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A Note To Readers


Prepare for a wedding full of bliss, blunders, and so much love, it jumps off the page. As with all of my novels, Sisters in White may be enjoyed as a standalone novel or as part of the larger trilogy. The Snow Sisters stories are ripe with emotions and funny, flawed, and easy-to-relate-to characters. I hope you enjoy them as much as I do.

The best way to keep up to date with new releases, sales, and exclusive content is to sign up for my newsletter.

www.MelissaFoster.com/Newsletter

About the Love in Bloom Big-Family Romance Collection

The Snow Sisters is just one of the series in the Love in Bloom big-family romance collection. Characters from each series make appearances in future books, so you never miss an engagement, wedding, or birth. A complete list of all series titles is included at the end of this book, along with previews of upcoming publications.

You can download free first-in-series ebooks and see my current sales here:

www.MelissaFoster.com/LIBFree

Visit the Love in Bloom Reader Goodies page for downloadable checklists, family trees, and more.

www.MelissaFoster.com/RG

Be sure to check out my online bookstore for pre-orders, early releases, bundles, and exclusive discounts on ebooks, print, and audiobooks. Ebooks can be sent to the e-reader of your choice and audiobooks can be listened to on the free and easy-to-use BookFunnel app.

Shop my store: shop.melissafoster.com


For my Bauer Drive girlfriends. May we always remember pig orgy underwear, condom earrings, It’s not his fault!, and Assawoman Street.


I miss you every moment of my life.
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Meet Melissa


Chapter One


“I thought they were going to do a cavity search,” Danica joked as she and her fiancé, Blake Carter, finally passed through security at the Nassau Airport. After six hours on an airplane, she felt like she’d been folded, packed tight, boxed, and shipped. The sooner she stepped out those glass doors and into the sunshine, the better. “Maybe we should go walk around a bit.”

“Don’t you want to wait for your sister?” Blake asked, holding the doors open for Danica to pass through. Her sister, Kaylie, and Kaylie’s fiancé, Chaz, were not far behind. His consideration of Kaylie and his gentlemanlike manners were just two of the many reasons Danica had fallen in love with—and finally agreed to marry—Blake.

“I guess. Then maybe we can take a walk after we get to the hotel.”

Blake set their bags down and pulled Danica in close. He lowered his voice to a sexy, sleepy drawl. “If you think I’m gonna let you out of our room any longer than to attend our wedding, you’re wrong.”

She playfully pushed him away as he made a show of nibbling on her neck.

A few minutes later, Kaylie breezed through the doors with Chaz, who was weighed down by two enormous suitcases. Her hair blew in the warm breeze like thick, shimmering strands of gold. “That took for-e-ver!” She took a deep breath and drew her arms open wide. “So this is what freedom feels like.”

“If you call six hours on a plane freedom,” Chaz joked. His blond hair was slightly disheveled, and still, in his ever-present khaki shorts and smart linen shirt, he and Kaylie looked like Ken and Barbie.

Kaylie shot him a flirty smile.

“Oh, you mean as in no-children freedom,” he said.

Kaylie and Chaz had met three years earlier, and Kaylie’s unexpected pregnancy, and the surprise birth of their twins, had kept them running at a frenetic pace ever since. Chaz Crew had proven himself as not only a loving and involved father, but he was the calm to Kaylie’s dramatic storms.

“I love my babies, but after two years of chasing the twins nonstop, I need this little break. Three whole days before they come with Mom. Three. Whole. Days. And two whole nights. It feels so decadent to be here in the middle of the week.”

It had taken Kaylie two years after Lexi and Trevor were born to feel like herself again, and as Danica watched her sister’s face light up at the prospect of time alone with her soon-to-be husband, she was glad they’d waited to have the wedding. At first, a double wedding had seemed like a bad idea. Danica had been sure Kaylie would want to be the star of the show, and wasn’t it just as much Danica’s day as Kaylie’s? But Kaylie had proven her wrong time and time again; from choosing flowers to bridesmaid dresses, Kaylie was agreeable, and even deferred to Danica on several occasions. At times, Danica still had trouble processing just how much Kaylie had changed since she’d met Chaz. She was no longer a party girl, but a mature mother of two…who just so happened to have a flair for drama at times.

“Two whole nights,” Chaz repeated.

“Now, that’s what I’m talkin’ about.” Blake picked up their bags and hailed a cab.

Although the others thought he was teasing, Danica saw the gleam in his eye and recognized the hunger that had yet to abate between them. She felt a flush rush up her neck and ducked into the cab so no one would notice. Each time they made love, it left her wanting more, like a hormone-infused teenager. Or a sex addict, she mused. Lately, in the darkest hours of the night, when Blake lay sleeping beside her ravished and sated body, she found herself wanting more, thinking about new and different things she and Blake might try. Things that, in her pre-Blake years, she’d never have even entertained. But she’d never—ever—say such things out loud. Not even to him. She’d learned that from her parents’ divorce a few years earlier. Danica knew that no matter how much she loved, and how much she trusted, sometimes life kicked you to the curb, and all that love—and all those promises in the dark—could be forgotten just as quickly as they’d slipped from her lips. A partner could walk away at any moment, taking the dirty scenes of their intimate moments with them and sharing them with God knew whom. She wasn’t having cold feet, and she trusted Blake explicitly, but some lessons were engrained too deeply to simply forget.

“Oh no. I’m talking about sleep, my friend.” Kaylie linked her arm through Chaz’s as they climbed into the cab. “My man needs to rest.”

After Chaz had taken over full ownership of the Indie Film Festival his father had started, he’d planned on taking the business to a whole new level. He’d been working night and day to ensure that he would never be desperate for sponsors again, and he’d succeeded. The bags under his eyes, and his slow pace, revealed the stress of working twelve-hour days and then coming home to late nights with the toddlers.
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Danica and Kaylie both gasped as they entered the elaborately decorated hotel. The incredibly high ceilings, and the widely sculpted, artistically weathered pillars, were highlighted by salmon-colored granite floors speckled with flecks of black, white, and gold, dramatically reflecting the crystal of the chandeliers.

Kaylie took Danica’s hand. “Oh my God. This belongs to Blake’s cousin?”

“Yeah. Treat Braden,” Danica said in a breathy voice. “This is too much.”

Blake put his hand on the small of her back. “He was happy to comp us the venue. It’s his wedding gift to us.”

“He must be loaded,” Kaylie said.

“Kaylie!” Maybe Kaylie hasn’t changed that much after all.

Kaylie smiled, and covered her mouth with her hand. “Oops. Sorry.”

Blake took it in stride. “He is loaded. His entire family is well off, but you’d never know it. All five brothers, and his sister, too. But they’re good people. Very humble, generous to a fault.”

“And from what Blake told me, each one is more handsome than the next, and yet they’re all single. Even Savannah, their sister.”

Kaylie furrowed her brow. “Are they all gay? I mean, women must flock to them, and guys to her.”

Blake shook his head as he checked in at the registration desk.

“They’re not gay; trust me, they all play the field. A lot,” he said as they headed to their separate rooms, agreeing to meet for a quick bite once they were settled in.

[image: * * *]

Danica brought her wedding checklist to the café to go over it one last time.

“Everyone arrives Friday. Sally and Max are bringing our dresses with them; the flowers and food are all set, and Treat has reserved an entire island for the ceremony. Oh, and of course a boat, too, to get to the island.” Danica let out a relieved sigh, wondering what she might have forgotten. She still couldn’t believe that they were really getting married. She grabbed Blake’s hand, and when he turned his green eyes toward her, the yellow specks that had always intrigued her were dancing in the light.

He put his other hand on her cheek and said, “Yes, we’re really doing this.”

He’d been reminding her every chance he got that she would soon be his wife. Danica found it funny. He’d been the player when they’d met, not her, and yet he was the one afraid she’d leave him at the altar. “Yes, we are,” she assured him.

“Oh, please. Get a room.” Kaylie set the menu down as the waitress arrived and took their orders.

The waitress’s pearl-white teeth contrasted against her deeply tanned skin, and colorful beads were weaved through tiny braids in her long dark hair. Danica expected some sort of island accent, but when the summer beauty spoke, she was as American as apple pie. “I’ll be y’all’s waitress today. What can I get ya?”

They ordered tropical drinks, salads, and sandwiches, and Danica watched Kaylie survey the young waitress as she sauntered away, her hourglass figure expertly defined beneath the long, tight skirt and slinky tank top. She waited for Kaylie’s snarky remark.

Kaylie moved her chair closer to Chaz and said, “Wow, she is gorgeous. If that’s what the tropical sun does to a girl, then I’m never leaving.”

“Who are you and what have you done with my sister?” Danica was only half joking.

Kaylie swatted the air. “I’m old now, sis. I’m almost thirty, with two kids to boot.”

“If that’s old, then what does it say about me?” Danica asked.

“You’re right. At almost thirty-two, you are old. I’m still a spring chicken.”

The waitress brought their drinks and meals, and Blake raised his glass. “To two marriages. May they last forever.” They all clinked glasses.

Chaz took a drink, then asked, “What time does your father get in?”

Kaylie groaned.

“Play nice, Kaylie,” Danica said. Kaylie hadn’t seen their father since right after she graduated from college, when she’d found out about his long-term affair and he’d moved away and married his mistress. “He, Madeline, and Lacy get in today around six.”

“Madeline is coming, too?” Kaylie asked with a long sigh.

Of course, Kaylie already knew their father’s wife was coming. Danica shook her head at her sister’s penchant for drama.

“Please tell me why he’s coming on Wednesday when our wedding isn’t until Sunday,” Kaylie said. “I’ll need more of these, please.” Kaylie sucked down her drink and held up the glass, indicating to the waitress that she wanted a refill.

“Slow down, girl. You should at least be coherent when he arrives,” Danica said. “He wants time with us, and he knows we’ll be busy the day of the wedding. I told you all of this, and you agreed.”

“I didn’t agree,” Kaylie said with a vehement shake of her head. “You just didn’t listen to me when I said it would ruin my week. And that girl is coming, too. At least I don’t have to be nice to her,” Kaylie said.

Blake and Danica exchanged a worried glance. They’d anticipated how Kaylie might react to meeting their half sister, Lacy—their father’s love child—who was born just a few years after Kaylie, while their parents were still married.

When the twins were born, Kaylie had refused to call her father. Danica had taken it upon herself to give him the news about his grandchildren, and through her father, she’d made contact with Lacy. Although Danica had yet to meet her in person, they’d been exchanging emails, phone calls, and even a few handwritten letters over the past year and a half. Kaylie had been livid at her for weeks about contacting their father, so Danica decided to keep her relationship with Lacy a secret…just until Kaylie settled down. And by her reaction, it appeared that the subject of their father was still an open wound.

“Kaylie, I let you make most of the decisions, and you won on the dress decision. You were worried about Chelsea and Camille forgetting the dresses, or something happening to them, and practically demanded that Max be in charge.”

“She’s Chaz’s work wife. She gets everything done perfectly,” Kaylie said with a wave of her hand.

“Work wife? Whatever. Listen, whether you like it or not, Lacy is our blood relative,” Danica said carefully.

Kaylie pointed at Danica. “Half. If even that. I mean, how do we know she’s really his? We don’t know this Madeline woman. Maybe she’s a slut. I mean, she has to be to break up a marriage, right?”

Chaz had heard this from Kaylie dozens of times. He pushed back from the table. “Do you mind if I go lie down for a bit? I’m beat.”

Kaylie touched his thigh. “Do you want me to come with you?”

“No, babe. I’m fine. I’m just gonna rest a bit so that I’m awake when your family arrives.”

So, Chaz has learned the art of escape.

They kissed, and Kaylie turned back to Danica and Blake. “Sorry. He’s been working a lot.”

Danica had given up her therapy license almost three years earlier, when she’d realized her feelings for her new client—Blake—were not therapist-client appropriate. Even now, so many years later, she still could not ignore the therapist’s voice inside her head. Danica tried to hold back the worry that nipped at her nerves, but as she watched Kaylie suck down another drink, the words tumbled out.

“Kaylie, is something wrong between you and Chaz?”

“What? No, of course not. Why?”

Danica shrugged, trying to downplay her concern. “He just seemed to take off awfully fast when we started talking about Dad.”

Kaylie rolled her eyes.

There’s the old Kaylie.

“He thinks I’m being childish about the girl.”

Danica saw the pleading in her eyes; Support me. Tell me I’m right. She’d decided, after almost turning down Blake’s proposal because of her sister’s relationship drama, that she would play things straight from then on. She was done putting her own feelings aside in order to save Kaylie’s from being hurt. Danica was sticking to her guns and allowing her true feelings to be known; she was determined to no longer placate Kaylie’s needy side—too much. Her relationship with Lacy, however, was excluded from that straightforward deal. That subject had to be handled with kid gloves.

“Well…” Danica said.

Blake kissed her cheek and stood. “I’m gonna check out the gift shop. I’ll meet you back at the hotel?”

“Sure.” She watched him lazily, sexily saunter away, his thick, muscular back swaying with each step, and her favorite pair of jeans hugging his—

“What are you, fifteen?”

Danica hadn’t realized she was licking her lips until Kaylie’s voice interrupted her thoughts. She snapped her attention back to Kaylie. “What?” Oh God. I’ve turned into one of those sex-crazed girls. She made a mental note to tame her libido. At least in public.

“You look at him like he’s a Chippendales dancer and you’re made of one-dollar bills.” Kaylie crinkled her nose, like she was disgusted at the thought.

“Don’t you look at Chaz like that sometimes?”

Kaylie shrugged. “I guess. But once you have kids, you kind of put all that stuff aside.”

Uh-oh. “Kaylie, now that the guys are gone, can we talk about Dad and Lacy? Just you and me?” She’d tried to bring up her father at least once each month since the twins were born, and each time, Kaylie had refused to discuss him. Danica had to try, just one last time.

“Why do you do this? Why do you feel the need to ruin a perfectly beautiful day? Isn’t it bad enough that he’s coming to the wedding?”

No need to beat me over the head with a stick. Lesson learned.


Chapter Two


Blake and Danica hashed out every scenario surrounding her father’s arrival, and in the elevator on their way to the lobby, her muscles were pinched so tight she could hardly breathe. She had little faith that Kaylie would actually show up, and even though she and her father had been exchanging emails, letters, and phone calls, she knew that seeing him in person might do all sorts of painful things to her mind and body. Was she dressed okay? What would he think of her? Should she have worn more makeup? Would he be upset with her for giving up her practice? He hadn’t seemed to be upset, but Danica knew that face-to-face meetings could bring out all sorts of emotions.

Blake took her hand as they crossed the lobby to the plush chairs beside the windows. “Relax. It’ll all be fine.”

She wished it were true, but she had known Kaylie too long to think tonight would be an easy reconciliation. She watched the elevator like a hawk. “She better get her butt down here.”

“She will. Don’t worry. It’s not like we’re going anywhere. We’re meeting him here, so even if she’s late, it’s okay.” Blake picked up a magazine and leafed through it.

Twenty minutes later, Kaylie still hadn’t come downstairs. Danica stood in her too-high heels and paced. She’d put on her favorite royal blue wrap-around dress, the one she felt most confident in. She’d tried to tame her mass of curly hair, which she’d cropped back to shoulder length after the twins were born so her niece and nephew would stop pulling at it, and it had freakishly obeyed. She’d won the battle of Afro versus curly chic, and still, her heart raced within her chest.

She thought she was ready to see her father again. Out of support for her mother and Kaylie—at least that’s what she told herself—she hadn’t seen him since he moved away. If I’m this nervous, Kaylie must be petrified. She opened her purse and pulled out her cell phone, texting Kaylie.

U coming?

Her phone vibrated a minute later. Not yet.

“Damn it, Kaylie,” she said under her breath. Her phone vibrated again. Ha-ha. Just joking. “She’s such a fool,” Danica said with a terse smile. She was glad to see Kaylie was in good spirits. Maybe that would bode well for their impending meeting.

At six thirty she texted her father’s cell phone. Ten minutes later, when he hadn’t responded yet, she texted Lacy. Where r u? Can’t wait to meet u! Her cell vibrated a few minutes later. Flight late. Stuck in immigration line. Go eat. Be there soon. A few seconds later it vibrated again. Me2!!

“They’re going to be a while. Let’s get Kaylie and grab a bite.” She texted Kaylie as they headed for the restaurant. Meet us in restaurant. Dad’s gonna Blate.
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Kaylie and Chaz walked into the restaurant forty minutes later, bright-eyed and slightly flushed. Kaylie brushed her hair from her shoulders. Her black minidress accentuated every perfect curve of her body. She clung to Chaz’s arm like a groupie, looking up at him with something in her eyes that Danica didn’t recognize. It wasn’t just lust or love. It was a look that bordered on need.

Oh God, really, Kaylie?

“Sorry we’re late. We were—” She looked at Danica and winked. “Napping.”

“Napping, my ass,” Danica said, relieved to see that whatever strife had been present before seemed to have subsided. “Did you talk to Mom?”

“Yeah, the kids are great. She said they barely miss us.” She frowned as she sat in one of the cushioned dining chairs across from Chaz. “It feels so weird not to have them here. I kept expecting to hear Mommy! Daddy!”

“Not me. I was out like a light. I miss them, but whew.” Chaz shook his head. “I think I could sleep for a week and still not catch up.” He looked at Kaylie and smiled lazily. “Of course, she’ll have no part of my sleeping all day.”

“Oh stop.” Kaylie swatted him. “We have no time together, so I’m just gonna take advantage of the time we do have.”

They nibbled on appetizers and had a few drinks. A half hour later, Danica broached the subject of her father again. I’m a glutton for punishment.

“Dad’s so late. They must’ve been hung up in immigration.” She turned toward Kaylie with a serious gaze. “Are you gonna be civil tonight?” she asked.

“What do you think I am, a monster? Of course I’ll be civil.” Kaylie looked around the table for support.

Chaz’s eyes were trained on the stuffed mushroom at the end of his fork.

“Well, I’ll be civil,” Blake said. “I’m actually looking forward to meeting the man who raised two independent, beautiful women.”

How does he always know just what to say?

“That would be my mother,” Kaylie said.

“Kaylie, that’s not true. Dad was there the entire time we were growing up, and he was a good father, regardless of what he did to Mom.”

Kaylie downed her third drink. “Whatever. All I know is, everything I thought was true when we were growing up wasn’t true. I mean, he wasn’t on business trips; he was with her. And all those birthdays that girl and that woman had, you know he was with them instead of us then, too. So—”

She was right to some extent, but Danica’s therapist brain saw both sides of the argument, and she had no interest in starting World War III right then and there, in the midst of a lovely evening with a stunning view of the water.

“All I’m asking, Kaylie, is for you to be kind to them. Try to tolerate the situation without making snarky remarks and making everyone uncomfortable.”

Kaylie’s eyes were locked on the entrance to the restaurant. “Oh. My. God.”

An almost mirror image of Kaylie—tall, blond, with innocent baby blues—nervously fingered a black clutch purse as she scanned the restaurant. Her skin was the same fair shade, and the oval shape of her face was a replica of Kaylie’s, just a few years earlier. The familiar Snow long and lean legs ended in—Danica cringed—the same black sling-back heels that Kaylie had on her feet. The only difference between Kaylie and Lacy, as far as Danica could see, was the corkscrew curls tumbling to Lacy’s shoulders. While she possessed the body and face of Kaylie, she had Danica’s and their father’s kinky curls.

Her hopeful eyes landed on Danica’s and caught. And in that breath, so did Kaylie’s.

“Wait.” Kaylie’s eyes shot back and forth between the young girl who was headed directly toward them to her sister, who was now rising from her seat with a wide smile across her mulberry-colored lips and taking long strides toward the interloper.

Danica felt Kaylie’s stare piercing her back as she crossed the restaurant. The sight of Lacy there in the flesh, the sister she’d secretly longed to meet, caused her heart to increase in size, filling her chest. She opened her arms, and the blonde fell comfortably into them, like she’d always had a spot right there against Danica’s chest. Danica heard the competitive click of Kaylie’s heels as she approached from behind.

“Danica?” Kaylie tugged on her arm.

Danica reluctantly pulled away, holding on to Lacy’s forearms for just a beat longer. She wanted to hug Lacy even longer, but she was painfully aware of the hurt it would cause Kaylie. Over the months, their emails had shifted from cordial topics like work and hobbies to more intimate subjects, and eventually, they’d each slipped into the sisterly role of offering support and guidance. Guilt shrouded Danica like a woolen shawl, heavy and unmistakably present, as she realized that she’d shared things with Lacy that she’d never shared with Kaylie. What have I done? She didn’t have time to ponder the whys and hows of it all. Lacy already felt like a sister to her, someone she loved, and by the look on Kaylie’s face, Lacy was a living, breathing threat. A betrayal. Danica was quick to react to the brewing storm behind Kaylie’s stare.

“Kaylie, this is our sister, Lacy.” She regretted the words our sister as soon as they fell from her lips.

Kaylie feigned a smile, while Lacy’s warmth was true and real. Eye to eye, with the same shade of buttery blond hair and identical full, sensuous lips, their familial connection could not be denied.

Danica had warned Lacy before she came to Nassau that Kaylie might not be as welcoming as she might hope, but to wait it out, and surely Kaylie would come around.

Lacy opened her arms and leaned in toward Kaylie. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” she said sincerely.

Kaylie pulled out of reach and crossed her arms, her eyes darting back to Danica with a you’re in so much trouble look. “Nice to meet you.” Kaylie’s efforts at even the simplest of pleasantries were soiled by the tension surrounding her like a shield.

Danica knew all too well that she’d be in for the wrath of Kaylie later, but she had to save the moment. “How was your fl—”

“Lacy, so nice to meet you. I’m Blake.”

Danica hadn’t heard him approaching. She breathed a sigh of relief when Chaz appeared as well, both welcoming Lacy with warm hugs and kind words.

“Dad and Mo—my mom—should be here in a sec. They just wanted to get the room keys first.” Lacy dropped her eyes. “I wanted to come right in. I couldn’t wait to meet you in person. I’ve been waiting for so many years for this day.”

She looked from Danica to Kaylie, and for that quick little eye shift, that feigned indication that said she didn’t recognize Danica any more than she did Kaylie, Danica was thankful. Maybe Kaylie wouldn’t realize that they’d been in touch after all.

Please be nice. Please be nice. Danica prayed that somehow Kaylie would feel her vibe and make the evening a little easier.

As they sat around the large round table, Lacy waved toward the entrance. Her eyes lit up. “There they are.”

Danica held her breath. She hadn’t expected the tears that welled in her eyes or the force of the lump in her throat at the sight of her father. He’d gone gray around the temples and his thick hair had thinned. His shoulders and chest showed the thinning and loss of muscle that every year over fifty seemed to take with it. But there was no mistaking the underlying current of happiness in his dark eyes as he neared the table, one arm on the small of Madeline’s back. Danica stole a look at Kaylie, who had steeled herself against the table, her eyes silently screaming, Get me out of here!

Lacy, Danica, Blake, and Chaz all stood to greet their father and Madeline. Lacy took her father’s hand.

Her father. My father. Oh God, our father.

“Dad, Mom, this is Danica, Kaylie, Blake, and Chaz,” she said sweetly, then caught her own error. “Oh, sorry, Dad. You know Danica and Kaylie, but Mom doesn’t. Gosh, this is awkward.”

Dad. She called him Dad.

Kaylie still hadn’t moved from her seat or so much as lifted her eyes. She was falling apart right before Danica’s eyes, and Danica’s heart ached for her. She couldn’t just watch Kaylie cling to the table, her jaw clenching so hard she might break her teeth. Before greeting her father, and before greeting the woman who would be her stepmother, she went to Kaylie’s side and whispered in her ear, “Kay? You all right?”

Kaylie’s nod was so slight that had she not been watching her every movement, she would have missed it.

“Do you want to stand up?” Tears welled in Danica’s eyes, and she forced them back. Seeing her father for the first time in years brought memories, both good and bad, but seeing Kaylie struggling with the reunion was what made Danica’s emotions raw. If she allowed her own tears to fall, it would be that much more difficult for Kaylie to make it through the evening. She forced the lump in her throat to subside and put an arm around her sister, while Blake and Chaz came to their rescue, making a show of greeting their father and Madeline. Drawing the attention away from Kaylie.

Madeline’s hair was the same buttery shade as Lacy’s, framing her face in natural waves.

As Danica stood beside Kaylie, she watched Blake pull out a chair for Madeline. Great. She looks just like a short, heavy Blythe Danner. I love Blythe Danner. Damn it. She hadn’t expected to want to dislike Madeline as much as she did, but the loyalty to her mother and Kaylie—and even herself—was palpable. She surveyed Madeline, looking for something to dislike about her, beyond the obvious betrayal of her family. There was a kindness that lay behind Madeline’s nervous blue eyes as they flitted from person to person.

“Don?” Madeline reached for their father’s hand, then dropped her hand to her lap as she trailed the path of his gaze—a path thick with love, leading straight to Kaylie’s pained face.

“Kaylie.” His voice cracked, and a tear slipped unabashedly down his cheek.

Kaylie trembled in her seat.

“It’s okay, Kaylie.” Danica rubbed her back, then looked at her father and softened a smile. “She just needs a minute,” she said.

He nodded, but remained standing.

Sit down. Please sit down.

Didn’t he know that it was even more difficult for Kaylie when he was standing? That somehow he emitted a more familiar, fatherly presence while he stood?

Kaylie reached for Danica’s hand and squeezed. She nodded, sniffling back the tears that Danica knew she was praying wouldn’t actually fall. She kept nodding until she touched Danica’s hand with her other hand; then she looked into Danica’s eyes and nodded one emphatic final time before releasing her.

She let go.

She let go of my hand.

I’m alone.

Danica looked at her father, then back at Kaylie. She was alone on a tightrope, with the world far below. When had Kaylie become her safety net? When had she started needing her so much? Take a deep breath. Danica inhaled deeply and blew it out slowly. You can do this.

“Babe? You okay?”

Blake’s comforting voice broke the panicked spell. She managed to smile. “Yeah, I’m fine.” She touched Kaylie’s shoulder, more for her own comfort than Kaylie’s. Then Danica went to Madeline’s chair and extended her hand in a formal, awkward fashion. “I’m Danica. It’s nice to finally meet you.”

A shy smile pulled at Madeline’s pale pink lips. She covered Danica’s hand with her own, then whispered, “Thank you.”

Without any conscious thought, Danica scrutinized her, taking in her light flowing jacket, smart skirt and top to match. She wanted to draw comparisons between her mother and Madeline, to pull the pieces of Madeline apart, if only to protect the mother who raised her, but she stifled the urge. She’d spent enough years as a therapist to know the millions of ways marriages deteriorated and how little it took for a lonely person, or a person who felt as if they were being taken for granted—or even for a person who was simply too bored with their own life to function—to fall into the arms of another. Whatever happened between their parents happened between them, and she knew that no matter how hard it might prove to be, she and Kaylie had no business judging either of them. They hadn’t been in their bedroom when things went wrong. They weren’t privy to the trials and tribulations of their marriage as it crumbled and deteriorated until there was nothing left. Even if this quiet woman had coerced their father into her bedroom, it was his choice to return, and in the end, his choice to leave his family and remain with her. She might have been holding the apple, but he was the one who took the bite and swallowed, letting his other family—their family—fall away.

With that acknowledgment circling her neck like a noose, Danica went to her father’s side, trying to keep that noose from strangling her efforts. The man who had taught her right from wrong and how to be a strong, secure person, the man who brought her a giant lollipop when she got her first period—as if that was even the slightest bit appropriate—this was the man she had once adored. Why, then, when she looked at him now did bile rise in her throat?

She bit back the desire to tell him how awful he’d been by leaving their mother—and her and Kaylie. She squelched the words that vied to spew forth: bastard, cheater, liar, thief. She reluctantly eased out of the protective armor that she’d carefully formed around her and Kaylie like a cocoon and gave in to her tears.

“Dad. I’ve missed you.” She couldn’t breathe, could barely think as she returned to her seat beside Blake. He took her hand and held it tight, and finally, after what felt like a lifetime had passed in the previous three minutes, Danica was right back where she belonged. She let out a loud breath and felt the armor slowly slipping back into place.


Chapter Three


Danica had been lying awake since the wee hours of the morning, worrying about Kaylie. She’d been silent during dinner, tossing a feigned smile here and there and answering their father’s questions in clipped, terse snippets. She hardly looked at Lacy, who’d been sweet and kind to everyone and so very protective of their father and Madeline. Want some butter, Dad? Mom, is your dinner okay? What must it have been like for Lacy growing up? Danica knew from their emails that Lacy had grown up knowing she had two sisters whom she’d one day meet, but what would that feel like? Danica wondered. And at twenty-six years old, how did it feel to know you were the product of an affair? How brave do you have to be to face the family that you’ve been dying to meet, knowing they weren’t really yours to claim?

She was just about to jump out of bed and head to the shower when she felt Blake’s body sidle up behind hers. His arms wrapped around her; his hips pressed into her backside, firm and warm.

He kissed the back of her neck, then kissed the peak of her shoulder, sending a shiver down her back.

“Couldn’t sleep?” he whispered.

She shook her head, closing her eyes and reveling in his touch as he caressed her breast. She turned onto her back, and he slid his hand down her belly, splaying it across her abdomen as he moved closer to her. She felt the heat of him as his naked body slithered alongside of her, the hair on his thighs tickling her. He brought his right hand under her hair and grasped the base of her skull, using his other hand to turn her body toward him as he settled his mouth onto hers, gently kissing her at first, then harder, his tongue pushing the worry right out of her mind. She moaned as her body gave in to his touch, arching toward him, wanting him to love the memory of Kaylie trembling at the table right out of her mind.

Heal me.

Blake pulled back, leaving her hungry for more, the taste of him lingering on her lips. He arched over her, trailing his fingers along her side, then grasping her waist and holding tight. He looked into her eyes with a sultry, yet sorrowful gaze, his dark eyes hurting right along with her heart.

How was he able to reflect her pain so perfectly? she wondered, and sucked in a sharp breath as he gripped her tighter.

“Tell me what you want,” he said huskily.

The strength of him elicited fire in her veins, and she leaned up toward his lips. He closed his eyes and drew away.

“Tell me,” he whispered.

“Love me,” she said, wishing he’d take her in every way possible and make her forget the look in Kaylie’s eyes when she’d seen Lacy across the room.

“Be more specific, baby,” Blake urged. He’d been trying to get her to be more verbal when they made love, to let go of her fear and trust him completely. Although Danica knew exactly what she wanted, she still held back. She’d never let go with anyone. Not the boyfriends who talked dirty to her, or the guys who tried to coax her into doing the same. She couldn’t trust that much, because, thanks to her father, she knew what lay ahead.

“How?” he pushed.

She closed her eyes, unable to make herself say the words. She grabbed the back of his head and drew it to her breast.

He licked the tip of her nipple—one quick swipe of his tongue, just enough to send her pulse soaring, then again, a long, slow lap around her areola.

“Words, baby. Tell me everything you want.”

Her chest rose and fell to the beat of each heavy breath. She arched toward the warmth of his mouth, ready for him, wanting him inside of her. She thrust her hips toward him, trying again to guide his mouth to her breast.

“I want to hear it from your sexy mouth,” he coaxed, running his index finger along her lower lip.

She bit her lip as he rose above her, settling his warm palm on her cheek, and gazing deeply into her eyes. “Baby, it’s just me. Let me love you. Tell me what you need.”

Oh, how she wanted
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