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With unrequited love as an excuse, Quinn turns to philandering. Every week, he pops up on the tabloids with a new partner. Michelle does everything within her power to make him snap out of his downward spiral, but he resists her fiercely. A few days after Alexander's first birthday, Michelle and Sam get into an accident that claims both their lives, leaving Alexander in Quinn's care. Devastated, Alex gets wind of the news and asks Carl to come with her but he refuses, saying he has a major gig that will introduce him to the world. They have a fight about it and break up.

Grief-stricken, Alex comes back to town to attend the funeral. There, she meets Quinn, who looks hotter than he did the last time she saw him. However, that's not her first priority. After attending Michelle and Sam’s will reading, Quinn and Alex discover that their friends wanted them to take care of Alexander in the event of an accident. Having nothing else to do and nowhere else to go, Alex decides she'll stay in Michelle and Sam's house to take care of Alexander, but Quinn will have none of that. 

He decides that his nephew must stay with him in his mansion. Judging from the number of women strolling in and out of Quinn's mansion, Alex refuses to let baby Alex live with Quinn. Over time, he changes his ways. Michelle and Sam's lawyer, Sarah, gets involved, saying that Quinn and Alex will have to stick together to raise the child or baby Alex will be taken away from both of them and to a foster home. 

That seems to make the two adults think. They put their hatred for each other aside temporarily so they can raise baby Alex together. Alex moves into Quinn's mansion because it's more spacious and they don't have to see each other each time they step out of their rooms. Feelings start to rise again, but Alex knows better than to act on her feelings towards Quinn. Quinn has had enough of the back and forth between Alex and himself, so he finds himself a girlfriend, Steph, who Alex thinks is a gold-digger, an opinion which gives rise to conflict.

This book is the third book of this romantic, hot and steamy series. Follow the story of Alexandra and Quinn as she explored the beauty of her complicated romances and find out what fate has in store for her?

Content Warning: This story is written for Adult Readers Only. Some scenes are sexually explicit and are intended for mature audiences.
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Life really knew how to break and fix people at the same time, sometimes without your knowledge. Life has a way of letting you know that living it to the fullest is the only way you can truly live; if you overthink or over-plan your life, it will be taken away from you in the blink of an eye. It’s just how life works. 

It gives you change you really didn’t know you needed. Speaking of change, after my last encounter with Alex, a lot of people didn't like the new life changes I had made; when I say people, I meant Sam and Michelle; those two really had it out for me.

I pulled over at their driveway, hoping to God that Michelle wouldn't chase me away like she did a few days back. I had arrived at the company, wanting to go get work done as usual, but for some reason, there were a lot of people standing outside the company with different types of cameras. It's like they never got tired; they were always trying to suck me dry for information I didn't even have. 

I went to the underground parking lot and there were people waiting there. I tried to drive back out slowly and discreetly, but it was fruitless because one of the cameramen saw me and alerted the others. Luckily for me, though, I was in my car, and they weren't, so I drove out as fast as I could, making my way back home. 

It was one of the worst decisions I tried to make because there were people waiting by the first gate. It was going to be hard to get through them, so I went to the only place I could go; Michelle and Sam's house. Michelle drove me away, saying I was bringing unwanted attention to her child and she didn't want it. I had to hide out in a hotel for a few hours until I was sure it was safe to be out.

No one followed me this time because I didn't even try going to the company. I jogged into the house, not bothering to knock.

"Honey, I'm home," I yelled, much to Michelle's dismay.

"No, you're not! I don't want to see your face, Quinn! The anger I feel for you right now is murderous," my twin’s voice came in like thunder, and then I heard Sam's laugher. She sounded like she was in the kitchen.

"What did I do this time?" I yelled back, strolling into the kitchen. I sat on a stool, waiting to hear what my latest crime was.

"Look at this, Quinn! This is the fourth one and it's just Tuesday!" She slammed her iPad on the table, sending me death glares. It was the gossip tabloids. They had my face on the cover, again. It was a picture of me and a model I met on Sunday evening; what was her name again?

Anyway, I just knew it was the fourth one; I never really bothered to check. I don’t really remember when the paparazzi started thinking that I was more interesting than actual celebrities.

"Look at that! The picture doesn't do me justice at all. I look better than that," I complained. I was trying to spite Michelle because I knew she'd hate it, but the picture didn't really do me justice; the angle it was taken from was poor.

"I'm not trying to be all righteous, Quinn, but this is getting to be too much. You got your heart broken and you're sad? We understand! It's been over a year now, grow the fuck up. You're not just a brother or a best friend now; you're an uncle and a godfather too. I really don't want you wasting your life on things that don't matter," Michelle said. 

The things she said hit home, but I didn't want to stop; it wasn't her place to tell me how to live my life.

"I'm not doing this because I got my heart broken! I didn't get my heart broken," I corrected.

Whatever happened between Alex and me was ancient history. After that night, she left the next day, and no one saw her again; no one meaning me. I never saw her again; not because I didn't want to, she just didn't want to see me, so she made sure to avoid me at all costs whenever she came to visit. 

I admit that I was devastated and I ran to alcohol immediately, drinking my hurt away, but a lot has happened since then; everyone wanted a piece of me now. I had a wide range of women to pick from who I wanted to date, even if it was just for a night. I can proudly say that what I felt for Alex was long gone, and there was no going back; not for me.

"Yeah, right," Michelle mocked.

"And secondly, you're not my mother, Michelle. We've been through that a thousand times. Stop trying to tell me how to live my life; it's getting toxic," I told her and left the kitchen to go into the living room, where Sam was with baby Alex in his arms.

"If you're about to give me shit talk too, then I'll just leave. I genuinely came to see my nephew, but if y'all keep bugging me, I'll go," I told Sam. He didn't even acknowledge what I had just said. Okay, then.

"What do we have planned for Alex's birthday? It's in two days, people," I asked Sam, and the tension in the house died down. No matter what I did or what I said, both of them were my family. They were the only family I had left in the world, and though I hate it whenever we have a misunderstanding, I loved it when they just discarded the whole thing minutes later like it never happened. That was a real family right there.

"Well, we were thinking about inviting kids from his play date and just basically have fun that day," Michelle came to the living room, cleaning her hands on the apron she was wearing. I didn't even notice it before.

"I'm sorry," Michelle apologized and hugged me from behind, placing a soft kiss on my cheek. That was all it took to get my mood back on track.

"Babe, will Alex make it?" Michelle asked Sam, and he shrugged.

"I hope to heaven she does," Sam said, adjusting baby Alex on his arms.

"I hope to God she doesn't," I mumbled under my breath, but they heard me. They all shot me nasty looks, and I put my hands up in mock surrender.

Luckily for me, she really didn't show for the birthday. She had called Michelle, apologizing earnestly and giving her reasons as to why she couldn't make it. Of course, it had something to do with that motherfucker she calls her boyfriend. It surprised me to an extent how she'd forfeit her family for that no-good son of a gun whose career was over before it even started; but then again, I wasn't surprised because it's Alex we are talking about. She would do anything in the world for that guy.

The birthday event was successful, and I couldn't be happier; my godson was a year old; he was really the light of all our lives. He had the brightest smiles, and he could melt a frozen heart in seconds. Whenever I
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