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      To my hubby,

      

      You obviously know I have to dedicate anything naughty to you.

      

      Here’s to 30 years.

      

      And many more…

      

      J.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        Men’s vows are women’s traitors’.

        WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE
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      “I’m not giving up my cigarettes until I’m pregnant.” Stassia giggled.

      “Maybe you already are,” Carlo said right back to her in a low, deep, gravely voice.

      “Well, that’s a strong possibility. Especially considering how much you’ve been trying to knock me up.” Stassia’s flawless smile blazed up at Carlo.

      “Let’s hope so.” He took her in his arms and kissed her lips. “Which reminds me. We need to get back to it.”

      She laughed again, this time even more seductively. “I’ll meet you upstairs.” She gave him one more quick kiss and he let her go. 

      “No smoking in the house, though,” Carlo said as he started walking away. He hadn’t seen me standing on the stairs. 

      It wasn’t like I could move.

      Or breathe.

      Or speak.

      It wasn’t my fault.

      My legs were frozen to the spot.

      Stassia giggled again and then turned toward the stairs. One step up and she gasped with shock. “Oh,” her hand covered her heart—over her huge cleavage. The cigarette between her fingers fumed up over her face. “It’s you.” She sounded shocked to see me. I guess Carlo hadn’t informed her that I was here.

      “It is definitely me.” I stared at her. The smoke from her cigarette wafted up my nostrils. It made me want to grab the cigarette away from her and smoke it myself.

      “What—why are you here?” Stassia frowned at me, and I could practically see the gears turning in her head.

      “You know, I ask myself that almost every minute of every day.” I didn’t know what to tell her. I had no clue that Carlo was bringing her here, either.

      I guess the mystery baby mama question was answered, though.

      “Well, how long are you staying?” She took a long drag on her cigarette, and I was jealous. Now would be a fabulous time for a smoke.

      “I wish I knew, Stassia. I really wish I knew.”

      She blew her smoke into my face as she said, “Well, I’m sure it won’t be much longer. In fact, you should start packing.” She gave me a smirk. “I’d help you, but Carlo and I will be busy making a baby.” Her smile grew, and she lifted her eyebrows before walking around me and up the rest of the stairs.

      I felt sick.

      Like I wanted to barf.

      And scream.

      And cry.

      All at the same time.

      I also wanted to run into the kitchen and kick Carlo’s ass.

      I gave Stassia enough time to get upstairs and into Carlo’s room before I decided to hurry back to my room.

      My room.

      Not the room that Carlo would be sleeping in.

      Not the room that he’d be making a baby in tonight.

      My stomach cramped up and I hurried faster to my room. I quietly shut the door and leaned against it.

      Oh.

      My.

      Gosh.

      This was a freaking twist I hadn’t seen coming. 

      Not once in all my random thoughts over the last month had I considered that Carlo would run back into Stassia’s arms. In front of me, he’d seemed to barely tolerate her. 

      Not to mention the fact that I was barely out of his bed.

      I shut my eyes and let my head rest against the wooden door. 

      Maybe he’d let me go now.

      Me and Dani.

      Maybe we’d wake up in the morning and he’d have a car waiting for us outside and send us on our merry way.

      Maybe now we could leave and never look back.

      Unfortunately, the state of my heart was much less positive. It wanted what it wanted.

      And that was for Carlo to be with me. And Dani.

      It wanted Carlo to have burst through the front door, instantly spotted me on the staircase, rushed toward me, and carried me to his bed.

      To make a baby with me.

      Not Stassia.

      I felt the tears sting my eyes, but I knew if I let one fall—I might not be able to stop. And right now, I needed to be in full control. Even though my body was nearly shaking. And I was finding it difficult to breathe.

      How the heck was I supposed to sleep under the same roof knowing that somewhere here Carlo was potentially impregnating Stassia? Or trying very hard to do that?

      I tried to take in a deep breath but failed. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could stand on my feet.

      I decided to lie down on the bed. At least until I’d convinced my lungs to start working again.

      Somehow, I shuffled over and crawled inside my bed. I laid on my back and listened to the silence. 

      Thank goodness it was quiet. I was also glad that Dani hadn’t been awake to see her dada come creeping through the front door with another woman.

      Or to watch him stick his tongue down her throat.

      A tiny pang of jealousy sprouted up, and I did my best to quash it down.

      How was I supposed to get to sleep? Knowing they were both in the same bed—I sighed and shook my head from one side of my pillow to the other, over and over again.

      The only saving grace was that at least I didn’t have to see them doing it.

      Or hear them.

      Hopefully, in the morning, he’d kick us out and start his own new family.

      With Stassia.

      It couldn’t have been ten minutes later when I heard a high-pitched woman’s laugh.

      My eyes shot open in the darkness.

      Was that—

      Another laugh sounded.

      Where was it coming from? I sat up in bed to make sure I’d closed my door. And I had.

      So how in the world had I heard—

      “Carlo, yes,” Stassia’s voice was lower now as she moaned out Carlo’s name. “Yes, oh, my God. Your cock is so big. I don’t know if I can handle it.”

      I heard the bed squeak.

      Not my bed.

      Carlo’s bed.

      Oh.

      My.

      Gosh.

      This was not happening.

      “You’ll take it, Stassia. And you’ll keep taking it until you’re carrying my baby,” Carlo said with a grunt.

      Stassia let out a loud cry just as Carlo groaned. “Fuck, yeah,” he said in his low, smexy voice.

      “Carlo!” Stassia yelled unconvincingly. She’d fucked him before. She knew how big he was.

      This must be her—their—thing.

      She pretended that he was too big for her. And he liked it.

      I mean, yeah, Carlo was too big for any woman. I’d experienced that firsthand. And if Carlo hadn’t fucked me in a while—it definitely was pretty painful.

      But from the way those two had been talking when they walked through the front door—they’d been fucking regularly.

      “Carlo, you’re too big,” Stassia called out as an incessant thumping noise started. Something was hitting the wall.

      Oh, no.

      It must be Carlo’s bed.

      The thumping turned into banging. And the moaning turned into panting.

      “I’m going to come. Oh, my God, I’m going to come!” Stassia’s voice shouted out.

      I yanked the pillow from under my head and plastered it over my face, attempting to drown out their lovemaking.

      It didn’t work.

      Not at all.

      I could still hear them going at it. The wall banging seemed even louder now. And faster.

      He must be fucking her hard to make this much noise.

      “Christ,” Carlo breathed out, “open your legs wider. I’m going to shoot my load inside of you.”

      Boom, boom, bang, bang.

      Faster and faster.

      Stassia started screaming out her orgasm—and to tell you the truth—I felt myself clench.

      Oh, my gosh.

      I was so messed up.

      I was—not—getting turned on.

      No possible way.

      “Ah, fuck me. I’m going to fill up your pussy with my come,” Carlo hollered out.

      Again, I clenched.

      Yeah, I was definitely messed up. Who in their right mind would get sexually excited hearing their ex-fiancé fucking someone else?

      They both shouted out in ecstasy now. 

      Apparently, Carlo had succeeded in filling up Stassia. Or he was still in the process.

      Fuck my life.
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      I’d lost count how many times they’d fucked last night. They seemed to know when I was barely drifting off to sleep. Because right then—they’d start up again.

      Bang.

      Bang.

      Bang.

      “Oh, Carlo!”

      “Oh, Stassia!”

      Oh, good grief.

      I could not wait to get the heck out of here. If I had to listen to them fuck again, I was going to lose it.

      “Apple, Momma?” Dani asked, her chubby hand stretched out toward me. 

      I nodded as I finished cutting up small pieces for her. “Yes, baby. Give me one minute. It’s almost done.” I yawned for the billionth time. I looked up through bleary eyes when I heard high heels clipping down the hall.

      There was only one person that could be. I sighed and wished I could melt right into the kitchen floor.

      Stassia came to a stop in the entryway. I wasn’t sure if she’d be able to walk this morning, let alone come down for breakfast.

      “You’re here as well, I see.” She stared at Dani with a frown.

      But Dani being Dani, she grinned from ear to ear and waved at Stassia. 

      My daughter was nice to everyone. And she assumed that everyone loved her.

      The poor kid would be in for a big surprise one day when she learned how harsh the world could be. And that not everyone loved her. Heck, not everyone would like her.

      Most wouldn’t.

      “Hi!” Dani waved again, likely waiting for a response. I wasn’t sure if Stassia knew how to talk to a child.

      Especially this one.

      To Stassia, she’d see Dani as a threat.

      As competition.

      And to tell you the truth—she was probably right.

      But not after today.

      Not after this morning.

      I was certain that once Carlo came downstairs, he’d send Dani and me on our way.

      “If you indulge her, she’ll stop talking.” I gave Stassia a helpful hint.

      Her head snapped over to me. “And you’re here, too,” she said snidely. Obviously, her opinion of me hadn’t improved overnight.

      “I am.” I scraped the apple off the cutting board and onto a small plate. “We’ll be on our way shortly, I’m sure.”

      I walked over to Dani and slid the plate onto her high chair tray.

      “Ah, that’s good, then,” Stassia said and walked gracefully and with purpose into the kitchen. I sat down beside Dani and tore my cold, dry piece of toast apart. I wasn’t sure what I would be able to stomach this morning after a night of listening to Carlo trying to impregnate another woman.

      Add to that a complete and total lack of sleep—and I felt like a zombie right now.

      “Dada!” Dani yelled, as her arms jutted into the air. Tiny pieces of apple flew from her hands and onto the floor.

      “Dani, my girl.” Carlo beamed from the doorway. He swaggered in with a huge grin on his face. He strode right up to Dani and scooped her up out of her high chair. “How’s Dada’s girl? Hmm? I missed you.” He kissed her cheek while she hugged him around his neck. This homecoming was all very—sweet.

      And if I hadn’t been subjected to hours and hours of listening to Carlo and Stassia fuck—I might have cared how cute Dani’s reaction was.

      But I had been forced to listen to them fuck like rabbits all night long.

      Stassia stirred a bucket of sugar into her coffee and laughed weakly. “Um, why is she still calling you dada?” Stassia looked down her nose at each of us.

      Since this was not my house, and that was not my future baby mama—I stayed out of this mess.

      “Because she is. That’s why.” Carlo frowned at his future baby mama. 

      Stassia took a sip of her coffee, not taking her eyes off Carlo. “But why? She’s not your kid. Is she?” Stassia’s head tilted slightly, and her eyes narrowed.

      Carlo’s face changed from a scowl to—well, I wasn’t sure how to describe it. Hateful? Murderous?

      Whatever it was, it certainly wasn’t good.

      “Would you shut your fuckin’ mouth?” he spat out at Stassia.

      Carlo could be mean. I’d been a witness to that before.

      I’d also been the victim many times.

      He could be a brutal beast with his words.
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