him a chance and 
it wasn’t too late and some other girl snatched him up. He’s 
quite the catch with those green eyes, and let’s not forget to 
mention those strong, tattooed arms.” She looks in the air 
as if she’s fanaticizing about him.

“Hey!” I yell, startling her. “You’re getting married, 
remember? And to my uncle. Leave my man alone.”

“Sorry. I still have a pulse ya know.” She fans herself.  

“Well, he’s mine.” 

“I know and I’m glad to hear it. Someone’s gotta put up 
with you, the poor guy,” she laughs. 

“Hey,” I say, throwing a pen at her. 

On my way home, I get a call from Nathan. “Hey, baby. 
I have a fight tonight. Do you want to come?” 

“Who’s gonna keep Kayson?” 

“Derek offered to keep him for me. Are you okay 
coming without him being with you?” 

“I guess so. I don’t need a babysitter, Nathan. I can 
take care of myself. I just hate seeing you get hit. It makes 
me want to cut their balls off.” 

Nathan chuckles. “I know you do and I’d love to see 
that actually, but this should be the last fight that you’ll ever 
see me in again. I promise.” 

“Okay. Yes, I’ll go. What time should I be at your 
house?” 

“Any time. We’re having tacos tonight, if you’d like to 
come for dinner.” 

“That sounds amazing. You had me at tacos.” 

“Great! See ya soon,” he says, but not hanging up yet.

“You okay?” 

“Yeah. I’m fine. Why?” 

“I don’t know. It just seemed like maybe you needed to 
say something else.” 

“I did, well I do. I’ll tell you soon, though.” 

“Okay. I’ll see you soon.” 

Nathan meets me at the door with a smile that’s not 
quite right.

“What’s wrong?” 

“The autopsy came back. It didn’t take long once they
got the blood tests back. Tonya overdosed on her sleeping 
medication. They’d also found a suicide note. It wasn’t hard 
to determine the results.” 

“I’m so sorry Nathan. What can I do?” 

“Her parents have called the funeral home and are 
having her body sent back home to be buried with her 
family. I went today to say my goodbyes.” 

“I’m so sorry I wasn’t there for you. You should’ve 
called me.” 

“It was okay. I needed to do it on my own. I hope you
understand.”

“I do, completely.” I hug him and kiss his neck. “Do you 
really want to fight tonight?”

Nathan huffs. “I don’t have much of a choice. Now let’s 
go inside and eat. Supper’s just about finished.” 

Kayson runs up to me hugging my legs. “Brit-ey!” 

I scoop him up into my arms and give him an eskimo
kiss. I don’t yet feel comfortable kissing his little face. “Are 
you hungry, buddy?” 

“Eat! Eat! Eat!”  

“I’ll take that as a yes,” I say, carrying him into the 
kitchen where Nathan is making our plates. I stand there 
watching him as he moves through the kitchen. He’s just 
amazing. Everything he’s been through, all this bullshit and 
heartache and he continues to be the best father he can.

Nathan looks up, seeing us in the doorway and smiles.
“Ready to eat?” 

“Yes. Starved.” My eyes say what my mouth can’t at the 
moment. I want to make him feel good, take his mind off
everything he’s been through. 

“Come.” He winks. That fucker. He got me at my game.

After dinner, I help Nathan clean up the kitchen. He 
then gets Kayson to bed. We have about an hour before 
Derek comes over. Nathan gets his fight clothes on and we 
cuddle on the couch.

“How are you feeling?” I ask, running my fingers along 
the inside of his thigh.  

“Okay, I guess.” 

“I can make you feel better.” I kiss him tenderly, our 
tongues mingling together for a moment. I pull away slowly, 
kissing down his neck, licking down his hard chest and 
around his nipples, causing him to flinch. I continue my
torture kissing down his stomach, the patch of hair tickling 
my nose. I reach in his waist band, dragging his shorts down 
just enough to free his bulging erection.  

I consider his anxious eyes in the dim lighting. He
wants this as much as he needs it. I’m happy to release some
of the built-up tension, take his mind off everything, even 
for just a bit. 

My eyes still locked on his beautiful face as I lick the 
tip. His eyes smoldering, staring down at me, watching 
every movement I make. I wrap my lips around the
glistening head slowly, causing him to release a slow, steady 
hiss. 

Nathan wraps his fingers around my hair, attempting 
to take some control of the situation. Normally, I wouldn’t
allow this. I don’t mind him setting the pace, but usually a 
man gets too into it and I end up gagging. I know they love 
that and it builds up their confidence, but it also kills the 
moment for me. I’ll do it for him though. He needs some
control of this roller coaster ride he’s been on lately.  

Nathan begins thrusting upward into my mouth. I 
clamp down around him and he groans with pleasure. He 
picks up the pace, thrusting faster, now panting. I fondle his 
balls with one hand, one finger pressing firmly behind them
in that soft, sensitive spot. I wonder what he’d do if I put 
pressure on his no-go zone. I don’t want to freak him out, so 
I’ll wait for another night, maybe when he’s drunk.  

“Brittany, I’m close.” He tries to pull away and I suck 
harder. He moans loudly. “Brittany.” I continue sucking and 
going so deep my nose touches his stomach. Both his hands 
fist in my hair as he loses control. I know he’s close to 
orgasming and I fell his legs begin to shake. 

“Fuck. Brittany,” he moans loudly. The warmth floods 
the back of my throat. I quickly swallow. I mean come on, 
the taste of jizz is fucking gross, but I’ll do it because I... I 
care about him. Fuck.  

I sit up and watch him as his chest rises and falls 
quickly, trying to catch his breath. “Do you feel better now?” 

“I do. I think you’re my new medicine.”

“Glad I could help.” I lean forward and kiss him before 
going to the bathroom to brush my teeth, touchup my
lipstick and brush my hair.

That was perfect timing. I hear the doorbell ring, which 
means Derek’s here and it’s time for us to go. I sigh and walk 
out of the bathroom. 

Derek winks and giggles. “What?” I ask, looking 
between them. 

“Oh, nothing. I was just thinking it’s a good thing I 
didn’t get here a few minutes earlier is all.” He laughs.  

“Fuck you, Derek,” I laugh.  

“Thanks, man. We’ll be back later. There’s food in the 
fridge and some Cokes in the crisper. Kayson shouldn’t 
wake up, but if he does just give him a sippy cup of milk and
he’ll be fine. The remote is on the coffee table. Do not order 
any porn,” Nathan says, narrowing his eyes. 

“Okay, kill-joy. I got it. Everything will be fine.”

I hope this is the last time we have to come here. I hate
it. As usual, it’s packed. We walk through the doors and even 
though I’m walking right beside Nathan, a few slutty 
groupies come running up to him. They’re so fucking fake,
from their eyelashes, hair extensions, and boobs. I mean, 
what the fuck happened to people just being who they are? 
Why try to be someone you’re not? I just don’t get it.  

One of them puts her hand on Nathan’s chest and 
giggles, wishing him good luck with her hand still there. 
Like, hello bitch! Do you not fucking see me standing here? 
I’ve had enough. Brittany is about to come out and play. 

“Uh, he doesn’t need luck, sweetie.” I say sarcastically, 
slapping her hand away.  

She narrows her eyes on my me. “Who the fuck do you
think you are?” 

“I would be his girlfriend. That’s who the fuck I am.” I
look her over with disgust. “Now, take your fake-ass 
everything and walk away. Find someone who’s desperate 
enough to give you the time of day.” I grin. Her face turns 
beet red. She huffs and walks away, too stupid to have a 
comeback for me. Dumb bitch.

“Wow. That was fucking hot. I love your sassy side. I 
miss seeing it, now that you actually liiiike me,” he teases. 

“Oh I can get sassy for you if you’d like. She’s done 
pissed me off. Everybody better watch the fuck out,” I say, 
pulling him in possessively for a kiss, hoping these trashy 
bitches are paying attention. I will fight for him. He is mine. 

Jeff makes his appearance with his fake-ass smile and 
cheap-ass suit. With all that money, you’d think he’d 
attempt to look less like a douchebag. 

He announces the fighters and allows everyone in. 
When he spots us, he walks over with a smile, as if the other 
night never happened. Oh, here we go. I’m not in the fucking 
mood for his shit. 

“No Derek here with you tonight?” He looks at Nathan. 
“No. I don’t need him here. He’s my friend, Jeff, not a 
bodyguard. Something you used to be before the money 
went to your head.” 

“Come on, Nathan. It’s not like that.” 

“Isn’t it? You botched that last fight for the money. 
What if he would have beat my ass? Huh? Would you have 
fucking cared? Yeah, I guess you would have because you’d 
have lost a lot of fucking money. Maybe I’ll lose tonight. You 
never know.”

“Is that a threat? Don’t fuck with my money, Nathan!” 
he yells as we walk away. 

“See. You just proved my point.” 

Inside, Nathan glances around the room then turns to 
me. “Are you gonna be alright? How about you come to the 
front tonight, so I can see you?” 

“You won’t see me. If you do that means you’re not 
focused, but yes, if it makes you feel better I’ll stand up 
front.” 

“Great. Let’s go so I can go to the back and prepare for 
the match. I think I’m in the second match tonight.” 

We’re now standing beside the announcer booth,
which is only a crappy folding table. This place is a shit hole. 
“I gotta get back there. Stay right here until it’s over.” He
hugs me, claiming me with a kiss just as I did him outside.

“Knock em’ dead.” I wink, trying to catch my breath 
after that show he just put on for everyone.  

As he walks away, I see Jeff stalking us. Once Nathan 
is backstage he comes up beside me. “So, you guys look 
serious. Is it?” 

“Why do you fucking care?” 

“What is wrong with you? What happened to the sweet 
girl in the office? I want her back” 

“There is nothing wrong with me. When you use my
boyfriend to any extreme just for you to benefit from it, I 
have a problem with that.” My eyes now sending daggers 
into him. “And when you disrespect Nathan, I lose all 
respect for you. You won’t get the sweet Brittany back. 
You’ve never had her and you never will.” 

Jeff chuckles as if this is a fucking joke to him and 
walks away, grabbing the mic to announce the first fight. He
makes me fucking sick. 

Once the fight begins, it should be a good time to go 
get something to drink. I need something strong. Now.

There are a few people roaming the halls. I’m careful 
and watch my surroundings. I need to hurry back so I don’t 
get the third degree if Nathan notices I’m gone. 

I walk up to the concession and see all they have is 
water or beer. Great.  

An older man is behind the counter and notices me and 
walks over. “What can I get ya, little lady?” 

“I guess I’ll have a Michelob Ultra please.” 

“Coming right up. That will be eight-fifty.” Fuck me. 
This is ridiculous. I hand him the money and take my beer, 
heading back inside. I can’t get the damn top off. 

Suddenly, someone grabs my arm and pulls me off to 
the side. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” I yell. 

Jeff squeezes a bit tighter. “You need to cut the shit, 
Brittany.  I see the way you look at me.” 

“You mean the look that says ‘if looks could kill’? Those 
looks? You’re insane.” I try to jerk my arm away, dropping 
my beer on the floor. He grips tighter, pressing me into the 
wall. “Get the fuck off me!” I yell. 

“You want me, Brittany. Just say it.” He releases me, 
but has me pressed into the wall so hard that I can’t move. 
He runs one hand up my dress. I attempt to scream, but he 
covers my mouth with his other hand. He’s much stronger 
than me. Tears fill my eyes as I begin to panic. His hand 
skims my pussy and I try to close my legs, but his are 
between them, forcing them open for him. No one knows 
I’m out here. No one knows I need help. I don’t know what 
to do. I can hardly see with the all the tears streaming down
my face.

“No panties. I like that a lot.” I attempt to scream
again, his hand still covering my mouth, muffling my cries 
for help. 

“Brittany! Brittany!” I hear Nathan screaming my
name. It startles Jeff and gives me the chance to knee him
in the balls. He drops to the floor in the fetal position in 
pain. I kick him again while he’s down. “I’m here. Please 
help me.” I cry, as I collapse to the floor a few feet away from
Jeff. I know he can’t hurt me. I see Nathan coming toward
me with worry all over his face.

“What’s wrong.” He drops to his knees with concern. 
He notices Jeff on the floor and stands quickly. “What the 
fuck did you do to her?” 

“It’s more like what did she do to me! That bitch kneed 
me in the balls. I didn’t do anything she didn’t want.”

Nathan kicks him once in the stomach and again in the 
face, dragging him to his feet and punching him in the face,
knocking him out and dropping him on the floor. A crowd 
has begun to file in around us. A security guard shows up. 
Where the fuck was he a few minutes ago? 

Nathan hurries back over to me, wrapping me in his
arms. “Baby, please tell me you’re okay. Did he touch you?” 
I nod and he punches the brick wall.   

A security guard walks over to us. “Ma’am are you 
hurt? Do you need to go to the hospital?” 

“No,” I say, between sobs. “I’m okay.” The guard nods 
sympathetically and walks toward Jeff to check his pulse. 
He hasn’t moved since Nathan knocked him out. “Is he 
alive?” I ask, concerned. I’m not concerned for Jeff. I’m 
worried that Nathan may get into trouble if the bastard is 
dead. He should be dead.

“I have to call the police. Anyone who doesn’t want to 
be involved, I’d suggest you leave now,” the guard says.

Nathan picks me up off the floor and walks me to a 
corner so we’re alone. “Baby, what exactly did he do to you?” 
He looks as if he’s about to cry. 

“He cornered me and forced me against the wall. He 
only grazed me. I wanted to scream, to run a way, but I 
couldn’t. He was too strong.” 

“Why did you leave?” 

Tears begin to fall again. “I was thirsty. I got a beer 
quickly and as walking back inside. That’s when he grabbed 
me. I should’ve listened to you. I shouldn’t have left. This 
wouldn’t have happened.” 

“It’s okay, baby. You’re safe now.” He hugs me, 
squeezing me so tight as if I might disappear. “This is the 
end of this shit. I’m done. Hopefully with the charges for 
sexual assault and this underground fight club, he will be 
gone for a very long time.” 

Clearing my throat and wiping the tears away I look up 
at Nathan. “Oh, he will. My father will bury him.” 

A few minutes later, the police arrive and take down
our statements. Jeff is handcuffed and taken away. He never 
even looks at either of us. He knows he was wrong in what 
he did. I think he was jealous of Nathan. He wanted me and
saw that wasn’t going to happen so he thought he’d try to 
take it. I’m so glad Nathan showed up when he did.

On the way to his truck I get to thinking about 
everything that happened. It happened so fast, but also 
seemed as if seconds were hours when he had me pinned to 
that wall. 

“How did you know to come looking for me?” 
“It was time for Jeff to announce my match and when 
he didn’t, I walked on stage. I didn’t see you standing there 
and he was gone. I got worried. I knew something was 
wrong.” 

“I’m so glad you came.” A tear falls. “Jeff has some
major issues. Has he always been like that?” 

“No, he was a decent guy when we first met. He was 
sort of my mentor and helped me with my anger. I thought
he was a good friend for a long time, until he started 
bringing in more money. Once that happened he changed.
It was all about the money and like our friendship never 
existed. That’s why I warned you about him. I knew by the 
way he looked at your body he wanted you. He is damn lucky
I didn’t kill him. I shouldn’t have brought you here. Are you 
sure you’re okay?” 

“I am okay. I just want to go home and shower. I can 
still feel his hands on me.” A shiver goes through me and 
Nathan pulls me closer. 

“Where is home?” he asks softly, helping me into the 
truck. 

“What do you mean?” I ask confused, as he gets in the 
other side. 

“I want you to come home with me. I want to take care
of you. I want you in my arms while you sleep.”  

“Okay. That sounds nice. I guess I don’t really want to 
be alone, anyway. I’m not thinking.” 

“It’s okay, Brittany. I understand. I’m here for you. 
Always. I need to tell you something. When I realized you 
were gone, I was so scared. I didn’t know what was 
happening. I thought he might have kidnapped you. It
crossed my mind that maybe it could have been worse. I ran 
as fast as I could and thinking about how I didn’t get to tell
you something that I’d been thinking about for a few days 
now.”  He looks at his hands, nervous about what he needs 
to say. 

“What is it Nathan? Just tell me. You’re scaring me.”

“Brittany.” He reaches for my hands not looking at me. 
“I’m in love with you. I’ve felt it for a few days, maybe even 
longer and was just too scared to tell you.” I stop his 
rambling, grab his face and kiss him as if there’s no 
tomorrow. I can feel new, happy tears running down my 
face, replacing the sad ones. I’ve heard those words a few 
times before in past relationships. I never believed them like 
I do right now. I have this weird feeling in my chest I’ve 
never felt before. I think I am falling in love with him too, 
only I’ve never said the words. Ever. There’s no going back 
once you’ve said them.  

“Nathan,” I say, breaking the kiss. “You know since I’d 
known you, you drove me fucking crazy. All the time. I’m 
glad we finally talked that night at Alex and Jessa’s 
engagement party. I saw a different side of you even though 
I don’t remember anything we talked about. I’m sure I made 
a fool of myself. Anyway, I want you to know I don’t take 
those three words lightly and I don’t just say them, but I love 
you, too.” Nathan smiles and pulls me into him.

“I’m so glad you feel the same way, Brittany and I can 
fill you in on our conversation at the party. I remember it
all. It was quite interesting,” he laughs. “Now let’s go home.” 

I’ve known Nathan a long time. I know he drove me
nuts at times, but I still knew the real him through his 
annoyance. I just didn’t want to see it. I feel like things are 
moving fast with us. It does scare me, but it also feels right. 
I feel like we get each other. He can deal with my sass. I 
mean, that’s gotta count for something. 

Nathan fills Derek in on everything that happened 
tonight while I go to the bedroom and undress for a shower. 
I can still smell Jeff’s cheap cologne on me and I want it 
washed away. What he did was so wrong and it could’ve 
escalated and become so much worse, but it didn’t because 
of Nathan. Jeff’s hand touching me was so degrading and 
made me feel so disgusted. I will not let him win. There are 
so many girls, so many women, who weren’t as lucky as me
in stopping what was about to happen. I am not going to get 
upset anymore. I am going to be strong. I will not let this 
haunt me.

As I look at my naked body in the mirror I see the 
bruising starting to rise on my arm. A tear falls and I wipe it
away with anger. “Baby, are you okay?” 

I see him in the mirror and smile. “I will be. Will you 
take a shower with me?” 

“Yes. Derek just left and Kayson is sound asleep. I’m
all yours,” he says, wrapping me in his strong arms.  

I lean my head against his shoulder and sigh. “Make 
me forget. Make me forget any of this night ever happened, 
except for the part with us in your truck.” 

“I love you, Brittany,” he whispers in my ear, sending 
a shiver down my spine. “Move in with me.” 

I turn, now facing him in his arms. “What?” 

“I want you to move in with me, with me and Kayson.
If you want to.” 

“I don’t want you to feel like you need to do this out of 
guilt about what happened tonight.” 

“That’s not it at all. I miss you when you’re not here. I 
know Kayson misses you, too.” 

“He does?” 

“Yes. He’s asked for you several times when you aren’t
with us. I just didn’t want to freak you out.” 

“I love him, Nathan. It may have even been before I
knew that I loved you. That night I rocked him back to sleep,
I felt it.” 

“So? Will you?” 

This is going so fast. We’d just stated our love for one 
another. I miss them, too. Both of them, when I’m not with
them. “Yes. I will. What about my house, though?” 

“We can figure that out later. You make me so happy, 
Brittany.” He kisses me softly. “Now let’s get showered and 
cuddle.” 

I’m happy that he knows I need some time after what
happened. I’d love nothing more than to make love to him
tonight, but I just can’t.  

The next morning, I wake to Nathan’s heavy arm
around my waist. It feels like déjà vu. This feels like the 
dream I had about him before, only this time I’m not going 
to punch him in the face. Now that I think of it, I didn’t even 
have a dream last night that I can remember. I’m grateful.
Nathan must be my dream catcher.

I’m in love and I’m moving in with Nathan. I need to
call Jessa. Shit. She’s going to see all the drama from last 
night on the news this morning. Fuck. I reach for the remote 
on the bed side table and turn on the TV, muting it quickly 
so I don’t wake anyone. I see a headline across the screen: 
“Fight club busted. Owner in jail and Breaking news: 
Building now in flames.”

“Nathan. Nathan, wake up.” I nudge him and he 
groans. “There warehouse is on fire.” 

“What!” He sits up quickly and head-butts me. “Ow.
Fuck. Sorry. Are you okay?” he chuckles. “Turn it up.” 

We listen to the news reporter telling the story of what 
happened, leaving out the victim’s name. Thank God. I 
won’t need to hurry and call Jessa just yet. The reporter says 
that shortly after everyone left the crime scene, after it was 
engulfed in flames. There are no suspects at the moment. It 
was an old building, but it seems a bit coincidental
considering what had happened. A new investigation is 
underway for the fire.  

“What the fuck, Nathan? Did you do this?” 

“Of course not. I’m sure Jeff had someone get rid of 
any evidence left behind that would incriminate him
further.” 

“Fuck. I hope so. I don’t want the detectives coming 
after us with accusations.” 

“I have one other thought. You can’t say anything, 
though.” I nod. “When Derek left last night he was pissed. I 
hope he didn’t have anything to do with this.”

“I hope not, too. Do you really think he would’ve done 
that?” 

“Honestly, I’m not sure.” 

“What about all the evidence?” 

“I’m sure they collected everything last night before 
they left. Don’t worry. Everything will be fine. They have 
plenty of evidence to put his sorry ass away.” 

Suddenly, we hear footsteps coming down the hall. We
look at each other in a panic as the door opens slowly.  

“Daddy! Daddy!” Kayson says, climbing on the bed. 
Nathan and I both sigh in relief. 

“How did you get out of your crib, buddy?” Nathan 
asks, tickling his little belly. Kayson’s giggling is like a form
of medicine. It hits ya in the feels. All warm and fuzzy.

“What do you do about that?” I swear I’m clueless. I 
may need to get a book about toddlers soon. Now that I’m
moving in here I need to know things. I want to help Nathan 
with Kayson as much as I can. I’m not trying to replace his
mother, I never could and never would try to, but I’d like to 
have a good relationship with him. How Tonya could kill 
herself and leave this precious child behind I’ll never 
understand. What could have been going through her 
mind?

“I’m guessing I need to go shopping for a toddler bed.
I don’t want him crawling out of that crib and getting hurt.” 

“That sounds like fun. Let’s go shopping. I love retail 
therapy. It can help take our minds off everything. I also 
guess I need to start packing some things. I can get a few
things I need for now and worry about the rest later.” 

“Sounds like we have a full day planned. We can take 
the truck and get your stuff on the way back home.” 

While Nathan gets Kayson fed and dressed I sneak 
away to the back porch and call Jessa. I’m sure she’s up, but 
if not good, I owe her.  

“Hey girl. Are you okay? You’re up early.” 

“Ha ha. I’m fine. I have a lot to tell you.” 

“Oh yeah. Anything juicy?” She giggles.

“Yep. I’m in love.” 

“Oh my God. I think I’m going deaf. I think I heard you 
wrong.” 

“Nope, you heard right, ya bitch. I’m also moving in
with him.” 

“Really! Wow! I’m so happy for you. Next will be a 
proposal.” 

“Slow your roll. There’s more. You see the news?”

“I did. Same shit, different day.” 

“Well you saw that fight club they busted, Nathan was 
a part of it. I mean as a fighter. That was his other job. That’s
where he got the black eye he didn’t want to talk about.” 

“Wow. That seems to make him even hotter.” 

“Right? I saw him in action and he was good.”

“Was?” 

“Yeah. He’s done. The guy Jeff, that ran the ring, was a 
total asshole. Nathan was trying to get out.  The piece of shit 
even tried to force himself on me last night. Nathan came
just in time. Long story short, the cops arrested him for the 
fight club and sexually assaulting me. I’m not sure about the 
fire part, though.” 

“Fuck, Brittany. I’m so sorry. Are you okay?”

“Yeah. I’m fine. I just want Jeff to rot in jail.” 

“If your dad has anything to say about it he will.” 

“I’m hoping I won’t have to involve him. I don’t want 
my dad to hate Nathan before he even gets a chance to know
him.” 

“Ha. Sounds like someone else I know,” Jessa laughs. 

“Yeah, yeah. I know. I just wanted to call and fill you 
in. What are y’all doing today?” 

“Well, just hot sex and are going to look for a 
photographer for the wedding. What about y’all?”

“Kayson has learned how to crawl out of his crib so 
we’re going bed shopping and picking up some of my stuff 
from my house.” 

“How do you feel about being with a man that has a 
son?” 

“I never saw myself being able to be with a man with a
child, but I really like Kayson a lot.” 

“That’s great, Brittany. I’m so happy for you. Just don’t
run him off.” 

“You’re never gonna let this down are you?” I ask, 
shaking my head. 

“I will, but you know I gotta give you hell for a little bit. 
What kind of friend would I be if I didn’t?” 

“Okay. I need to go so I can get ready. I’m sure 
Nathan’s about ready to go by now. Love you, bitch.” 

“Love you, too, whore,” she says. I giggle and hang up.

I walk inside and Nathan smiles. “So what did Jessa 
have to say?” 

“How’d you know I was talking to her?” 

“Alex called and said Jessa was talking to you.” 

“Oh. She’s happy for us and hopes Jeff burns in hell.
She also said knowing you were a fighter made you even 
hotter.” I squeeze his ass and pull him in for a kiss.
“Really? Maybe I need to find a new place to fight.” 

I punch him in the chest. “Not even funny. I’m here any 
time you wanna tumble.” I slap his ass and run to the 
bedroom to dress before he can stop me.

Kayson has stuck to me like glue the entire day. He
hasn’t asked for Tonya once, but I know he’s missing his 
mommy. We find him a car bed and he absolutely loves it. 
He didn’t want to get out of it when we needed to load it in
the truck. I think he will be happy to go to bed for a while,
until the newness wears off. 

Nathan takes us to lunch and afterwards we stop by my
house for a few necessities. I grab a suitcase and pack some
clothes, another for shoes and the last for my toiletries. This 
should last me for a few days for sure. 

On the way home, we stop at the grocery store and pick 
up a few things like milk and bread. I want to cook
something for Nathan. He’s cooked for me a few times now
and I want to do something nice for him. I get all the 
ingredients to make him a homemade stir-fry. Kayson loves
noodles, so I’m sure he will like it. It feels weird grocery
shopping with them. It feels so real. We’re gonna be living 
together. It still hasn’t sunk in I guess. 

Now that we’re home, Nathan helps carry everything 
in and goes to  set up Kayson’s bed while I prepare supper. 
I hear Kayson laughing and banging around in his room. My
guess is he’s playing with his trucks.  

“Need any help?” Nathan asks, coming up behind me 
and kissing my neck. 

“No. You’ve done enough for one day. You can make 
me a glass of wine if you’d like, though.” 

“Coming right up.” 

“How’s Kayson liking his bed?” 

“He’s in it right now with all of his trucks.” Nathan 
smiles. 

“Maybe after supper and his bath we can play in bed 
for a while?” 

“Are you sure?” he asks, setting my wine on the
counter beside me.  

“Yes. I’m completely sure. I need you.” He is simply
amazing. He’s so caring and compassionate. I do love this 
gorgeous man. I can’t believe he’s mine. 

After a wonderful supper, Nathan gets Kayson in the 
bathtub and in his new bed. He’s eager to go to sleep 
tonight. Someone knocks on the door and since Nathan’s
busy, I answer it. 

“Hello. Is Nathan Beckam here? I’m detective Olson
and I have a few questions regarding the fire last night.” 

“Yes. Come in. He’s just getting his son to bed. One 
second and I’ll get him.

I hurry to Kayson’s bedroom to tell Nathan who’s here. 
He sighs, gives Kayson a kiss goodnight and closes the door 
behind him.

We walk back into the kitchen together. “I’m Nathan. 
How can I help you?”

“Sorry to bother you so late, but I have a few questions 
about the fire last night. Where were you between ten and 
twelve?” 

“I was here with my girlfriend, Brittany, and my son. 
Am I seriously a suspect?” 

“Not exactly. Your name came up during the 
integration with Mr. Somers and we just wanted to check all 
the facts.” 

“I understand. I was here consoling my girlfriend after 
that piece of shit sexually assaulted her. Have you all 
considered that he had someone do it to protect his own 
ass? He was running an illegal fight club and all.” 

“Yes sir, we are taking everything into consideration. I 
just wanted to come here to be sure and see if there’s any
other information you may have for me. You were one of the 
fighters, correct?” 

“Yes, I was. I was trying to get out and he was making 
it difficult. My ex-wife just recently passed away, and 
knowing I was all my son has left I wanted out. Jeff has not 
been the easiest person to get along with since it became all 
about the money. I was afraid he’d blackmail me in some
way. He also seemed to want my girlfriend for himself. So,
if you do your detective work and realize he was jealous of 
his best fighter, you’ll see he’s now trying to make me pay 
for his world crumbling. He’s grasping at straws. I had 
nothing to do with what happened. I admit I was one of 
many fighters, but I’m not a criminal. I have a son to take 
care of.” 

“Okay. Thank you for your help. I’m sorry I bothered 
you. Here’s my card, if you can think of anything at all, 
please give me a call.” 

Nathan walks the detective to the door. After the door 
closes he sighs. 

“Nathan, tell me the truth. Do you know who causes 
the fire? I won’t be mad.” 

Nathan kisses me. “I told you I had nothing to do with 
it. You don’t believe me?” 

“I believe you when you say you didn’t do it, but you 
know who did. Don’t you?” 

“I’m not bringing you into this, Brittany.” 

“So you do know. It was Derek, wasn’t it? Just fucking 
tell me. I can’t deal with secrets, Nathan. I won’t.” 

“Fine. Yes. He called me earlier and told me. I told him
to just be careful. I’m sure Jeff doesn’t think Derek would 
do it. He’s only worried about burying me for some reason.” 

“Why did he do it? What was the point? Jeff’s going to 
prison anyway. I don’t get the reasoning.” 

“I don’t know. Sometimes Derek’s anger gets the best 
of him. Let’s just hope he was careful enough. He wouldn’t 
go into detail, but said the breaker box was not up to code.”

“Wow, okay. I don’t wanna know anything else. Now 
take me to bed.” 

“Ours. It’s our bed,” he says, emphasizing ours. 

This is our first time having sex since we’d declared our 
love for each other. I want it to be special. Considering how 
gentle and attentive he’s been since laying me down, I think 
he does, too.  

“I love you,” he whispers, before lifting my shirt over 
my head.

“I love you, too.”  

He unsnaps my bra, slowly pulling it off, leaving 
goosebumps behind. My nipples are hard peaks. Nathan 
takes one into his mouth, sucking lightly and then the other. 
He kisses down my neck and nibbles on my shoulder before 
dragging my shorts down my legs.  

He spreads my legs wide, looking at my now wet pussy. 
He licks his lips and seeing that tongue and knowing where 
it’s about to be makes my clit throb with the need to be 
touched, licked and sucked. He takes his shirt off and then 
his shorts. 

Nathan kneels between my legs. I feel his warm breath 
on my swollen lips. He’s teasing me and I can’t take it 
anymore. I run my fingers through his hair and pull him
into me. 

“Patience, baby,” he chuckles. 

“Stop teasing me. It’s mean. I didn’t tease you the other 
night. If I can remember, I think I even gave you the control. 
Didn’t I? Remember my mouth on you, you fucking my
mouth?”

Nathan moans. “Yes. I do. It was amazing seeing my
dick in your beautiful mouth.” 

“Then return the favor, Nath-.” Before I can finish 
saying his name his mouth is on me, covering my clit. He 
sucks hard and vigorously flicks his tongue at the same time. 
I let a moan escape and bite my lip, making sure not to wake 
Kayson. My grip in his hair tightens, pulling him in further. 
I don’t want to get mine like this. I want him inside me.  

I pull him up and he frowns. “What’s wrong? Are you 
okay?” 

“Yes,” I pant. “I want you inside me now.” 

Nathan reaches for the drawer and I pull him to me. 
“I’m completely clean and am on birth control. Please, let 
me feel you, all of you.” 

Nathan looks in my eyes. His smolder with need, and 
maybe a bit uncertainty. “Are you sure? Completely sure? 
I’m clean, too. I promise.” 

“Yes. I trust you completely.” 

Nathan leans in, our lips touch and the urgency of our 
emotions takes over. Our tongues tangle together. Nathan 
positions himself between my lips and runs the head 
through my wetness, back up to my clit. 

“So wet, Brittany. You’re soaked. I can’t wait to feel you 
around my dick.” 

I moan, “Me, too. Please. Make love to me.” 

Nathan enters me. Feeling all of him with no barrier 
between us, words can’t describe how good this feels. I’ve
always used protection. I squeeze him tight and he moans.

“Brittany. No. I won’t last. This is too good,” he pants. 
“Touch yourself. I want to see you play with yourself.” 

I do as he asks. I reach between us and rub my clit. 
Nathan watches me and he begins going faster inside me. 
“Fuck. Brittany. I need to stop.” 

“No.” I moan. “Don’t, I’m so close. Please. Together.”  

I squeeze him again tightly and he groans and thrusts 
faster and harder.  

With each thrust he grunts and it sounds so sexy. He’s 
coming undone.

“Brittany, you there?” 

“Yes. Go. Don’t stop.” I rub faster and feel it building 
deep inside me. My orgasm hits me so hard, every nerve 
ending in my clit explodes. I cry out loudly. Nathan covers 
my mouth and that does something to me. He’s always so
sweet, but I love him like this when he’s inside me. It 
reminds me of the heroines in some books I’ve read.

I feel Nathan’s orgasm, the heat deep inside me.  I can 
feel him throbbing and trembling above me. He lowers 
himself onto his elbows and kisses me. Both of us glistening 
with sweat and panting, trying to catch our breath. 

“Brittany, that was amazing. I love you.” 

“I agree. It was so good. I love you, too.” 

“I don’t know if I can go back.”

I laugh. “I don’t see why we have to.” 

“Good. I like feeling that close to you, being inside you. 
Even with Tonya I wore condoms. We have Kaden because
one broke.” 

“I hadn’t either. No one was ever worth it. They didn’t 
have my heart.” 

“Sometimes you can be so sweet,” he says, 
dramatically grabbing his chest.  

“Asshole. See if I’m sweet again.” 

Nathan chuckles. “Let’s get cleaned up. It’s getting late 
and we know Kayson will be awake early. I need snuggle 
time.”  

The next morning Kayson’s awake and jumping on our 
bed at the crack of dawn. Our bed. It feels weird saying that. 

“Brit-ey! Wake!” He jumps on me and it takes my
breath away. But with his giggling and adorable smile 
looking down on me I can’t be cranky.

“I’m up. Now time for tickles.” I sit up and tickle his 
little belly. He screams and giggles and it’s a wonderful 
sound to wake up to. Who knew? 

Nathan sits up. “What is Brittany doing to you, 
buddy?” He chuckles. “My turn.” He joins in.  

This is like nothing I thought it would be. The thought 
of a man with a kid turned me off immediately. I didn’t think 
I wanted a relationship like that. I assumed it was too much 
drama, dealing with exes, the crying kid. It just seemed like 
too much of a hassle to even try. I was so wrong. I love this. 
It almost feels like we’re a family in a way. I’m jumping the
gun for sure, but this all feels so right.  

“Nathan, stop. Let him breathe. He’s going to pee on 
himself.” 

Kayson jumps in my arms. I hold him close, enjoying
this moment with him. I’m so glad he likes me. This could 
have been difficult if he didn’t, for all of us.

I didn’t realize I’d closed my eyes while holding him.
When I open them, Nathan is watching us and smiling with 
tears in his eyes. He looks away and wipes his face. 

“I love you.” 

“I love you, too. I think someone else does too.” He 
says, nodding to Kayson. 

“Love Brit-ey.” 

“I love you, too, Kayson.” I wipe a tear away from my
face. Nathan smiles and then kisses me.

“Eat, Daddy! Hungey,” Kayson says, jumping again. 

Nathan’s phone rings. “It’s the detective.” 

“Answer it. I’ll make Kayson something for breakfast.” 

I carry Kayson into the kitchen on my hip. What to 
make a two-year old. Eggs? 

“Ya want some eggs?” He smiles and nods like a baby
bobble-head.

“Okay. You go play and I’ll make your eggs.” I set him 
on his feet and like lightning he gone. He’s such a good boy. 

Nathan comes in and kisses my cheek. “They called to 
let me know the case is closed. The fire was caused by the 
old wiring. I guess Jeff should’ve updated that.” He smiles. 

“Nathan, stop it. Derek was very lucky he didn’t get 
caught. Did they say anything about Jeff?” 

“Yes. A few girls have come forward and made 
statements against him for assault, also. With all the 
statements and evidence against him, you will not have to 
testify. He’s looking at fifteen to twenty for everything.” 

“So it’s done? We don’t have to deal with anything 
else?” 

“Yes. We can move on and focus on us. Have you 
decided what you’re doing with your house?” 

“No. Not yet.” I don’t want to sell my house. What if 
something happened between Nathan and I? I hope nothing 
does but I’m not gonna be stupid. 


A few weeks later...

Things between Nathan and I have been going great.
Kayson has become my buddy. At times, more than 
Nathan’s. It’s quite comical. He loves going to daycare and 
has made many friends. I’m glad he’s getting to interact with 
other children. He needed that. 

We’ve been keeping up with the whole Jeff fiasco, he’s 
still in jail and I’m glad. I worry at times he will get out and 
come after us. He’s crazy and never needs to be let out.

Last week, I learned he has a wife and two children. 
Nathan was shocked when he found out. Jeff had never 
mentioned his family once the entire time he’d known him.
I couldn’t imagine what his wife thought about all this when 
she found out. Knowing your husband is a cheat in so many 
ways must be hard for her. The children must miss him. I’m
sure they had no clue what a piece of shit he was. I wonder
if he even interacted with them, played with them, or even 
loved them at all. Jeff needs to be held accountable for his 
actions and it’s sad so many people had to suffer because of
him.

Jeff’s wife finally spoke out on the news one night. She 
made a statement and said she’d stand behind her husband,
believed he was telling the truth, that basically everyone was 
lying about him. It was painful to watch. She’s obviously in 
denial or he’s just brainwashed her into believing every lie 
he’s told. The evidence speaks for itself. She needs to realize 
it and do what’s best for herself and her children.

Jessa and Alex’s wedding is coming up soon. Two 
weeks from today, to be exact. She is so excited and I’ve been 
helping her with some of the last-minute details. It’s been 
fun helping her choose the flatware and music and where 
everyone will sit. Jessa originally wanted a very small 
wedding for just family and a few friends, but it’s now
turned into about seventy-five people. It will be elegant and 
amazing. I can’t wait to see it all. 

Nathan’s been kicking ass with bringing in new jobs. 
He’s been so focused, so different, but in a good way now 
that he’s not fighting for Jeff. It’s been keeping everyone 
busy at Rogan.

He has the custody hearing next week and he feels 
confident about it. Now that Jeff is out of the picture and 
can’t try to fuck it up for him, Nathan’s not been too 
nervous. I keep reassuring him that things are going to be 
fine and not to worry. Everything has been going smoothly 
at home. I see no reason why Nathan won’t get custody of 
his son. Kayson loves his daddy and the courts will see that, 
since he will be there with us. My only concern is them
saying something about me being there. It shouldn’t matter. 
We love each other and I don’t have a background or record, 
not to mention my dad is one of the state’s best attorneys.
They should approve that Kayson has a sort-of motherly 
influence. That’s funny thinking of myself as a mother, but
maybe one day I will become his stepmom. In a way, I’ll be
the only mother he’s ever known, considering he’s so young 
and most-likely won’t remember his real mother.

Tonight, we have dinner plans with Jessa and Alex. We
talked the guys into hibachi at one of our favorite 
restaurants. This will be our first couples-date and I’m
excited and a bit concerned. Jessa’s gonna fuck with us. I 
know it. I wouldn’t blame her, either. I would have done it 
to her, but since she’s with my uncle that’s no fun, and just 
gross. I don’t want to know anything about their extracurricular activities and it’s not like she hasn’t tried because 
she has. I just cut her off before she gets to anything juicy
that will make me gag.

One of the girls that works at Kayson’s daycare has 
become our babysitter when we need some time to 
ourselves. Callie is wonderful with him and Kayson seems 
to like her a lot. So, that’s a win-win. She reminds me of 
someone. I just can’t put my finger on it.  

Of course, work drags ass today because I’m excited 
about tonight. The day’s almost over. I’m ready to get out of 
here.

“Jessa, please refrain from embarrassing me tonight.” 
“Why would you think I’d do that?” she asks 
innocently, batting her eyes.

“Because I’d do it to you,” I laugh. “Seriously, please. I 
am your maid of honor remember? I get to plan your
bachelorette party. Don’t fuck with me. I’ll get you some old 
guy stripper and have his saggy balls all up in your face.” 

“I wouldn’t consider three people a bachelorette party, 
but okay, fine. You’re no fun anymore, you know that?” 

“Who is gonna be at Alex’s party?”

“I think our guys, obviously, and maybe George. We
sure are awesome people, aren’t we? We have hardly anyone 
to invite to our parties.” 

“I think that’s better, actually. We can have more fun.” 
I smile. 

Thinking of that, when I ever have one, mine won’t be 
any better. I don’t talk to most of my friends from school 
anymore. They’ve all moved off for college and are doing 
their own things now. Some came in for my birthday last 
year. It was fun, but also weird. We’ve all changed so much, 
grown up. 

I look at the clock. “Get up! It’s time to get out of here!” 

“Let me go grab Alex. We’ll see you there at seven. 
Right?” 

“We won’t be late.” 

“Ha! I’ll believe it when I see it.” 

I flip her off on my way out the door. Nathan’s gonna 
meet me back at home after he picks up Kayson from
daycare.

I’m just getting out of the shower when I hear them
come in. Kayson’s chattering about something and Nathan’s 
laughing. He comes in the bathroom.  He pulls me in for a 
kiss. “I’m just in time. I missed you today.” 

“I missed you, too. Now get ready so we can go. I’m
ready to have you to myself.” 

“We’re not going to be alone,” he sighs. 

“I know that. It will be fun. They’re our friends and we 
haven’t gotten to spend any time with them in a while.” 

“That’s true. It’s been since the engagement party 
when you were drunk. Remember?” he chuckles. 

“Yes. I remember, well some of it. Are you ever gonna 
fill me in on what I don’t remember?”

“I might, eventually.” He winks. 

I sigh and roll my eyes. “I probably don’t ever need to 
know. I say the darnedest things when I’m drunk.” 

“That you do.”

I smack his ass. “Hurry up.” 

“Ow. Okay. Damn. I’ll get you back.”

“I’m counting on it,” I say as he’s closing the shower
door, the water cascading down his body. Fuck, I need to go 
finish getting ready. I can gawk later when I have more time. 

It’s now six and Callie’s just arrived. She’s in Kayson’s 
room playing trucks with him

“Callie, you have my cell number if you need me for 
anything at all. We should be back around nine-thirty. 
There is pizza on the counter. Thanks so much for watching 
him for us.” Nathan says. 

“No problem, Mr. Beckam. We will be just fine. Have a 
great time,” Callie says, smiling. 

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say little miss Callie has 
a crush on Nathan. I don’t blame her, though. He’s a god. 
Too bad he was starting junior high school when she was 
born.  

“Are you ready, babe?” 

“Yes. Let me grab my purse. Bye, Callie.” She waves at 
me. Yep, she’s jealous. Adorable. 

Nathan opens the door for me and when I step inside, 
my stomach growls. I’m so hungry. I missed lunch today. I 
spot Alex and Jessa. Of course they beat us, but we’re not 
late. I look at my watch. Nope, two minutes to spare.  

Jessa smiles as we walk up. “Look, you’re on time.” 

“I told you we wouldn’t be late. You didn’t believe me? 
My feelings are hurt.” I pout. 

“Yeah, yeah. Hi, Nathan,” she says. I so just saw her 
check him out. She must have had a couple already. I just 
shake my head. 

“Hi, Alex. How do you put up with her?”  

“I’m not sure, but I’ll have her forever,” he says, 
looking at his soon-to-be-wife. 

“I guess I’ll take that as a compliment,” she says, 
rolling her eyes. 

“I’m starving.” We didn’t do the grill experience
tonight. We wanted it to be more private. Sometimes you
get grouped with other people. We wanted to be able to 
speak freely. Now that I see Jessa’s drinking, I’m glad we 
did. She’s almost as bad as me. 

“So fill me in on the wedding. What do you have left to 
do?” 

“All I have left to do is order the flowers.” She dances 
in her chair. 

“That’s awesome.” I smile. “What did you choose?” 

“Hydrangeas, of course.” 

“I should’ve known. Sometimes I wonder if that’s why 
you’re with Alex, because of his bushes.” I laugh. 

“I’d have to disagree. I’m a fantastic lover.” Alex 
laughs. 

“Can we not talk about that please. I’m about to eat. I 
don’t want to hear about my family’s sex life. Thank you.”

“I guess it runs in the family.” Nathan teases. Alex’s 
face falls and Jessa and I die laughing.

I protest no talk about work and everyone agrees. 
During dinner, we chat about the bachelor and bachelorette 
parties and where Jessa and Alex are going on their 
honeymoon. I’m jealous. Alex is taking Jessa to Paris. Paris 
has always been on my bucket list. 

It’s now pushing nine and we need to get back to 
Kayson.

“This was fun. We need to do this again soon,” Jessa
says. 

“We will, just separately,” I laugh. “Your bachelorette 
party is gonna be awesome. I hope you’re ready.” I shake her 
shoulders as we head for the door. 

“Okay, now. I don’t want a divorce right after a 
wedding.” Alex smiles. 

“It will be fine.” I wink. 

Back at home we find Callie on the couch with Kayson 
asleep in her arms. I touch her shoulder and she startles. 
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.” I reach for Kayson and 
he snuggles into my shoulder. “Thanks so much for 
watching him. Did he give you any trouble?” 

Callie yawns. “He was great. He ate well, too.” 
“Great. Did you get your money?” 

“I did. Thank you. Do you want me to watch him when 

y’all go out next weekend, too? I don’t mind at all. I have no 
plans.” 
“I’ll talk with Nathan. I’m sure we will, though. Thanks 
again.” I say, walking her to the door. I’m not sure where 
Nathan is hiding. I think he gets uncomfortable around her. 
I’ve maybe joked a bit too much about her crush on him.


One Week Later…

Nathan has court today and he’s glad it’s finally here, 
but also worried. There’s no reason he shouldn’t be granted 
custody. I’m going with them for support and a possible 
person to speak at the hearing, if I’m needed. 

Nathan presented the court with all the documents 
needed to move forward. The judge asked several questions 
regarding care Kayson. With what the social worker said in 
Nathan’s defense and all the documents the judge saw no 
reason why Nathan couldn’t have custody of his son and 
granted full custody.  

Today went great, better than we could have imagined. 
It’s another reason to celebrate. Tonight, we each go out for
the bachelor and bachelorette parties. I’m so excited.

Jessa and Julie are meeting here at Nathan’s, or our, 
house so we can get ready for the bachelorette party. Julie 
went to business school with Jessa. I’ve only met her once. 
She seems nice, but the poor girl is a train wreck.

All the guys are meeting at Alex’s. Nathan’s trying to 
hurry and get ready before the girls get here. He comes out 
of the bedroom in a black button-up shirt that’s rolled up to 
show off his tattoos and dark-wash jeans. He looks too 
fucking good to be going out like that, especially without me. 
I guess it’s a good thing he won’t be seeing what I’m wearing
until after I get back home. He’d die. 

“How do I look?” he asks.  

“You need to go change.” 

“Why? What’s wrong with it?”

“Nothing and everything,” I huff. “The girls are gonna 

be all over you.” 

“Oh, I look that good, huh?” He grins. I want to kiss 

him and punch him in the face.

“Too good. If the girls weren’t on their way, I’d make 

you take me to the bedroom or possibly right here on the 

kitchen table.” 

He steps closer and his cologne hits my nostrils. He’s 

wearing my favorite, Giorgio Armani. I inhale as he pulls me

to him and kisses me. “Don’t worry. I’ll save all this for you 

when I get home.” Now he’s fucking with me. I pull away 

and punch him in the chest. 

The doorbell rings and Jessa walks in. “Hey, y’all!” She 

giggles.   

“Where’s Julie?” I ask.  

Jessa sighs. “She’s on her way. She’s tried to bale, like, 

three times now.” 

“What? Why?” 

“She’s never been to a bachelorette party or a strip 

club.” She snaps her mouth shut looking at Nathan.  
“It’s fine, Jessa.” He chuckles. “I already knew. Okay. 

I’m outta here.” He kisses me once more and smacks my ass 

on his way out. 

“So, is Julie going to ruin this for us?” 

“I don’t think so. She’s just… just different. She needs 

this, believe me,” Jessa giggles. I feel like there’s more to 

this than Jessa’s saying. Oh well.  

“Let’s go look at the dresses I’ve picked for the 

occasion.” I grab Jessa’s hand and drag her down the hall. 
“I feel like I should be terrified. Please don’t make me

look like a two-dollar hooker.” 

“I’m not, but we’re gonna look hot and hopefully get 

free drinks all night long.” I wink. Jessa rolls her eyes.
I hold up the dresses and Jessa’s mouth hits the floor. 

“Um. Where are the rest of these?” she asks, touching the 

hem of one.  

“Here’s yours.” It’s a beautiful maroon cocktail dress 

that will fit her like a glove. 

The doorbell rings and I go to the door. I open it and 

see a nervous Julie standing there fidgeting. “Hi Julie! Are 

you ready to have some fun?” 

“I guess so.” She doesn’t sound convincing at all. She’s

terrified. I don’t get it.  

“We were just in the bedroom looking at the dresses 

we’re wearing tonight.” I look down at what she’s wearing 

and holy fuck I’m so glad I bought her one, too. The poor 

thing is dressed like my Aunt Martha. The blouse she’s 

wearing has little pastel flowers all over it and she’s wearing 

some sort of elastic pants or slacks. This poor girl. “Come 

on. I got you one too.” 

“Oh. You shouldn’t have. I’ll be okay,” she says,

following behind me. I just ignore her. She’s not wearing 

that shit tonight. 

“Hey, Julie,” she says. I can hear it in her voice that 

she’s even a bit shocked at what Julie’s wearing. I wink and 

hand the girls their dresses.  

Julie insisted on dressing in the bathroom. When she 

comes out I can’t believe what I’m seeing. “Oh my God, 
Julie. You look fucking hot.” Julie looks down at herself in 
disbelief. “Seriously girl, if I wasn’t straight I’d be all over 
you. Who knew that hot little body was under those baggy 

clothes.”  

Julie smiles nervously. “I don’t know. I think I should 

put my blouse on.” 

Jessa and I both look at each other. “I think you look 

beautiful, Jules,” Jessa says. 

A bit later, I’ve gotten all our makeup done and we’re 
ready for our night on the town. Julie is still nervous, but 
that won’t last long once I get a drink or two in her.  

The girls and I walk into the kitchen. Callie is sitting at 
the table feeding Kayson some spaghetti. 

“Callie are you okay?” She hasn’t seemed like herself. 
Something’s bothering her. 

“I’m fine,” she says, not taking her eyes off the 
spaghetti. 

“Are you sure? Are you sick?” 

“No. I’m okay.” 

“Okay. You have our numbers and I should be back by 
two or so. Call if you need anything.” I kiss Kayson on the 
forehead. He has spaghetti all over his little face. “Bye.” 

“Bye. Brit-ey,” he says. I wave as we walk out the door.

An Uber is waiting out front for us. We load in and our 
first stop is dinner. I chose our favorite hibachi place. I think 
some sushi and a couple of drinks will be a great start to an 
awesome evening. 

We eat a few sushi rolls and are working on our second 
drink. Well, Jessa and I are. Julie is nursing her first one, 
still. 

“Come on Julie. Drink up.” 

“Sorry.” She burps and covers her mouth, giggling. 
“This is the first time I’ve had anything other than a wine 
cooler. 

“Really?” I ask, shocked. 

“Yeah. My dad was an alcoholic and I was always 
scared I’d end up like him.” 

“I understand. A few drinks to celebrate Jessa being 
stuck with the same guy for the rest of her life isn’t going to 
make you a drunk.” Julie nods and then giggles.

“Hey! I’m happy to have that man forever. He’s a damn
good man with a damn good dick.” 

“I will spew sushi all over you if you keep talking about 
my uncles’ dick.”

“Y’all are hilarious.” Julie smiles as she slurps what’s 
left of her drink.  

“Okay.” I clap. “Let’s get this show on the road.” I leave 
some bills on the table and we’re off to the first club of the 
night. 

I chose the club where Alex and Jessa kissed for the 
first time. We played some pool and danced together for a 
bit. Now we’re sitting and having some shots.  

“I don’t think I should,” Julie says. 

“I won’t peer pressure you, but here it is if you want it.”
I set a shot of tequila in front of her. She looks at it for a 
moment before picking it up.

I raise my shot and the girls follow suit. “To Jessa and 
Alex.” We throw our shots back and it burns so good all the 
way down.

Julie starts coughing. “Oh that burned.” I start 
laughing. “I’ve never been drunk before. I need to pace 
myself.”

“You never drank in high school?” I ask, curious. 
“No. I’ve never drank, never even went to a school 
party.” She looks at the table. “I’ve never even had a 
boyfriend.” 

“Wait. What?” I’m shocked. I remember her always 
keeping to herself, but that’s just sad. Jessa gives me a look 
telling me to shut it. “So are you a virgin?” 

“I am,” she whispers. I don’t even know what to say. 

“You need some dick. That’s your problem.” I nod.

“We don’t have time for that now,” Jessa says. “We will 
be seeing some though, right?” 

“Fuck yeah we will. How about now?” I grin.

We had the Uber ride from hell. We couldn’t help 
laughing most of the drive to the strip club. Our driver 
smelled bad and could not drive for shit. I’m thankful he’s
gotten us here in one piece. 

I’ve chosen the strip club of strip clubs. All the men 
here rank eight or above. I’ve been here a couple of times
and have always had a great time.  

We walk up and are greeted by two monstrous men at 
the door.

“Hello, ladies,” one says, while the other opens the 
door for us. “Have a great evening.”  

“Thank you. We plan on it.” 

“Wow,” Jessa says, surprised. 

It is a beautiful, elegant club, not like the trashy ones 
you see in the movies. It’s white and clean with chrome
finishes and touches of red throughout. I called ahead weeks 
ago to make sure everything was perfect for tonight.  

“Right.” I smile. “I have the VIP reserved for us girls.” 

“This is amazing,” Julie says in awe as we are seated. 

“You haven’t seen anything yet. Just wait. Let’s sit and 
order drinks and then the real fun begins.”

Of course, we have another round of tequila shots. 
Julie again is leery of having another. I ensure her that 
everything will be fine and I’ll have an Uber drive her home. 
She seems to be okay now. I think she’s a bit tipsy, even. I 
can’t wait to see her in an hour or so. This should be fun to
watch.

“I can’t believe I’ll be married this time next week. I 
want you to know how grateful I am that you brought Alex 
into my life. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted and more,”
Jessa says, tears now in her eyes. 

“I’m so happy for the both of you. We are not getting 
all sappy though. Tonight, is about fun, getting drunk and 
seeing some hot naked guys. It is time for the naked guys 
now.” We stand and Jessa hugs me. 

“Thanks for tonight,” she says. 

“You’re welcome. Now let’s go,” I say, smacking her 
ass.  

Julie giggles. “Y’all are silly. 

We make our way to the main area of the club. The club 
has started to fill since we arrived. I’m glad I reserved us a 
booth front and center for the man candy.

I reach into my bag, pulling out a cute little tiara and 
sash that reads bride on it in glitter. Jessa laughs. “Thank 
you.” I smile and place the sash over her and set the tiara on 
her head.

“This reminds me of that Magic Mike movie. Is that
how it is here? Will they bring women on stage?” Here’s 
Julie panicking again. She needs another drink. I wonder 
what her story really is. She seems to like to control
everything  in her life. Sometimes you need to let loose and 
have some fun. I bet she wears a certain pair of panties for 
each day of the week. Poor girl. 

I ignore her questions. She’s gonna ruin my buzz. “I’m
getting us more drinks before it starts.” I clap. 

As I return with the drinks, the lights begin to dim.
Women begin squealing and clapping. 

I asked the bartender to send over more drinks in 
about a half an hour. I don’t want to miss any of this. 

The DJ is to the right of the stage and he introduces 
the first act. 

“Hello ladies and a few gents. You’re in for quite a show 
tonight. I hope you have those bills ready. Our first 
performer Mateo is homegrown and needs a place to put 
some seeds.”  

“That was quite an intro,” Jessa laughs. “Holy fuck,” 
she says as he walks out on stage in a tight pair of what I 
assume are Wranglers, a tight t-shirt, cowboy hat and boots. 

“I’m ready for him to take it off,” I say. . 

Mateo seduces the crowd with his stare, thrusting to 
the beat of the dreadful country song as he slowly takes off 
his t-shirt and throwing it into the crowd. Women are going 
crazy. I get it. I do. 

After he’s removed everything but his G-string and hat 
he zeroes in on Julie, walking down the stairs straight for
her. She looks panicked again, grabbing onto Jessa’s arm.

“Don’t be shy, beautiful,” he says seductively. “Come.” 
Julie seems mesmerized by his stare, placing her hand in his 
as he leads her onto the stage.    

“What’s your name?” Mateo asks, his voice is so deep 
and powerful. He guides her into a chair in the center of the 
stage. 

“Julie,” she says nervously.  

“Well, Julie, tell me one of your deepest fantasies.” 
“I… I don’t know. I mean I’ve never really had any.” 

That poor girl has been brought out of her shell tonight 
and now on stage in front of probably a hundred people and 
asked to tell her fantasies. She probably won’t ever come out 
with us again.  

He runs a finger down Julie’s cheek and circles around 
her, placing his cowboy hat on her head. He whispers 
something in her ear and she smiles. He thrusts in her face 
and runs his hands down her legs. Julie looks as if she might 
orgasm on the spot. He slowly drags his G-string down his 
legs. The look on Julie’s face is priceless. I wonder if this is 
her first time seeing an actual dick. 

“Think this is her first dick?” I ask Jessa. 

She laughs. “Stop it.” 

As the song comes to an end he walks Julie back down
to us and winks at us.

“See ya round,” he says and walks away.

“Oh my. That was… wow. Hot,” Julie says, fanning 
herself.

“I gotta ask. Was that the closest you’ve been to a 
dick?” 

“Brittany!” Jessa snaps. 

“What? I’m just curious. That’s all.” 

“It’s okay. Really. Yes, it was my first and I must say, 
they look weird.” 

I can’t help it. I crack up laughing hysterically. “I’m
sorry. You’re just so cute.” 

“He wants me to wait for him.” She smiles, shyly. 

“Wait. What?” Jessa asks. “Wait for what? Are you 
going to see him again?” 

“I know I shouldn’t, but he made me feel alive up there. 
I felt so… I don’t know how to explain it. I guess I felt 
special.” 

Jessa sighs. “Sweetie, they do that with every woman 
that’s brought on stage. I’m not trying to rain on your 
parade. I just don’t want you to get hurt.” 

After the next few men dance, we walk back to our 
booth in VIP. Once you’ve seen one, you’ve basically seen 
them all. We’re all quite tipsy, especially Julie. She can’t 
seem to stop thinking about her hot stripper. 

Speak of the devil. Here he comes, fully clothed again. 
Now in regular jeans and a t-shirt without the hat and boots. 
He looks even sexier now.  

“Julie, can I talk to you for a minute?” Huh. No accent. 
I guess it’s all part of his act. 

Julie looks to us for guidance. We have none. I shrug 
and smile, as does Jessa. Julie stands on wobbly legs, Mateo 
catching her around the waist.

“I promise I’ll be a gentleman. I may be a stripper, but 
it’s just a job and not even my real job.” He smiles and they 
walk away. 

“You think she’ll be okay? She’s wasted. I don’t want 
her to do anything she’ll regret,” Jessa says concerned, 
watching them walk away onto the dance floor. 

“They’re still here.” I shrug. “I’m sure she’ll be fine. 
She’s a grown woman and the poor thing needs a man in her 
life.” 

“I’ve learned more about her tonight than in the whole 
year or so we’ve been friends. I feel so bad for her. There 
must be a story, a past or something to why she’s sheltered 
herself from the world like this. Anyway, how are you and 
Nathan doing?” 

“We’re good. He’s amazing.” I smile. 

“I’m so happy for you. I knew some guy would come
along and love your crazy ass.” She laughs. 

“Very funny, bitch. Did I ever tell you how happy I am
you came along when you did? You’ve been the best thing in 
Alex’s life. He needed you to bring him back to himself.” I 
wipe a tear from my cheek. I said we weren’t gonna get all 
emotional and I’m the one crying. 

“Aaaawwww. Look at you, being all nice, I love you.
You’re my best friend. You helped me so much. I wouldn’t
be where I am now without you.”

“I love you, too.” 

Julie comes back panting and plops down. “I need a 
drink.” She giggles. 

“Did you have fun with Mr. Sexy Stripper Mateo?” I 
giggle. 

“I did. His real name is Luke. He seems really nice.” 

“Where is he now?” Jessa asks, looking around. 

“He has one more performance and then he said he’d
come find us.” 

“Is he going to give you a private dance later?” I giggle.

After a couple more drinks, I think we’re all drunk. We
danced together and now eating some snacks before we call 
an Uber and go home. 

“Julie,” Luke says behind us. We all turn, looking at
him. He looks nervous. “Would you like a ride home
tonight?” Jessa and I look at each other, neither sure about 
this. “I’ll have her call you as soon as I drop her off. I can tell 
your leery of me.” He grins. “I don’t tell many this, but I am
a resident at the hospital, if that makes you feel any better. 
This job just helps pay for my student loans. I’ll be glad 
when I can quit.”

“I think that would be okay,” Julie says. “I’ll call you as 
soon as I get home.” She looks at Jessa to reassure her she’ll 
be fine.  

We watch Julie leave with Luke. I think she will be 
okay.  

“She has a tracker on her phone. We’ll be able to find 
her if he kidnaps her,” Jessa laughs. 

“Okay. That makes me feel better. Ready to get home
to our guys?” 

“I am. Thanks so much for tonight. I had so much fun.”

“You’re welcome. I did, too.” 

I wasn’t sure if Nathan would beat me home or not. His
truck isn’t in the driveway. I’ll pay Callie and shower before 
he gets here.

I walk in and go to the living room. Callie isn’t there. I 
don’t want to call out to her and wake Kayson, so I check the 
other rooms. She isn’t here. I check Kayson’s room and she’s 
not there and neither is Kayson. I don’t understand where 
they could be. It’s almost two in the morning. 

I call Callie and it goes straight to voicemail. I begin to 
panic. I call Nathan and he doesn’t answer. I wonder if Alex 
has made it home yet.

I call Jessa. “Hey has Alex come home yet?” 

“No, why? What’s wrong?” 

“Callie and Kayson are gone and Callie isn’t answering 
her phone.” 

“Do you think something happened? Did she try to call 
you? It was loud. Maybe you didn’t hear your phone.” 

“I have no texts or missed calls. This is weird, Jessa.
Where could they be?” 

“I hate to even say this, but call the hospital in case 
something happened. I’ll call Alex. Maybe he’ll answer.” 

“Thanks, Jessa. I’ll call you right back.” 

I hang up and google the hospital’s number. I get 
directed to the emergency room and Kayson hasn’t come in. 
My heart sinks. I try Nathan once more and no answer 
again. What is going on?” 

I call Jessa back. “He isn’t at the hospital. What do I 
do, Jessa?” Where could she be with him? “Did Alex 
answer?” 

“Sorry. No. I tried George, too. Hopefully they’ll be 
back soon. Do you want me to come over?” 

“Please. I’m freaking out.” The tears start falling. I’m
so scared. 

“Everything’s gonna be okay. I love you. I’ll be there 
soon.” 

“Thanks, Jessa.” 

I walk around the house looking for anything that 
might stand out. Nothing jumps out at me, giving me any 
idea to where they are or what could have happened. 

Jessa comes rushing in. “Brittany!” 

I run to her and start crying. “I don’t know what’s 
happened and Nathan still hasn’t called me back.

Nathan startles both of us. “What’s wrong?” I rush into 
his arms.

“Callie and Kayson are gone. Did she call you? Where 
are they, Nathan?” 

“What do you mean they’re gone?”  

“They weren’t here when I got home a little while ago. 
I’ve called her a few times and it goes straight to voicemail. 
I even called the hospital in case of an accident. They aren’t 
there, Nathan.” 

“I think you need to call the police, Nathan,” Jessa 
says, concerned. 

“Why would she leave with him and not call us? It 
makes no sense, she’s not answering the fucking phone,” I 
say, walking to Kayson’s room. I open his closet and my
heart sinks. “Nathan!” I scream.  

Nathan comes running. “What is… oh my God. That 
fucking little bitch. She’s taken him.” All of Kayson’s clothes 
are gone. I open the drawers in his dresser. They’re all 
empty. 

Nathan’s on the phone with the 9-1-1 operator. “My 
son’s been kidnapped. Please hurry.” 

“Alex is on his way,” Jessa says, walking back into the 
room. “Do you know where she lives?”

Nathan’s pacing the floor. “I believe in Brentwood. I’m
not sure where, though. Fuck! I’d just gotten him and now 
he’s gone. What if I don’t see him again? What if she’s hurt 
him?” he says, his chin quivering then he collapses onto the 
floor and begins to cry. 

I drop down beside him in tears. It breaks my heart to 
see him like this. It breaks my heart not knowing where 
Kayson is and what could possibly be happening. Is he hurt? 
Is he hungry? Is he scared? 

“Why would she do this?” Nathan weeps.

I can hear sirens in the distance. A few minutes later 
Jessa opens the door for the officers. They ask several 
questions. Most we don’t know the answer to. They’re 
questions we’ve already asked ourselves.

The officers get in touch with the daycare owner and 
get an address for Callie and the make, model and color of 
her car. 

“Mr. Beckam, we’re going to check Ms. Hart’s 
apartment and we will call you as soon as we know anything. 
We will also have a search party organized and an Amber 
alert, as well, to find your son. We will do everything we can.
Please, as hard as it will be, stay here in case she happens to
come back.” 

“She’s not coming back. She’s taken all his clothes. You 
expect me to sit here and do nothing while my son is 
missing. I can’t fucking do that. I won’t!” Nathan yells. 

“I’m sorry. Nathan is just extremely worried about his 
baby boy. Please understand. I want to add that before we
left this evening, Callie was a bit different. She seemed like 
something was bothering her. She insisted she was fine, so 
I thought nothing of it. If I wouldn’t have left, Kayson would 
still be here with us. I’m so sorry, Nathan.” My voice cracks 
and tears begin falling again.  

“Ms. Campbell, you can’t blame yourself. You had no 
idea what was going through her mind or that she was going 
to take him. We’ve gotten enough information to move 
forward. I’ll be in touch,” the officer says sympathetically 
before he leaves.

It feels as if time is standing still. It’s been two hours
since I’ve come home and found them gone. Everything was 
perfect a few short hours ago and now our world is 
crumbling around us.

Alex comes in. “Any word?” 

“Nothing yet,” I sigh. 

Nathan has shut down. He hasn’t said anything in the 
last hour or so. I’ve tried everything to help him, to bring 
him back to me. Nothing is working. I can’t imagine what he
must be feeling, what he’s thinking. 

Nathan’s phone rings. “Hello,” he says quickly.  

“She’s what! No, I didn’t know. If I had, I would never 
have let her near my son. Where is she?”

After Nathan hangs up, his fist goes through the wall. 
“Fuuuuuuck!” He screams. His hand now bleeding. I run to 
the kitchen and grab him a towel.  

“What did they say?” 

“Callie is Jeff’s daughter. They went to her address and 
she wasn’t there. They have an officer watching her house.” 

“What! Oh my God! Do you think he’s behind this?” 

“He has to be. Now when she’s caught, she will be 
going to prison, all because of that piece of shit. He not only 
ruined his own life, he’s now ruined his daughter’s life. If he 
wasn’t already in jail, I’d fucking kill him!” Nathan yells. 
“They have officers on the way to the jail to question Jeff 
now.” He sits on the couch, his head dropping into his 
hands. “I feel so helpless. I can’t just sit here.” He stands, 
pacing the floor again. 

“Nathan, they’re gonna find him.” I grab his face,
making him look at me, trying to bring him back. I know 
he’s scared, but he needs to focus and be strong for Kayson. 

A couple of hours later, Nathan’s phone rings. “Yes. I
will. I’ll be right there.” He hangs up. “We have to go,” he 
says, grabbing his keys and Kayson’s favorite toy truck. 

“Where are we going?” I run after him.

“To the police station. They wouldn’t tell me why or 
what, just to get there.” 

“We’re coming with you,” Alex says, following behind 
us.

Nathan flies down the highway to get there. “Nathan, 
slow down. You won’t be much help if you wreck the fucking 
truck!” I yell. 

“I’m so scared. Why wouldn’t they tell me what’s 
happening? What if Kayson’s hurt? I need to get there. He 
needs me.” His voice cracks.   

We pull into the station parking lot. Nathan slams on 
the breaks and rushes inside. I turn off the truck and we all 
hurry inside behind him.

I walk in and see Nathan on the floor crying. “What’s 
happened?”  

“Ms. Campbell, we got a search warrant and checked 
Ms. Harts apartment. We found some blood spatter on the 
floor.” I drop to the floor with Nathan and pull him to me, 
rubbing his back. We’re both crying. Alex and Jessa are 
right beside us, trying to console us. “We are not sure the 
blood is Kayson’s. It’s gone to the lab to be tested. Did you 
bring something with Kayson’s DNA?” 

“Yes.” Nathan reaches into his pocket and hands the 
officer the toy truck. It’s placed into a bag.  

“We are sending this now and will have a rush on the 
results. We should know in just a few hours. Please think 
positive. It may not be your son’s.” The officer walks away. 

The longer we wait the harder this becomes. Nathan’s 
sobbing. “My boy, my little buddy. What if I never see him
again? I don’t know what I’ll do. I can’t live without him.
Please God. Bring him back to me.” He looks up, pleading
for help. Seeing him like this, it’s killing me. There’s nothing 
I can do to make it better, to help with his pain. 

I touch his face. He leans into my hand. “Baby. What 
can I do? Tell me. I’ll do anything. Do you want some coffee 
or maybe some water?” 

Nathan sniffles. “Yes. Coffee would be good.” 
“Okay. I’ll be right back.” I look at Jessa and Alex. 
“I’ll stay with him.” Alex nods. I mouth a thank you. 
Jessa stands. “I’ll come with you,” she says, putting her 

arm around my shoulders, pulling me close. “Brittany, this
is so crazy. I can’t believe that bitch took him.” 
“I can’t either. She seemed so nice. She was so good 
with Kayson. I thought she seemed familiar. I couldn’t put 
my finger on it. I can’t believe I didn’t see it before how 
much she resembles Jeff. It’s sad he has her doing his dirty 
work for him. It’s gonna ruin her life. I can’t believe he’d do 
that to his family, and for what? Nathan did nothing to him.
He only got what he deserved for touching me. Jeff must
still believe that Nathan caused the fire. He didn’t, and even 
if he did, what would it matter? Jeff’s gonna be in prison for
a long ass time. It doesn’t add up.”

On our way back, I see the officers speaking to Nathan. 
“Whose blood is it then?” Nathan asks. 

“We’re not sure. It didn’t match anyone in the system. 
The blood belongs to someone who has never been in police 
custody or convicted of anything. It’s hard to say. It could
be anyone’s. I’m sorry we don’t have any new information
at this time. Please, go home. As soon as we learn anything, 
I’ll call you. There isn’t anything you can do here.” 

“You’ve said that before. It’s pissing me off. Nothing is 
getting done. I’m going on my own search,” Nathan says, 
walking away. We all follow behind him to the truck.

“What are we gonna do, Nathan?” 

“I don’t know. I can’t just sit and do nothing like they 
suggest I do. Each second Kayson could be getting further 
away. I have to look for him.” 

“Let’s go home and think of any possible places she’s 
mentioned. We can think of others that could possibly be 
helping her. Do you really think an eighteen-year-old could 
be doing this alone? I don’t.” 

Nathan sighs. “Okay.” 

“We will help, too,” Alex says. 

“Thanks man. I’m sorry I’ve been a little crazy. This is
getting to me. I know I need to stay calm so I can think 
clearly and find him.” 

“Nathan, I can’t imagine how you’re feeling. Don’t 
apologize. Jessa and I are here to help.” 

Walking back into the house and knowing Kayson isn’t 
here, not hearing his little laugh or even his cry almost 
brings me to tears. I can’t cry. I need to be strong for 
Nathan.

We all gather around the kitchen table. Nathan and I 
try our hardest to think of anything Callie may have said to 
help us find Kayson. 

“Friends. Does she have any friends?” Jessa asks. 

“I’m sure she does, but she’s never mentioned any,” I 
sigh. “We didn’t talk too much outside of Kayson.” 

“What about her mother? Her and Jeff are still 
married. Have they contacted her?” Alex asks. 

“I’ll call the station and see,” Nathan says. 

“Ask if they checked the warehouse, too. I’m sure they 
have, but just in case,” I add.  

Nathan sighs, hanging up. “They can’t find the mother, 
either. They checked her house and no one is there. They 
learned Jeff has a vacation home about two hours away. 
There are officers on the way now.” 

“Do you think the mother could be involved?” Jessa 
asks. 

“The way she was acting on the news, she’s behind him
one hundred percent. There’s a good possibility she is. It 
would make sense. I’m sure Callie couldn’t do this on her 
own. They wouldn’t tell me where the house is. They must 
know I’d go there,” Nathan says, rubbing his hands over his 
face. 

“They’ll find him. They have too. I love you.” I pull him 
close and kiss him.

“I love you too,” he says, caressing my face. “I’m so glad 
you’re here, all of you.” He looks at each of us. “Thanks, 
y’all.” 

Nathans phone rings. “Yeah. Is he hurt? Yes. Okay.
Thank you.” 

“They found him. They’ll be back in about two hours 
and want us to meet them at the station. I’m so relieved. 
He’s fine.” Nathan breaks down again, only this time they’re 
happy tears. 

“They took him to the vacation house? Was Callie’s 
mom there with them?” I ask. I have so many questions. 

Nathan nods. “She was. They’ve arrested Callie and her 
mother and bringing them in for questioning.” 

It feels as if I’d lost a few years of my life in the hours 
waiting, not knowing where Kayson was, if he was okay and 
seeing Nathan fall apart before my eyes. The pain I felt 
inside for him, and there was nothing I could do to take it 
away. 

Those two hours felt like days, but finally passed. They 
felt like a lifetime. I can only imagine just how long it felt for 
Nathan. We are sitting in the police station. Well, Alex, 
Jessa and I are sitting. Nathan’s pacing again. He can’t be 
still. He’s so excited to reunited with his son.  

The officers come through the door carrying Kayson. 
As soon as Kayson sees Nathan he screams. “Daddy!
Daddy!” He has the biggest smile on his little face. He’s 
squirming in the officer’s arms to get to Nathan. As soon as 
his little feet hit the floor he runs to his daddy. Nathan drops 
to his knees and wraps Kayson into his arms. He begins 
crying with happiness. Seeing them together again gives me
goosebumps and tears begin to fall. I rush to them and when 
Kayson sees me he grins. “Brit-ey! Brit-ey!” He lunges for
me, wrapping his little arms around my neck. We fall
backwards on the floor and he’s giggling. I’ve missed that 
little laugh so much. 

I look at Nathan and the happiness turns to fury. The 
fire in his eyes, he looks like he could kill. He stands and 
walks towards the officer’s walking Callie and her mother 
through the doors. He rushes toward them.  

“Mr. Beckam, please do not speak to them. I know you 
have many questions, as do we,” the officer says.

The look on Callie’s face is fear, sympathy and sorrow. 
She begins crying. “I’m so sorry. They made me do it. Please. 
Please. I’m sorry. Please forgive me. I had no choice,” she 
pleas. 

“Shut up, Callie. Don’t say another word,” her mother 
says. She seems to have no regrets for what she did. She 
looks like more of a bitch in person than on TV.  

“No. This wasn’t my idea. You made me do it!” she
cries. “I’m not going to prison for you. I hate you.” 

“Shut up, Callie!” the mother screams. 

One of the other officers walks up to Nathan. “Mr. 
Beckam. Please take your son to the hospital to be sure he’s 
okay and we will be in touch in a few hours.” 

Kayson was given the all clear. He wasn’t harmed in 
any way. He’s so young, he shouldn’t have any emotional 
damage or remember what happened.

We make it back home and Kayson runs to his room to
play. We all sit at the kitchen table and try to regroup. 
Things could have ended very differently. I’m not sure what 
that woman wanted in the outcome, but luckily she was 
caught. 

“Thanks, y’all, for being here for us. I’m sorry this is 
how the night ended. Well, morning I mean.”  

“It’s fine, Nathan. We didn’t really do anything to help. 
We’re so glad you got Kayson back. Take a few days off to 
spend some time with him. We will be fine,” Alex says,
standing and looking to Jessa. “Come on, babe. Let’s get you 
home.”

Nathan stands. “Thanks man. Just being here for us 
was a big help. I’m grateful to have y’all. Kayson, too.” He 
hugs Alex.

Jessa and I smile at each other and stand, hugging 
before they leave. After they leave we walk into Kayson’s 
room, watching him play with his trucks.

“So many scenarios went through my mind. I was so 
worried I’d never see him again. I can’t believe he’s here and 
safe,” Nathan says, tears forming in his eyes.  

I wrap my arms around his waist. “Me, too.” I sigh. 
“He’s such a wonderful boy, Nathan. I’m so glad to have you 
both in my life.” 

“We’re the lucky ones. Having you here with Kayson 
and me these last few months are more than I could’ve 
hoped for. I love you so much,” he says.

“I love you too. More than you’ll ever know.”  

“Since I’m off for a few days, do you think Alex would 
mind if you take off too? We could go away and relax, all of 
us before the wedding.”

“I’m not sure. Jessa said everything’s ready for the 
wedding. I don’t see why not. I have a lot of vacation days 
saved up. What do you have in mind?” 

“I have a cabin in northern Missouri right on the river. 
It’s peaceful and so beautiful there. Call Alex and see. We
can be back the day before the wedding in case they need 
help with anything.”

“That sounds great. I’ll call him now.” This is exciting
and just what we need. 

While I’m talking with Alex, Nathan gets a call. 

Alex said it would be fine to take some time if we’re
back for the wedding. I assured him we’d be back the day 
before in case they need our help. 

“Alex is fine with it. Who was that?” 

“The detective that’s on the case. He said Callie has 
been extremely cooperative and even refused a lawyer. She’s 
willing to throw her mother under the bus for immunity. 
They believe that she’s telling the truth. Her mother forced 
her to kidnap Kayson. Jeff had nothing to do with it. Her 
mother wanted revenge on me. The detectives found three 
plane tickets. They were leaving tomorrow. We might have 
never seen Kayson again.” He sighs. 

“The way Calllie acted, I kinda believe she’s telling the 
truth.” 

“Me, too. I just want to let the police handle it. 
Kayson’s here. He’s safe. I want to forget for a few days and 
enjoy my time with him. Let’s get packed and sleep for a few
hours and then we can head out. I mentioned to the police
that we will be out of town for a few days, if they need me to 
just call me.” 

After some much needed sleep, we’re loading the truck 
and almost ready to get out of here. Some time to relax is 
just what we need after all the drama we’ve been through 
together.  

The truck is loaded and we’re off. It will take about six 
hours to get to New Haven. That will put us to the cabin at 
about eight o’clock. That gives us just enough time to unload
before it gets dark. 

The drive has been a bit quiet. It’s given us both time
to think. It’s given me the time to think about how my life 
would be without Nathan, if we’d never started dating. I’m
positive it would be much simpler, organized, even 
controlled. I’ve come to realize that everything in my life
doesn’t need to be in order or done at certain times or done 
certain ways. Sometimes the unknown is a good thing. If I 
hadn’t given him a chance that day I wouldn’t be here right 
now. I wouldn’t be in love with Nathan. I wouldn’t love the
amazing little boy in the backseat. I’d be alone. I had gotten 
used to that and thought I was okay with that most of the 
time. I wasn’t. 

“Brittany. Earth to Brittany.” I look over at Nathan. 
“Are you okay?” 

“I am. I’m just thinking.” I smile. 

“Good things I hope?” he asks, playfully. 

“They were. I was thinking about how much I love you 
both.”  

“That’s funny. I was thinking the same thing.” He
reaches for my hand. “I don’t want to scare you, but I can 
see us being together forever. I can see you old and grey.” 
He chuckles.

“Thanks. That started out extremely romantic, but 
leave it to you to make jokes.” 

“I know. I’m sorry. When things take a serious turn, I 
joke. I guess it’s my shield.” He shrugs.

“I’ve noticed. It’s fine. I guess.” I roll my eyes. 

“Moo! Cow! Daddy! Cow!” Kayson screams, pointing 
out the window. 

“It sure is a cow. What color cow was it Kayson?” 
Nathan asks. 

“Bwown cow. Moo,” he says and I giggle. His little 
voice and the way he pronounces his words, it’s so cute.   

A few hours and about five potty stops later, we’re 
finally driving down a gravel road that leads to several 
cabins on the river. I can see some lights ahead. Others must
have had the same idea as us.

“Oh, look. Someone’s having a bonfire. Oh, wow. Babe, 
look. They’re really enjoying that bonfire, too,” I giggle. 
They’re making out. She’s strattling him. That fire isn’t the 
only heat over there. I hope they come up for air. The sound 
of our tires rolling over the gravel breaks their kiss. They 
look up and wave.

“They seem to be about our age. Maybe we should go 
say hello and introduce ourselves after we unpack and 
Kayson’s asleep.” 

“Only if they’re fully dressed.” Nathan chuckles.
While Nathan gets Kayson in bed, I finish unpacking 
and open a beer. Yes, a beer. I’m trying to get out of my
comfort zone a bit more. I’d say I’m succeeding. I’m in the 
woods with no internet and drinking beer.  

Nathan sneaks up behind me, startling me. “You know
that’s a beer in your hand, right?” 

“Ha. Ha. I thought I’m in the woods, isolated from the 
world. I need to fit the bill.” 

“Oh fuck. No internet. What will you do with yourself?” 
He laughs.

“Shut the fuck up. I’m trying not to freak out about it.” 
I frown. 

“Are the neighbors still outside?” he asks, looking out 
the window. “Let’s go say hi and drink a beer by the fire. I’m
sure they won’t mind us joining them. Right?” 

“I don’t know. They seemed to be enjoying being alone.
That was hot.”  

“Let’s go find out.” He swats my ass. “Maybe we’ll get 
a show,” he says, wiggling his eyebrows. 

“You’re pitiful,” I sigh, grabbing a few beers. 

The fire is basically between our cabins, so I’m hoping 
they won’t mind if we join them. It’s so dark out. As we get
closer and can finally see them, I feel under-dressed. She is 
beautiful. She has beautiful blonde hair, much longer than 
mine. And the guy. Fuck me. He’s hot, too, and his blue eyes 
mesmerize you.  

“Hey! You guys are more than welcome to join us,” she 
says, as we walk up. I wonder where they’re from. That 
accent is very different.  

“I’m Brittany and this is my boyfriend Nathan. I hope 
you don’t mind us coming down to say hello.” 

“I’m Lark and this is my…” she says, glancing at the hot
guy before he jumps in. 

“I’m her boyfriend, Rowen. Nice to meet you both.” 

“Where are y’all from?” I can’t help it. I gotta know.  

“We’re from Minnesota. We came down to just get 
away for a bit and relax. Figured this scene wouldn’t hurt 
while I’m trying to make it official with Lark.”

“Rowen! Seriously! They don’t need to know all that.” 
She rolls her eyes. “Sorry about him. Where are you guys 
from?” 

I can’t help but laugh. I think I like her. She seems a lot 
like me. “We’re from Arkansas. Let’s just say we have been 
dealing with a lot lately and needed to get away, also.” 

After a few beers, we’ve gotten to know our neighbors 
for the next few days. They seem nice and are similar to 
Nathan and I. We mentioned possibly getting together 
again before we leave. I know we said we wanted alone time, 
but they seem fun and we need that, too.  

“I like them. It’s a shame they live so far away,” I sigh.  

“It’s always like that. Maybe we could see if they’d like 
to swing with us,” Nathan says, then laughs. He couldn’t
hold it in. 

“Right! They are a very hot couple. She could turn me,
I think,” I giggle.  

“That I’d like to see,” he says, pulling me in for an 
urgent kiss. I straddle him and he walks us to the bedroom. 
“Let’s get a shower. We both smell like a chimney.” He 
grimaces. 

The shower seems to take everything out of us. We hop 
into bed and cuddle, neither of us making a move for more. 
I’m content with him just holding me.

“I love you,” he says, kissing my forehead. 

“I love you, too.” 

I wake up before Nathan and Kayson, throw on 
Nathan’s shirt and sneak into the kitchen to make us 
breakfast. I’m almost finished when I hear the pitter patter 
of Kayson coming up the hall. 

“Hungey. Brit-ey,” he says, reaching for me. 

I pick him up and hold him on my hip as I finish the
scrambled eggs. “Almost done, little man.” 

He crinkles his nose and cheeses at me. His little 
gapped teeth showing. He’s just adorable. 

“Daddy! Eat!” he says, when Nathan walks into the 
kitchen, still in his boxers and scratching his head.  

“Good morning.” Nathan beams. Even with his hair in 
disarray and his face puffy from sleep, he’s still gorgeous. 
“Look at you, Martha Stewart.” He chuckles.  

“Good morning,” I say, looking at Kayson. If he weren’t 
in my arms, I’d have a few words for Nathan for that 
comment. Nathan winks. He knows what I’m thinking. It’s 
so nice to see him so happy.  

I set Kayson down so I can get breakfast finished up. 
He runs right into his daddy’s arms. Seeing Nathan smiling 
and holding his son is such a relief. Things could have ended 
very differently. I’m so glad the police got there when they 
did.

After breakfast, I clean up the kitchen and we all get 
dressed and decide to take a walk along the river. Nathan 
holds Kayson’s hand tightly the entire time. He keeps trying 
to get closer to the water and Nathan’s about to have a heart 
attack I think. It’s quite comical. 

We’ve gotten some ways away from the cabin and I 
think Kayson’s little legs are getting tired. It’s close to his 
nap time. It could be him just getting sleepy. I’m slowly 
learning more and more about him.

“You think he’s getting sleepy?” I ask. 
Nathan looks at his phone and nods. “I guess let’s walk 
back and get him down for a nap and we can have some fun 
by ourselves.” He grins.

“I want to hold him, please.” 

“Okay. Go ahead. You don’t have to ask.” 

“Can I carry you Kayson?” 

He let’s go of his daddy’s hand and I quickly scoop him

up. He puts his little head on my shoulder. I look at Nathan 
and I see him wipe a tear from his eye. 
“I love you,” I say, my voice cracking a bit so I clear my
throat. I’m not sure if it’s because he’s emotional seeing me
with his son or maybe because of Kayson. I think it’s both. 
If this relationship doesn’t work out I think I’ll be 
devastated. I care for them so much it hurts. 

“I love you, too, Brittany. Thank you for loving me and 
my son. It means so much to me that you accept him.” 

“Don’t thank me. I love you and he’s a part of you. I 
love him, too.” 

“He’s already asleep,” Nathan whispers, stopping me. 
He kisses me and then ruins the moment by pinching my
boob. That’s just him. He gets uncomfortable about 
expressing his emotions. I hope he’s not always like this. I 
love all of him.

“You brought the baby monitor, right?” 

“I did. Why?” he asks, curious. 

“I was thinking maybe we could have some adult time 
in the woods while he naps. What do you think?” 

“I like the way you think. I’m game.” 

I carefully lay Kayson in his bed, cover him up and tip 
toe out of the room. Nathan’s waiting outside the door and 
grabs me from behind, scaring me. My initial reaction is to 
hit him, so I do.

“You’re so abusive.” 

“Sorry. Don’t sneak up on me. I was trying not to wake 
him. Now let’s go. You know we don’t have too much time,” 
I whisper. 

“Should I grab a blanket or anything? I’ve never done 
it in the woods before.” 

“Me, either. I don’t want to be on the ground at all even 
if we have a blanket. What if a spider or a snake crawls on 
me?” Just the thought makes me sick. I’m almost rethinking
this, but I’m too excited to say no now.

After we’re safely out the door, I take off running for 
the closest big tree where no one can see us. Nathan’s 
chasing me and catching up fast. He lunges forward and I 
scream.

“Got you.” He chuckles, his eyes sparkling 
mischievously in the sunlight and his hands now around my
waist.

Nathan presses me into the tree, pinning my hands 
above my head. His mischievous eyes are smoldering and 
determined. He uses one hand to pull my gym shorts and
panties down my legs, putting them in his back pocket. I 
wiggle and step out of them. He lowers his shorts just 
enough to free himself. We need to be ready in case 
someone comes or if Kayson wakes up. 

This is such a rush. I’m so turned on right now.
Nathan’s lips crash into mine. His hand behind my neck, 
pulling me in to deepen the kiss. He’s into it, too, and I love 
it when he’s demanding and possessive of my body. 

He lifts me. “Wrap your legs around me,” he says
between kisses. I feel his dick poking my ass. Maybe one
day, but not today. “Hold on tight.” 

He releases my neck and guides himself to my
entrance, circling in my slick pussy. 

“Fuck. You’re so wet already. Do you like this, being 
out here in the open? Do you like the thought of being 
caught?” I moan. “You do, don’t you?” I nod. 

“Please fuck me, Nathan,” I pant.  

He enters me and groans. “Brittany. Fuck.” He can’t 
control himself. He sinks all the way in, filling me
completely. He brings his hand up to my throat and kisses 
me urgently, silencing my moans.

Nathan releases my hands and I wrap them around his 
neck and meet him thrust for thrust until I explode. He
begins to moan loudly so I kiss him passionately as I come
down from my climax, convulsing around his length, 
sending him over the edge. I feel the heat of his orgasm and 
him throbbing inside me.

He rests his head on my shoulder, still holding me up 
as we both regain our breathing. 

“That was…” Nathan says, still trying to catch his 
breath. 

“Amazing,” I giggle. “We need to do it outside more 
often.” 

“I agree. That was intense. Do you think anyone saw 
us?” 

“I hope not. That would be mortifying.” I cringe. “Now
let me down in case someone comes and so we can go clean 
up before Kayson wakes up.” I squirm from his grasp. 

“I love you, babe,” Nathan says, giving me a peck on 
the lips. 

“I love you, too.” I smile. 

We stayed a couple more days in the cabin. It was just 
what we needed, relaxing, peaceful, and romantic at some
points. I think I’ll remember that tree forever. We are now
packing up to head home today. We need to get back for the
wedding tomorrow. Jessa’s already called a couple times 
panicking about food and seating charts. She needs me 
before she loses her mind. Poor Alex. I’m sure he’s ready for 
me to be back, too.  

Hours later, we’ve made it home. Kayson slept some of 
the way back. That made it a lot easier. He got a bit cranky 
this time, being stuck in his car seat for so long. I can’t blame 
him a bit though. We stopped a couple times for potty 
breaks and to stretch our legs. I offered to drive, but Nathan 
wasn’t having it. I guess he thinks I’ll hurt his precious 
truck. I’ve never even gotten a speeding ticket. Well, not one 
I couldn’t get out of anyway.

I’m standing in front of the mirror in this beautiful 
dress, my reflection staring back at me. I’m so incredibly
happy for Alex and Jessa. They’d both gone through hell and 
back before they got together and even battled issues 
together, but they were strong enough to overcome them
and stay together. Now I’m getting ready to be the maid of 
honor in her wedding and Nathan will be walking me down 
the aisle. I remember finding that information out, I wasn’t 
happy about it. Now things are so different. I love him and 
hope that maybe someday we will be going to another 
wedding… our own.  

“You look beautiful,” Nathan says, coming up behind 
me. We stare at each other in the mirror. He looks amazing 
in what he calls his penguin suit.  

“You look pretty damn handsome yourself.” I turn and
kiss him lightly. I don’t want to mess up my makeup. I
worked really hard on it and don’t want to ruin it. 

Kayson is adorable in his little suit that matches his 
daddy’s. He is the ring bearer. We’d practiced with him
quite a bit over the weekend. I think he will do just fine. 

We arrive at the church and there are quite a few 
people here already. I made sure we got here early for 
anything Jessa may need me to help with. I know that’s my
job and I want Jessa to be as calm as possible today. 
Knowing her, I’m sure she’s freaking out. 

Nathan and Kayson go to find Alex and I go in search
of Jessa’s room. I walk through the door and see her 
standing in the mirror looking at her dress. She seems a bit 
sad. 

“What’s wrong?” I ask. 

“I’m just nervous, I guess. I can’t believe it’s finally 
happening. I’m marrying the man of my dreams.” She
begins to tear up and I hurry for the tissues. 

I hand her one. “Stop it. Your makeup looks amazing.
We don’t have time to redo it now.” 

“Are there a lot of people out there?” She seems to be 
turning a bit pale. 

“There are a few. You’ll be fine.” I smile, holding her 
hand. There are more than a few, but I’m not going to freak 
her out any more than she already is. “You look absolutely 
gorgeous, Jessa.” She turns to me and hugs me. 

“I wouldn’t be standing here without you. I know I’ve 
already told you a dozen times, but I’m so glad we saw each 
other that day and you gave me Alex’s number. You became
my best friend shortly after and he became the love of my
life. I could never repay you for that.” A tear falls down her 
cheek. 

“Stop it! I’d do anything for you, Jessa. I love you like 
family and it’s about to be official. You can repay me by 
being my maid of honor someday, okay?”

“Do you see yourself marrying Nathan?” 

I don’t even have to consider the question. “I do.”  

A few minutes later, Jessa’s mother Janis comes in 
with a huge smile on her face. “Brittany, is almost time you 
to walk out.” 
I nod. “Thanks, Janis. Look at our girl. She’s stunning, 
isn’t she?” 

“She is. I’m so proud.” Janis is walking Jessa down the 
aisle today. I feel bad for Jessa because her father hasn’t 
been in her life and isn’t here for her on this special day. 

I hear the music begin and kiss Jessa on the cheek and 
wish her luck. I walk out the door and Nathan is standing 
there waiting for me. He looks up when I walk out, with a 
big smile on his face. Those dimples showing and his eyes 
twinkling.  

“There’s my girl. Are you ready? Kayson did great. He’s 
sitting with your dad. He warmed right up to him.” Nathan 
smiles. 

“I am. I think Dad always wanted a son.” Nathan puts
his arm through mine and we walk through the doors. 
Everyone is staring and smiling as we make our way to the 
front. We reach Alex and he seems a little nervous, but looks 
happier than I’ve ever seen him. Nathan releases me, kisses 
me on the cheek and we walk to our spots. I smile at Alex 
and he smiles back.  

The music changes to the “Bridal Chorus.” Everyone 
stands and Jessa begins walking down the aisle, clutching 
her mom’s arm. She makes it to her groom, Janis kisses her
and takes her seat. Alex kisses Jessa’s cheek and the 
preacher clears his throat, telling everyone to take their 
seats.  

The ceremony is beautiful. They each had written their 
own vows and I must say, I cried a little during both. After 
the ceremony, we all walk outside for the reception. There 
are tables with cream colored silk clothes and beautiful 
white hydrangeas on top of each. There’s a massive buffet 
style area and a massive dance floor.  

I help a few people to their tables and Nathan finds me 
shortly after.  

“That was a beautiful wedding,” he says, holding a 
sleeping Kayson in his arms. He did a great job walking 
down the aisle with the rings. 

“It was. Did you see the cake?” I ask as we walk towards 
it to get Jessa and Alex ready to cut it. 

“It’s amazing. We’ll need to hire that decorator for our 
wedding.” 

I stop in my tracks and turn to face him. “What did you
say?” 

“You heard me.” He smiles, eyes gleaming. He’s
serious. “I know it’s too soon right now, but I want to marry 
you someday, Brittany.” 

A tear falls down my cheek and he wipes it away. “I’d 
love that, someday. We’ve been through hell and back and 
if I’ve learned anything, it’s that I love you with all my heart; 
Kayson, too,” I say, brushing his little hair off his face. 

Nathan leans in and kisses me passionately. 

“So, Britt, are you going to formally introduce me to 
the man that has his tongue down your throat,” my dad says, 
sneaking up on us.  

I pull away from Nathan quickly. I can feel the heat in 
my cheeks. My mom is by his side smiling. 

“Dad. Mom. This is my boyfriend, Nathan.”

“I’m just kidding sweetie. Nathan, already introduced
himself earlier. I just thought you might need to come up for 
air.” He chuckles. 

“Daddy.” I slap his shoulder.  

“I’d love to have you both over for dinner soon,” Mom
says. I catch her ogling Nathan and wink. She smiles, 
embarrassed that I’ve caught her. 

Alex and Jessa cut the cake. They’d had their first 
dance and now everyone is mingling, dancing or getting 
food. It’s calmed enough now that Nathan and I can spend 
some time together. Kayson is playing in the kid area with 
some of the other toddlers. Some of the grandmas offered to 
sit and are watching them. 

Nathan asks me to dance. I’m a bit shocked, as he’s 
quite the dancer. Honestly, his moves are getting me pretty 
turned on. I’m ready to get him home. Weddings always
make everyone so mushy. I love it, especially since I’m in 
love at this one. 

We all gather and send Alex and Jessa off in the limo
for their honeymoon in Paris. I made sure to throw in some
sex toys and plenty of lube in her suitcase. What kind of 
friend would I be if I didn’t? I wish I could see her face when 
she finds them. I don’t want to hear any of the details 
though. Nothing’s changed there.

We make it home and the first thing I do is ditch the 
heels. My feet are killing me.

“I was hoping you’d leave those on,” Nathan says, 
walking into the bedroom. He’d just laid Kayson down. He 
walks up behind me and unzips my dress, his fingers grazing 
my back as he does, sending a shiver down my spine. “Were 
you serious when you said you’d marry me someday?” 

I step out of my dress and face him. His eyes look over 
my naked body and then peer into my eyes, waiting for my
answer. “I was very serious. I love you, Nathan. I can see us 
being a real family someday. I’m not saying next week or
next month, but yes. We’ve come a long way. We’ve been 
through a lot in the short time we’ve together. We’re 
fighters, you and me. We can make it through anything, 
especially with your persistence. I’m sure it will happen 
sooner than later.” I smile. 

“I think you’re right about that.” He drops down onto 
one knee. “I want you to be my wife and Kayson’s mother.
He loves you as much, as I do. I can wait as long as you want. 
I just want you to be mine forever, so will you marry me?” 

“Yes. Yes. I will marry you.” I begin to cry. Nathan’s 
shaky hand slips the beautiful square diamond onto my
finger then stands, lifting me in his arms. We share a fiery, 
passionate kiss as he walks me over to the bed. He makes 
love to me and I fall asleep in my fiancé’s arms. 

“Mommy! Mommy!” Kayson screams. I run to him.
I’m carrying a beautiful blonde baby girl dressed in pink 
when I go in search of him. I make it to Kayson’s room and 
find him trying to get his shirt on. His little head is stuck in 
the arm hole. 

“Here, baby. I’ll help you,” I giggle. 
“Mommy. Don’t laugh. Hi, Sissy,” he says, looking at 
the baby in my arms. 

“I’m sorry, sweetie. There ya go. You look very 
handsome.”

“Is everything okay in here?” Nathan asks, walking 
into Kayson’s room, carrying a baby in blue in his arms. 

I wake up out of breath and sweating. What the fuck! 
Twins. I look over and see Nathan sound asleep next to me. 
A lot has happened this year. I sold my house shortly after 
Nathan proposed. I’ve got all my stuff moved in.

We were married six months ago. It was nothing
special. My parents, Kayson, Jessa, and Alex all came to the 
court house to witness it. We decided we didn’t want 
anything big. We were both happy with our choice in the 
end. We wrote our own vows and afterwards we had a small 
reception in the backyard. It was very intimate.  

Another thing that has warmed my heart is that 
Kayson has started calling me his mommy. I love taking care 
of him. He’s the best son I could ever have. 

I also found out I was pregnant three weeks ago. I’m
terrified. I guess because it’s my first baby and I don’t know
what to expect, but that dream scared the fuck out of me. I 
don’t think I could handle twins. I’d go fucking crazy. I have 
my first doctor’s appointment today. Nathan is coming with 
me and it can’t come soon enough, especially after that 
dream.

The doctor said everything looked great and that I am
approximately eight weeks along. There was only one heart 
beat and I was so relieved to hear that. This will be so great,
Jessa and I will have children growing up together. I hope 
they’ll be best friends just as we are. She found out she was 
pregnant two months before me. They are having a baby 
girl. I’m so excited for them and Alex is over the moon. 

Nathan and I are even more in love now and are a real 
family. He never gave up on me. I thought he was an 
annoying asshole for the longest and now we’re married and 
have a family and I couldn’t be happier. I’m glad I gave him
a chance. Love is worth the fight. 


THE END 

The night of Alex and Jessa’s engagement… 

I see the bitch is leaving. Aaaawwww that’s too bad. I
try to focus and see Nathan sitting alone looking all sexy, 
now alone. I try to gain control over myself. I’ve drank quite
a bit tonight. I’m not acting stupid, I don’t think, but I’m
having to focus on walking so I don’t trip over my own feet 
and make an ass of myself. I won’t do that, though. I know
how important this is for Alex and Jessa. She just doesn’t 
know it yet.  

I plop myself down next to Nathan. “So, I see your
whore finally left.”

“Wow. Brittany. I’d almost say you’re jealous,” he 
chuckles. “How many glasses of wine have you had 
tonight?” 

I sigh. “A few. Why?” I focus on his eyes. They’re so 
beautiful like the emerald green ocean. 

“Just asking. I’m a little shocked you’ve come over and 
sat down with me and are talking to me. I thought you hated 
me.”

“You drive me crazy, but I don’t hate you, Nathan. How
could I? You have the most beautiful eyes, smile and those 
dimples are fuck… they get me so wet.” Fuck did I just say 
that? Oh, well. I’m too drunk to fucking care. 

“Really? What else do you like about me?” he asks. 

“Your tattoos,” I say, running my fingers down his 
muscular, tattooed arm. “I always wonder if there are more 
than just these.” 

“So you act like you hate me because I always bother 
you? Is that what you’re saying?” 

“Pretty much. I also have been fucked over a lot and 
don’t want to be fucked over again.” I sigh. 

“I’d never intentionally hurt you, Brittany. I really like 
you. I have for a while. I’m not like the other assholes I’ve 
seen you with either,”  he says, rubbing his thumb across my
hand.

“The food is done, everyone!” Alex yells. We need to 
get over there so he can pop the question. I’m so excited to 
see Jessa’s face. 

I look up at Nathan. “We’d better go.” We stand, still 
looking at each other. I’d love for him to kiss me right now.
I’ve been curious what it would feel like to have his tongue
in my mouth, kissing me. I’ve wondered what he looks like
naked too many times to count. I’ve wondered what it would 
be like if I did finally cave and give him a chance. Maybe I 
should. “Please don’t give up on me. Fight for me,” I say and 
walk back to the group not looking back. 

Nathan, 

I’m writing you this letter to tell you how sorry I am. I’m sorry that I 
treated you like shit while we were married. I thought you were cheating 
when it was really you just fighting. I know you did it to save money for 
Kayson’s college and to take care of us when times were tough. You did 
that for us. I was a bitch and hated that you were keeping a secret from 
me. I’m sorry I tried to keep you from Kayson because of it. He loves you 
so much and I know you’re a good father to him. You are the better parent 
of the two of us. I shouldn’t have blackmailed you or used your son against 
you.  

You don’t know how depressed I’ve been lately. It’s gotten so bad 
that I’ve been using drugs and neglecting our son. I see it and I want 
better for him. That is why I’m writing this letter and leaving you both. I see 
myself fading and I want what’s best for Kayson.  

When I saw you with her today I knew I could leave and you both 
would be fine without me. I knew for a long time that you liked her and 
wanted her, even when we were married. I saw the way you looked at her. 
I think when she gets her head out of her ass, she’ll want you too. I hope 
she can be the mother to Kayson that I can’t be. I know when you read 
this I’ll already be gone and maybe just maybe it will bring you and her 
together. 

Raise him to be a good man just like his daddy. I’ll always love you 
and Kayson. Please don’t let him forget me. The real me. 

Love, 
Tonya 

AVAILABLE NOW

Last (Jessa and Alex’s story) 

Fight (Brittany and Nathan’s story) 

COMING SOON!!! 

Broken (Julie’s story) 
MORE TO COME… 

Take Me There (Standalone) 

Breaking Free (Standalone) 

Readers
-  So many of you wanted Brittany’s story and 
that made me so happy. Fight was fun to write for the most 
part. I want to thank you for reading my books and for all 
your support. It means so much to me.

Guess what… Julie’s story is coming soon. 

Remember Lark and Rowen from the neighboring 
cabin in Missouri?  Their story, Forget You Not, by the 
amazing Harloe Rae releases September 27th 

My Amazing Street Team-  I think I have the best 
group of supporters. Thank you for posting, sharing, 
reading, and giving me feedback. Y’all are just awesome. 

#Squad- Best group of author friends I could have. 
Thanks for being there and for supporting me.  

Family & Friends- Thank you so much for being so 
understanding and supportive. I love y’all.

Bloggers- Thank you for all that you do for authors. 
Thank you for posting on release day, for taking the time to 
read and review Last and/or Fight for me. You are all 
amazing. 

This book wouldn’t be possible without these 
amazing people.
Cover Designer
- Liv Moore with Liv’s Lovely
Designs 

Cover Model- I wish I knew. 

Editor- Robin Bateman with Robin’s Red Pen 

Formatter- Leigh Stone with Irish Ink Formatting 
and Graphics 
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