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      “FUCK!! Baby slow down.” My fiancé, Lansing, says to me as I ride his cock like a bucking bronco. Or, as I like to call him when he is being sweet, ‘Lance-a-lot.’

      “Can’t slow down papi. It’s so good. Your cock is so big. Oh God!” I grab my nipples, shivering at the sensitivity. Ever since I have become pregnant, the simple brush of his knuckles against them can set me on fire.

      Smack.

      “I said slow down mi corazón. Don’t jostle my daughter being greedy, Ray.” Huh. He thinks smacking my ass is going to make me slow down. Wrong. Placing my hands on his chest, I bounce up and down, moaning as his cock hits my g-spot, rubbing against every inch of my pussy, keeping it wet and juicy. His mouth latches on to one of my nipples and I can’t help but squeeze my pussy around his pipe. His mouth, hot and wet, sucking my nipples while his hands roam my body is the second best feeling in the world. I say this out loud as I cum all around him. “Fuck! Shit!” Is the last thing he says before I feel him explode inside of me. Slumping down on top of him, my hands play with the hair on his chest as we catch our breath. I wait a second before asking him the question that has been on my mind for a while now.

      “Lance-a-lot, did you think we would be here, five months ago, having a baby and getting married when we first met?” I often wonder about this and never ask. It has been on my mind a lot, especially after having just spoke with my sister who has just gotten out of a yearlong relationship. I can’t help but be a bit concerned that maybe we rushed into this.

      “What did I tell you about calling me that?” He says as he smacks me on the ass once again.

      “It fits. Don’t you think?” I smirk knowing he can’t see my face yet. I know he hates it when I call him that.

      “You do know the knight in question was actually called Lancelot. Not Lance-a-lot.” he laughs at me tickling my side. I try, in vain, to regain my composure but I am extremely ticklish. When I finally catch my breath, I answer him.

      “I do know that, jerk. He was the best Knight of the round table. He won the most battles and lead the kingdom to many victories because he never gave up. Considering how you pursued me and wore me down; I think it fits. No?” He looks at me and smiles.

      “Indeed, it does baby.” he says. I smile back.

      “Now answer my question. Did you think we would be here?” I don't know why, but I need to hear him say it right now. Lately I have been dealing with a lot of doubt. Could be the hormones. The reassurances from him always make everything better.

      ” Yes, I knew it. When you walked into my office that day for the interview, I knew, without a shadow of a doubt,” he says rubbing my back.

      “How did you know? For all you knew, I was an awful person and would be shit at my job.” I pinch his side causing him to chuckle. I giggle. I love that his side is his ticklish zone.

      “First of all, your resumé told me that you would be amazing at this job, if not a bit overqualified. Second, when your smart-ass mouth started going, my dick got happy. That was the tell for me.” I roll my eyes at him. He is obsessed with my mouth and everything that comes out of it. Well to be honest, what goes into it as well. “What is really going on, baby? I thought we were done with all of the doubt?” I turn my head up and look at his face. Scrunched up and filled with concern, he looks down at me, rubbing my head.

      I understand his confusion. When I started working for his and Trim’s company five months ago, the tension between us was palpable. Almost immediately, I felt the desire between us sizzling. I tried to thwart it, by being a bitch and brushing him off, but he was persistent and sexy as fuck. Within the first week, he had me on my back on top of his desk, his mouth on my pussy and me screaming his name. It wasn’t until his cock filled my pussy and his mouth touched mine, that I knew, to the very core of my being, that he was my soulmate. I didn’t say it to him though. I learned very early in life to not trust others with my feelings, thanks to my parents. After that day, we were together every night and most of the time during lunch. After the first month, he began asking me to move in with him and at first, I said no. Then one day, while I was talking to my baby sister Vanessa on the phone, she said something to me that knocked some sense into my head. She said, “What would you do if tomorrow, something happened to him and you lost the opportunity to be happy? Don’t be so scared to get hurt, that you miss the chance to be happy.” I stood there, in my living room staring at the phone, because the thought that I might miss my chance to really be with him, was like a knife wound to the stomach. I thanked her, hung up the phone and drove to his house. When he opened the door, I blurted out I loved him and would love to live with him and the rest, as they say, is history.

      We moved in together the following weekend and a few days after that we found out I was pregnant. Given the dates from the doctor, it had to have happened that first time on his desk. Now here we are, happy, planning a wedding and having a baby, and I can’t help but feel that it is all going to be taken away from me. Sitting up, I look in his eyes, take a deep breath and just say it. “Are we crazy? I mean we barely knew each other a week before we started this. My parents were together thirteen years and they couldn’t trust each other. My sister just ended her relationship for infidelity among other things. What makes what we have so different?” As soon it comes out of my mouth, I regret it. Uh-oh. I think looking at the face of the man who owns me body and soul. When his nose starts flaring, I know I am in trouble. He flexes his abs and pumps his hips a bit, shooting a sensation straight through me, since he is still inside of me. I moan, biting my lip. The gasp leaves my mouth when he lifts me and turns me, my back landing on the bed. He slams inside of me again and leans into my face.

      “What did you just say to me?” Oh shit. This is going to hurt, in the best way possible.
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      The bullshit that just came out of her mouth has me seething. How could she, for one second, even think we are anything other than perfect for one another? With my cock still inside of her I lean into her face and wait for her to answer me. She bites her lip, as her eyes become moist and immediately, I feel my heart begin to beat, the love that is only for her and my daughter, thumping inside of me.

      “I’m... I’m sorry, Lansing. I love you so much. I just...sometimes I get scared that I am going to lose you. It all seems so easy and surreal sometimes.”

      “Baby, I get that. But when you say shit like that to me, it makes me want to fuck the faith back into you. Like now.” I pump my hips in and out of her pussy, her warmth, overheating from housing my kid, makes my body shiver as I bite the side of her neck.

      “Travis!” She screams as I lift her legs higher on my hips making sure to go deeper. I smile as my mouth mates with hers. I love it when she screams my first name. Her nails dig into my back as she meets my thrusts and we both begin to sweat, our mutual need for one another evident.

      “Don’t ever doubt our future baby. You feel this?” I ask her, placing her hand on her small, yet round, stomach where my daughter is doing her daily aerobics. She nods her head, her eyes glassy and barely open as I continue to slide in and out of her, shooting towards the finish line. “This is our future. You and our little girl mean everything to me. When you doubt that, you gut me. Do you get me baby?” I suck her neck into my mouth knowing this is one of her sensitive spots. When she shouts, “YES!!” and begins to shake, I know it’s time. Hell, I am barely hanging on as it is.

      “Good. Now cum.” I say before pinching her clit and biting her nipple as my seed shoots inside of her, coating her pussy in the cream that gave us our baby girl. I roll her back over on top of me, always careful of her stomach and rub her back.

      “I’m sorry, babe. I know what we have is special. I was just having a moment. These damn hormones are a mess.” She says kissing my chest.

      “I know baby. I just have to make sure you never forget.” She cheeses at me, her eyes twinkling as she allows her heart to shine through, making my heart melt like a pansy ass. We both look at one another and start laughing as we acknowledge that we now have to get up and go to work. We lay a bit longer, holding one another. My hands trace the flow of her tattoos. She has a flight of black butterflies on her chest leading from her heart up her neck. I asked her once, why they were black. I didn’t think she would answer, but the way she looked at me, broke my damn heart.

      “When my father left us, I was 13 and Vanessa was 10. I went from being this happy, lively girl to a shell of myself. I was basically dead inside. My mom, not that she was mom of the year or anything before he left, became worse, if you could believe that. She stopped making sure we ate, didn’t care if we bathed. She didn’t go grocery shopping or anything. She basically drank and stayed out all night, every night. When she was home, she was passed out. So, on my eighteenth birthday when I decided to be different, I wanted a reminder of who I didn’t want to be again. I couldn’t bring myself to get moths on my chest, so I opted for these black butterflies. I call them ‘zombie butterflies. They represent the part of me that had no light.” She told me this, so devoid of emotion, her eyes looking off into the distance. It was then that I knew, until I proved to her that I would never hurt her, she would always hold a part of herself back from me.

      Once we have showered, and gotten dressed, I walk her to her car, kiss her, and get into mine and head to work. I am more than surprised to see Trim, in my office when I get here. “Hey, did I forget a meeting or something?” I ask him, trying to remember if I forgot the schedule.

      “No. I was over here on this side of town picking up a rocking horse for the baby’s room and thought I would stop in and talk to you about a new location I would like to open up.” His wife Love is pregnant as well. She is a couple of months behind Ray. Though they have an older son named TJ.

      “New location. Great. Where?”

      “Savannah.”

      “I think that is an excellent spot. I was wondering when you were finally going that way. When were you thinking of meeting with the developers and property owners?”

      “I was kind of hoping you could do it next week. I would go myself, but Love is having a hard first trimester and I don't feel right leaving her here. I’m sure you understand.” I nod my head, knowing exactly what he means. Ray’s first three months were not the hardest, but they were not the easiest either. She was sick every morning, and horny as hell every night. The real problem was, she so sensitive to the smell of almost everything that what was morning vomiting could become nightly vomiting at any time.

      “That is fine. No problem. Plus, Ray’s sister lives out there, so I am sure if it is ok with you for her to miss Friday, she would love to go as well and see Vanessa.” She was just telling me a few days ago that she was worried about Vanessa and how she was handling the breakup. She said she needed to get out there and see her. She is going to love this.

      “That’ll work. Here is the information for the contractors and such. Martin has the contracts. Call me if you need anything.” We shake hands and he gets up and walks out of the room. I spend the rest of the afternoon talking and dealing with the insurance companies. By the time I look up, it is four in the evening and I am ready to go home. I have something special planned for her tonight. My cock is doing his own jig waiting for the night to come. Me too, buddy. Me too.
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      “Araya, I need to get Kent Sampson on the phone.” Picking up the line, I dial the number to Sampson Enterprises. They have been wanting to sign a contract with us to become exclusive to our business for three years as the main security system to all of our businesses and investments. Trim has been reluctant because of their stance on foreign policy and their lack of support to the military. Trim and Lansing are both pretty unbudgeable when it comes to supporting the troops. I get it. They were both soldiers and did their best to serve our country.

      “Boss, I have Kent on line 2.” I tell him, before going back to the documents I have been assessing for him. I am about to finish up when my cell phone rings. Looking at the ID, I see my little sister Vanessa calling.

      “¿Hey chica, qué pasa?”

      “Nada. I’m just getting home from work and thought I would check on you and my niece. How’s the baby?” I rub my stomach and smile.

      “She is just fine. Busy as usual. Thank God the vomiting is over.” I say with a sigh. That was not fun.

      “I bet. How is Mister Perfect?” She always calls him that. She says ever since I moved in with him, I have not complained about him once. That she refuses to believe he doesn’t at least fart in his sleep. I laugh every time she says it. The truth is, anything he does I find hot as hell. I mean have you seen the man?

      “He is just fine, thank you. I lost it a bit this morning. I don’t know, could be hormones, but I think it is fear of becoming ...”

      “Like mom and dad.” My sister finishes for me.”

      “Yes. Like mom and dad.” I admit, taking a deep breath having gotten it out.

      “Ray listen to me. I have never seen a man look at a woman the way Travis looks at you. Dad never looked at mom like that. I only wish I had that love. Just go with it and allow it to become your life.” I hear the hurt mixed with wistfulness in her voice. She’s right. All our parents did was fight and drink. They never hugged us, told us they loved us. They didn’t parent us at all. I often wonder how I found the light and ability to be happy growing up before all hell broke loose. When my dad left, my mom drank herself into oblivion, never mind the fact that she has two children. We fended for ourselves until we both left.

      “You are right little sis. Enough about me. How are you hanging in there?” I can’t tell her I am happy about her breakup. I mean I know she knows that she can do better than him. He was an ass of the worst kind. He talked down to her, called her out her name and wouldn’t touch her. But he wanted no one else to have her so he strung her along. I couldn’t believe it when she told me after they had been together for over six months that she was still a virgin. I asked her about it, completely speechless, but figuring it was her not being ready. She looked at me, tears in her eyes and said he informed her he wasn’t yet ready to see her flab and cellulite. It took everything I had not to rip his fucking balls off. I tried telling her he was an ass and that she could do better. Needless to say, every time I saw him, I let him know how much of a piece of shit he was.

      “I’m ok. Just working. I have been spending a bit of time with Felicity.”

      “I am so glad you have a friend pumpkin. How is the shop going?” My sister invested in a tattoo shop called the Tattooed Vixen, owned by her friend Felicity. I was nonplussed at first, not sure if this was wise, but two years running, and I am more than impressed. The work they do for Breast Cancer survivors and such is amazing.

      “Thanks. I am going there next week to finally get a tattoo. Felicity has been working on it for me.” Holy shit!! I don’t know what to say. I never thought she would get a tattoo. She has been scared of needles her whole life.

      “Holy hell, pumpkin. There is no way in hell I am going to miss that. If it weren’t for your niece in my belly, I would get one too. What day are you going to get it?”

      “I am going the Monday after the gala.”

      “The charity gala is next weekend?” I have been dying to go to this thing and see what it is really all about. The truth is, if it is as great as my sister says, I want to become an investor.

      “It is. It’s Saturday night.”

      “I am going to talk to Lansing. We will be there.” We hang up not to long after that and I begin putting stuff away. Once I make sure Trim doesn’t need anything else from me, I jump in my car and head home. Opening the front door, I stop before closing it. My mouth hanging open as my body begins to buzz. Standing in front of me, is the love of my life, in nothing but a towel. He is surrounded by orchids all over the room and nothing, but candles lit, setting the room in a blushing glow. I can feel my nipples hardening as they call for him. My pussy is swelling, filling with juice, my clit rubbing against my panties as my mouth begins to water.

      “Welcome home baby. Drop everything where you are and take off your clothes.” He doesn't have to tell me twice.
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      Shit. I think to myself grabbing my cock through the towel. Watching her take her clothes off, as her cheeks turn red and her eyes begin to glow, my mouth begins to water.

      “Now what?” She asks standing in front of me with nothing on. Holy fuck her tits look so good. I can see where they have gotten bigger since she has been pregnant. Her nipples, pinker and firmer. My mouth is dying to suck on them and bite them.

      “Come over here and lie down.” I move over so she can see the table that was delivered from the Spa down the street. I called them asking if they could let me borrow their pregnant woman’s table. I let them know before they could ask, that no, no one else is allowed to come here and put their hands on her. I watch as her mouth opens up and she looks at me and smiles. She goes on her tippy toes and kisses me before getting on top of the table. Once she is laying on the front of her body, my daughter inside the hole. I walk up to her back and lean into her ear. “Be good and lay there. Relax baby. I got you.”

      Putting lotion on my hands, I begin massaging her. My hands making sure to get her shoulders and the middle of her back. Ever since she started showing, those have been the two areas that have given her the hardest time. Leaning down, I kiss her neck, intending to simply kiss her and sit back up. However, when I do it and she moans, turning her head to look at me, all my plans go out the door. My hands don’t leave her as my mouth begins to explore her neck and her spine. I take little bites all over her back and neck, my hands continuing to massage her and make her body relax. When my mouth reaches the base of her spine, right above the slit in her ass, my tongue makes its way from her crack to her pussy. Craving the sugar that comes from between her legs.

      “Lansing.” She moans as she begins to squirm on the table. Her stomach is still in the hole so she can’t move too much. Moving further down the table, I move her legs apart lifting her stomach a bit.

      “Don’t move Ray. Just feel it.” I say before my mouth latches onto her pussy and devours it. Spreading the lips, I flick inside her hole up and down, swallowing the cream as she releases it. Licking from her asshole to her clit, I bite down, making sure to suck it hard as the blood rushes throughout.

      “Oh shit, Travis. Let me turn over.” She begs, unable to stand not moving. Ignoring her for a bit longer, my thumb enters her asshole as my forefinger enters her pussy. In and out I fingerfuck her over and over, needing her to be wet enough to take me. My cock is staring straight at what it wants, impatiently waiting for me to claim my pussy once again. It never changes. Every night when I enter her, it feels like the first time. I grab him again, squeezing the tip, my thumb running across the head, feeling the leaking that is happening.

      “So, fucking sweet baby. I should add this to my coffee in the morning. Never need sugar again.” I tell her before sucking her clit back into my mouth, letting my tongue do the work. I am touching no other part of her body but the pussy that belongs to me.

      “TRAVIS!!!” She screams as three of my fingers enter her hole and she begins to shake, her cream pouring out of her, my mouth open catching it all, not worried about the fact that it is dripping down my chin. She continues to shake, moaning, her body covered in sweat. I kiss the inside of her thigh before standing up.

      “Come on baby, turn over.” I say to her as I help her sit up off the table and turn over. Her eyes, so cloudy and low in conjunction with her flushed face has me holding my breath. I lift her in my arms and carry her into our bedroom. Laying her down carefully on her back, I crawl in between her legs, picking them up and putting them over my arms. “I love you so fucking much baby.” I tell her looking her in her eyes. She smiles at me, an action that always sends my heart into overdrive.

      “I know Travis. I love you too.” I don’t wait to see if she has anything else to say. My cock enters her wet cave as my mouth latches on to her nipples. I swear I can taste the beginning of her milk even though she and the doctors say it is too soon.

      “Shit baby you feel so good. You pussy was made for me. You know that don’t you?” I ask her barely able to speak as I move in and out of her, trying to make this last as long as I can. I can feel my balls drawing up, my snake ready to strike and hiss and spit all over her. Sitting up, I grab her legs and open them wider, making sure not to hurt my daughter. Her arms above her head, hair all over the place, looking like every man’s wet dream. I don't want to move. I just look at her, thanking God for sending her to me. Saving her for me. I am trying to talk myself into going slower, when she puts both of her hands on her nipples and begin pulling them, moaning and keening my name and I can no longer hold it together. I begin pumping in and out of her, faster and faster, my breath leaving me in huffs.

      “Yes. Yes. Travis harder.” She says, her head moving back and forth in bliss. She knows I am not going to move faster than this. My daughter is my priority.

      “Calm your ass down.” Smack. She loves this. She begins pushing back against me, faster and faster. Our bodies, smacking against one another, the sounds of our wet flesh meeting and separating. I can feel our joint desire, dripping down my balls as her wet thighs slide against my arms. “Fuck. Shit. I’m coming.” I grunt right before my thumb pinches her clit and she cums.

      “Oh, fuck Travis. Oh fuck. Oh fuck.” she chants over and over as the last of my cum shoots into her.

      “You ok baby?” I ask her dropping down beside her, feeling my daughter. She must be asleep. Her ass is always moving around.

      “I’m more than ok, handsome. How was your day?” Her face giving away the fact that she is trying to tease me into fucking her again. She is insatiable. Not that I am complaining.

      “It was good. Oh, Trim asked me to go to Savannah next week to look at this new location he wants us to buy to finally open a shop there.” I tell her, my hands still touching her anywhere I can.

      “Oh, that’s great. The tattoo shop Vanessa invested in, remember me telling you about that?” I nod my head. “Well they are having a charity ball there next Saturday night. I really want to go. To be honest, I want to invest in it myself because I believe in what she does. However, I want to see it first and meet Felicity. Plus, my sister is going a couple of days after to get her first tattoo and I want to be there.”

      “Well that works out because I was going to ask you if you wanted to go. I am looking forward to having some fun.”

      “Me too, Travis. Me too.” As she falls asleep, her left hand on my chest, I can’t help but twirl her engagement ring around wondering what is it going to take for her to finally set a date? I am tired of waiting. I might just have to take matters into my own hands.
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      “What are you giggling ladies up to this morning?” Travis asks me and Vanessa as he leans in to kiss me good morning. Tilting my head back, I moan as his mouth touches mine, goosebumps breaking out on my arms. He literally just ate me awake and then made love to me slowly, telling me he loved me the whole time. His eyes never left mine, even as he kissed me and left marks all over me. I seriously needed that after the day I had with my sister yesterday.

      Travis and I got to Savannah at about noon, on Friday. We went to my sister’s, he dropped off the bags and had to run to his meeting. Vanessa and I had planned to meet at her school for her lunch period which was at two. Apparently on Fridays, she worked through her regular lunch in order to assist senior students that needed help with studying for their ACTs. So, she told me it was over at two and to meet her there. We had been eating for about an hour when her phone rang and she answered it, with a look of concern on her face. I could feel my body going on alert, even without knowing what was happening. My sister doesn’t get worried about things without good reason. Listening from my end, I gathered that it was a student, a girl. Sounded something like she was in trouble

      She was up and out of her seat before she had hung up the phone. “Pumpkin, what is going on?” I ask her as I gather my purse and follow her.

      “One of my seniors, Lily. She is hiding behind the school. She sounded hurt but she wouldn’t say over the phone. I have to go and find her.” She sprints out of the room. I can barely keep up with my heavy front half. We make it to the back of the school and find a girl, balled up in the corner of the football field behind the bleachers. I stand back not wanting to make her feel uncomfortable. From the distance at which I am standing, I can see her lip is bleeding and she is holding her left wrist. Vanessa helps her up, motioning for me to come closer.

      “Can you help hold her up while I call the E.R. so they are expecting her?” I nodded my head because what else was I going to say? The young girl was beautiful despite her bruised and battered face. It was obvious, even to me, that this is not the first incident she has endured. We get her to the E.R. and she is rushed into the operating room. Sitting in the waiting room for someone to come out and tell us what was going on, I looked over at my sister and she burst into tears. I held her, rocking her back and forth until she got herself together.

      “Her name is Lily.” She said to me, wiping her eyes. “She is my brightest student; despite the home life she is living.”

      “What exactly is the situation?” I asked her, wondering if there is anything I can do.

      “Her mother died two years ago from breast cancer. Her father took to drinking and decided it was ok to take his grief out on his only child. Since her sophomore year she has been coming in with bruises, cuts, broken bones, or sometimes not showing up at all. The superintendent tried interceding but whenever child services would get involved, she would lie or refuse to speak. There was nothing they could do.” She hiccupped her way through this explanation and by the time she was done telling me about it, I was pissed and ready to kill someone. It literally took me back to me and Vanessa starving, trying to figure out how to eat. We would go to school hungry, bodies emaciated. When the school nurse began to worry, they brought in child services and we lied just like this girl. Looking over at my sister, I note how distraught she is, and my heart begins to break. My mind begins to assimilate as I start going over different scenarios of how to protect her. “It feels so much like what we went through, you know? I need to help her.” Vanessa says to me. I am about to respond when a nice-looking man in a doctor’s uniform, with a scowl on his face walks over to us.

      “Are you here with Lily Nolan?” he asked. I noted that he looked at us like we had done that to her.

      “We are.” I answered him, not about to cower like I did something wrong.

      “Hi. I am Dr. Mark LaSalle. Lily is asleep. She has a broken hand and a fractured collarbone. Luckily both breaks are clean and should heal with no problems. I can’t speak on her mental state. I note she has quite a few bruises, some old, some not. May I ask who the fuck did this to her?”

      “Her father.” Vanessa answered.

      “Has he been arrested?” The Doctor asks, his fist clenching and unclenching.

      “Not that we are aware of.”

      “Good to know. I will need her address. She is in room 376. Please let her sleep. I will call you when she has awakened.”

      “Can you let her know I will pick her up.” Vanessa says trying to relay she is going to take over for her. However, we are both shocked by his rebuttal.

      “That won’t be necessary. She will be coming home with me.” He said matter of factly like it was a no brainer. I was about to speak up and interject but my sister beat me to it.

      “I’m sorry…. Dr. LaSalle is it? But she doesn’t know you and neither do I for that matter.”

      “No worries. She will soon enough. Now if you’ll excuse me.” With that, he walked away leaving us both at a loss for words. We left the hospital, neither of us saying anything, just lost in memories and pain from our own childhood. That night, I cried in Travis’s arms, reliving my life when I was younger. He simply held me and told me over and over how much he loved me and would never let anything happen to me. I want to believe him so much. But sometimes, I just don’t know if I can.
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        * * *

      

      Walking into the beauty salon with Vanessa, to get ready for the charity ball tonight, I can’t help but feel giddy. Travis and I have gone out plenty. But not anywhere near as fancy as this and I find I cannot wait to get all dolled up for him. To be honest, I am more excited and wet thinking about him in a tux. Jesus. My mouth is watering right now. I take a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself down. If I keep this up, we might not make it anywhere.

      “Raya, what color is your dress?” My sister asks me as the girl is curling my hair.

      “Burgundy. It is tight, and barely knee length, with a pair of gold stilettos.” I say, winking at her. She simply laughs at me, knowing I am being naughty and shakes her head.

      “Are you two even going to make it to the event?”

      “Well we certainly are going to try.” Hey. At least I told the truth. I look back at her. “Do you have a date for tonight?”

      “No. I don’t need one. I am fine going by myself.” She says, shrugging her shoulders.

      “I know that. I was just wondering if you invited a colleague or friend.”

      “No. I would rather not. Besides, after this last time, I have decided to stay away from men and relationships. They only want one thing from me anyway and when they realize the fat chick isn’t going to just put out, it becomes...hurtful. So, I am just going to go on with my life, alone and be happy.” I know my face conveys my supreme dislike for her comment just now.

      “Pumpkin…”

      “NO! Araya. Please just let it go. It is what it is. I long ago came to terms with the fact that I would never be as beautiful as you. I don’t need big sister trying to make it better.” I can tell she is serious and though I respect her decisions, there is no way I can leave it like this.

      “Listen to me little sis. You are gorgeous. I don’t know what would possess you to say something like that but cut that shit out. So, what you have more meat on your bones. Do you know how many men out there want a woman, thick and juicy? And for your information, I am not a stick. Have you seen this ass?”

      “I have. I have actually bitten that ass.” Fucking Travis. I think smiling and turning toward him. Standing out of the chair, not thinking about whether the stylist is done or not, I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him. “Mmm. I missed you too baby. You ladies ready to go?” He asks, me squeezing the ass in question. I turn my head not moving from his arms and ask the lady.

      “I’m sorry. Were you done with my hair?” She nods and smiles.

      “Yes ma'am. I had just finished up.”

      “Great. You two ready to go? I hired a limo for the night and just so happened to take it to come and pick you up. So, we can get to the house, change and get to the gala.”

      “Yeah, babe. We are ready.” Looking at my future as we get into the limo, I can’t help but feel lucky. I just have to find someone for my sister.
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      Damn I look good. I think looking at myself in the mirror. I found a short burgundy dress, which is bunched in the stomach area, calling attention to my baby bump, which I am extremely proud of. The top is cut low, showing a nice amount of cleavage. I rub my hands across my chest giggling because I know Travis is going to moan about me showing too much. He wouldn’t be wrong though. The bottom of my dress doesn’t even reach my knees. After putting on my lipstick and eyeliner, I walk out of the room holding my heels. No way am I walking down the stairs in these things. I can hear the echo of Travis’ voice from downstairs as he takes a phone call and as usual, it sends chills up my body. Knocking on my sister’s door, I open it. “You going to be ready soon or do you think the party is going to wait for you?” I tease her.

      “Shut up. I just got out of the shower. I just need to do my makeup and I will be ready.”

      “Alright. I will see you downstairs.” After closing the door, I walk downstairs and note I don’t hear Travis anymore. I look around a bit, but when I don’t see him, I assume he stepped outside. I walk into the kitchen to grab a glass of water. As I am reaching up into the cabinet, I hear him.

      “What the fuck are you wearing, baby?” His voice a deep timber, oozing control and seduction.

      “A dress.” I state not bothering to turn around. I feel him when he comes upon me, his hands on each side of the counter, pinning me to it.

      “You call that a dress?” He whispers in my ear before biting it. I can’t form words, my body too busy preparing for his invasion. I feel my panties getting damp as my pussy begins salivating for him. I simply moan and lean my head to the side giving him access to my neck. “I asked you a question, Ray. You call that a dress?” His licks up the side of my neck, knowing full well there is no way he is getting a response out of me. I nod. My eyes, becoming foggy as I try to stay alert. “Hop on the counter.” I lift my head not sure I heard him right. Not waiting for me to do as he says, he lifts me onto the counter. This is my first look at him since he has been dressed. Holy fucking shit!! The man is a god. He is in an all-black tux, with a burgundy cumberbund. The pocket square in his jacket is also burgundy and for the first time I realize why he asked me what color my dress was when he texted me earlier while he was out. His shirt is unbuttoned on the first two and fuck if I don’t want to lick the skin that is showing.

      “How is a girl supposed to get through the night, throbbing and needy like this with you looking like that?” I ask him, barely containing the whiny keen on the tip of my tongue.

      “Oh, and I suppose you think you being half dressed with my daughter doing jumping jacks in your belly is any less of a turn on for me. Do you have any idea how fucking gorgeous you look right now? Feel this.” He places my hand on his cock that is standing at attention, rubbing against his zipper. “He knows that he owns you and according to him, I shouldn’t let you leave without proving it.” Oh fuck. This could be bad or good considering my sister is upstairs and might come down any moment.

      “How do you plan to do that?” I whisper licking my lips and squirming a bit trying to quell the ache. “Vanessa is almost ready.” I can’t help but feel so damn sad about this.

      “I know I can’t fuck you right now, baby. But I refuse to leave this house, without the taste of you in my mouth and you remembering this pussy is mine. Scoot back and put your knees on the counter.” I do as he says, my body acting on pure desire and want for this man who has come to mean everything to me. He falls to his knees, his face awash in adoration and want. He licks his lips as he smirks at me before moving my panties to the side. “Such a naughty one aren’t you, baby. Look at all this sugar you have sitting here for me.” He sticks his finger in it and my whole body lights up.

      “Travis!” I say, trying to be mindful that we aren't alone. I look down as he sucks his fingers into his mouth and fuck if I don’t want to say fuck it and sit on his face. Before I can suggest just that, his tongue touches my very greedy kitty and I am gone. Bucking my hips toward his face, I can’t help but put my hands in his hair, anchoring his face into my honey pot, moaning and crying for him to lick faster and harder. “Oh shit. Yes! Yes, Travis. Just like that. Oh yes...yes….” I feel it coming, so fast and hard. Ever since I have been pregnant, it takes no time for me to reach bliss. Him knowing it, he pinches my clit and I fall off the edge, body shaking, mind a blur, heart full. Like always, he comes up and put our mouths together, tongues dancing as we continue to communicate without words. I love tasting myself in his mouth. I can feel my need building again, when I hear my sister coming down the stairs. We both separate and fix our clothes as he helps me off the counter.

      “You two ready to go?” Vanessa asks us as she grabs her coat. We look at one another and smile. He holds my coat out for me, helping me put it on.

      “Yes. Let’s go.” Maybe they will have a bathroom we could use. I think as we walk out. What? A girl needs more than one orgasm. Geesh.
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      Hell. I would give anything to be able to go back into the house and take her right now. How the hell did the length of this dress skip me? Jesus, she looks so beautiful and sexy, swollen with my kid. I lick my lips still tasting her sweet cream on them. Escorting her and her sister into the building, I have to admit to being impressed. The inside is spectacular. It's obvious a lot of care and money went into making this event a hit. Everywhere I look there are either people dancing, in booths getting tattoos, or holding a drink talking. The MC is on the stage obviously preparing for the silent auction as the DJ spins. Ray and I both have heard great things about this business and the cause that the owner, Felicity, has taken on. I want to be a part of it. We continue following Vanessa through the event. Looking to my left, I see a bidding table and lean down to whisper in Ray’s ear. “Be right back baby. I want to see what they have to bid on.” She turns and nods her head.

      “Ok. Don’t take too long.”

      “Never.” I tell her leaning down to kiss her before turning away. I walk past the blackjack table, gambling holding no interest for me at all. When I make it over to the table, immediately I am more than pleased to see a few things I would like to win. One of which is a pair of diamond earrings priced at ten thousand dollars. I know she would look sexy as hell in those, with nothing else on. Shit. My cock likes that image. Adjusting myself discreetly, I look back inside the jewelry case and smile as I write my bid for the second item which is a set of diamond encrusted dog tags that can be engraved. I plan to win the bidding set and have our daughter’s name engraved on both. Marisol Elizabeth Lansing. My heart begins to thump as I think about holding my daughter for the first time. Once I am done writing down my name on the sheets, I make my way back over to the ladies across the room, who are talking to someone I assume is Felicity. I am not sure what she says, but I see her pop her hand over her mouth and hear Ray respond.

      “It’s ok. Trust me. My mouth is the worst. Lansing is always yelling at me to ‘Watch it Kitten’ before he stuffs it full of something else,” she says a bit cheekily. “Crazy man doesn’t consider that I might be doing it on purpose just to get the punishment.” I shake my head as I walk up behind her. I glance at Felicity and smirk as I see her mouth hang open when she gets a glimpse of me and I can’t help but wink at her before turning my attention back to my woman.

      “Maybe, I know exactly why you do it and I punish you for the same reason, Kitten.” I say rubbing her stomach and kissing her neck. She leans, giving me more room to kiss her skin and inhale her scent that is like a narcotic for me. She giggles and hit my hand.

      “Felicity. I would like you to meet my fiancée, Lansing. Lansing, this is the wonderful woman in charge of this event and the owner of the company my sister invested in.”

      “Well then the pleasure is all mine.” I say, putting my hand out for her to take. “I assume my beautiful woman and her sister told you we would like to also partner. Ever since I left the service, I have been looking for things to invest in, not only to make my mark, but to make a difference. My buddy Trim and I have invested in all sorts of companies. We could set up a time for Araya and me to come by, bring you our portfolio, and talk about this, if you like?” She looks stunned but turns to Vanessa to set something up. After we say our goodbyes, I bring her to the dance floor. I would love to leave and go back to the house, but I feel like I have to wait for the auction. Wrapping my arms around her, I pull her into me, and we sway. “I love you. You know that right?” I whisper in her ears as we continue to rock back and forth. Our bodies molding together as our souls continue to blend.

      “I do know that, Travis. I feel it in the way you hold me. I see it in the way you look at me. I hear it in your voice every day when you speak to me and whisper in my ear how much you love me.” Our lips meet in a slow sensual dance, neither of us in a hurry to end it. I know I am supposed to wait for the bid, but right now, I need her. In every way possible. Under me. Over me. I am tired of waiting. Plus, I put my phone number in case I won.

      “You ready to go baby? I need you.” I say taking my mouth from hers.

      “Yes, Travis. Take me back to the house.” She says, her eyes filled with lust and want. We walk over to Vanessa.

      “We are about to go, little sis. You ready?” I ask her calling her by the nickname I have been calling her since we first met.

      “No. I am going to stay and help clean up. You two go ahead. Star and Meridien will be sure I get home.” We say goodbye and walk out. The ride home is tense and filled with lust. I can smell her pussy dripping, anticipating the moment we make it into the house. She keeps staring at me, biting her lip as her eyes land on the snake in my pants that is trying to get to her.

      We get into the front door and before she can drop her purse I have her against the wall with her legs around my waist. “Unzip my pants, Ray.” I growl out as I hold her up. She does as I say, moaning and rocking against me. Not giving a shit about finesse or anything else, I rip her panties off, bend my knees, and slide her down my cock, both of us moaning as I fill her pussy. “Fuck you’re so wet.” I say biting into the side of her neck. Neither of us is going to last.

      “Move, Travis. Please move. I am need to feel you move.” she says, trying to rock against me. I put her on the wall, spread my legs, and move in and out, over and over, watching as her cream covers my cock. Her eyes closed, head thrown back, she looks like my every erotic dream come true. With one hand I pull down the front of her dress and the bra, sucking her nipple into my mouth. “Shit. Travis. So good.” She says holding my head. I bite her nipple and when her nails scratch my head I am gone. Pinching her clit, we both go off, screaming and calling each other’s name.

      “Forever, Travis.” She says, panting and kissing my chest.

      “Forever, baby. Forever.”
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      I have been sitting in this damn kitchen trying to convince my sister to fill out this dating profile for what feels like hours. She, on the other hand, has been standing on the other side of the kitchen with her arms folded like a baby refusing.

      “Araya please just leave it alone. I don’t have time for this right now. Between work and trying to figure out how to help Lily, there is no room in my life for a man. Plus, all they want from me is exactly what I am not willing to give them. Now can we leave this? Besides, I wanted us to go downtown to the tattoo shop.”

      “Fine. For now.” I say closing the site down. I know she is grown and can take care of herself, but as happy as I am right now, I want that for her. “Is Felicity going to do your work?”

      “I am not making an appointment. I am just going to see who is available. I like all of them, so I am ok with any of them doing it. Say we leave in thirty minutes?”

      “Perfect. I just need to shower and get dressed. Ah.” I bend over holding my stomach as Marisol kicks me harder than she ever has.

      “Araya are you ok? Is the baby ok?” She asks me the panic in her voice alerting me to the fact that I need to assure her we are both fine.

      “I’m fine. Your niece is just quite busy right now. Apparently, she’s gotten stronger and the kick she just initiated proves it.” I tell her smiling.

      “Can I feel it?”

      “Of course, you can. Give me your hand.” I place her hand on the spot where the baby is moving. Her smile lights up as she feels the tumbling going on.

      “Wow!! Does it hurt?”

      “No. Just feels...weird. Like my stomach is rumbling constantly.”

      “Must be amazing.” She says before walking away to go and get ready. Not knowing what else to do or say to her right now, I go upstairs and get ready myself. Out of the shower, I text Travis to see where he is and let him know where we are going in case he gets done and comes back here. I finish putting on my shoes and walk downstairs. Looking at my phone, I note that Travis hasn’t called or texted yet. I know he is in a meeting, but usually he looks at his phone. I can feel my heart sputtering as something begins to bother me. Shaking my head to clear the nonsense, I ask Vanessa if she is ready to go.

      “Yep. Let’s boogie.” She says smiling and obviously excited to get her first ink.

      “Have you talked to Lily? Or the doctors?” I inquire as we ride in the Uber.

      “Yes. While you were in the shower I called. She is being released tomorrow according to the charge nurse. I am going to pick her up and bring her back here. She and I will figure out a plan.” I knew she didn’t have it in her to not take this girl in.

      “What do you need from me? Is there anything I can do? Travis and I would love to help.”

      “Can you find a lawyer? I have a feeling this is going to get sticky. Even though Lily is a senior, she isn’t 18 for another month or so, I believe. So, her father could still fight this.” Bastard.

      “As soon as Travis messages me I will ask him. Don’t worry about paying for it either. I don’t want any arguing out of you. Understand?” I look at her with my very best serious face. My sister is like me. We don’t like people doing things for us because we always feel like we owe them. We are not used to having favors done for us and we like it that way. Unfortunately, it also has trickled over to one another and that is something we should fix. Beginning now.

      “Yes ma'am.” She giggles. We are just getting to the door of the shop and I can feel my phone vibrating. Sensing that it might be my man, I tell her to go inside and I will be there in a second after I answer. Grabbing it from my purse, I note that is from the office.

      “This is Ray.” I answer. Apparently, it is Monica from the distribution department.

      “Hey Monica. What’s up?”

      “I have been trying to reach Travis. We are having an issue with the order of carburetors. They have all been missing pieces from the manufacturers.” Well shit. That’s not good.

      “Uh, ok. I will find him and have him call you. We are set to come back in a couple of hours.”

      “Awesome. Great. This is pissing Reggie off. He has three custom orders that cannot be finished. Have you seen Reggie pissed?” I chuckle because I have. A big black man, with a scowl is not pretty. But I also know she and Reggie have something going on. Let’s just say I caught them one day, coming out of the maintenance closet, fixing their clothes.

      “I have. Don’t worry. We will fix it. See you in a bit.” I check my messages and see still nothing from Travis. Pulling up the messaging app, I am just about to send him another message when I glance up and my world begins to fall apart. Standing across the street, with his hands on a woman's shoulders, is Travis. Oh God. No. Stop it, Ray. There has to be a…. Oh god!!! No!!! My legs stumble back as I fall against the brick of the building. I can feel my heart breaking as I watch the man I love, the one I thought loved me, kiss another woman. He pulls her to him, and they lean face first into one another. My hand hits my chest as it begins to fill with more pain than I have ever felt. I can barely see by the time I hail a cab and request it take me back to my sister’s. He said he loved me. He said he would never...I can’t….

      I walk into the house, my legs like lead. Every organ in my body is dying. Slowly shutting down. If it wasn’t for my daughter… “Marisol. Oh, baby girl...my baby girl.” I wail out sobbing as my ass hits the floor. “I’m so sorry sweet girl. I wanted to give you a life different than the one I had. I’m so sorry.” I say over and over holding my stomach rocking back and forth. How did this happen? My skin that is normally so warm, usually blanketed in his love, devotion, and protection is now clammy and cold.

      “Ray! Ray are you here...Ray what happened? Why did you come back? Is everything ok?” She asks me in a panic pulling me to my feet. My body shakes as I begin to hiccup, the pain of losing everything overtaking me. “Talk to me, Ray. Please.”

      “H-h-he kissed her.” I barely manage to get out, throat clogged and filled with loss.

      “HE? Travis?” She asks, her voice laced with incredulity. I can’t say anything. I simply nod my head as the river Nile falls from my eyes.

      “Who was he kissing?” I shrug my shoulders. “Are you sure?” Nod. “Did you talk to him?” Head shake. “Oh Ray. I love you. You basically raised me, so I would follow you into a pit of snakes, and you know how terrified I am of them. But I can’t believe that Travis would do this. He LOVES you Ray. I have to believe you saw something you didn’t understand. You have to talk to him before you destroy your own happiness over a misunderstanding.”

      I wish I hadn’t seen it at all. Maybe ignorance really is bliss.
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      Of all the places to run into my cousin. She is the attorney for the building owner we are buying the property from. Kassidie is the only child of my mom’s only sister. As only children ourselves, we were raised as brother and sister until I went away to college and later the service. I had heard after she graduated, she moved to London to work for some fancy law firm as a paralegal. I had no idea she had come back home.

      “Kass, how long have you been back?” I ask her as we finish catching up over coffee and a muffin.

      “Not long. Just about six weeks. The firm I was working for expanded into the states and asked me if I wanted to head the new office. I jumped at the chance to come back here. I planned to look you up soon. I guess ...it just made me sad it is only you and I left. You know.” I nod my head allowing myself to feel it like her. My mother died a few years ago from a heart attack and her’s a year before that. Neither of us was raised with our fathers so it was always us and our moms.

      “I get it, Kass. No worries. Although it is no longer just us, anymore.” I say a smile spreading over my face.

      “Oh really. Do tell big cuz. What have I missed?”

      “Well, I am getting married to the reason I was born, Kass. Her name is Araya. She is amazing. She’s beautiful, funny, strong, sexy, smart, and she is currently carrying your second cousin. A girl. We are going to name her Marisol Elizabeth.” I can feel my chest spreading as pride fills it.

      “Oh my gosh. Travis! Aunt Elizabeth would be so honored. I am so happy for you. That is amazing. When can I meet her? We need to do dinner or something. You have time next weekend?”

      “I don’t think we have plans. I have to check with Araya, but I will call you and let you know. Give me your number.” She calls them out and after putting it in my cell we get up and walk outside. Holding out her coat for her, I bring her in for a hug. It has been too long since I have had blood around me. After kissing her cheek and promising to call later in the week to schedule dinner, I order an Uber and check my messages. “Shit.” I say out loud. Ray has texted me a couple of times. The coffee shop must not have good reception. I hope everything is ok. Dialing her number, the hairs on my neck begin to stand up as someone obviously hits the ignore button. Now I am really concerned. Mad or not, Ray never ignores my calls. My legs begin jumping up and down as I try to think of what the hell could be going on. Her hormones have been all over the place since she has been pregnant and I wouldn’t be surprised to know she is just horny and it is pissing her off that I wasn’t there to take care of it, I think smiling and shaking my head.

      Walking up to the door, I try the knob and note it is locked. Ringing the bell, I am about to walk around the back when she opens the door and it is obvious, she has been crying. Immediately the protector in me goes on the alert. “What the fuck baby. What’s wrong?” I ask walking up to her to wrap my arms around her. She steps back away from my embrace and that throws me more than her crying. “Ray. What’s going on?”

      “You cheating son of a bitch. I trusted you when you said you would never hurt me.” She screams at me, tears streaming down her face. Wait! Did she just say cheating?

      “What the hell are you talking about Araya?” I am trying to remain calm but she better explain fast before I lose my shit.

      “I saw you. I saw you with that blonde bitch. How could you? How could you do this to us. We were going to be a family.” It takes me a second to realize she must have been across the street at the tattoo shop and saw me with Kass. The thing is, I could understand her having a question or two, but it's the accusation that is gutting me. After all this time and how much I have put into proving to her that, to me, she and our daughter and our life together means more than life to me, how could she even think to accuse me of something that would destroy EVERYTHING!?!?

      “I don’t know what you think you saw, but who gives a fuck? Is that what you think of me, Ray? After all we have been through you think I would cheat on you? Jesus!! I know you have problems with trusting men, but FUCK Ray. What more can I do?” I yell back at her, running my hands through my head as the frustration and wrist-slitting pain rips through my chest. I look at her and even with her arms crossed and her face so sad and fueled by what she deems my betrayal, she has never looked more beautiful but it’s not enough anymore. “It won’t ever be enough, will it? Nothing I do will ever be enough for you to give me 100% of you? God. I thought we had made it, Ray. I thought you understood that you are my oxygen. My goddamn air, Araya. I fucking injected you into my blood and made your presence in my aura, vital for my very existence. But it’s not enough and you know what, I’m done. I am done killing myself to prove how much I love you. I am done tiptoeing around you in the hopes that you will no longer doubt me. I am done. You won, Ray. You finally got what you wanted all along. To prove you were right. You know what the sad thing is…. Our daughter deserves better from you.” With my hands in my pants pocket and my head down, I walk down the street not sure where I am going but knowing I need to get away.

      I am not sure how long I walk or how I end up at the train station, but I find myself on the train heading back to Karis. Shit. I left my car there. Who gives a fuck about a car? I left my life back there.
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      “What did you do Araya?” I say to myself over and over. “Maybe it wasn’t.” No. I saw what I saw. I mean, I suppose it could have...I don’t know. The more I think about it, the more I am not sure what I saw. I know I saw him kiss her, but could it have been innocent? “Oh God.” I cry out sobbing into the pillow on the bed. I can still smell him from the other night and that makes this more excruciating. I rub my stomach, tears still running down my face as I think about what my life was supposed to be. Is he right? Is this my fault? I mean I know what I saw, but is it possible I overthought some of it? I don’t know. All I know is that I fucking miss him. He was...everything to me. I have spent so much time in my life, waiting for people and expecting them to let me down. Other than Vanessa, it has always been me. When I met Travis, everything in me began to change. I started to believe in love and men. No. That’s not true. I started to believe in Travis. The way he spoke to me, held me, looked me in my eyes when we made love. Hell, the way he kissed me made me see stars. How could a man who made me feel all of that, do what I am accusing him of doing?

      “How long have you been up?” Vanessa asks me as she walks into the room. Noting that she is in clothes and not pajamas, I sit up remembering she is supposed to go pick up Lily from the hospital today.

      “I have no clue. I just keep going over it and over it in my head. On one hand, I know what I saw. On the other, my heart is telling me I am missing something. Which one can be trusted though, Pumpkin?” I ask her, more tears coming down my face. At this rate, I don’t need to be sobbing for the tears to flow freely. My heart is crying without my help.

      “You are doubting it because deep down you know Travis is nothing like any man we know. You know he loves you and my niece more than himself. He would not do this.” I hang my head knowing she is right but not able to come up with another explanation. I need to not think about this for a second. For a teeny tiny second, before I fall apart and never come back together. “What time are you going to get Lily?” I ask her changing the subject.

      “I did already. She is in the third bedroom sleeping. We got back about twenty minutes ago. I fixed her a sandwich and she wanted to sleep since she says she didn’t sleep well in the hospital.”

      “You got her already? What time is it?” Hell. How long have I been out?

      “It’s noon.” Well hell. My stomach begins to grumble, and I rub it sighing, knowing I have to feed my daughter.

      “Come downstairs with me while I feed my tummy?” I ask her, putting on my sweats.

      “Of course.” We walk down the stairs and fix ourselves a sandwich as we chat about anything but my situation. Just as we are finishing up the doorbell rings. My heart begins to do jumping jacks believing it is Travis.

      “He came back.” I let slip as I begin trying to fix my pajamas. Vanessa goes to the door, but the voice I hear isn’t Travis’s. I could pick him out of a lineup blindfolded, with techno music playing. Walking into the room I am more than shocked to see Dr. LaSalle at the door along with another man. Looking at my sister, I note she is upset, with her arms crossed. “Vanessa is everything ok?” I ask her.

      “NO! Everything is not ok. This arrogant, thinks he knows everything, jerk, is trying to take Lily out of here.”

      “What! Why would you do that?” I ask him, with my hand on my hip.

      “I told you and your sister the other day she was coming home with me. She is my responsibility now. Please move and let me wake her.” He takes a step toward the stairs and Vanessa and I both move in front of him. I can see his jaw grinding as he tries to remain calm. The guy he brought with him, that hasn’t stopped staring at my sister since I have been in the room, reaches out and grabs his arm.

      “Mark. Maybe we should come back. Give…” He stops and quirks his eyebrow at Vanessa asking her what to call her.

      “Vanessa. My name is Vanessa.” She says, face red, eyes down.

      “Vanessa.” He whispers. Like he is saying something sacred. “We should leave and let Vanessa have time to talk to Lily. Considering what she has been through, it should be her choice. Don’t you think? You don’t want to be another controlling man in her life. Do you?” Mark begins to deflate thinking about what his friend said.

      “I would never hurt her, Pedro. She was brought to my E.R. that night because she is meant to be mine. I want to protect her from the asshole whose life I am going to take. Jesus, Pedro. You know.” He says to his friend running his hands through his hair.

      “Yes. I do know.” Pedro responds looking right at Vanessa. “Look, give Vanessa your number and let her call you when she has had time to figure this all out. How does that sound?” He says to the both of them. They both nod their heads and exchange numbers. Once they have left, I can’t help but feel disappointed that it wasn’t Travis. Have I lost everything? Forever?
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        * * *

      

      The next few hours, I alternate between sleep and crying. I manage to eat, remembering that I have a little person inside of me, counting on me for nutrients. Just like my mood, at about five in the evening it begins to rain, and Lily comes downstairs.

      “Oh hi.” She says using her other hand to wipe her hair out of her face.

      “Hi sweetie. I don’t know if you remember me, but I am Miss Rubias’s older sister Araya. I was with her when she came and got you from behind the bleachers.”

      “Oh right. Thank you. I...I didn’t know who else to call.” She says clearly saddened by needing help.

      “It’s ok. We are happy to help. Do you want to talk about it?” I learned early on that it can sometimes make it easier to deal when we get it out.

      “Not right now. But thank you. Where is Miss Rubias?”

      “She is upstairs napping. I am sure she will be down soon. Can I get you anything?” She looks down at my stomach.

      “You’re pregnant.”

      “I am.” I say patting my busy baby. “Doesn’t mean I can’t cook.” Laughing as I walk over to the refrigerator.

      “Uh… I could go for some eggs. Scrambled.” She whispers sitting on the stool. Actually, eggs do sound good. Pulling them out, looking out the window as the storm bellows, lightning flashes and thunder rolling, I smile. I have always loved storms. They have been a great reflection of my life and have given me reason to sleep sometimes. I am about to drop the eggs into the skillet when the doorbell rings again.

      “Geez. Dr. LaSalle sure doesn’t give up does he.” I say out loud to myself. Walking to the door, I open it. Gasping, I tighten my grip. Standing in the rain, wet, and eyes filled with trepidation, anger, and pain is Travis. Even with all of that, the thing I see that matters more than anything else is ...Love. “Travis.” My hand goes to my mouth as I sob his name.

      “Done with this shit baby. I fucking love you Ray and you love me. So, what the hell are we doing?” He asks with his arms open. Not bothering with thoughts or questions or anything, I run into his arms, surrounded by the storm that was rolling inside of me, but quickly being replaced by sunshine. In his arms, I’m home.
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            Lansing

          

        

      

    

    
      I spent the night staring at the ceiling, feeling sorry for myself. Part of me was pissed that she would think something so low of me. That these past five months have meant nothing to her. That my actions and words have been in vain. My body numb from the heartbreak couldn't find it in itself to sleep. Going over and over it in my mind trying to figure out what else I could have done. The truth is…. nothing. She is so jaded and has been so hurt by the very people who were supposed to love, protect, and show her what real love is. It’s no wonder she even gave me the time of day.

      When I could no longer lay in the bed, I got up and looked around the condo, pieces of her everywhere. Clothes she had strewn about the floor while packing for the weekend. Boxes filled with baby stuff as we were preparing to set up the baby’s room. Pictures of the two of us all over the place, smiling, hugging each other. Even some of us kissing. This life, our life, evidence of what is meant to be. Suddenly, I knew. There is no way I could let her push me away. Not even with fucked up accusations like this one. But I needed something more. One last thing to prove that this is forever.

      With newfound determination, I take a shower and get dressed. Once I am shaved and clean, I call Terry.

      “Lansing. Been a while. I thought you had forgotten about me.”

      “Nah. My fiancé decided she wasn’t ready, so I had to wait. But I am done waiting. Is it still available?”

      “The one you wanted, yes. Price is still the same as well.”

      “Excellent. You should receive the payment from my accountant within the hour. We’ll meet in say, an hour and a half to sign papers and get the keys?”

      “Sounds good. I will see you then. Oh, and Lansing, congratulations!!!” I hang up feeling good about the decision I made. Terry is a friend from high school. She is also a real estate agent here in town and a few months ago I had commissioned her to find Ray and I a house. When I mentioned it to Ray, she tried to seem as if she was calm, but I saw the panic in her eye at something so permanent even though she was already pregnant and that is as permanent as it comes. So, I put the search on hold…. sort of. I told Terry to continue to send me listings to my job. She did. When this six-bedroom, four-bathroom house came across my desk, I knew that was it. Now, it’s ours.

      “Shit.” I spit out walking outside the door. I forgot I left my car in Savannah. Damn it. Walking back inside the door, noticing that the sky seems a bit dark and gray, I call the car service from work and request a ride. Takes less than thirty minutes for them to come. However, considering the time of day, and the weather, we are going to be stuck in traffic. Great. I close my eyes and lean my head back, telling myself that I can be just a bit more patient. “You are going to get her. She is not going to get away from you again.” With that thought, I lean back and take a few deep breaths. Everything will be right again.
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        * * *

      

      I wake up with a jolt, the thunder causing me to jump as I wake from a nightmare. My time in the service, as short as it was, still gets to me sometimes. Feeling my phone vibrate, I check it and see it is a voicemail from the auction guy. Apparently, I won both bids from the other night. I smile, happy to have yet another piece of evidence that our life was ordained for us. I look out the window and note we are pulling up to the house, the rain making it almost impossible to see anything. I get out of the car, getting soaked the moment I step out and I barely recognize it. The only thing I can think of is that my woman and baby are on the other side of that door. Ringing the bell, I almost fall to my knees when it opens. Standing there looking every bit the goddess I have always seen her as, is my future. If it wasn’t for the whispered, “Travis” that leaves her mouth as her hand flies up to cover the sob, I would be on the ground begging her to come back to me. It is clear however, that she has been just as miserable as me. Not bothering with pomp and circumstance and all the other shit, I simply say what I am feeling.

      “Done with this shit baby. I fucking love you Ray, and you love me. So, what the hell are we doing?” I ask her with my arms wide open letting her know she doesn’t have to say anything. She cries for a second before running into my arms holding and squeezing me. Trying to be sure not to squeeze my daughter, I hold her, sniffing her hair and neck, giving thanks that she is once again where she belongs.

      “I’m so sorry Travis. I love you so much. I don't know…”

      “Shhh. It’s ok baby. I know. I love you too Araya. You know that, don’t you?” The question leaves me as I rub the back of her head. I rock her back and forth, wanting to calm her down so she doesn’t upset the baby.

      “I do. I know that. I don’t know what came over me. Oh God! How can you still love me after that? I don’t...I don’t know...Travis please... please don’t leave me.” She cries into my chest, sobbing so hard her body is shaking. I want nothing more than to calm her down. Hearing her breakdown like this is killing me. But somehow, I feel like she needs this. Moving us further into the house where it is warm and not raining, I pick her up, kicking the door closed behind us and sitting on the couch. My mind working overtime trying to decide how to handle this. I am about to take her upstairs and sit her on my cock...that always helps ...when a voice I don’t recognize enters the room.

      “Araya did you want me to ...Oh! I’m sorry I didn’t know you had company. I’ll just ...” She begins to ascend the stairs when Ray lifts her tear soaked face up from my chest.

      “Lily, wait. I’m sorry. Lily this is my.... Travis. Travis this is Lily.” I feel the scowl form on my face as she stumbles over the word fiancé in the introduction. It pisses me off. Leaning forward extending my hand, I wait for the young lady, covered in bruises and bandages to take it.

      “Nice to meet you Lily. I am her fiancé. Do you mind me asking what happened to you?” My instincts have kicked in looking at this young girl who obviously is being abused. I want to beat the shit out of whoever did this to her. I also want to make sure someone is not going to be coming for my woman and her sister either. Then it clicks. She is the girl they went and got from the school. The one I called the lawyer about even though neither of them asked me to.

      “Uh… it doesn’t matter. I was only here for the night. Good night.” She makes a beeline for the stairs clearly scared to divulge any information.

      “Lily wait!” Ray calls out. “I promise he is not going to hurt you. He was asking out of concern for all of us. It’s ok if you don’t want to talk about it. I just want you to know he is not going to hurt you. Ok?” She looks at Ray and then back at me. Fidgeting and biting her lip, I can see the sadness in her eyes, and I feel like shit that even for one second she thought I was being an ass. “Are you still hungry?” Ray asks her standing up from my lap. Instantly I feel bereft. Like something has been taken from me. My arms empty and protesting the feeling. I have to stop myself from pulling her back into me.

      “Yeah. I kind of am.”

      “Well both of you are in luck. I am starving as well. Why don’t I make us some pasta and a salad, and we can all sit together and eat? Baby where is Vanessa?” It just dawned on me; she wasn’t down here.

      “Right here. Glad to see you’re back big bro.” She says, hugging me.

      “You know I wasn’t going to be gone for too long.” The rest of the evening goes pretty typical. We eat while talking about nothing serious. Well, until Vanessa tells Lily about some doctor named Mark that apparently is trying to deem himself her guardian of some sort. Now I need to look into this demanding ass. I tell the ladies what the lawyer said about only being able to prove her father unfit and turning guardianship over to Vanessa if Lily testifies against him. She seems to give it all some thought before turning in to go to sleep. I know that Ray and I could leave, but if she is anything like me, she didn’t sleep last night. Deciding we both need to rest; we clean up downstairs and go upstairs to...sleep. Eventually.
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            Araya

          

        

      

    

    
      “Take your clothes off and get on the bed Ray.” Travis’s voice leaves no room for questions. My body begins to shake, knowing what is coming. It’s more than that. It missed him.

      “Why?” I ask, trying to hide my smirk. I know why and I am more than ready for it. But the latina in me can’t help but push his buttons. Even as I begin pulling my top off.

      “You forgot who you belong to for a second. I need to remind you.” He has already removed his clothes, his hands gripping his cock as he licks his lips and hones in on me. Everything in me is lit up right now knowing I am going to have his hands and mouth touching me. Removing the last of my clothes, I lay back on the bed, legs spread, hands rubbing my stomach with my chest heaving up and down as I try not to squirm. The bed dips as his knees and hands sink into it, his body sliding over mine, caging me under him. “Mmm. Baby I can smell your honey pot leaking. You want something, Ray?” He asks, his mouth centimeters from my neck as he sniffs me. I inhale, trying to catch my breath so maybe I can answer him. No luck. I find myself nodding, unable to find the words or air. “You have to tell me baby. I need to hear the words. I almost lost you. I need to hear you say it, so I know this is real.” His eyes conveying the pain he felt yesterday. I let the tear that has been hidden finally fall as I allow the pain from him to sink into me. I deserve to be encumbered in his heartbreak. To feel the sorrow he felt, the darkness he was caged in, to make the light currently surrounding me with his presence, darken a bit.

      With his thumb he wipes that lone tear and leans into my mouth. “I missed you so fucking much, Ray. Don’t ever leave me again.” The last thing he says before his mouth and mine become one once again. Our tongues, fighting for the title of most desperate, go round and round one another, our hands not stopping. I lift my legs on his hips, trying to hint that I am aching inside, needing him so much. I haven’t stopped moaning since we started tongue hockey. “Say it, Araya. Tell me what you need.” Looking into his eyes I finally answer.

      “You. All I need is you, Lance a-lot. I love you so much and I am so sorry. I will never leave you again. Now make love to me.” The smile he rewards me with is almost blinding, but fleeting. It is quickly replaced with a feral gaze that sets me on fire.

      “Fuck, baby. I’ll try to take my time, but it's been too many hours.”

      “It’s ok. Just... ahhhh...God.” He enters me and my pussy lets out a sigh of relief before going full on horny mode. He begins to move in and out, his tongue licking my nipples back and forth. Sending zings of electricity through my body, I begin to come undone. It doesn’t take much anymore.

      “Ray, shit. I can’t hold it. Too much buildup. You almost there baby?”

      “Yes. Yes, I’m there. Oh God I’m there.” Nodding his head before biting one of my nipples, he shoots off inside of me as I fall apart. With my nipples being my out of body button right now, it doesn’t take much. Laying in his arms, I begin to fall off, content to be where I belong. I am almost asleep when he whispers in my ear.

      “I was trying to give you time, my love. Now it’s too late. No more time given.” The last thing I remember thinking is...whatever he wants, the answer is yes.
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        Araya

        Two Months Later

      

      

      Yes, is exactly what I said. The morning after Travis came back for me, he woke me, my sister and Lily up, made us get dressed in ‘something fancy’ as he called it and took us downtown to the courthouse where he called in a favor with the mayor. I was surprised to learn he and Mayor Coolidge went to high school together. Apparently, he sent him an email last night on his way to me, requesting that he marry us the following afternoon and he replied yes. So, at 12:30 pm in the mayor's office I became Mrs. Araya Lansing. He told me later that night at the hotel he booked for our last-minute honeymoon, that he had decided as he was coming back, that he had enough of me dragging my feet to set a date. He said he figured he needed to take charge and prove to me he was serious. I don’t know, maybe he was right. The one thing I know for sure is that I have never been happier. Right now, though, I am intrigued.

      I am in Savannah visiting my sister for the weekend while Travis is checking on the new shop and I am more than a little amused by the scene before me. In Vanessa’s living room is Pedro, Dr. Mark’s friend, and he and my sister are currently in a standoff. Apparently, she stood him up for a date and he is not too pleased. He came over this morning demanding she put on some clothes and walk out the door with him and she said no, and they have been staring at one another for about an hour.

      “Still at it are they?” I turn and see Travis has just walked into the house. Getting up from my chair I go to him arms open, always in need of his warmth. “You alright baby?”

      “Yeah. Just missed you.” I tell him honestly.

      “I have only been gone for about an hour.” He says, chuckling at me.

      “I know. An hour is too long. When can we go home?” I love coming to visit my sister, don’t get me wrong. But I find that the closer we get to the baby being born, the more I just want to be in my own home. Especially since he bought us a house and let me decorate it exactly how I wanted. It is filled with color and warmth. With class and home classics. Most of all, it is filled with love.

      “We can go home right now if you want. The shop is coming along great. If everything goes according to plan, we should be able to open in twelve weeks. I have already talked with Felicity and she and some of the other tattoo artists are going to come and do donated tattoos for the opening.”

      “That’s amazing. Great idea babe.” I tell him kissing his cheek. “Let me go and tell my sister we are leaving.” I run into the living room only to be stopped by the sight of my sister sitting on Pedro’s lap making out with him. My hand flies to my mouth quickly to cover the giggle. Travis grabs our bags and we drive home. To the place where we are going to raise our kids and surround our families with love. I give thanks every day that he didn’t stay away that day and he came back for me. I didn’t know it then, but he was the very prayer I prayed my whole life. To be safe, loved, and cherished. I almost lost it. Luckily for me, I was loved by Lance-a-lot and he never gives up.
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        Travis

        Four years later

      

      

      “Damn it Ray! Didn’t I tell you I would grab the bag. Go sit your hard-headed ass down.” I grunt out at my wife. We are on our way to Savannah for the Charity Ball at the Tattooed Vixen and my very pregnant wife is being impatient as usual. In the past four years we have had three kids. Our daughters Marisol, Juliana, and Lourdes. She is currently pregnant with our son, Travis Jr. and driving me crazy. Our daughters are spending the weekend with their nanny, none of them wanting to miss the county fair that is going on this weekend. We said bye to them an hour ago. Of course, Marisol, at four, couldn’t get away from us fast enough. The other two, more apprehensive, but the words candy, and fried dough helped. Now Ray, she takes the most work to get away from the kids. She is the typical mom. She hates being away from her babies.

      “Well hurry up. You know I am going to have to pee soon.” She says crossing her arms. I stand there, just staring at her wondering if we have enough time for me to have dessert before we leave.

      “No. Nope. Don’t think about it, mister. My nipples hurt and my pussy is already sore form the beating you gave her this morning. Plus, your son is not giving up the nausea like your daughters did in the third trimester. So, we will be lucky if I don’t vomit on the drive. Now let’s go.” Well hell when she puts it like that. Grabbing the bags, we load them into the car and drive. When she is pregnant, she normally sleeps during the ride and I think. I think about the life I had before her. It was monotonous, lonely, and without purpose. The moment she walked into my office; everything had meaning. Throughout the years we have fought, argued, made up, and created three and a half incredible human beings that remind me every day what blessings look like. My Ray changed my life, filling it with joy and love. The day she said ‘I do’, I vowed to be everything she needed. Including, her Lance-a-lot.
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