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Chapter One

Waddling into her
cheerful green-and-yellow kitchen, balloon-size Kit Wells whipped
up her daily s’mores protein shake. Into the blender she tossed
vanilla Greek yogurt, pudding mix, a dash of almond milk, crushed
ice, and a teaspoon of marshmallow extract. Graham cracker crumbs,
whipped cream, and a half cup of chocolate chips were next.

With the blender
whirring, the eight-months’ pregnant blackjack dealer heard a chime
on her phone. Her Ring.com door cam had detected activity at her
front door. Must be UPS delivering the baby’s crib, Kit figured.
Into her phone she peered. A short, pudgy UPS delivery man in a
brown shirt and pants was wheeling a hand-cart up her walkway and
onto her front steps. On her small porch, he deposited a long,
bulky box. Then he trotted back down the walkway, piled into his
truck, and drove off.

Inside, Kit was
pouring her mocha-colored shake into a tall glass. One sip in, she
heard the Ring.com chime again. How strange, she thought. And then,
glancing at her phone, she was horrified. A wiry porch pirate in a
navy blue sweat suit and black knit cap had darted up her walkway,
and was eyeing the just-delivered box suspiciously.

Plopping her shake
in the sink, Kit grabbed her phone and took off. As she tore open
the front door, the pirate was struggling down the walkway with the
awkward box. Dashing out, she yelled, “Hey, come back here! That’s
my baby’s crib!”

Head jerking, the
pirate turned and saw the heavily pregnant, 22-year-old blonde
lurching down the steps towards him. But just then, as she pressed
forward, Kit lost her balance and toppled onto the concrete.
Sprawled on her side and writhing in pain, she clutched her heaving
belly and cried, “Help, help, somebody please help me!”

The clear liquid
now oozing down her legs was soaking the bottom of her tent-size
denim jumper.

“My water must
have broke!” she bleated. “No, no, it’s too early. Goddamn porch
pirate! What if the baby’s head got hit?”

Dropping the box
in the rock garden, the alarmed thief ran back to Kit.

“Holy shit, are
you alright?” he gasped, leaning down.

“I, uh, don’t
know,” she stammered. “My belly hurts. Oh my God, the baby’s
coming! I’m not due till next month. This is my first. I don’t know
what to do, call 911? I don’t have time. You’ve got to get me to
the hospital! Please, can you take me? Where’s your car?”

“Over there,” the
unnerved pirate answered, pointing at a blue Ford Taurus parked on
the street.

“Maybe you should
try 911?” he added nervously, kneeling beside Kit, his eyes darting
back and forth from her huge belly to her swollen face.

“There’s no time!”
she told him. “I need to get to Las Vegas General. I need to know
how the baby is. Please, you’ve got to take me! You owe me—for
stealing the crib and causing me to fall.”

“Okay, Miss,
okay,” he said, putting his hands up. “I’m sorry you’re hurt. I’ll
take you anywhere you want to go, just don’t have the kid in my
car. It’s leather upholstery and I have zero experience with
pregnant chicks about to pop. I’ll get you to the hospital as fast
as I can. Where do you want this box?”

“Put it inside,
and get my purse off the hall table. I need my insurance card,” Kit
said, before letting out a fearsome yelp.

The ominous clear
liquid was still trickling down her legs.

“The baby’s
moving,” she groaned in agony, grasping her belly. “We’ve got to
go—now!”

Jumping up, the
pirate grabbed the box, lugged it up the steps, and dropped it
inside the door. Spotting Kit’s pink leather satchel on a nearby
table, he tucked it under his arm and ran back outside. After
picking Kit’s phone off the concrete and tossing it in her purse,
he stooped to carefully hoist her up. With his arm slung around her
massive belly, they toddled to his car.

The motor was
running and the passenger seat was piled high with boxes, no doubt
a full day’s haul. This guy was big leagues, Kit thought, and there
was no time for rearranging.

After wedging the
whimpering mom-to-be into the back seat—amidst more packages—they
took off for the hospital. As they turned off Lantana Street and
onto Sahara, a suddenly irate Kit threw up her hands.

“What is all this
stuff?” she asked, looking around. “Who are you, and why are you
stealing other peoples’ things? My best friend in Indiana bought
that crib for my baby, and you took it. What kind of lowlife would
do something like that?”

From the front
seat, the annoyed pirate gave his hugely pregnant passenger a piece
of his mind.

“Look, Miss
knocked-up, not that it’s any of your business, but I got fired
from my job. I can’t collect unemployment, and I gotta eat and pay
the rent. I didn’t know what was in the box, or I never would have
taken it. Just sayin’.”

“Yeah, sure,
whatever,” Kit came back, “but I wouldn’t be in labor right now if
it wasn’t for your thieving ways!”

“Hey, Miss
whatever-your-name-is, get a grip. I’m trying to drive through
mid-day Vegas traffic right now. Quit your bitching, or I’ll drop
you at the next corner right here on Sahara, and you can find
another ride to the hospital.”

Kit could tell
this dude meant business, so she calmed down. Catching his eye in
the rearview mirror, she said, “Okay, I’ll stop with the comments,
just keep the car moving.”

“Can I ask what
your name is, or would that piss you off, too?” she inquired
moments later, as they stopped at a red light.

“My name’s Danny,”
he answered, pulling his cap off to reveal a headful of light-brown
curls. “What’s yours?”

“Kit,” she
replied. “If you don’t mind, I’m going to call the baby’s father
right now, so he can meet me at the hospital.”

“Cool, go ahead,
call your husband,” Danny told her as he navigated down
traffic-choked Sahara.

“He’s not my
husband,” Kit shot back, twisting and squirming in the back seat.
“He’s my, uh, boyfriend. Well, not really, just someone I dated
last summer. The pregnancy was a surprise for both of us.”

“Okay, whatever,”
Danny said, nodding and smiling in the rear view mirror, “call your
sperm donor.”

“Ha ha, very
funny, a porch pirate with a sense of humor. I really hit the
jackpot, didn’t I?” Kit exclaimed, fishing her cell out of her
purse and rapidly clicking in a number.

On the other end,
an unfamiliar female voice answered.

“I must have
dialed wrong,” Kit said, annoyed and perplexed. “Is this Mike
Prescott’s phone?”

“Yeah, this is
Mikey’s cell. I’m his personal assistant,” the girl giggled on
speaker phone.

“Where is he?” Kit
said sharply. “I need to talk to him right now, this is an
emergency.”

“Take a chill
pill, sweetheart,” the female voice cracked. “He’s sleeping beside
me, and when he wakes up he’ll be too busy to return your
call!”

“Who is this?” Kit
asked, irate and upset. “You sound like a regular on Jerry
Springer.”

“And you sound
like a real bitch!” the girl snapped.

“Are you going to
put Mike on, or not?” Kit asked.

“Not!” the little
slut replied curtly before hanging up.

With shaking
hands, Kit turned her cell off and dumped it back in her purse.
Clutching her belly, she began rocking back and forth. Turning
towards her, Danny saw tears streaming down the pale, swollen face
of this pathetic pregnant chick gasping, moaning, and crying in the
back seat of his car.

“Um, do you have a
mom, or a sister or brother, or even a friend you can call?” he
asked.

For a moment, Kit
was silent as she dug through her purse for some tissues. Blotting
her nose, she answered, between sniffles, “No, no, and no. My mom’s
down south somewhere with her husband and kids. The last time I saw
her, I think I was two. Ditto for my dad. Who knows where he is? My
grandparents raised me back in Indiana, but they’re both dead.
There are no brothers or sisters. I have friends out here, but
they’re all working.”

Danny shook his
head. His porch pirating forays had led to some strange
predicaments and encounters over the years, but this one took the
cake. Pumping the pedal even faster, he sped to the hospital.

Somehow, they made
it.

After circling the
block a few times, Danny finally found the emergency entrance. Down
a long driveway his car barreled, and then screeched to a stop. An
orderly in a white coat and pants hustled out the sliding-glass
doors to meet them. Leaping out of the car, Danny ran to Kit’s door
and yanked it open.

“We need help!” he
yelled. “She fell down some steps and landed on concrete. Her water
broke, but the baby isn’t due for another month. We think she’s in
labor. Can you get her to the new baby department, like now?”

Nodding, the
orderly quickly motioned to a colleague inside for a wheelchair.
Gently extracting the huge, moaning mom-to-be from the car, they
placed her in it.

“What’s your
name?” they asked, wheeling her away.

“Kit Wells,” she
replied.

“Are you Mr.
Wells?” they asked Danny.

“Um, no,” he
countered, “my name’s Danny Potter.”

“Are you her
boyfriend?”

“No, again,” Danny
said.

“Well, are you the
father of the baby?”

“Yes, yes, he’s
the father,” Kit piped up, blotting her nose and staring at the
orderlies. “Now take me inside, I think I just had a contraction!”
Danny looked aghast, but said nothing as they guided the wheelchair
through the sliding-glass doors.

While the car was
driven off by a valet, Danny and Kit were swiftly moved to
admissions, where a clerk asked what had happened. They told her
that Kit was eight months’ pregnant and had fallen. She then
registered, provided insurance, and gave them her OB-GYN’s
name.

“Don’t bother
calling him,” Kit added, with a dismissive flick of the wrist. “He
just got married. He’s in Cabo for two weeks. His office is
closed.”

“Oh dear, we are
in bit of a pickle, aren’t we?” the nurse commented. “No worries,
we’ll find you another doctor, stat.”

Then she turned to
Danny.

“Would you like to
be in the delivery room?” she asked. “Have you two been through
Lamaze classes?”

“Um no, I, uh,
flunked out,” Danny told her, shaking his head. “I have kind of a
weak stomach, and I’m a little old-fashioned about these things.”
Then he patted Kit’s arm and told her, “Don’t worry, babe, I’ll be
out here waiting if you or anyone else needs me. Everything’s going
to be fine, you’ll see.”

Glancing up at
him, Kit smiled weakly and nodded, still trying to comprehend the
bizarre chain of events that had gotten her here. Then she was
swiftly moved to a cubicle in the maternity ward.


Chapter Two

In the hospital
waiting room that April 2015 day, a dozen nervous, expectant dads
were standing by anxiously for updates. After murmuring a vague
hello and nodding at them, a confused, agitated Danny collapsed in
a chair and slumped forward. With his head in his hands, he was
trying to make sense of how he had suddenly morphed from a porch
pirate caught in the act, to a dude rescuing a pregnant chick in a
medical emergency.

Over the next few
hours, Danny did all the things expectant dads typically do in the
waiting room. He sipped cup after cup of stale coffee, chatted with
other dad-dudes, scarfed down vending-machine snacks, watched
sports on a TV bolted to the wall, and read old, withered
newspapers. Occasionally, he got up and paced around the room
amidst other jittery dads-to-be. And every time he spotted a nurse,
he anxiously asked for updates on Kit and the baby.

“No news yet,”
they would reply, patting his arm. “Everything’s fine, she’s still
in labor. We’ll let you know as soon as the baby arrives.”

Danny wouldn’t
even think of leaving the hospital until he knew that Kit and the
baby were alright. It’s the least he could do. After all, his
stealing her baby’s crib set in motion the accident that had caused
Kit to go into early labor. If it weren’t for him, she would have
been home relaxing and enjoying the last month of her pregnancy,
and he would have been off somewhere in Henderson or Summerlin,
ripping off boxes from other porches and doorways.

Finally, six
agonizing hours after he’d arrived at the hospital, a peppy
brunette nurse strode into the waiting room and approached him.

“Congratulations,
Mr. Potter, you have a healthy, six-pound-seven-ounce baby boy,”
she announced.

“Awesome, I’m over
the moon!” Danny whooped. “We were hoping for a boy. How’s his mom
doing?”

“Good. She’s a
little tired. It was a long haul, and more challenging because he
was slightly premature. But both mom and baby came through like
champs, and are doing fine. Your son’s in the nursery around the
corner. You can hold him tomorrow. He’s a handsome little guy, go
take a look.”

“Thanks, I can’t
wait to see him,” a tired Danny told her with a smile, as he turned
to high-five a few of the guys who’d been waiting with him. He was
grateful and relieved that Kit and her baby had come through their
medical ordeal alright. If all was well with her, it certainly made
his life easier and less complicated.

After looking in
on “his son,” who seemed A-okay, Danny asked if he could see
Kit.

“Sorry, she’s
sleeping right now and probably won’t wake up till tomorrow
morning. She’s under sedation,” a nurse replied.

A nodding Danny
glanced at his watch. It was just after midnight.

Sighing, he told
her, “I understand, I’m pretty wiped out, too. The baby looks
great. I’ll call Kit tomorrow.”

“Sounds like a
plan,” the nurse smiled, as she turned and walked towards another
anxious new dad.

Danny called Kit
the next day, and the day after that, too. He cared about what
happened to her and wanted to keep things civil, if only because of
the strange, twisted way they had met. After all, Kit knew he was a
porch pirate. She also knew his name, and had seen the packages in
his car. She could still report him to the cops. He also realized,
on some level, that Kit’s relationship with her baby daddy was
rocky. From what he had overheard in the car, the dude sounded like
a real asshole. He felt sorry for her.

On the phone,
Danny and Kit chatted briefly but pleasantly about the baby and how
he was doing. She was recovering from the birth, but had apparently
sprained her left wrist in the fall and was wearing a brace. Aside
from that, she was doing well.

When Danny learned
that Kit and the baby didn’t have a ride home from the hospital, he
offered to play chauffeur. Kit took him up on it.

Three days after
the birth, Danny drove to Las Vegas General and took the elevator
up to the maternity ward. It was noon. Relaxed and a bit tired, the
puffy, still sore new mom was sitting on the bed in her room. Her
long, blond hair was loose and flowing. She wore little make-up,
and was dressed in baggy maternity jeans and a jaunty red-and-white
polka-dot top that a friend had dropped off.

A cheerful, upbeat
Kit showed Danny her new son’s birth certificate. She had named
him, Jasper Andrew Wells, in honor of the maternal grandfather
who’d basically raised her. On the next line, displayed in
dark-blue ink, Danny Potter was listed as the child’s father! Dude
did a double take. His jaw was on the floor. Never saw that
coming.

Staring into his
sky-blue eyes, Kit tilted her head and said sheepishly, “I hope you
don’t mind. Luckily, Potter’s easy to spell. That is your name,
right?”

“Right,” a
flustered Danny replied.

“I couldn’t use
Mike’s name,” Kit went on, tossing her hands up. “His dad’s, um, a
senator, and he wants to keep this quiet. You know, unwed mother
gives birth to senator’s first grandson doesn’t work too well for
some voters. And the nurses think he looks just like you, anyway,
so what could I do?”

“It’s okay, Kit,”
Danny said, although he was a bit taken aback. “I’m cool with it.
You just took me by surprise. First time my name’s ever been on one
of these things,” he added, glancing at the document.

With the desert
sunlight streaming in to engulf them both, blond, blue-eyed Kit
smiled and shook her head.

“Don’t worry,” she
whispered, patting Danny’s arm. “it’s just a formality. You’re not
obligated to me or the baby.”

As he nodded, a
nurse entered the room and helped the still-weak, unsteady new mom
into a wheelchair. A cooing Jasper, kicking his little arms and
legs under a yellow blanket, was placed in Kit’s arms. Out the
door, they were wheeled to the elevator.

After checking out
of the hospital, Danny and Kit stopped at a nearby Applebee’s. With
a pacifier dangling from his mouth, Jasper dozed peacefully in a
corner of the red vinyl booth while Danny scarfed down a quesadilla
burger and Kit munched on chicken tenders and fries.

From Applebee’s,
they drove to a Discount-Max Drug Store and picked up a cartful of
essentials, including a plastic carrier with a soft, fleecy lining,
for Jasper. In Danny’s car, Kit rode in the back seat with the
baby, who was cooing contentedly in the new carrier with sales tags
still attached.

Back at Kit’s
apartment, Danny got her and the baby settled. He assembled the
cherry wood crib—still packed in its box—that he had stolen a few
days earlier, and Kit placed a wailing Jasper in it for his first
nap. Then Danny left. As he hustled out the door, Kit wondered
where he was going. Was there a hot date waiting, or did porch
pirates work night shifts, too?
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