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      Spoiled rich girl Savannah has always had a lust for sexy men, a wild appetite for partying, and a blatant disregard for others. When she finds herself pregnant and alone after burning all her bridges, it looks like she’ll be getting a taste of her own medicine. Stubborn and set in her ways, she pushes away the only person who really cares.

      Billy has one goal—to convince Savannah that hope and happiness are still within reach. But something’s got to give.
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      Savannah lay very still. Her small six-year-old heart beat way too fast in her chest, causing her head to hurt. Even with her eyes squeezed tightly shut, she knew that he stood over her.

      She’d known he would come to her when she saw her parents drive away just before her bedtime. Her hands shook as the covers were pulled away from her little body. She didn’t cry out until his large hands reached around her tiny neck and squeezed. Then she retreated deep into her mind and everything went dark.

      When she awoke again, it was to screaming. Her mother stood over her and cried out as her father rushed into the room.

      “Mama?” she croaked out. Her throat hurt and when she tried to move, her little body screamed out in pain.

      “Hush now.” Her mother came rushing to her side. “Don’t move, sweet baby.”

      It was then that she glanced over at her father’s face. She’d never seen him look like he did now. When his eyes met hers, he blinked a few times and then turned and rushed from the room.

      Her mother had gathered her up in her arms and was rubbing her long blonde hair, soothing all the aches and pains in her body. She cried in her mother’s arms until she fell back to sleep.

      When she woke this time, the lights were bright in her eyes and she closed them again tightly. When someone’s hands touched her arm, she jolted and kicked out, screaming, “No!”

      “It’s okay, baby,” her mother said right next to her. She opened her eyes and found her mother’s face. “The doctor just wants a look at you.” Her mother smiled and rubbed her hair again. “He won’t hurt you.”

      Savannah looked over to an older gentleman she’d known her entire life. Dr. Williams had been her doctor for as long as she could remember. She dropped her arms and nodded, seeing the doctor smile down at her.

      Then he leaned back and nodded to her mother. Her mother frowned and hugged her tighter.

      “I think Savannah would like a warm bath now,” the doctor said as he smiled down at her and patted her hand. “Ruth, why don’t you take her in and help her.”

      When her mother lifted her from her bed, she cried out a little as her body shifted. “I’m sorry, baby,” her mother whispered, burying her face in her hair.

      As they walked past her father, she noticed his face again. This time there were dark bruises on his left cheek, his nose looked a little off, and there was blood dripping from a small cut just below his left cheek.

      “Pa?” She reached out for him as her mother carried her past.

      “It’s okay, baby. I’ll be right here when you get done with your bath.” Her father kissed her forehead.

      When her mother finally sat her in the warm bubble bath, she lay back and closed her eyes. “Am I going to school today?”

      Her mother’s hand stilled from running the soft washcloth over her shoulders. “No, baby.” She watched as a tear escaped her mother’s eye. “No, baby, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do ever again.”
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      Ten years later…

      Those words had stuck in Savannah’s mind, and she had lived by them. It had cost her a few close childhood friends, but others had stood by her. Others who not only looked up to her but almost worshiped her.

      It was her sixteenth birthday and tonight was going to be the biggest and best party the small town of Fairplay had ever seen.

      Shortly after that evil night, her father had signed the paperwork that had forever changed their lives. Now the Douglases were rolling in money, allowing them to afford the biggest house for hundreds of miles and the best clothes they could buy in the city. Everyone in town respected them and gave them anything they wanted.

      She smiled as she applied a little more makeup to her eyes. The reflection looking back at her was almost perfect. Picking up the tube of lip gloss, she applied the red color heavily on her lips and smiled. There.

      Her new cream-colored blouse, which she’d bought the last time her mother had driven her to Houston, looked perfect. She’d gained ample cleavage earlier than most of the other schoolgirls. She frowned a little when she looked down at her large chest. Actually, she was still growing. The last trip into the city, she’d had to go up a whole bra size.

      She looked at her reflection again and smiled. The boys in town, especially the cute ones, always stared at her chest. Her long blonde hair, her perfect features, and her toned body also got attention, but nothing made the boys come running like when she showed off her chest in tight clothes.

      Standing up, she looked at her reflection in the full-length mirror in the corner of her large room. The dark blue silk skirt flowed when she walked towards the mirror, and she watched how her feet looked in the heels she’d bought. She’d spent more money than her mother had wanted on them, but they were perfect for her outfit, and they made her feet look smaller somehow.

      Turning, she watched as her short skirt lifted, showing off part of her upper thighs. She’d worked hard in gym class to make sure she stayed in shape. Even though her teacher was a complete idiot and hardly ever had the class do squats, she could see the slight difference in her legs since she’d been doing them at home the last few months.

      “Savannah?” her mother called from downstairs.

      “I’ll be down in a minute,” she called back and rushed over to grab her new fur coat. Even though it was in the high seventies tonight, she pulled on the white softness and smiled again and then sprayed herself with her new expensive perfume. Tonight, everyone would be looking at her, and she wanted to be perfect. This was her night. Grabbing her clutch purse, she took one last look in the mirror and smiled.

      When she walked down the stairs, trailing her manicured fingertips down the smooth wood, she smiled at her parents who stood at the bottom. Her mother wore a long green dress that she’d helped pick out just for the occasion. Her father looked as handsome as ever in his suit and tie. She didn’t see the lines on their faces or the fact that her father’s hair was starting to go gray. She could only see the love that these two people had given her.

      “You look wonderful,” her mother said, smiling.

      She could see a slight tear in her father’s eyes as he looked at her. “I can’t believe my little girl is sixteen.”

      When she stood at the bottom of the stairs, she reached up to kiss them both.

      Her father took her shoulders. “Before you head into town for your party, we wanted to give you our gift.” He smiled and kept holding her.

      “Well?” She frowned a little when he didn’t move, so she held out her hands.

      He chuckled. She’d always loved the sound of her father’s laughter and smiled back.

      “Daddy, where’s my gift?” She stomped her foot lightly and smiled.

      “In just a minute.” He glanced down at her again and leaned down to hug her once more. Then he turned and took her mother’s hand and walked towards the front door.

      “We hope you like it,” her mother said as they opened the front door.

      Outside, in their circle driveway, sat a brand new car. She squealed and rushed from the house.

      “It’s the newest BMW. I hope you like it.” Her father held up the keys.

      Savannah didn’t care what kind of car it was— it was red and a convertible. She was going to be the most popular girl in school when everyone saw her drive into the school parking lot in this.

      “Can I drive it into town for my party?” She took the keys from her father. He smiled and nodded. Then she hugged them both and jumped into her very first car as they watched. “We’ll be right behind you,” he said.

      She loved the smell of the new car. The leather interior felt warm and rich next to her skin. She set her small silk purse down in the seat next to her and put the key in the ignition. She’d gotten her license a few days earlier on her actual birthday, and she’d driven alone a few times this last week. But this was her car and she was heading to her party. She wanted this moment to last forever.

      “We’ll see you in town.” Her father leaned in the door and kissed her cheek. “Drive safe.”

      “I always do, Daddy.” She waved at her mother and shut the door. When she turned the key, the car turned on and she felt a wave of excitement rush through her.

      She was telling the truth. She did always drive carefully. Just last year, several high school seniors had been involved in a crash. They’d been racing another car full of teens and had lost control of the truck. Everyone in school had heard the horror stories of how the paramedics had had to scrape several of them off the cement. No, Savannah wasn’t going to end up like that.

      She gripped the wheel tighter and made sure to take the turn out of her driveway slowly. It took only a few minutes to get into town.

      Fairplay, Texas, had always been home. Even though it was a small and somewhat boring town, she still loved it. She asked to be taken into Houston or Dallas for all her shopping, but living in a small town like Fairplay did have its advantages. For one, her family was the wealthiest in town, thanks to the deal her parents had made with the oil companies. That made her the best-dressed and most envied girl in town. She had more friends and more male admirers than anyone else in school.

      When she parked outside of the large town hall building, she couldn’t help but feel excited. There were hundreds of cars parked outside and it took her a few minutes to find the perfect parking spot for her new car. She could hear the music pumping from inside and almost jumped out of the car, forgetting her purse.

      Leaning in, she grabbed it off the seat just as she felt a wave of fear jump over her skin. She jolted up and turned around quickly to see a man standing a few feet away. The dark parking lot shadowed his face, but she knew instantly who it was.

      “What do you want?” she almost screamed.

      “Well, well. Look who’s all grown up.” He took a few steps closer to her, his eyes running over her top, which was exposed since her fur coat was open to the evening air. She quickly pulled it closed, hiding her large chest from his eyes. “Heard you were having a party. Thought I’d come and give my dear niece a present.” She felt a shiver run down her body at the word. “Especially now that she’s become a woman.” He smiled and stopped less than a foot from her.

      Savannah’s back was up against her new car. The door was still open and just the smell of her uncle mixed with the new car smell soiled the wonderful scent for her, causing her stomach to turn even more.

      “You’re not invited,” she said softly, putting her purse between them and holding her fur coat closed tightly. She felt herself shiver and hated that she was losing control.

      She watched in disgust as his eyes raked over her. Her uncle Joe was nothing like her father. Even though they were brothers, Joe’s life had taken a turn for the worse early on in life. Or so her father had told her.

      In the last ten years, Joe had been in and out of prison more times than she cared to count. And most of it was thanks to her.

      “If you don’t leave, I’ll call the cops.” She tried to push her chin up. She was almost as tall as him now and yet he still made her feel like she was six years old.

      His eyes darkened. “Call them. I ain’t doin’ nothing wrong.”

      She frowned and whispered. “You’re alive.”

      His eyes grew dark and just as his hands reached out to grab her, a car’s high beams hit them. She heard tires squeal as her parent’s truck stopped a few feet from them.

      Then her father was pulling Joe away from her, and she watched in horror as her father’s fists slammed her uncle in the face repeatedly.

      Her mother rushed to her side and pulled her towards their truck.

      “Are you okay? Did he touch you?” her mother asked over and over.

      “I’m okay,” she said, not realizing she was shaking. “Mom.” She stopped her mother when she realized she was trying to push her into the truck. “Stop daddy. He’s going to kill him.” She nodded towards her father who was sitting on top of Joe, still pumping his fists into his face.

      “I’ve called Stephen,” she said, absentmindedly.

      Stephen Miller was the sheriff of Fairplay and the only person in town, besides her parents, who knew what had happened to her all those years ago.

      She nodded and got into the truck and watched as her mother rushed over to her father and pulled on his arm until he stopped punching his now-unconscious brother.

      Her parents stood over the man until the sheriff’s car drove up.

      When Sheriff Miller walked over to her, after loading her uncle into the back of his car, she answered his questions and avoided looking at him.

      “Well, it would sure be a shame for you to miss your own party.” He looked around and she realized her eyes were wet and quickly dashed away the tears. “I don’t think anyone saw this mess.” He put a hand on hers and waited until she looked up at him. “Why don’t you freshen up and go have a good time. I know for a fact that every high school student in town is in the hall, waiting to wish you a happy birthday.”

      She nodded and when he stepped away, her mother got closer. “If you would rather—”

      “No.” She straightened her shoulders. This was her night. She wasn’t going to let anything or anyone take this away from her. She was Savannah Douglas, the most popular girl in school. She was going to clean up her face and walk into her sixteenth birthday party and have the time of her life.

      Ten minutes later, she opened the outer doors to the hall, took a deep breath, and swore that no one would ever make her feel that way again. She would be the strongest person she could be and never let anyone see weakness in her ever again. She hated that a man could make her feel small, like she wasn’t in control.

      When she stepped in, the music stopped and “Happy Birthday” started playing. Spotlights hit her face and she smiled and played the part of Savannah Douglas for the whole town to see. She hid her fears and insecurities so well from everyone that night that no one suspected anything.

      After dancing with every boy that had been invited and chatting with and hugging every girl, she opened presents and blew out her candles while every eye was on her. She laughed, gossiped, and flirted until she felt her energy start to drain.

      Then she pulled Travis, a boy whose attentions she’d been dying to have, into a dark corner and made out with him. She pulled him closer and whispered for him to take her somewhere private. Travis was in the same grade as her, and he was the star in almost every school sport. His father was the mayor of Fairplay and probably would be until he died.

      Travis was tall and good looking, and she’d determined that she would allow him to be her first. She knew it wasn’t really her first time, but she was going to take control and force her mind to clear the past, making this her true first.

      “Heard you got a new car.” He smiled down at her. “What are the chances of you letting me drive her?” he asked as they walked out the back door and headed towards the parking lot.

      He lit up a cigarette and handed it to her. She’d never tried smoking, but she took the cigarette and took a deep puff, enjoying the richness of it. She wanted more than anything to leave her childhood behind her tonight, so she didn’t mind the sting in her throat or the fact that her lungs hurt and she felt like coughing. She sucked in another puff and followed him across the parking lot.

      She thought about the mixture of new car smell and her uncle and shivered. “Sure, why not.” She handed him the keys and held onto his hand as they walked towards her car.

      When she sat in the passenger seat, she forced every ounce of fear out of her mind and only focused on where she was, who she was with. She was determined to make the most of her life and that meant getting over her childhood fears.

      Her uncle was right in one way. She was a woman now. And she was more determined than ever to never show weakness. After all, her party had been a huge success and she’d eaten up all the attention she’d gotten. She’d loved every jealous look from all the girls and every lusty glance from all the boys and was determined to continue getting every ounce of attention she could.

      She didn’t mind so much that some friends had stepped away from her; you couldn’t please everyone. She smiled as Travis drove to the local make out spot and parked.

      Yes, tonight she would become a full woman. A woman who was one hundred percent in control of her own life. And she was going to do everything in her power to make sure she never lost that control again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Ten years later...

      Her life was over. She frowned as she looked at the full-length mirror that still stood in the same spot in the corner of her room. Even though the furniture had changed a little, it was still her childhood room. She’d changed styles and had had the room painted and decorated so many times she couldn’t remember most of the styles, but one thing was still clear. This was still her space.

      She closed her eyes and wished more than anything that she hadn’t been the one to wreck her life. It was her scheming that had backfired. She hadn’t seen this coming at all.

      She frowned and thought of Billy. Closing her eyes, she tried to get his face out of her mind. Reaching for her cigarettes, she closed her fingers over the pack and gasped. Her hand moved away from the desired package. Her eyes moved to the full-length mirror again and she sat down on the edge of her bed. She felt like crying. Her life was over. She repeated it over and over in her mind.

      Everything she’d worked so hard for in the last ten years was gone. Here she was in her mid-twenties and she’d screwed everything up herself.

      She had no real education. No job. Nothing. Leaning back on her bed, she sighed and wished for a do-over. Just one night. Less than a month ago, on a cool spring night.

      Just then, her cell rang. Reaching over without opening her eyes, she answered it.

      “Hey, are you going to tell me?” He sounded worried.

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      “Yes, you’re going to tell me? Or yes, yes?”

      “Yes,” she repeated.

      The line was quiet. “I’m coming over,” he said quickly.

      “No.” She opened her eyes and sat up.

      “Why?”

      “I…” She had no real excuses to give.

      “I’ll be there in ten minutes,” he said and hung up.

      What had she done? She looked down at her new iPhone and felt like throwing it. What had she done? She set her phone down and closed her eyes again and felt a wave of sickness rush through her. When she opened her eyes again, she felt the room spin and had to rush to her bathroom and get sick.

      By the time she’d cleaned up, she heard a light tap on her bedroom window and walked over to let Billy in.

      It wasn’t as if she didn’t like him. After all, Billy had been one of the best-looking guys in school. But they’d been out of school for years now, and Billy was like a lot of guys who had stayed in town after school. He worked a dead-end job, drank too much, and ran around with any available girls that weren’t married off.

      How had she ever gotten together with him?

      She watched him step into her room and sighed. He was impressive. Even though he was a screw up, he was easily better looking than any other man in Fairplay.

      His dark hair was a little longer and pushed back away from his chiseled face. His dark eyes were easily one of his best features. His nose was straight and led your eyes down to the perfect lips that had somehow escaped her attention for so many years.

      “So,” he said, shoving his hands into his worn jeans and looking at her.

      “So.” She walked over and sat on her bed.

      “Are you okay?” He sat next to her.

      “Yeah.” She looked down as his hands took hers.

      “I…” he started. She looked up at him. “I didn’t mean for this…”

      She chuckled. “Yeah, neither did I.”

      “Well, since it did…” She watched him swallow. “Will you marry me?”

      She couldn’t stop the burst of laughter that had built up in her chest. “Hell, no.” She stood up and turned on him. “Seriously? Why would I follow up a stupid mistake with an even bigger one?” She turned and started listing off all the reasons it was a very bad idea. By the time she’d run out of steam, he was nodding and slowly getting off her bed.

      “Well, if you need anything.” He avoided looking at her, and she knew that she’d hurt him. At this point, she didn’t care.

      There was no way she was going to marry Billy Jackson, even if she was having his baby.

      

      Six months later…

      Shortly after that night, she’d traveled to Vegas after finding out from Billy that Travis, Billy’s longtime best friend, was there. She’d hoped to try and convince him to come back into town, to help her make things right, but instead he’d shunned her and she’d returned home empty-handed and empty-hearted. Not that she was in love with Travis Nolan. But he was the one person throughout all the years who had always been there when she needed someone. Even when he was engaged to wiry Alexis West, he’d been there for her. She’d loved knowing that she’d been with Travis the entire time he’d been roping Alex along. But after his mother had gone crazy, Travis had left town. She hadn’t seen again until Vegas.

      Now, there was no hiding the fact that she was pregnant anymore. Even her parents knew, though they had never actually asked outright.

      She’d stopped smoking and only occasionally walked around with a lite cigarette hanging from her mouth, just to keep gossip down to a minimum. She’d even pretended to drink beer and act a little drunk in front of her friends.

      Travis had come back into town and just the other night she’d made a fool out of herself on his front porch. She knew she was being childish, but it had stung that he’d turned her away so easily.

      That night, she’d stood in front of the mirror naked and had lost it. Her body was a mess. So, she’d done the only thing she could think of—she’d dressed as sexy as she could and thrown herself at what she had assumed was a sure thing, only to be thrown out like a used tissue. She’d said and done some things in the last few months that she wasn’t too proud of, but she had no control over herself when it came to rejection.

      She hated knowing that Travis had moved on with the bookworm, Holly Bridles, who had broken Savannah’s nose a few months back. Her mother had driven her into Houston and they’d preformed a minor surgery to fix it as best as they could. Still, she thought that after the baby was born, she’d fly to LA and have a professional do a better job on it.

      To be honest with herself, at this point in her life, she doubted she could deal with Travis anymore. His father had just passed away and left him with a mess around town. Everyone was talking about all hoops he had to jump through just to get his hands on his family’s money. She sighed and leaned back in the seat of her Jeep.

      She knew the gossip that was going around town about her and Travis. Some claimed it was his baby, and she’d let the gossip continue unchecked, if for no reason other than she just didn’t have the strength to fight against a whole town at this point.

      Okay, it might also have been that she didn’t want people to know it was Billy’s child. After all, since that night when he’d found out, he’d done little to prove to her that he was going to be a man and step up, other than throwing out a hasty proposal. He’d been seen around town with his friend Corey, chasing after every available girl above the age of eighteen.

      She sighed and wished more than anything that she lived in a city instead of a small town that had nothing better to do than gossip about her life.

      She jumped when she heard a knock on her window. Looking out, she saw Sheriff Miller standing next to her Jeep on the curb. Rolling down the window, she smiled at him.

      “Everything okay, Savannah?” He leaned on her door and watched her carefully.

      “Yeah, just resting my eyes for a moment.” She smiled and put her hand over his.

      “We’re all worried about you, you know.”

      

      “Yeah.” She frowned a little and looked down at their hands. Stephen Miller was the only man in town besides her father that she could trust. “I’m okay, really.”

      “If you ever need anything…” He nodded to her growing belly and trailed off.

      She placed a hand over her belly and nodded. “We’ll be okay. I promise.”

      He smiled and then tipped his hat. “Well, you keep us posted. I know you and Jamella have had words in the past, but she’s really concerned for you as well.”

      She didn’t doubt him. She had never really gotten along with the large black woman who ran Mama’s diner (but seemed to think she ran the tiny town), but she respected her. You’d have to be stupid not to. After all, the woman weighed more than most people in town and knew everyone else’s business. With that much power, people tended to steer clear of her bad side.

      “Thanks.”

      “Well, night.” He tipped his hat again.

      “Night.” She reached over and started the Jeep’s engine.

      As she drove through town, she thought about her options.

      She could move to Tyler and have the baby there. She could get an apartment and live comfortably enough. If anyone asked, she could tell them that the daddy had died overseas in the military or some other fancy tale that would explain the lack of a man in her life. She frowned at that thought.

      Or she could give the baby up for adoption. She shivered and closed her mind to that. Her parents wouldn’t like that either. Her mother was acting so excited about the possibility of having the baby around. She’d even gone to her last two doctor appointments with her.

      Or she could have the baby and hold her head up high and raise it alone. After all, it was the twenty-first century. Women did it all the time.

      She smiled. That was the plan she was most sure about. She had her parents to help out. How bad could it be raising a child alone? She could just imagine it. Her mother would take care of the baby when she wanted to go out with friends. Her dad would spoil the baby and throw big parties for it. She laughed remembering how her father had spoiled her and imagined he’d do the same for her baby.

      She stopped smiling when she drove up to the house and saw Billy’s truck parked out front, right by her parents’ vehicles.
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      Billy sat on the Douglas’s sofa feeling very uncomfortable. He’d taken Travis’s advice to come over, but the second he’d stepped inside their door, he’d wished he hadn’t.

      Travis had been his best friend since grade school and he’d always looked up to him. But at this moment, he wished he was punching the man in his face rather than sitting on an uncomfortable sofa as two of the wealthiest people in town stared him down.

      He knew what they saw. He was in his late twenties. Thanks to the fight he’d gotten in with Travis the other night, he was sporting a black eye and fat lip. But, he had to admit, getting punched had knocked some sense into him.

      He’d been acting like a child ever since Savannah had said all those things to him a few months ago. He’d been very hurt that she’d shunned him.

      He couldn’t blame her. His family members weren’t exactly known for their good citizenship. After all, his father was serving time in prison for killing a man. Billy’s mind flashed to the scene just a few nights ago when he’d shown up drunk at Travis’ door.

      

      “I don’t need your help. I don’t need anyone’s help. You think I haven’t heard what everyone’s saying about me? That Billy Jackson, he’ll end up killing himself or someone else. That Billy Jackson won’t amount to anything. He’ll turn out just like his old man.”

      “Billy, everyone can change. Look at me.” Travis said, looking down at his feet. “Look at my family. Does that mean I’ll end up like my mother?”

      Billy stopped and looked at him, then shook his head no. “You’re nothing like your old lady.” It was true; everyone in town knew it. Travis Nolan was not crazy.

      “Why don’t you come in and sleep it off. I’ve got some of Jamella’s apple pie left in the fridge.

      “Really?” Billy looked off towards the house. “What about her?” He nodded towards the garage, where Travis’ new fling stood on the stairs.

      “She’s staying at the apartment. I’m in the big house for now.” His friend’s words had shocked him. After all, just a few weeks ago, he and Corey had done a number on Travis’ old apartment, just to show him what they thought of how he was treating them.

      “Oh, shit. Really?” Billy looked towards the garage and back towards him feeling like a heel.

      “Billy?” Travis took a step towards him.

      “We thought. That is…Savannah said…” He remembered the night he’d called her and she’d been crying. She’d claimed that Travis had said all sorts of things about him and Corey.

      “What did you do?” He took his friend’s arm.

      “Shit.” Billy yanked his arm away.

      “It was you, wasn’t it? You broke into the apartment and destroyed Holly’s stuff,” he asked.

      “We didn’t break in. We still had the key you gave us. Besides, it was all Savannah’s idea. She’s the one that said you’d tossed her out and was shacking up with the book woman.” He had nodded towards Holly. It had hurt that Savannah had wanted Travis more than him. That knowledge alone had driven him to destroy most of Travis’ stuff.

      “Why?” It was Holly that asked from just behind him. “Why did you trash it?”

      “We thought Travis was staying there.” He frowned down at his fists and realized he hurt more about Savannah’s decision to pick Travis over him than he did about anything Travis had done.

      “I heard. Why did you break in and ruin what you thought was your friend’s stuff?”

      Billy shrugged his shoulders and looked down at his feet. “It seemed the thing to do after Travis started acting like we were scum.” He didn’t want to admit the truth.

      “What?” Travis asked, stepping closer. “I never treated you like you were scum.”

      “Sure you did. You wouldn’t hang out with us. And every time you saw us, you had this funny look on your face like you smelled something bad.”

      “I didn’t mean to treat you bad. It’s hard for me.” He dropped his hands. “I don’t want to go back to being bad boy Travis Nolan.”

      Billy laughed. “You’ll always be bad boy Travis Nolan. You’re the one that taught us how to shoot, how to smoke. You gave me my first beer.” He shook his head. “Hell, the whole town saw your ass when we streaked during the homecoming game our senior year.” Billy laughed, remembering.

      Travis laughed and slapped his friend on the shoulder. “Good ol’ times.” Then he sobered. “But for me they have to be in the past. I don’t want to be the same kid I used to be.”

      Billy looked down at his feet. The word kid rang over and over in his head. “Hell, I know I have to shape up.” He looked up at Travis and decided it was now or never. He had to tell someone. “I’ve got my own kid on the way in the next few weeks.”

      “What?” Travis looked at him and smiled. “Well, hell. I didn’t know you’d shacked up with someone special.”

      Billy looked down again. “I meant to tell you.” Then he glanced up and felt his fingers tingle as he said the next words. “Course she’s telling everyone in town the baby is yours.”

      He watched as acknowledgment crossed Travis’ eyes, and then his friend gasped. “Savannah? Savannah’s baby?”

      Billy smiled and nodded as he held his breath. “I know you two used to have a thing. But, well, after you left town, we sorta hooked up.”

      Travis laughed. “Of course you did.”

      

      Well, of course he’d gone and listened to his friend’s advice. The last few days he’d spent almost every night over at Travis’ house, hanging out with him, talking. It had surprised him how much Travis had gone through in the last few years since leaving Fairplay.

      Because of his friend, he’d stopped drinking and had even started wearing a nicotine patch so he could stop smoking. It was making him a little jittery, but so far he was sticking it out.

      Now he wished more than anything for a cigarette as he felt Savannah’s parents watching him.

      “So, do you mind telling us what this is all about?” Savannah’s father asked, leaning forward in the chair.

      “No, sir. I think it’s best to wait for Savannah.” He swallowed and wished she’d hurry up and get home. He knew that she had no idea he was coming out here tonight; it was one of the reasons he had come. If she’d known, she would have talked him out of it. She had a way of convincing him to do just what she wanted. Well, that was going to stop. The first step towards becoming a man was to own up to his mistakes.

      He felt relief flood him when he finally heard the front door open. Then she walked in and he felt nervous all over again.

      She was still as beautiful as ever. Even with the extra weight and the large belly protruding out in front of her. He didn’t know her exact due date, since she hadn’t shared that knowledge with him, but she was bound to be due any day now.

      He stood up and walked towards her.

      “Billy.” He could hear the stress in her voice and when he took her hand, she yanked it away. “What on earth are you doing here?” she whispered.

      “I’m here to set things right.” He took her hand again and held it tight. Then he turned to her parents. “Mr. and Mrs. Douglas, I’ve tried to make things right with your daughter, but I’ve come over here tonight for one last chance. I’m the father of Savannah’s baby.” He watched Mr. Douglas’s eyes heat. He glanced over to Savannah’s mother and saw her eyes soften. “I’ve asked Savannah for her hand, but she’s denied me.” He glanced over at Savannah and saw her eyes heat and felt her hand jump in his. “Since she won’t have me, I have an alternative plan.”

      Mr. Douglas stood, his fists by his side. “I’m listening.”

      “John.” Mrs. Douglas stood and put her hand on her husband’s arm. “Why don’t we all sit down and listen to what William has to say.”

      It was one of the first times anyone had ever called him by his full name, and he respected Savannah’s mother even more for giving him the chance.

      Savannah’s father nodded and relaxed his fists as he sat back down.

      “Daddy,” Savannah started to say, but she stopped when her father shook his head no.

      “We’ll listen to what William has to say. After all, you’ve made it very clear that you’re not in your right mind at the moment.” Her father frowned and motioned for them to sit back down.

      He tugged on Savannah’s hand until she followed him to the sofa where he helped her sit down.

      She was a lot larger than he’d thought and when he sat next to her, he felt concerned that she was uncomfortable. She glared at him and he realized then that she wanted to kill him. He almost chuckled.

      “I know Savannah has made up her mind not to marry me.” He frowned and looked at their joined hands. “But I’d like to keep that option open. I’ve just secured a new job. I’ll be working the pipeline that’s coming through the county this next year.” He smiled. “They’ve hired me on as manager.”

      “Oh, William, that’s wonderful news,” Mrs. Douglas said, squeezing her husband’s arm and smiling at him.

      “Of course it will mean a lot of travel for me. I’ll be going back and forth from here to the coast for the next few years.” He frowned and looked towards Savannah. He couldn’t really read what was on her face, but he had never really been able to tell what she was thinking. “I’d like to be a part of the child’s life, of Savannah’s life, if she’ll have me.”

      Everyone waited and looked at Savannah.

      “I can’t make any promises,” she said, coolly.

      “Fair enough.” He nodded, expecting it. “I’d like to at least be part of the baby’s life. A child should know their father.”

      He waited and when Savannah nodded, he felt like he’d won the battle.

      “Good, then here’s what I propose.” He turned to her parents. “I’ve purchased a new house.” He smiled. “Sheriff Miller sold me his old place on Magnolia. I’d like Savannah to move in with me.”

      He heard Savannah gasp, and he glanced at her but didn’t give her time to respond.

      “We’d live together until I head out, then she and the baby can have the house to themselves until I return home, which will be in about six months.” He hated to be away for that long, but he knew it would be necessary for Savannah and the baby’s future. “After that, I’ll be on an odd schedule. I’ll be working offshore for two weeks straight, then home for another two.”

      “You’ll be working on the oil rigs in the gulf?” Mr. Douglas asked.

      He nodded. “After we finish laying the initial pipes.” He turned to Savannah again. “Will you move in with me?”

      She shook her head, no, just as her father said, “Yes.”

      “No, I won’t.” She turned to her father.

      “Savannah.” He stood and looked down at her. “I know it is your mother’s and my fault that you’ve found yourself in your position.”

      Savannah laughed. “Really, father, you had nothing to do with it,” she said, sarcastically.

      “I mean,” he continued, “that you find yourself in your twenties, no job, no real education, pregnant, and unwed.” He crossed his arms over his chest. “We spoiled you. We had our reasons.” Mrs. Douglas stood and put her hand on her husband’s arm and nodded. “But it ends now. You’re old enough to make your own choices, but that doesn’t stop us from helping you make them.”

      “What are you saying?” Savannah tried to get off the sofa; Billy reached down and helped her stand. She tried to swipe his hands away, but when she almost fell back, she dug her fingers into his arms and relied on him to stand up.

      “Are you kicking me out?” Her voice rose.

      Her father looked down at her and nodded. “In a manner of speaking, yes. Your mother and I have discussed it for some time now. We think that it’s time you started living your own life. And since you’ve made your choice”—he nodded towards Billy— “you need to strike out on your own and make something of it. Did you think your mother and I would just raise your baby for you?”

      Savannah took a step back and almost fell backwards onto the sofa. Billy wrapped his arms around her to steady her. Her stomach bumped into him and, for a moment, he enjoyed the feeling of his child next to him. It was the most humbling experience he’d ever had and at that moment, he knew he’d made the right decision. Even if it meant that Savannah would hate him for the rest of his life.
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      She watched Billy bring in the last of her bags and felt like throwing something. How could her parents do this to her? Why would they?

      She leaned her head back and closed her eyes. She’d argued with her father and mother until she felt faint. They wouldn’t budge on their decision. Her mother had gone with her upstairs to pack her things in her bags that very evening.

      Now, just a few hours after she’d driven up to her house, she was sitting in Billy’s new house, on his new sofa, and thinking of a million ways to kill the father of her child.

      He set the bag down just inside the front door and walked over and sat next to her. “Do you know what it is?” He nodded towards her belly, looking like he wanted to reach out and touch it. She shook her head.

      “I asked not to know.” She put her hands over her large belly and hated the emotions she saw in his eyes.

      “Why?” He reached his hand out and laid it over her large stomach.

      She pushed up from the sofa and he put his hand on her waist to help her stand. She pushed it away when she finally stood. “My choice. Now, where is my room?” She turned to him and glared at him.

      He chuckled. “Our room is just down there.” He nodded towards the small hallway. It was so narrow, she doubted she would be able to walk down it with the extra weight she’d gained in the last few weeks. But since she didn’t want to show any weakness, she bent down and picked up the lighter of the two bags and started walking towards the backroom. Billy ripped the bag from her hands halfway across the room.

      “That’s too heavy for you.” He frowned. “You shouldn’t be lifting it.” He bent and picked up the other bag easily. She watched the muscles in his arms strain and wanted to reach out to play her fingers over them, but held herself still instead.

      “I can take care of myself.” She crossed her arms over her chest and watched his eyes focus on her large bosom. It had been the bane of her existence. She knew there were rumors going around that she’d had several enhancements, but the truth was, she was just very large. Even more so since the pregnancy. Actually, before finding out she was pregnant, she’d been looking into getting a reduction. Her back hurt her some days, so much so that she’d taken to seeing a chiropractor and a physical therapist twice a week. Her parents had even bought her an orthopedic mattress to help out. She doubted that Billy had something like that in what would no doubt be a very small bedroom, and she desperately wished to be back home.

      “I’ve never doubted it,” Billy said smiling. He carried the two bags past her and easily walked down the narrow hallway, leaving her in the small living room alone.

      She frowned at the place. It was too small. What did he expect her to do in such a small place? She looked around.

      She wouldn’t admit it to anyone, but she’d always liked the small, green, classically styled house that the sheriff had always lived in. She’d just never imagined that it was this small on the inside.

      Maybe she was just being mean. After all, every place looked small compared to her family home. She frowned. Even the large house that the West sisters had grown up in paled in comparison to her home.

      But when she followed Billy down the hallway and walked into the small bedroom, she felt like fainting. She was going to live here. With him. For who knew how long.

      Billy stood next to a queen-sized bed, her two bags at his feet, as he smiled over at her.

      “Well.” He smiled. “What do you think?”

      “I think I’m going to kill you,” she growled out. “Why did you do that?” She crossed her arms over her chest.

      “What?” He looked at her with his big brown eyes.

      “You know what. I was doing fine all by myself. Why did you have to go to my parents?” She leaned back against the wall, not wanting him to see that her back was hurting her, not to mention that her feet were so swollen they felt on the verge of bursting from her shoes.

      “Come on, Savvy.” He smiled over at her, charm seeping from every pore of his body.

      He knew she hated it when he called her that. No one else had the guts to use it.

      She felt like throwing something at him. She wrapped her fingers around a small clock that sat on the dresser next to her and tossed it at his head.

      It hit the wall just above his head, and he laughed and ducked the next item she threw at him.

      Then he was rushing towards her, wrapping her in his arms. For just a moment, she enjoyed the feeling of being held. Then she pushed him away and hit him on the chest. Feeling her hand bounce off his rock hard muscles, she hated him even more.

      “Leave me alone,” she screamed and pushed him away.

      “Oh, come on.” He pulled back and placed a hand over her stomach, causing her to hold very still. “I just want to do what’s right.” He frowned at her then smiled when he felt her stomach kick him back.

      “See, even the baby hates you.” She tried to push his hands away from her stomach, but he easily pushed her hands aside and placed his other hand over her stomach. His dark eyes went wide as their child kicked even more.

      “Amazing.” He looked up at her. “Does it hurt you?” he asked, stepping closer to her.

      Her mouth had gone dry. How had she never realized how handsome he was before? She blinked a few times and shook her head no.

      “Have you thought about names?” He smiled again when the child inside her tried to punch its way out of her skin. She groaned a little when she felt pressure on her bladder. Again, she shook her head, but this time she was lying.

      “I…” She blinked a few times. “I need to go to the restroom.” She turned and started walking towards an open door, praying that it was a bathroom.

      When she stepped inside a nice-sized master bathroom, she sighed and shut the door behind her. She hadn’t realized she was crying until the tears rolled down her neck.

      She could hear him banging around in the next room, and when she opened her eyes, she looked at her reflection in the large mirror and frowned.

      She was huge and fat. Why would Billy be treating her like he was? She no longer felt attractive.

      Her face was far too fat now. Even her hands and feet were so swollen that she hadn’t been able to wear jewelry or pretty shoes for months. She frowned down at the pair of flats she’d been wearing for the last few weeks. They were the only shoes she had that she could slip on and that didn’t require her to bend down to tie them.

      Walking closer to the mirror, she ran her hands over her stomach and felt the kid kick again. Rushing to the toilet, she emptied the bladder that he or she had been pushing up against. When she walked over and washed her hands, she couldn’t stop the tears from coming.

      How had she let her life take such a drastic turn? She leaned her head against the cool mirror and thought back to that night almost eight months ago and wondered why she was always a sucker for a sexy man in tight jeans.
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      Billy finished unpacking Savannah’s bags and cleaning up the glass from the three items she’d thrown at his head. He couldn’t help but laugh at her weak attempt. He was just grateful that she’d been too exhausted to do any real damage.

      He’d seen all her energy drain from her after she’d come back downstairs with her mother trailing behind her with the two large bags.

      Her father had promised to deliver some more items by the end of the week, but he didn’t know where he was going to put it all.

      The small house had come furnished, so he hadn’t had to purchase a lot of stuff, but so far, he liked everything that was in it and planned on keeping it. At this point, though, he was willing to let her redecorate as she wanted.

      He knocked on the bathroom door when it grew too quiet in the next room. “Are you okay?” he asked.

      “I…I’m going to take a bath. Would you bring my small bag to the door?” she called back.

      He walked over and grabbed the small bag that contained all her makeup and bottles.

      “I’ve got it,” he called out. When she opened the door a small crack, he pushed it until she stood back and glared at him.

      “Are you all right?” He set the bag down on the countertop and looked at her. He could tell she’d been crying and instantly felt bad.

      He took a few steps towards her, and she shook her head and put her hands on his chest. “Don’t,” she said, looking down at her hands. “I just want to be left alone.” Then she looked up at him and he saw the steel return to her eyes. “Just because I’m here, doesn’t mean I want to be, or that we’re going to be some sort of a couple.”

      He took a step back and nodded. He’d expected this from her. “I know.”

      She nodded. “Good. Then you won’t have any problems sleeping on the couch.” Her chin came up.

      He smiled. “There’s a guest room.”

      “Good.” She nodded. “Then you’ll forgive me for turning in. I’m quite tired.” She walked over to the bedroom door and waited until he stepped out.

      He stopped just shy of the door and put a hand on the door to stop her from closing it in his face. “Just because you’ve made up your mind to hate me, doesn’t mean I’ll give up trying.” He reached over and brushed a finger down her cheek and watched her eyes go soft for a split second. “Goodnight, Savvy.” He smiled and stepped through the door.

      He chuckled when she slammed it in his face.

      As he walked into the living room, he couldn’t help but smile when he realized his plan was working.

      He sat down on the sofa and crossed his arms over his chest. He’d been hurt when she’d shunned him. After all, he’d had a secret thing for Savannah for as long as he could remember. But the friend code had forced him to keep it hidden for years. Savannah and Travis had been an on-again, off-again thing for years. Even when Travis had been engaged to Alexis West, he’d kept his distance from Savannah.

      Closing his eyes, he remembered the first night he’d really felt something for her. It was so long ago, yet the memory was still fresh. So was the hurt that had come when she’d gotten in her car with Travis that night instead of him.

      She’d walked into the room looking like a woman, not a sixteen-year-old, like so many other girls around him had. She’d held her head up high and had demanded the attention of everyone in the room and his teenage heart had skipped. She still made it skip when she looked a certain way.

      Her outer beauty was definitely something to behold, but it was her inner glow and strength that he’d always admired most. Her words had hurt so much that night when she’d turned him down that he’d turned back to his old ways. There was a little of his father in him after all.

      He’d tried for so many years to deny the fact that he was like his father, but the more he embraced his rough edges, the better off he was. He’d been on a slow path to destruction before that night Travis had knocked some sense into him. It was funny; Travis had always been the instigator, but now he was the one who was most in control of his life.

      Shaking his head, he chuckled. If anyone had said that would be the case in high school, they would have beaten them up. Propping his feet on the coffee table, he drifted off, remembering the good old times they used to have.

      When he woke, it was to a finger in his chest.

      “Are you okay?” Savannah said over him.

      His eyes opened and blinked a few times. For a moment, he couldn’t remember where he was.

      “Sure,” he said after using his hands to wipe his face from the sweat that had built up during the night.

      “You were screaming.” She frowned down at him.

      “No, I wasn’t.” He frowned and sat up as she sat next to him. She was wearing a large t-shirt and sweatpants that were a few sizes too big for her.

      “Yes you were.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

      He closed his eyes and nodded. Of course he had been screaming. “Sorry,” he grunted out. “I didn’t mean to wake you.”

      “You didn’t,” she said, causing his eyes to open and zero back on her. She shrugged her shoulders. “The kid plays havoc with my bladder. I’m up at least four times a night.”

      He looked down at her large stomach and nodded.

      “Why aren’t you sleeping in the guest room?”

      “I guess I fell asleep out here.” He dropped his feet to the ground and ran his sweaty hands over his jeans.

      “Well,” she said, looking at him and tilting her head.

      “Here.” He stood and helped her up from the sofa. Keeping his hands on her hips a little longer than necessary, he smiled when he saw her eyes soften.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, looking down at her hands on his shoulders. “I know I’m big.” She frowned.

      He chuckled. “I don’t mind.” He put his thumb under her chin and pulled until she was looking at him. “It shows me that you’re taking good care of junior here.” He put his hand over her stomach.

      She nodded and took a step back. “Well, goodnight.” She started walking out of the room.

      “Savvy?” He smiled when she turned and her eyes heated. “Sweet dreams.” She nodded and walked down the hallway towards her room.
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      Over the next few weeks, she stayed out of Billy’s way as much as possible. He started his new job and she only saw him for a few hours every evening. During the weekends, she made a point to either be out of the house or locked in her room fast asleep.

      She watched in horror as the scale went higher and higher as she got closer to her due date. No matter what she tried, she couldn’t stop herself from eating everything in sight. She even found herself sneaking into the kitchen in the middle of the night and grabbing what she could without waking Billy.

      Her doctor appointments were now scheduled for once a week. Billy tried to make the appointments, but with his new job, he ended up just asking her about them when he finally got home at night. He wanted to know every detail and sometimes had more questions for the doctor than she had.

      Now everyone in town knew that Billy was the father and that they were living together in the small green house. Every time she stepped out of the house, it seemed that someone was waving at her or wanting to have a conversation with her.

      She was too tired to fight the gossip or to really care about it. She started staying inside the house as much as she could and hated going out or seeing anyone.

      Several of her friends had tried to put together a baby shower, but she had quickly and quietly shut them down, claiming she would have one after the baby was born and they knew the sex.

      Her mother had stopped by one day and delivered several larger items and boxes, including a bassinet and a stroller. She didn’t doubt that they were of highest quality and from the biggest named stores, but she was just so tired of it all at this point. She wanted the kid out of her so she could start her life over again.

      She’d unpacked a few boxes of gifts from family members and friends that her mother had delivered. She hadn’t really focused on what she was doing or the items she was putting away. Half of her closet was now baby clothes and the other half were clothes she no longer fit into. She found it all so comical that she didn’t even care anymore.

      Most days she just lay around on her uncomfortable bed and stared up at the ceiling, dreaming she was somewhere else. Someone else.

      When she’d gone into the store one day to get milk, she’d overheard some high school students talking about her. She’d stopped at the end of the aisle and listened as they talked about how Billy probably had a temper like his old man and would end up beating her.

      “That’s probably why she doesn’t come outside anymore,” one of them had said. “It’s a shame. When I get married, I’ll never let my husband raise a hand to me.”

      Savannah felt like laughing. Billy? Hit her? She shook her head. There couldn’t be anything farther from the truth. In fact, since she’d moved into the house, he’d done everything he could to make sure she was comfortable, short of delivering her king-sized mattress. He claimed the room was just too small for the larger bed and that she’d have to make due until he could afford to buy something newer.

      But as she walked the block and a half back to the house, she couldn’t help feel guilty for the gossip. She was being a recluse after all, which was fueling all the gossip about them. She supposed it wouldn’t hurt to be seen more. Then she looked down at her belly and frowned. Did she really care about what high school kids said about her and Billy anyway?

      The month of December was a blur and, before she knew it, they were going over to her parents’ house to have Christmas dinner. She hadn’t slept very well the night before, and getting dressed had taken her twice as long as usual. Her back and legs hurt more than ever and she desperately wished the kid would hurry up so she could get her body back.

      When they drove up to her parents’ place, she closed her eyes as Billy walked around the car to open her door. She wanted her bed badly, but knew her mother would be disappointed if she didn’t spend the evening with them.

      Getting out, she tried to ignore how nice it felt to have someone help her out of the car. Actually, Billy had been nothing but sweet and helpful since she’d moved into the green house. She rubbed her hand over her lower back and smiled a little when he was there to help her climb the few steps into her old house.

      After the huge dinner, which she’d only nibbled on, they sat around the living room talking about Billy’s job. She wasn’t really paying attention to the conversation, since her lower back had started shooting pain all throughout her legs. Then she felt the gush of water rushing down her green leggings and gasped.

      Her mother jumped up quickly and rushed to her side, asking a million questions. Before she could answer any of them, pain shot through her entire body, this time there was no denying the labor pains.

      Her eyes closed as she tried to control her breathing, then she felt her body being lifted in strong arms. The cool night air hit her face and she opened her eyes. She looked over at Billy as he carried her out towards his truck.

      “Hang on.” His dark eyes were on hers, and then his smile wavered as he saw the pain in her eyes. “I’ll get you to the hospital quickly.”

      She nodded just as another pain hit her. She tried to roll her body up into a ball, but the pain was too much to move. She felt like everything was being ripped apart. Her back, her stomach, all of it was on fire.

      She vaguely heard her parents tell Billy they’d meet him at the clinic, but she was too focused on the pain.

      She felt his arms wrap around her as he buckled her seat belt, but then another kind of pain hit her. Pressure. She tried to push off the seat belt as a wave of urgency hit her.

      “No,” she cried out. “Too close,” she said between gritted teeth. “Too soon,” she tried to tell him, grabbing his hands.

      “What?” he said, looking off towards her parents’ car as they sped out of the driveway.

      “The baby’s coming now.” She pushed her Christmas leggings down her legs. “Billy, now!” she cried out.

      “It can’t be happening this quick.” His face paled as he watched her in horror.

      “Now!” she screamed. She flung off the seat belt, grabbed his hand, and put her legs up on his dash. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes as another wave of pain hit her.

      “Oh…my…God,” she heard him say, putting long spaces in between each word. Then she felt his hands on her thighs as he helped her hold her legs up. “Here it comes.” She heard his voice waver.
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Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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