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      From the moment they met, he knew he had to have her. 

      

      Brodie Gipson left the Army and immediately joined the Columbia Police Department. Serving his country was in his blood, and SWAT was his calling. With his military experience, he fit right in with his brothers in blue, protecting the community. It was an intense career that held little room for anything else. 

      

      But there was someone he couldn’t stop thinking about that he wanted in his life. 

      

      Ronnie Floyd was a romantic at heart. Life was unfolding before her like one of those spicy novels she loved reading, and she was the star. Ronnie harbored a secret and wasn’t sure if Brodie was ready for the big news. He was a stand-up guy who was sexy, fun, and she couldn’t keep her hands off him. 

      

      That’s how she ended up in a predicament she was in.

      

      Brodie was in the midst of one of the most intense assignments of his life. The level of danger surrounding him and his team was getting out of control. Ronnie burrowed herself into his heart, and now he was going to have to protect her and their future. 
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      “This can’t be happening.” Ronnie Floyd groaned. “Please, please, please. One line. One line only,” she pleaded while sitting on the floor of her bathroom.

      She prayed to the good Lord above. Every promise she could think of from going to church more, to donating food to the homeless spilled from her lips. She was willing to do whatever He required of her, if only the pregnancy test sitting on her counter displayed a single line.

      She ignored the coolness of the tile beneath her. Ronnie leaned her head back against the wall with her eyes closed.

      Everything was going to be okay. No matter what. She was a big girl and would handle whatever the future held for her.

      Sitting forward, Ronnie blew out a deep breath. She snagged the test and froze in place.

      Two lines.

      She grabbed the box and reread the directions for the fourth time. Maybe she had misread it. Or maybe she was tired and her eyes didn’t see the words correctly.

      “Two lines is a positive result,” she uttered in disbelief. “Shit.”

      She was pregnant.

      Ronnie was going to be someone’s mother.

      Panic consumed her. She tossed the test in the trash and ran a shaky hand through her dark hair. Her heart raced while her breaths grew shallow and short.

      “It’s going to be okay.” Her voice sounded hollow even to herself.

      What the hell was she going to do?

      Well, she knew one thing she wasn’t going to do was sit on the floor and wallow away in tears.

      This was the era of the modern woman. She was strong, had a steady career she loved, and she knew who the father of her child was.

      With her eyes closed, she blew out a deep breath and tried to will her racing heart to slow down.

      She wouldn’t have to do it completely alone. Her one-night stand a couple of months ago was a trustworthy guy.

      He was sexy, intelligent, carried a badge…oh, goodness. Sarena was going to kill her.

      Sarena MacArthur was married to the sergeant of the Columbia SWAT officer who had knocked her up. Her friend had warned her about the guys, and that they had some unwritten code about relationships. Even though it would seem some of them were breaking it for love.

      Ronnie had slept with Brodie, a member of Mac’s team, and he was her baby daddy.

      She giggled at the term. Never in a million years would she have thought she’d be a baby momma.

      It had been two years since she had been with a member of the opposite sex, and apparently this was what happened when the dry spell got broken.

      That night had been totally worth it.

      She couldn’t help it. Brodie was an amazing guy. They had been harmlessly flirting with each other since the day they had met. Sarena and her husband hosted the team over at their house quarterly, and Ronnie was always invited.

      She would go and was pretty cool with all the guys, but there was something about Brodie. He was smart as hell, built, and looked good in nothing.

      She rubbed her face and tried to think.

      Should she tell him?

      Slapping her forehead, she shook her head. “What is wrong with me. Of course I have to tell him.”

      First, that would be wrong if she didn’t. Second, they saw each other often enough that she wouldn’t have an excuse not to.

      How would she explain a growing belly and no partner around?

      She stood and reached for the other three pregnancy tests and threw them away. Each of them had the same result—pregnant.

      Flipping out the light, she made her way to her living room. She plopped down on the couch with a groan.

      Welp, this type of situation would normally call for wine, but she officially couldn’t have any alcohol for a while.

      What did people who didn’t drink do in these types of situations?

      She was truly stumped and couldn’t think of an answer.

      The doorbell ringing startled her.

      “Who the hell is that?” she muttered. She glanced at the clock on the wall to find it was a little after ten in the morning. Pushing off the couch, she walked to the front door and peeked through the peephole. She found Sarena on the other side. She unlocked the door and pulled it open. “Hey, girl.”

      “Hey, bestie!” Sarena grinned. She practically skipped into the house without waiting for Ronnie to invite her in. Not that she needed an invitation.

      Ronnie rolled her eyes and shut the door. “It is too early for all this.”

      “What are you talking about? It’s a beautiful day outside,” Sarena exclaimed.

      Ronnie followed her best friend into the living room.

      She took a seat on the couch and glanced over at the window. The weatherman had called for temperatures to be down in the forties, and there was no sight of the sun.

      Her friend must have slipped and bumped her head.

      Ronnie and Sarena had been best friends since their sophomore year in college. They had met in nursing school and had been lab partners. They had immediately hit it off and become life-long friends.

      “Why are you so bubbly?” Ronnie scowled. She wasn’t ashamed to still be in her jammies at this time in the morning. It was her off day, and she was going to take advantage of it. She pulled her blanket off the back of her couch and wrapped it around herself.

      “I can’t just be happy?” Sarena giggled.

      Ronnie eyed her friend suspiciously. She must want something.

      “I need coffee. Do you have any made?”

      “No, but help yourself and make me a cup, too.” Ronnie yawned. She readjusted herself on the couch and tucked her feet underneath her.

      Sarena left the room, and banging came from the kitchen. Ronnie turned her television on and flicked through the channels. She wondered if she should tell Sarena now or wait until after she’d been to the doctor.

      Her friend would be understanding and would no doubt support her. Sarena was like a sister to Ronnie.

      Finding nothing on the television, she lowered the volume just so she could have a little white noise.

      Ronnie reached for her e-reader to find something to read. With the shocking news that she was pregnant, she needed to escape reality for a few hours. She browsed through the countless amount of books she had on her device while listening to her friend sing off-key in the kitchen.

      Something was causing her friend to be extra happy this morning.

      “Your nose is always in a book,” Sarena announced, returning to the room.

      Ronnie glanced up and zeroed in on the two mugs of coffee in her hands.

      Ronnie took hers and put her device down on her lap. Sarena sat on the end of the couch near Ronnie’s feet. They sipped their coffee in silence for a moment.

      Okay, she’s killing me with the suspense.

      Ronnie set her mug down on the table before her and turned to her friend. “Okay, spill it, woman. There is something you are not telling me. What’s up?”

      Sarena took another sip of her coffee and smiled. She was bursting at the seams and sat her drink down.

      “I’m pregnant!” she screamed.

      Ronnie instantly found herself hollering with her friend. She flew across the couch to Sarena. They engulfed each other in a hug while laughing and crying at the same time.

      She ignored her current situation because she was truly happy for her friend. She hugged Sarena even harder while tears ran freely down her cheeks.

      Ronnie liked to think she had a big hand in getting Sarena and Mac together. It had been she who had coaxed an unsure Sarena over to Mac’s house in sexy lingerie hidden under her trench coat. If one were to ask Ronnie, if it wasn’t for her, Sarena and Mac would have never got together. Well, they might have eventually, but Ronnie helped speed along the process.

      Mac and Sarena were the perfect couple.

      “When did you find out?” Ronnie asked. She sat back and took Sarena’s hand in hers. She wanted to know all of the details.

      “We’ve known for a while now. I just had this superstition of waiting until I was out of my first trimester,” Sarena said. She tightened her grip on Ronnie’s hand. “You don’t know how hard it has been not being able to tell you.”

      “That’s okay.” Ronnie smiled. She had a secret of her own and she was dying to spill it, but she would wait. She’d see the doctor to confirm and then she would tell Brodie first before she told anyone else. She was already dreading telling her parents and her siblings. Not that she was ashamed of being pregnant, it was just that she’d have to admit to having a one-night stand with a cop. “So how have you been feeling?”

      “I’ve been sick as a dog.” Sarena grimaced. She reached down and ran her hand along her slight pudge. “It’s like clockwork. First thing in the morning I have an appointment with my toilet.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry.” Ronnie rubbed her friend’s hand. She hadn’t had any symptoms and considered herself lucky. The only thing that alerted her to test was the absence of her monthly visitor. It had been a couple months since she’d had one, and it was supposed to arrive this week. “How did Mac take the news?”

      Sarena’s face lit up at the mention of her husband. “He’s been a nervous wreck.”

      “Mac? Nervous?”

      That man was the epitome of former military and SWAT leader. He had a gruffness to him and a bark that made everyone listen. He was well-respected, and Ronnie had a difficult time imagining him being anything but the tough sergeant.

      “Yes, the man has been hovering over me more than normal. I mean, I love the fact that he holds my hair while I’m throwing up and makes sure I’m hydrated, but I swear, Ronnie, I’m almost to the point where I want to run and hide from my own damn husband.”

      They shared a giggled. Ronnie pictured what Sarena just described and laughed even harder.

      “You know the man is overprotective of you.”

      Everyone knew that. The man had risked his life to save Sarena. Her friend had been kidnapped, and Mac, along with the SWAT team, had gone to the extreme to save her. If that didn’t show how much Sarena meant to him, then nothing would.

      “I know, but I can walk from the bathroom to our bedroom. He doesn’t have to carry me.” Sarena leaned her head back against the couch.

      Ronnie chuckled and shook her head. That sounded like something Mac would do.

      What Ronnie wouldn’t give to have a man love her as much as Mac loved Sarena. Their relationship was like one of those in her favorite romance novels. Ronnie had read enough of the books to recognize the real-life version when she saw it.

      A book could be written about the MacArthurs.

      Brodie’s face came to mind. She shivered with the thought of everything they had done to each other. Even when they’d seen each other after that night, he’d wink and smile at her just like old times. She had promised herself just to indulge one time in the sexy cop, but it was so hard to keep her hands to herself when they were around each other.

      Ronnie and Sarena reached for their mugs and continued drinking their delicious brew Sarena had made. Being nurses, coffee was a necessity. It was the only way to survive a busy day at work. They both worked at the same hospital. Sarena was the assistant manager in the emergency room while Ronnie was an ICU nurse. She floated between the different ICUs and the emergency room. Occasionally the girls worked together.

      “What do you need from me?” Ronnie asked.

      “Well, you know I want you to plan the baby shower. Please?” Sarena’s eyes grew wide as she tried to put on her best begging expression.

      “Who else would be planning it?” Ronnie gasped playfully. She rested her hand over her heart. “I would have been disappointed if you chose anyone but me.”

      Excitement filled her. This would give her something else to think about than the little bun growing in her oven.

      “Mac and I had dinner over my parents’ house last night and were able to tell them and Harden about the baby.”

      “Harden is in town?” Ronnie asked.

      Sarena’s brother was a SEAL currently still serving. It was rare for the elder Rucker child to make an appearance.

      “Yeah, it was perfect timing. He had come home to visit our parents, so we went over there for dinner.”

      “How is Harden and Mac getting along?” she asked quietly.

      When Sarena had been kidnapped, her brother didn’t appreciate it happening on Mac’s watch.

      “The tension between them isn’t too tough. They of course behave in front of Mom and Dad. But Harden is going to have to get used to Mac since not only am I carrying his last name, but his child now, too.” Sarena laughed. “What’s funny is the two of them are alike in so many ways.”

      Sarena was correct. Both her brother and husband were Navy men, alpha and extremely stubborn.

      “I’ll start brainstorming. Anything specific you know you want?” Ronnie asked. She already had a few ideas flying about in her mind. This was going to be fun.

      “We have to find out whoever catered Deana’s baby shower. The food was amazing.”

      “No problem. Matter of fact, I’ll snag Aspen and Deana to help.”

      “Don’t forget to include Myles’ new girlfriend, Roxxy,” Sarena said. “She’s fun and she’s going to take us out to a shooting range. You have got to come with us.”

      “Hell, yeah. Count me in.”
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      Brodie pushed his shades to the top of his head. They sat in place, buried in his thick dark hair. Sweat glistened on his forearms. Training day was never a walk in the park. To be the best, every practice, they went hard. In order to be prepared for the unexpected in real-life situations, they had to train as if they were in one.

      This belief had saved the lives of each member of SWAT at least once.

      Brodie followed Iker and Zain over to where Mac stood, poised, with his arms folded against his chest. The SWAT sergeant’s mouth was drawn in a firm line. Mac was difficult to read at times.

      The former Navy SEAL led their team with a firm grip along with their co-sergeant, Declan.

      Brodie came to stand with Iker and Zain. He glanced around and took in all of his teammates. Each of them were dressed in their full black tactical gear, covered in sweat and grime. His gaze landed on Jordan Knight, the new member of the team.

      Adding a woman police officer to the team was like giving the guys a little sister. She fit right in from the first day. Each of the guys were protective of her as if she were blood.

      After all, she bled blue just as they did.

      “So, Jordan.” Myles nudged her with his elbow.

      The big man dwarfed her, and the slight motion caused her to lose balance and stumble into Declan. She grinned and pushed him back. Myles was like a brick wall and didn’t move under her shove.

      “Go for the knees.” Iker chuckled.

      “Damn, what did your momma feed you?” Jordan grumbled, feigning as if she were the one hurt. Her nervousness was fading.

      Brodie knew exactly what she felt like. It wasn’t that long ago that he was the new man on the block. Myles had taken him under his wing, and Brodie already knew he was going to help Jordan out as much as he could.

      “Just good ol’ home-cooked meals,” Myles teased. “What I was about to say, is that there’s a little wager going on.”

      This was news to Brodie. He wanted to hear this. Normally when the guys were tossing out bets, he was in on it.

      What the hell?

      “What kind of wager?” Jordan’s eyebrows rose.

      “Since you are the newest member, you have to challenge the last new member.” Myles grinned and glanced over at Brodie.

      Brodie released a groan. He had hoped the guys would have forgotten about their new recruit challenge. They had been so busy with calls and training Jordan that Brodie had hoped their little games would be overlooked.

      “Are you shitting me? We’re still doing that?” Brodie ran a hand along his jaw. He was met with the prickly stubble of unshaven skin.

      Iker slapped him on the shoulder and grinned. “Oh, don’t think it slipped our minds.”

      Even Mac was smiling.

      He was in trouble.

      “What am I missing?” Jordan asked.

      “Each time we get a new member on the team, the newbie has to go against the former newbie in a challenge,” Declan explained, trying to hold back a laugh. He cleared his throat and nodded to Myles.

      Brodie stepped forward in the circle of their team. Jordan shrugged and came to stand before him.

      It was always a friendly challenge, but the loser paid a hefty fine.

      “So what’s the challenge?” Brodie smirked. He looked her up and down playfully. She was about five and a half feet tall. He could take her.

      Jordan narrowed her eyes on him.

      “And don’t go easy on me because I’m a girl,” Jordan warned.

      Snickers went around.

      “We wouldn’t dream of that.” Zain snorted.

      “Hell, naw. You run with the big dogs, you’re going to be treated like one,” Iker said.

      He and Zain shared a fist bump.

      “Challenge will be held two Saturdays from today, as long as there are no calls,” Declan said.

      “The two officers will don their full gear and will run the gauntlet,” Myles said. He walked slowly around Brodie and Jordan who were in a stare-off.

      Brodie had to hand it to Jordan, she was one tough woman and a hell of a policewoman. He knew her background and respected her.

      But Brodie was an Army man, and six years of his life was given to serving Uncle Sam. The Army had ingrained hard work and perseverance in him. Once his time was complete with the Army, Brodie had joined the Columbia Police Department. It was at the suggestion of the captain that he joined SWAT in his first year. A position had become available due to an officer retiring.

      The gauntlet, he could do it with his eyes closed.

      Whistles and shouts filled the air.

      “Do you two accept your challenge?” Myles asked, coming to stand next to Brodie and Jordan. He rested a hand on both of their shoulders.

      “I accept,” Jordan replied, her top lip curling up in a snarl.

      “As do I,” Brodie said.

      “All right, SWAT. Looks like it’s official,” Myles shouted. He squeezed Brodie’s shoulder before releasing him.

      Brodie held out his fist. Jordan’s smaller one met his.

      It was official and too bad Brodie was going to have to beat his newly appointed sister’s ass.

      “We have a few announcements to make.” Mac motioned for everyone to gather around him.

      The air between the team was lighthearted and relaxed. Challenging one another was just a part of the camaraderie amongst them.

      Brodie wrapped his arm around Jordan’s shoulders and guided her over with the guys.

      “Prepare for one hell of an ass-kicking,” he murmured in her ear.

      “Ha,” she laughed, shoving him away. “You’re going down as the one who lost to a girl.”

      Brodie let out a hefty laugh, watching her move over to stand beside Declan.

      This was going to be interesting.

      “Not sure if you’ve heard yet, but Deana had the baby a little early, so Ash will be taking a few weeks off,” Mac shared.

      “He’s beautiful,” Myles chimed. Like a proud uncle, he whipped out his phone and pulled up pictures.

      The guys laughed as they passed the phone around.

      Brodie took the phone from Iker when he came to him. Baby Evan had the fattest cheeks, dark curly hair, and appeared perfect.

      He couldn’t wait for the day he’d become a father. He’d had a great upbringing. He and his brothers were close to their parents and each other. He was the youngest of three boys. His brother, Ander, was a fireman while Zayden was a cop. Their father served in the Army and had been ecstatic that one of his boys went into the Army.

      For Brodie it was some of the best years of his life. He had joined a band of brothers he would consider family for the rest of his life. He was still in contact with most of his old squad. Some had moved on to private security, a couple were federal agents, and a few did off-the-books consulting.

      “One last announcement,” Mac said. He raised his hand to silence everyone.

      Brodie handed the phone to Myles.

      The group focused on Mac whose face relaxed into a wide grin.

      “Sarena and I are expecting.”

      The group went wild, hooting and hollering. Everyone converged on Mac, hugging and clapping him on the back.

      Brodie offered his hand to Mac. He drew him in for a manly hug. “Congratulations, Mac. That’s amazing.”

      “Thanks, Brodie,” Mac said, stepping back.

      Sarena and Mac were an awesome couple. Seeing the two of them together, one would know they were in love.

      A slight twinge twisted in Brodie’s chest.

      Flashes of Ronnie’s smile came to mind.

      Brodie swallowed hard and moved back from his sergeant. Mac turned to Zain who was congratulating him.

      Fuck.

      If Mac found out he’d had relations with his wife’s best friend, he was as good as dead.

      “Drinks tonight to celebrate,” Declan said.

      “I don’t know if I want to keep drinking with y’all,” Iker joked. “I might catch whatever bug is going around.”

      “Same.” Zain shook his head. “Every time I turn around, someone has fallen in love.”

      Brodie smiled watching his teammates high five. Brodie shook his head. The guys were right. Something was in the air or the water. Four of his SWAT teammates had gone from single to deep in a relationship.

      Well, if that were the case, Brodie couldn’t wait for his turn.

      It would be nice to have someone to go to, someone to share the burden of life. What he wouldn’t give to come home after a hard shift and have someone there who he could pour out his troubles to or even just rub his back.

      The memory of Ronnie’s dark-brown eyes staring up at him while he was braced over her came to mind.

      She was coming to mind frequently. He was tempted to call her. He had been eyeing her from the moment they had first met.

      She was funny, smart, and beautiful. She worked with Sarena at General Hospital as a nurse. She always made him smile, and he was comfortable around her. They’d seen each other a lot since she was the best friend of his sergeant’s wife.

      All the more reason why he shouldn’t have touched her, but he couldn’t help it.

      She was so damn sexy.

      “We are going to work on entry drills a few more times. We’re going to work on them until we feel we’ve perfected it with our new member,” Declan barked, clapping his hands. “Let’s make sure Jordan feels comfortable.”

      Brodie walked over to Jordan once they were dismissed.

      “How are you feeling?” he asked.

      She smiled and shook her head. Her dark hair was pulled up into a ponytail. She was a pretty girl with smooth brown skin and big brown eyes. All the guys had already vowed to not let anyone near her.

      “Nervous. I just don’t want to mess this up.” Jordan slid her shades on, hiding her eyes from him.

      “We have your back. We’ll work with you until you feel comfortable. Even in the field, we would never let someone falter.”

      They walked alongside each other toward the BEAR vehicle that was used when they went out on a call. It was an armored van that housed everything they would need.

      “That’s good to know. I wouldn’t want to let the team down.”

      “Even coming from the Army, it was nerve-racking learning a new team and trying to fit in. But these men, I wouldn’t trade any of them for all the money in the world,” Brodie admitted.

      “Everyone has been amazing and helpful. I’m thankful to be welcomed. A woman on SWAT, you don’t see that much.” She chuckled.

      “Of course we would have. It was time for new blood, and you were perfect in your interview.” Her being a woman hadn’t crossed his mind. All he needed to make sure was that whoever joined the team was a hard worker and trustworthy. They put their lives on the line every damn day. Man or woman, that person needed to be able to cover his six.

      “I know but I just feel like…” She paused and looked around.

      “What’s wrong?” His interest was piqued.

      “Maybe it’s nothing, but I just feel like some people in the precinct look at me different. I get weird vibes.” Jordan shrugged.

      Iker’s head whipped around, his gaze narrowing on her.

      “Weird looks from who?” That man had the hearing of a wolf. He moved to stand on the other side of Jordan. He folded his arms in front of him.

      “Don’t say anything,” she pleaded. “Maybe it’s because I’m new.”

      “Don’t worry about them.” Iker glanced over at Brodie.

      It had been two weeks since Brodie broke the news of the identity of the mole. They were just biding their time. Myles had come under attack while visiting his girl, Roxxy. Men had been sent to take Myles out while he was away from Columbia.

      By the time Brodie and the others arrived, Myles, Roxxy, and her parents had everything under control.

      It was then he was able to start piecing things together discovering who was the one leaking information to the Demon Lords.

      “All right, SWAT. Let’s go,” Mac called out.

      They moved into the BEAR with Declan shutting the door. Mac gave a few taps to the wall near the driver’s door to signal they were ready to Zain.

      Brodie prepared himself mentally.

      Practice as if in a real-life situation.

      He cleared his thoughts and brought his face mask up to hide his features. Each member had their own preference on how they wanted to be outfitted, but the one thing that was definitely the same: SWAT emblazoned across their chests.

      The air in the truck was tense and silent. Weapons were brandished while they waited to emerge and storm the building.

      The BEAR rocked as it drove to their destination. Within a minute, it slowed down.

      Brodie’s muscles tensed. He was the entry man. The first who arrived at the building and jammed open the door.

      The BEAR halted.

      “SWAT. Let’s hunt,” Mac’s chilling voice broke the silence.

      Declan threw open the door and hopped out with Brodie first. Gripping his Glock, Brodie focused on the building and began the march toward the door. Without looking, he knew his team would be behind him in a single-file line. Their movements were that of a well-oiled machine.

      He raced up the stairs to the door. He slid his weapon in the sheath on his thigh and pulled his battle ram from the hook on his pants.

      He glanced over his shoulder.

      Six cold gazes were on him. With a nod, he turned back and gave one good swing.

      The hammer slammed to the door. It knocked it off the hinges. He moved to the side while his team flew into the house.

      Damn, he loved his job.
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      Chairs in physician’s offices were always hard and unwelcoming. Ronnie shifted in her seat to try to find a comfortable spot, but there was none. She blew out a sigh and tossed the magazine she was browsing into the basket on the floor that housed quite a few.

      The reading material was all geared toward the expectant mother.

      They could have at least had something else in the mix. What if a woman was here for other gynecologic issues that didn’t have anything to do with pregnancy?

      Staring at the ceiling, Ronnie tried to get her heart to stop racing so fast. She inhaled sharply and let the air out slowly.

      Waiting was going to kill her.

      Ronnie already knew the physician was going to come in stating the results were positive. She’d taken about ten tests, and they each said she was pregnant.

      Finally, Ronnie decided to pull up her big girl panties and call her doctor for an appointment. Due to a recent cancellation and knowing the secretary, she was able to be seen right away.

      A knock sounded at the door.

      “Come in,” Ronnie called out.

      The door swung open, and Dr. Thompson breezed into the room with a wide grin.

      “How are you, Ronnie?” Dr. Thompson asked. She took a seat in the chair before the computer. She logged in and brought up Ronnie’s record.

      Ronnie took the time to study her doctor. Dr. Thompson was a beautiful African-American woman with dark-almond skin, dark hair streaked with a few grays. It was left loose and was styled in a bob just below her jawline.

      “I’m doing well, Doc. How are you?” Ronnie crossed her legs and turned slightly to the physician. Deep inside, she hoped all ten of those tests were wrong, but in reality, she knew the possibility of that happening was low.

      “I’m good. My daughter got accepted to Spelman College.” The doctor’s face lit up at the mention of her daughter. Dr. Thompson was a proud momma at the moment.

      “Oh my. How exciting.” Ronnie clapped. She remembered the day she had first got her acceptance letters from college. It was a big deal, and her parents had been so proud of her accomplishment. “I’m sure you are so proud of her.”

      “I am. She has worked so hard, and it was her first choice for college.” Dr. Thompson crossed her ankles and swiveled in the chair to face Ronnie. “So tell me. When was your last menstrual cycle?”

      “I’m not sure. Two months ago?” Ronnie’s voice ended on a shriek. She tucked her hair behind her ear. “Ever since I stopped the pill, it went back to the abnormal pattern.”

      Ronnie had been celibate for the past two years, and it was pointless to be on the pill. Yes, it gave her a benefit of having her monthly flow routinely, but Ronnie had come off it. Now she really couldn’t remember when the last time Aunt Flo had visited.

      “Okay. The test of course came back positive. Let’s do a transvaginal ultrasound to see how far along you are. We can just go down the hallway where I can do it today.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” Ronnie replied. Her heart did its weird dance again at the thought that she would officially see her little bean.

      “Good. My nurse will come grab you in a second. I’ll go make sure the room is not occupied by one of my partners.”

      Dr. Thomson exited. Ronnie leaned her head back against the wall. Her heart ached slightly. She was going to see her baby for the first time and she was by herself. It would be nice to share this with someone.

      Brodie.

      Would he be happy to learn that he was going to be a father?

      She knew nothing really about his family life. She’d heard he had two brothers, but that was about it.

      What kind of upbringing did he have?

      Were there any diseases that ran in his family that she would need to know about?

      The nurse in her wouldn’t allow that part of her brain to shut off.

      She rested her hand on her stomach. If she didn’t know better, she would say she had a little pudge.

      Or it could have been all the food she had been eating at work. Patients and their families were always showing their thanks by dropping food off to the nurses. That was the downside of nursing. Most shifts were so busy that she couldn’t sit down for a proper lunch. She tended to graze the entire twelve hours. That wasn’t good for her.

      A knock at the door drew her attention.

      “Come in,” she replied.

      The door opened, and Dr. Thompson’s nurse walked in with a kind smile.

      “Hi. Dr. Thompson will be ready for you in a minute. Please remove your clothes and put this gown on. It ties on the side.” The woman demonstrated before handing it to Ronnie. “You can leave your socks and bra on.”

      “Thanks.” Ronnie nodded.

      “Just peek your head out the door when you’re ready.” The woman smiled again and disappeared out the door, shutting it softly behind her.

      Ronnie stood and disrobed. She folded her clothes neatly, chuckling while hiding her undies in between her jeans.

      Why did women do that?

      Ronnie was about to have a probe inserted inside her vagina. Who cared what underwear she wore?

      Laughing, she put on the robe and tied it on the side just as the nurse showed her. Ronnie opened the door and stuck her head out.

      “Ready?” The nurse glanced up from the computer. She stood and waved for Ronnie to follow her.

      She padded down the hallway and entered a darkened room. The nurse helped her get on the table and ensured she was comfortable before leaving.

      Ronnie sat, fiddling with her hands while waiting for the physician. Her heart refused to calm down. It had a mind of its own. She blew out a deep breath.

      She still hadn’t told anyone.

      Not Sarena.

      Not her parents or siblings.

      Her older brother would go into full protective brother mode, while her sister would be so excited.

      Sarena would be, too, but when she found out who the father was, she may kill Ronnie.

      A few minutes later, and Dr. Thompson entered the room.

      “All right. Let’s see this baby.” Dr. Thompson smiled.

      She instructed Ronnie to lie down on the bed and helped her into the position she needed. Ronnie rested her feet in the stirrups. Dr. Thompson played a sheet over her legs to give her some privacy even though her entire core was open to the room.

      Dr. Thompson grabbed the probe and slid a plastic sheath on it. Ronnie bit back a snort.

      That’s one helluva condom.

      Well, if you would have thought of that with Brodie, you wouldn’t be in this predicament.

      Dr. Thompson placed some lubricant on it and turned toward her.

      “Just relax. The gel is going to be slightly chilled. Our warmer broke.” Dr. Thompson offered a comforting smile.

      “I’ll be okay.” Ronnie nodded.

      Dr. Thompson spread Ronnie’s labia and gently inserted the probe inside her. With her free hand, she hit a few keys on the computer before turning the screen toward Ronnie.

      “Oh my. You’re further along than you probably thought,” Dr. Thompson exclaimed.

      Ronnie internally groaned. She remembered the night.

      She’d had sex with only one person in the past few months. She had been slightly tipsy, and he had been a very willing participant.

      The doctor hit a switch, and the sound of the baby’s heartbeat filled the room.

      Her baby.

      Ronnie blinked, the tears falling down her face.

      She glanced at the computer screen and saw her little baby floating around. She slid her hand down to her belly.

      “Let’s get some measurements, and I’ll get you some pictures.”
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        * * *

      

      Ronnie shut the door to her car and sat back in the seat. She grinned, unable to contain her excitement. She snagged her purse and took out the few photos the doctor had given her. She stared at them, tears blurring her vision. They slid along her cheeks, but she didn’t care.

      Her lips turned up into a smile. Already, she was in love with her baby. Her child was perfect. Measured a little on the large side, it had two arms, two legs, a protruding belly, and a big head.

      Laughter burst from her.

      It was too early to tell the sex. That would happen at her next ultrasound appointment that was scheduled in six weeks.

      “What am I going to do?” she sniffed.

      What she did know was that she was keeping her baby. There wasn’t any doubt about it. She carefully placed the pictures back in her purse.

      Ronnie decided to drive to her parents’ house. She needed to speak with her mother. She wasn’t sure if she were going to spill the beans yet, but being around her mother would comfort her.

      Ronnie hit the ‘start’ button and shifted her car into gear. She wiped her face and let the memories of that night come forward.

      “A joint baby shower?” Ronnie laughed. She sat in the back seat of Mac and Sarena’s SUV. She shook her head in disbelief. Times had certainly changed. It used to be where a baby shower was just for the women only.

      But it would seem Ash and Deana were the modern couple and invited everyone for their celebration.

      “It’ll be fun. You should see the things Mac brought for Ash.” Sarena glanced back at Ronnie.

      They arrived at the house, and the party was in full swing. The couple knew the baby was going to be a boy, so the theme was cops and robbers.

      Just too cute.

      Deana and Ash were beaming.

      Sarena had been right. The gifts the guys bought were nothing she would have expected. Normally the couple would receive bedding, clothing, diapers, and anything else they registered for at their favorite store.

      The SWAT men took it above and beyond.

      Ronnie had never laughed so hard in her life. Brodie and the guys had a ball with the notion of outfitting their teammate for fatherhood.

      Ash got all the things a new
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