
  
    
      Our Little Wedding

    

    
      
        S.L. STERLING

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        OUR LITTLE WEDDING

      

      

      

      
        
        by

      

      

      

      
        
        S.L. STERLING

      

      

      

      
        
        © 2023

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Copyright

      

    

    
      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Spencer

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Spencer

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Spencer

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Spencer

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Spencer

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Spencer

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Spencer

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Ainsley

      

      
        Ainsley

      

    

    
      
        What is coming next from S.L. Sterling

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Other Titles by S.L. Sterling

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Our Little Wedding

      Copyright © 2023 by S.L. Sterling

      

      All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved about, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in, or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means (mechanical, electronic, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of the book. This is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. Disclaimer: This book contains mature content not suitable for those under the age of 18. It involves strong language and sexual situations. All parties portrayed in sexual situations are consenting adults over the age of 18.

      

      ISBN: 978-1-989566-45-9

      Paperback ISBN: 978-1-989566-65-7

      

      Editor: Brandi Aquino, Editing Done Write

      Cover Design: Thunderstruck Cover Design

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Ainsley

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Anyone want coffee?” I questioned.

      I stood in front of the sink, washing the last of the dinner dishes.

      “Love some,” my father called out.

      “Yes, please,” Spencer answered.

      After I wiped down the counters, I flipped the switch on the coffeemaker and emptied the dishwater from the sink. We’d spent New Year’s Day with my father. Jane, his new girlfriend, was working at the hospital, and I felt bad that he’d be alone. It was easier now that Dad had given Spencer and me his blessing to date. Things had seemed to improve between the three of us since the holiday party Spencer had held for his clients.

      I worked diligently to put the dishes away, while my father and Spencer retired into the living room. They’d thrown on a replay of the most recent hockey game and now sat shouting at the TV. I giggled, listening to them banter back and forth as I pulled three plates out of the cupboard and cut three pieces of cake for dessert, and then I waited for the coffee to finish perking while silently humming a song to myself.

      I heard laughter coming from the other room, and I smiled. It was nice to see them getting along again. It was also nice not to have to sneak around anymore. Once that happened, not only did my relationship improve with my father, but so did theirs. They were back to speaking again and going out for wings and beer on game nights.

      However, while that was good for now, my dad still didn’t have any idea about the baby or our engagement. We’d decided not to tell him everything at once. Spencer had told me he wanted to ask my father’s permission to marry me, but we agreed not to tell him about the baby until later. Besides, it was too early to say anything. My family doctor figured I was only maybe four weeks along and we didn’t want him to think we were having some shotgun wedding because I was pregnant.

      I’d just pulled mugs down from the cupboard when I felt Spencer wrap his arms around me from behind and pull me against him. “Need any help?” he questioned, kissing the side of my neck.

      “I think I got it,” I said, placing my hand on his muscular forearm. “You haven’t said anything to him yet have you?” I questioned while closing my eyes as he kissed my neck again.

      “I promised you I’d wait until you are in the living room with me.” Spencer placed a kiss on my shoulder and chuckled. “Don’t you trust me?”

      I smiled and said, “I trust you,” while spinning in his arms and kissing him.

      He wrapped his arms around me, kissing me a little harder, his tongue parting my lips and meeting mine, while his hands cupped my ass. The second our lips parted, I leaned my head against his chest, breathing hard. I could already feel his hard cock pressing into me.

      “You better calm that down.” I giggled.

      “I could take you right here, right now.” He whispered and let out a chuckle while adjusting himself. “Anything I can help you with?”

      “Could you take the cake in?”

      “I can,” he said, grabbing my ass and kissing me one more time before picking up the three plates.

      I poured two cups of coffee and filled my mug with hot water from the kettle, plopping in a tea bag. Then I put the three mugs on the small tray and carried them into the living room.

      “This looks fantastic,” my father said, taking a bite of the double fudge chocolate cake I’d made. “I’ve been missing your baking around here.”

      I smiled. “Dad, anytime you want anything, just ask me. I’m more than happy to make you something.”

      I’d basically moved out and in with Spencer the second Dad had said we could date. I kept some of my things at the house here, and occasionally to please my father, I came back home for a night. Those nights were few because it was easier to be with Spencer since the morning sickness had struck me hard.

      “I’m so glad you are feeling better. That flu you had really hit you bad,” Dad said.

      I looked at Spencer out of the corner of my eye. His eyes met mine for a split second. “Yeah, it was a bad one,” Spencer bit out.

      “Looks like you lost a lot of weight, too,” Dad replied, giving me a once over.

      “You think I’ve lost weight?” I questioned, looking down at myself. “I don’t think I have.” I shrugged, trying to play it off.

      “No, neither do I,” Spencer said.

      “Well, I do, but don’t worry, you’ll put it back on in no time,” Dad said. “You always lost weight when you got the flu.”

      I glanced again at Spencer, who sat there watching me. Then he sat forward. “So, Jon, how are things with Jane?”

      “Good, very good. We are looking at planning a trip in the coming weeks.”

      “Great. That is exciting. Things must be going well then between you two.”

      “Yes, so well, in fact, that I put my Finding Forever profile on pause. I hope that is okay.”

      Spencer nodded. “Of course. That is why we have that feature.”

      “I’m glad you guys are getting along so well.  She seems nice. Maybe someone that I could bond with,” I said, hoping that maybe one day she might be like a mother to me.

      “She really likes you, Ainsley. It would be nice if you guys got to know one another a little better,” Dad said.

      The room grew quiet. My body seemed to be filled with tension as I took a small bite of my cake. My stomach turned. I just wished Spencer would get on with this and ask him already.

      “What about you two?” my father asked. “Things all right?”

      I could tell my father cared but really didn’t want to know any details. It had been hard on him to start when he’d found us in bed together. It had been hard on all of us, and that had  almost ripped Spencer and me apart from one another for good.

      “Things are going better than expected,” Spencer said. “That’s why we wanted to talk to you about something.” Spencer set his plate down and placed his hand on my knee, giving me a gentle squeeze.

      “Oh,” my father said, taking the last bite of his cake and washing it down with coffee. Then he looked up at us, then down to where Spencer’s hand now rested on my inner thigh. My nerves were so bad that I had to set my plate down to stop shaking. “Well, what is it?”

      I blew out a breath as Spencer took over the conversation. “As you know, I’m really in love with your daughter, and she is with me.”

      My father looked at the pair of us, not saying a word. I feared this was going to be another blowup, and I bit my bottom lip and wrapped my arm through Spencer’s, while my father sat there watching my every move.

      “I’ve given things considerable thought and, well, I’d like to ask you for permission to marry her.”

      I’d lowered my eyes as Spencer had spoken. I’d was afraid to look and see my father’s reaction because I feared it was going to be the same as the night he’d caught us. I wouldn’t be able to take that, and I prayed that wasn’t what was coming. The only sound in the room was from the game on TV. I hated the silence and I wanted someone to say something. I shyly glanced up to see my father staring at us both.

      “Married?” My father cleared his throat.

      “Yes, sir,” Spencer answered, his voice calm and even, never once faltering.

      “Ainsley, what do you think about this?”

      Spencer and I hadn’t gone over what would happen if he asked me anything. All Spencer had said was not to worry, that he’d handle it because he knew how nervous I was.

      When I didn’t answer him, my father cleared his throat again. “Ainsley, I asked you a question.”

      “Daddy, we want your permission. I’ve said it before. I’m in love with Spencer. I’m happy. I want to spend the rest of my life with him.”

      My father grew quiet, sitting there looking at us. Then, without another word, he got up and wandered down the hall to his bedroom. I looked over at Spencer, who sat there looking at me with the same perplexed look on his face.

      He’d been gone for a few minutes, and I was about to say something to Spencer when my father returned to the living room and looked at us both.  “I knew this day would come, eventually. Given the brief history with the pair of you, I already know you won’t take no for an answer, so I’ll give you my blessing.”

      I couldn’t believe what my father had said, but I wrapped my arms around Spencer and hugged him tight.

      “Spencer, just make sure you take care of my baby girl.”

      Spencer let me go and looked up at my father. “Jon, you know I will.” He stood up and shook my father’s hand.

      Relief flooded me as I stood up and hugged my father tightly. “Thank you, Dad.” I whispered in his ear. Then the three of us sat back down, but not before I pulled the ring Spencer had surprised me with from my purse so I could show the only person in my life who had always been there for me, until now.
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      I stood in the bedroom looking at my reflection in the mirror, turning to the right and then the left, and again looking forward. “I don’t know about this dress. It just doesn’t seem to hang right,” I cried. “I knew I should have gotten the one I was looking at the other night, but it was so expensive.”

      “Don’t worry, you look fabulous,” Carly answered, not paying attention to anything I’d said as she lay across our bed, flipping through one of our favourite magazines.

      “I don’t know.” I smoothed the fabric of the dress down my body. “This one just doesn’t hang right.”

      Carly closed the magazine and rolled onto her back. “Ainsley, it’s just the engagement party. What difference does it make? You’ve worn that dress plenty of times before, and you weren’t picky about the way it hung.”

      I shrugged. “Well, it matters to me now.” I slid the dress off and put my jeans and T-shirt back on. “I just want everything to be perfect.” I sat down on the edge of the bed beside Carly just as Nikki walked into the bedroom.

      “I know, but seriously, it’s only a small gathering of a few people.”

      “Yeah, only a few people.” I giggled, thinking about all the invitations I’d sent out.

      “Ainsley, can I have dessert now?”

      “Sure, bug, let’s go,” I said, putting my hand on her head and leading her out of mine and Spencer’s room. Carly let out a sigh and got up, following behind us.

      “What kind of ice cream do you want? Chocolate, vanilla, or strawberry?”

      Nikki put her forefinger to her lips. “Mmmm, chocolate and strawberry,” she said, her eyes lighting up.

      I shook my head and placed my hand on my hip. “No, one or the other.”

      “Mmmm…” Nikki thought hard for a moment and then yelled, “Chocolate with syrup and sprinkles!”

      I laughed as I turned and pulled a bowl down from the cupboard, while Nikki climbed up on a stool beside Carly and watched as I plopped a scoop of ice cream into her bowl.

      “Anyway, back to what we were talking about earlier. Now I’m being serious, and I want a serious answer. Picture your life for me for just a moment?”

      “I am picturing it. I’m happy, Carly,” I said, drizzling chocolate syrup onto the ice cream in Nikki’s bowl, then covering it with pink and white sprinkles.

      “I don’t mean now. Yes, sure, you’re happy now. You have all the warm and fuzzy feelings of being in a rather new relationship. I mean, think about your future.”

      I put the lid back on the ice cream container and shoved it in the freezer. “I am thinking about the future! We have Nikki and two other babies. This one, and perhaps a little boy, who looks just like Spencer.”

      “A brother and a sister!” Nikki exclaimed, taking the bowl from me. “I thought you said there was only one baby in there? Two can’t possibly fit in there?” she said, pointing to my flat stomach.

      Carly looked at Nikki and mouthed to me, “She knows?”

      “Nikki, eat your ice cream,” I said, knowing full well we shouldn’t be talking about any of this in front of her.

      “She only knows because she heard Spencer and I talking about it and asked. Spencer doesn’t believe in not telling her. So, we sat her down and told her that one day she would have a little brother or sister,” I whispered to Carly.

      “I see. Well, regardless, two others? You are nuts. And I’m talking distant future. He’s all hot now, but what do you think he is going to look like in, say, twenty years?” she said, keeping her voice low.

      “Can I go into the living room and colour?” Nikki asked, grinning at me.

      “Sure, just don’t spill, okay? Keep everything at your little table.”

      “I will.” She grinned, shoving a spoonful of ice cream in her mouth. “Bye, Carly.”

      “Bye.” We both watched as she carefully carried the bowl into the living room with two hands, leaving the two of us in the kitchen. “Now seriously? What about twenty years from now? What do you think it will be like then?”

      “God! What are any of us going to look like in twenty years?” I cried.

      “I’m being serious! You’ll only be forty, but he’ll be sixty,” she said, scrunching her nose up in disgust.

      “So am I being serious. Now please, I am marrying Spencer. I’m happy, I’m excited, and it would be nice for my best friend to be excited for me as well.”

      “You say that now.”

      “She says what now?” Carly jumped at the sound of Spencer’s voice as he poked his head around the corner.

      “Nothing,” I immediately said, looking at Carly letting her know the conversation was ending.

      He stepped into the kitchen carrying a suit bag. He made his way over to me, put his arm around me, and kissed the side of my neck.

      “Hey,” I said, meeting his lips. “See that you picked up your suit from the cleaner. I meant to do that right after I left the office today, but Carly called, and I forgot.” I shrugged.

      “Don’t worry about it, but no, this isn’t my suit. I made a stop after work. This is for you.” He held up the suit bag and lowered the zipper. It shocked me to see the champagne-coloured dress I wished I’d bought when I’d tried it on at a little boutique outside of town last weekend. I’d wanted it for our engagement party, but after seeing the price, I had decided against it.

      “What is this?” I questioned. “Tell me you didn’t,” I cried with excitement as I removed the bag from the hanger.

      “I did.” He grinned. “You looked…mmm…well, it’s not suitable to say how you looked in it the other day in front of a guest,” he said, leaning in a biting my earlobe.

      “Oh God, save me,” Carly said, sticking her finger down her throat and pretending to gag.

      “Not in front of little eyes,” I whispered as Nikki stood before us, holding her empty bowl.

      I smiled as I took the dress from Spencer, while he took the bowl from Nikki, wiping her mouth with a paper towel before he picked her up and threw her in the air. “How’s my baby girl?”

      Nikki let out a squeal, followed by a laugh as Spencer held her up over his head. “Put me down, Daddy,” she squealed.

      Spencer put her down and watched as she ran off into the other room. He walked over to the table and sorted through the pile of mail I’d left there.

      “Oh, and we got a couple more RSVPs in the mail today for the engagement party,” I said, showing Carly the dress.

      “Was one of them from my brother, Max?”

      I shook my head. “No, have not heard from him yet. I can call him tomorrow if you’d like? Today was the last day to respond.”

      “I’ll take care of Max. I’ve got to call him tonight about work,” he said, leaning in and kissing me before he made his way down the hall to his office.

      I smiled as I looked at Carly, excitement filling me as I looked at the dress. “Come, let’s try this one on.”

      “I sure hope this dress hangs better.” Carly giggled, following behind me.
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