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      I rolled over, slowly opened my eyes, looked at Moses, and smiled. It was my fault my husband was still asleep. I had quite a bit of champagne last night, but that didn’t stop me from showing gratitude for his amazing gift.

      I can’t believe Moses one-upped me on the first anniversary paper gift. Not only did he publish our story, he gave me the book and all the rights. The bracelet was generous beyond measure, but then he turned our anniversary party into a vow renewal. He was right when he said he knew I only agreed to an elopement the first time because that’s what he wanted.

      What he did yesterday far exceeded my expectations. It was the wedding I would have planned all the way down to the tiniest detail, if I’d had the time the first time. My husband is the most romantic man in the world.

      I don’t remember the last time I partied until two in the morning. I wonder what time the party finally ended. Knowing Taylor and Chloe, they were vying for the last woman standing title.

      I quietly sat up, climbed out of bed, and walked into the bathroom. I emptied my bladder, brushed my teeth, and noticed a mark on my neck. Is that a hickey? I smiled. My husband gave me a love bite. I can hear Chloe and Taylor now…Welcome to the club.

      I stepped into the shower and let the water pound me. I was so sore. The way Moses took charge of my body was like a religious experience. I swear I saw Jesus a few times. It’s true; the longer you’re with someone, the more intense your love making gets.

      I reached for the water and felt a familiar hand ease around my waist. My breath caught and I almost choked on the water. Not a very romantic response to my husband’s touch.

      I leaned back into his chest, and he cupped my breasts, kneading and teasing. He rolled my nipple between his thumb and index finger and I started to moan. He eased one of his hands down and teased my heat. I started to breathe harder and just when I thought I was about to get what I wanted for breakfast, he stopped.

      What the…

      He turned me around to face him, cupped my face in his large hands and crushed his mouth against mine, kissing me hard and deep. It felt like he was trying to tickle my tonsils. He pressed me against the shower wall, then lifted my legs, wrapping them around his waist, and pushed inside me. I couldn't believe how virile and manly he was acting. This was a different side of Moses I’d never experienced before. The rhythm was fierce and sexy. Just as I was about to come, he stopped and looked at me. I recognized that look. He was hungry and I was what he wanted for breakfast. It was his bad good boy personality. We teased each other about our different sexual personalities.

      He said I have three…the good girl, the vixen, and the aggressor. He said he likes each one differently, but when they mix he said he knows he’s in for a wild ride.

      I told him he had three as well…the gentleman, he’s very romantic and slow…the sex god, he’s very devious. He’s the one that likes to push the envelope and he uses his words to arouse me. I remember that night after his book reading, I almost had him pull over and do me on the side of the road. I told him his words were the ultimate aphrodisiac for me. I think that’s why I attacked him like I did last night. Knowing he wrote that book about us and gave it to me was sexy on a whole other level.

      Then there’s the bad good boy. Clearly that’s who I was currently showering with. The things he does to me when he’s in that mood should almost be illegal. I remember an afternoon at the brownstone when he came into my office, turned my chair around and got down on his knees before sliding my knickers off. He put my legs over his shoulders and buried his tongue deep inside me. I was so grateful to have been sitting. Each flick of his tongue along my folds pushed me to another pleasure level. Oh God, that was the afternoon I truly learned the meaning of a nooner.

      Then there was that evening I came home and he was so amped up, he bent me over the kitchen counter, ripped off my knickers, and rode me so hard my legs felt like rubber bands. Have you ever tried to take control of your pleasure while wearing five-inch stilettos? Trust me, it’s a different kind of aphrodisiac. He even had the audacity to ask me what I wanted. What I wanted was for him to ride me harder. Before I could answer, I heard a rip. I wasn’t sure whether to cry out in pleasure or anger because he ripped a very expensive vintage Valentino blouse. Not to mention the equally expensive silk and lace bra. The way he made love to my breasts as he made love to my heat was mind-blowing.

      I think he referred to that as the appetizer, because I remember we ended up on the floor, followed by another round of his magic fingers and tongue. We spent the night and early next morning between the kitchen floor and the living room sofa. God, I love this man.

      He gently bit on my ear and whispered, “I’m going to make you scream my name several times.”

      He lifted me higher and pushed into me again with a steady hard rhythm. I tried not to give in to the sensations racing inside me, but I couldn’t help it. I dug my fingers into his back as I held on.

      “Yes…yes…oh God yes…harder…harder…” I cried out.

      I wasn’t ready to give in to him, although I was desperate to call out his name. We traded loud cries as Moses pounded me. Suddenly, a spasm rose up inside me and I knew what was about to happen. I held on tighter. The water was beating on my face, making it difficult to keep my eyes open.

      “Not yet, baby…hold on.” He lifted me higher and continued to pound me. My heat was so sore, but I didn’t want him to stop.

      “I…I…I ca…ca…can’t…I need to…”

      He stopped moving and looked at me through the veil of water rolling down his face. “Look at me. I need you to hold on a little longer.” He kissed me.

      Breathing hard. I nodded. “I don…I don’t know…if…if…I…I can…”

      He turned the water off, walked us back out to the bed, and laid me down before he continued to pound me. “You feel so good.”

      The sensations started again. I clutched the sheets and fought not to cry out.

      “Don’t hold back,” he called out.

      I let go of my inhibitions and screamed, “Moses! Oh God! Oh God!”

      That was like a match landing on kerosene. It fueled him even more. He lifted my hips and pounded me so hard my walls felt like they were banging against each other. My body began to spasm. I was out of control. Moses kept pounding and just as that orgasm subsided, another one hit. I had never experienced anything like this. It was like my body had been hit with a tsunami of pleasure.

      “Yes!” I screamed. “More…harder…yes…yes….”

      He did as I requested, pounding me harder, and a spasm raced the length of my body causing me to shake uncontrollably. Just as I floated back down, a guttural sound I’d grown to love erupted from Moses and he collapsed on top of me breathing hard. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed his shoulder.

      We lay there wrapped in each other’s arms covered in sweat and natural pheromones. I loved how he felt inside me and how he smelled. “Passion,” I whispered.

      “Exactly.” He eased out, rolled onto his side of the bed, pulled me close, and kissed me.

      “I’m starving.”

      “Me too.”

      I looked across the cottage at my wedding gown laying on the chair. I fought Moses on wearing it to our anniversary party, because I wasn’t sure if it still fit.

      I dragged my finger along his abs and his muscles flinched.

      “You’re a good husband.”

      “Thank you.”

      I waited for a similar compliment. “Excuse me.”

      “Yes.”

      “What about me?” I asked.

      “I don’t think you’re a good husband,” he teased.

      I raised up and looked at him. “Really?”

      He tucked my hair behind my shoulder. “You are so sexy. When I look at you, I wonder what I did for God to think I deserved such a generous, intelligent, unselfish, beautiful, compassionate woman to share my life with.” He slowly dragged his finger along my breasts and my breath caught.

      “Baby…” I hummed.

      “From the moment I first saw you, I knew my life would never be the same. Every day with you is like an adventure I hope never ends.”

      “You better stop or we won’t make it up to the house for brunch,” I said.

      He dragged his finger around my nipple, teasing me with the possibility of more attention.

      “The only brunch I’m having is another serving of my wife.”He pinched my nipple and a jolt traveled the length of my body.

      Ding…Ding…Ding…

      He picked up his phone and looked at the screen. He put the phone down, climbed out of bed, and walked over to the door. I was treated to a view of his beautiful, sculpted backside. He opened the door, and picked up a basket before closing the door and walking back to the bed. It was then I got a look at what I wanted for brunch. I sucked on the corner of my mouth and the thought of food was gone and replaced with more hot morning sex.

      “Perfect timing.”

      Moses climbed back into bed, placing the basket between us, and we pulled out the small bowls. There were croissants, blueberries, strawberries, and scrambled eggs with gruyere cheese and prosciutto. Plus a thermos of hot coffee.

      “When did you do this?” I smiled.

      “While you were in the bathroom.” He smiled back.

      “Really?” He handed me a cup of coffee.

      “No. I arranged this a few days ago. I knew we weren’t going to want to rush up to the house for brunch.”

      “This is perfect. Thank you, baby.” I kissed him.

      “You’re welcome.”

      “When do we have to head up to the house?” I popped a blueberry into my mouth.

      “Whenever you want. I told the family not to worry about us.” He sipped some coffee.

      “You did?”

      “Yes. Everyone knows not to disturb us.” He smiled.

      “So, how long are we isolating?”

      “As long as you want.” He ate a forkful of eggs.

      “So if I said I wanted to stay here instead of going on our vacation, you’d be fine with that?” I ate a piece of croissant.

      “If that’s what you wanted.”

      “What about our trip?”

      “I’d reschedule it for later.” He ate a piece of croissant. “Did you enjoy the party?”

      “Yes. What about you?”

      “I think I enjoyed the after-party better.” He smirked.

      “Me too.”
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      I woke up and my eyes had a challenge adjusting. I slowly raised myself up and every inch of my body cried out, idiothead…go back to bed. I finally sat upright and grabbed the sides of my head. Sweet baby Jesus. How is it possible my hair hurts?

      I remember a time when I could drink like a fish followed by a night of wild bedroom play and hit the deck at six. When did I become this person?

      I tossed the comforter back, threw my feet over the side of the bed, and cursed my horny hungover ass. I tried to stand up and fell back down on the bed.

      “Hey, what are you doing?” Jason asked as he rushed over and helped me sit up and kissed me.

      “I was trying…oh God my head hurts.” I closed my eyes hoping to block the sun shining through the window. The bright morning raze aggravated my aching head.

      He laughed at me. “Babe, that tends to happen when you get into a drinking contest with your friends.”

      “I didn’t…did I…I knew I over-celebrated, but there’s no way I…a contest, huh? Did I at least win?”

      “You and Dionne tied.”

      “Dionne…are you sure it wasn’t Chloe?”

      “No, it was Dionne. Trust me, you aren’t the only one surprised.” He took my hands in his. “Come on.” He helped me stand up and guided me into the bathroom.

      I rested my hands on the edge of the marble counter and looked at my morning-after face. “I think the last time I drank this much was…”

      “The weekend Zach went to Charlotte for a tournament and my mom kept the baby.” Jason stood behind me, eased his hands around my waist, and kissed my shoulder. “We pretended to be stranded on a deserted island with no clothes and only a case of rum.” He smiled.

      “Vaguely.”

      He pressed his hard body against mine and his body heat circled us. “You said this was our chance for a little role play. I was a pirate and you were a stranded heiress eager to exchange your virtue to be rescued. While searching for a way of escape we discovered a case of rum.”

      “I can’t say I remember that.” I tried not to smile, because I knew exactly what weekend he was talking about. We should have called it a naughty weekend in Eden, because I don’t think we had clothes on or left the house for seventy-two hours.”

      “I’m not quite sure I…”

      He kissed my neck. “You sure you don’t remember me looking for buried treasure?”

      I swallowed hard. “What buried treasure?”

      He dragged his index finger along my arm and my skin pebbled. Damn, there is something to be said for marrying a younger man with the lovemaking skills and mind of a much older man. He rubbed up against me and I forgot about the pain in my head. It had been replaced with an urge in another part of my body.

      “The treasure I spent the early part of this morning exploring and the one I’m about to search for in…”

      Ring…Ring…Ring…

      “What the…”

      “Ignore it,” Jason whispered.

      “That’s Chloe. I have to answer it.”

      He kissed me again. “The only thing you have to do is let me finish my expedition.”

      I kissed him, stepped out of his hold, and walked back to the bedroom. “I need to answer that. It could be about Alex.”

      “Trust me, Alex and Moses are fine.” I picked up my phone and looked at Jason.

      “Hello,” I said.

      Jason opened his robe and I almost fell down.

      “Are you sure?” Jason whispered.

      “This better be important,” I snapped at the caller. I really wasn’t paying attention to the caller because I was focused on my husband’s finely sculpted naked body.

      “What are you doing?” Chloe asked.

      I know she didn’t want my answer. “Jason and I were about to get dressed. Why?” He stepped closer and I dragged my finger along his abs.

      “We’re downstairs waiting on you?”

      “For what?” I smiled wickedly

      “Did you forget about brunch?”

      My mouth dropped open. “Yes, I did.” I looked at Jason. He was the brunch I wanted.

      “You two hurry up and get down here.”

      “Okay. Let me grab a shower and we’ll be down in twenty…thirty minutes.” I pressed the End Call icon and tossed the phone on the bed.

      “Twenty minutes?” Jason questioned me.

      “Or thirty.” I pushed him down on the bed.

      “You know this isn’t what I had planned.”

      “Neither did I, but sometimes a quickie is better than nothing.” I crushed my mouth against his.
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        * * *

      

      We hurried down to the terrace. I was surprised at how quickly the staff had turned the space over from the night before.

      “Good morning everyone,” Jason and I said in unison. I looked around at all the familiar faces that were now connected because of Alex and Moses. Jason and I walked around, doling out hugs, kisses, and handshakes. Chloe looked at me with a raised eyebrow and a smirk. I knew the look. It was the same one she would give me when I came home after being out all night back in college.

      I leaned down to hug her, and she whispered, “Twenty minutes…”

      “Or thirty.” I smiled.

      “Uh-huh…I see someone had time for a pre-brunch snack,” she teased.

      “Shut up.” I slapped her back. I looked around and didn’t see Alex and Moses.

      “We saved you seats next to us,” Chloe said.

      “Thanks. Come on, babe, let’s get something to eat.” We got some food and rejoined everyone. In addition to the sore, tired body and hangover, I was starving. I sat next to Chloe. “Where are Alex and Moses?”

      “He said…” Chloe started to speak, but something caught my attention and I almost choked. I patted my chest and drank some water.

      “You okay, babe?” Jason asked.

      “Yes. Uhm…would you excuse me?” I stood up and Jason stood and helped with my chair. “Thanks.” I looked at Chloe. “I need your help.”

      “With what?” Chloe asked.

      “It’s a female thing. Let’s go.” She stood up and we walked back inside the house to the foyer. I looked around to make sure we were alone. “Is there something you want to tell me?” I folded my arms across my chest while I tapped my foot.

      She raked her hand through her hair and that’s when I saw the shiny object again. “Do I have something to tell you,” she said smugly. “You mean about Collier proposing last night.” She held her hand up and I got a better look at the beautiful shiny object.

      “Oh my God!” We jumped up and down like college girls. She held her hand out so I could see her ring. “It’s gorgeous. Okay…tell me everything.”

      “He did it last night…I mean, this morning. He was so cute. He said he asked Parker how he felt about him being around permanently.”

      I felt tears gather in my eyes. “What…how sweet.”

      “I know. I love that man. Girl, he asked my parents if he could join the family.”

      “Okay, I don’t know if I can handle any more of this love story. You’re kidding?”

      “No. Turns out when we were younger, my parents told him they liked him but he wasn’t suitable.”

      “What?” My eyes got wide.

      “You know I was angry, but they were right. I mean, look what happened. I ran off to Mexico and that thing with the goat and…if it hadn’t been for my dad’s connections, you know I would still be in a Mexican prison.”

      “Yes, I do, and don’t get me started on Xavier.”

      “It is by the grace of God that I didn’t shoot that fool. Then Orlando.” She held her hand up. “The only good thing to come out of my marriage to Orlando was Parker. Although I was angry about the timing with Collier when we were younger, it was for the best. The way he loves me and Parker is incredible.”

      She was glowing. I hugged her. “I am so happy for you. What did everyone say?”

      “I told Collier I didn’t want to rain on Alex and Moses’s parade. They know, because Collier told Moses he was going to propose.”

      “Your secret is safe with me, but you might want to turn that rock inside.”

      “Oh, good thinking.” She turned the ring around. “I have to tell you this. Last night Parker called Collier Dada.” She was blinking and fighting tears.

      “What?”

      “It was so cute. He waddled over to Collier, reached up his arms, and called him Dada. You should have seen the look on Collier’s face. He picked him up and I have to tell you, it was so hard fighting the tears for both of us.”

      “You’re going to make me cry.”

      “When he proposed, he asked if he could be Parker’s father.”

      “Okay, you need to stop, otherwise I’ll be crying like a baby.” I hugged her. “I am so happy for you. This is a great do-over.” We pulled apart.

      “Thank you.”
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      I knocked on the door and waited. I looked around the neighborhood and wondered if this was what I wanted. I liked Collier’s place, but it was a bachelor pad. We needed something a little more conducive to raise a toddler. I wasn’t not quite sure a brownstone was something I wanted either. We could move to the suburbs, but I would miss all the city had to offer. I also wanted Parker to experience life in the city. We’d leave the suburbs for our California life.

      The door opened and there was my friend. If it hadn’t been for Alex’s marriage, I don’t think I would have hooked up with Collier. Who would have thought her husband’s best friend was my first love?

      “Ahhhh!” Alex screamed. “Come in.” She stepped to the side and I crossed the threshold.

      She closed the door and we hugged each other, then went into the living room and sat down on the incredibly plush charcoal gray sofa. I was so used to seeing a little…a lot more pink in Alex’s home. But this wasn’t just her home, this was the home she shared with her husband.

      “I’m still getting used to your New York persona,” I joked.

      “You’re not the only one. Moses asked me not to go wild with the pink. So I opted for something a little more subtle with pops of pink.” She looked around. “I like the gray. We’re trying out the burgundy chairs, but I think I’m going to change them for something not as dark. Sit down.” She extended her hand to the sofa. “I thought we'd start with champagne to celebrate.” She handed me a champagne glass.

      “Thank you.” We clinked glasses and sipped.

      “I am so excited for you. Do you know how hard it’s been keeping this secret?”

      “What?”

      “Honey, Moses made me promise not to say anything. Apparently, that weekend we bumped into you two in Palm Springs, Collier told Moses he was in love with you and his end goal was marriage.” She sipped more champagne.

      My eyes got wide and my mouth dropped open. “What?”

      “Honey, your man has never stopped loving you.”

      “Why didn’t he contact me?”

      “You’d have to ask him that. All I know is when he saw you, he said he was done.”

      “I had no idea.”

      “Take it from someone married to a man who knows what he wants; it can be a little scary, but it can also be amazing. There’s no way Terrence would have thrown a party like the one Moses did.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes. Terrence loved me, but not like Moses does, and that’s okay. Moses was built to love me the way I need and desire. Moses knows me, Terrence didn’t. It’s the same for you and Collier. Collier knows you. Orlando nor Xavier could ever love you the way Collier does. I know it hurts that Orlando doesn’t want to be a part of Parker’s life, but that’s okay. God sent you a man who not only loves you, but loves your son as if he were his own flesh and blood.” She smiled.

      “Parker calls him Dada.”

      She grabbed her chest. “How sweet. So let me see the ice.”

      I held my left hand up.

      “Oh my God…it’s beautiful,” Alex said.

      “He and Parker did good.”

      “Parker?”

      I told her the story Collier told me about the ring and how he proposed. In true Alex form, she started crying.

      “Alex, are you going to cry until the wedding?”

      “Probably.” We laughed. “Speaking of which, when is the wedding? I need to make sure our schedules are clear.”

      “Collier wants to get married as soon as possible. I told him I need a little time. My parents would have a fit if we eloped or didn’t have a small production. I told him I refused to be a cliché.”

      “Cliché?”

      “None of this holiday wedding crap. We’re not getting married on Valentine’s Day or Christmas. I want my own day. Nor am I doing that garter and bouquet toss. I’m a grown-ass woman with a child. I don’t need to add to the conversation.” I looked at Alex. “Why are you laughing?”

      “You sound like me. So, when is the wedding?”

      “We settled on six months.” I sipped some champagne.

      “That’s quick. Who am I to judge? We had less than a week the first time.”

      “Girl, he wanted to get married in three months.”

      “What?”

      “It took a lot of negotiating to get him to agree to six months. I told him I want Parker potty-trained and off the tit before the wedding.”

      Alex started laughing. “You didn’t?”

      “I can’t be looking cute with leaking breasts or feeding Parker in between the first dance and cake cutting.” We laughed.

      “I agree. Where are you doing it, California or New York?”

      “North Carolina…my grandparents’. We thought it would be nice to get married where we met.” Alex started blinking to fight the tears. The reason for the location was right up her romantic alley.

      “How sweet. So, what do you want me to do?”

      “I need a dress, and it’s a little tight for couture.” I sipped more champagne.

      “I’ll take you over to Avery’s salon,” Alex replied. “Trust me. She’s got the wedding gown hookup.”

      “Thanks.” She topped off our glasses and we took a couple of sips. “This is good.”

      “What’s next?”

      “I need a place to live here.”

      “What’s wrong with Collier’s place?”

      “I love it, but it’s not really toddler-proof.” We smiled. “I think we need a little more space. Remember, it’s not just me, but a toddler and a nanny. We’re definitely staying in the city. It’s the same with Cali. My parents’ guest house was great for me and Parker, but I need to make room for Collier.”

      She reached for my hand. “Honey, you need to stop stressing and talk to Collier. If you don’t calm down, you won’t make it to your wedding. Or even worse, you’ll have stress lines on your face.” She smiled.

      I exhaled. “You’re right.”

      “Now to something much more important, what kind of shower do you want?”

      “I hadn’t given it any thought.”

      “This is probably our last time to cut loose without an excuse.” She sipped more champagne.

      “What about Kendell? If I’m not mistaken, she did announce she and Jackson were getting married.”

      “Please don’t remind me. I’m still hoping she’ll wake up from that spell he has her under. I can’t believe she’s serious about that person. He’s rude, condescending, arrogant, creepy, and….”

      “Sexually fluid.” I sipped more champagne.

      Alex’s eyes got wide. “Excuse me.”

      “Didn’t I tell you?”

      “No, you didn’t.”

      “Girl, he’s got toes in both pools.”

      “You know this how?”

      “Bas told me.”

      “Hold on.” She placed her glass on the table. “Bas told you. How did he find out?”

      I placed my glass on the onyx coffee table and shifted in my seat. “While you and Moses were on your honeymoon, Bas came to see me and Parker. He had seen Kendell and Jackson in a very heated display of PDA in the parking lot of her restaurant.”

      “Did she see him? I know my cousin, she has a tendency to be a little dramatic when it suits her.”

      “No, because Bas waited until Jackson left before he got out of his car. However, he got a good look at him and the license plate on his car.”

      “License plate…I don’t understand.”

      “Not relevant to the story, but helpful in identifying Kendell’s face sucker. Seems Kendell’s new man hit on me a while back. I’d heard rumors about his sexual proclivities.”

      “Back to my original question. You know this how?”

      “I had him checked out.”

      “Chloe…”

      “What…don’t act like you don’t know me. I did the same thing to Jason, Moses, and Quentin.”

      “What!”

      “Hey, after that debacle with Taylor’s first husband and Orlando, there was no way I was about to let one of my girls get duped again.”

      “I know I should be angry, but I’m grateful. Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome. Back to Jackson. I haven’t been able to find out if he’s using Kendell or not.”

      “You have to tell her.”

      “No, I don’t.”

      “Chloe, you know it’s the right thing to do. What was all of that you just said about looking out for us?”

      “Yeah…yeah…yeah…but she’s been so trifling. Not to mention I’m still pissed at what she did to Bas.”

      “Me too, but you should tell her.”

      “If it looks like she’s actually going to go through with this sham of a marriage, I’ll tell her. You know Kendell, if I say something now she’ll accuse me of stealing her engagement thunder. Trust me, there’s nothing to steal.”

      “How could she not know…but then again…that would explain a lot about him. Wow…who would have thought…is she so desperate to get married, she would agree to something so insane?”

      “Hey, she’s not alone. Trust me, there are a lot of people leading double lives.”

      “But she doesn’t have to be some man’s cover when there’s a man who loves her and wants to be with her. Bas may seem fine, but I know better.”

      “So do I. I know it pains him to be around her.”

      “Moses and I were so grateful she abided by our request and didn’t bring Jackson to our party.”

      “You have Miss Connie and Miss Emma to thank for that.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “They fiercely, yet politely, asked Kendell not to cause a scene.”

      “They did what?”

      “They told Kendell that Jackson wasn’t welcome and if he tried to crash, Miss Emma said she would have him arrested for trespassing. Or was it breaking and entering? In a nutshell, they told her this was not the time for drama.”

      Alex covered her mouth with her hands. “Oh my God.”

      “Miss Connie can be scary, but now that she has an accomplice, she’s scarier. Miss Connie and Miss Emma don’t play. Besides, they’ve taken sides and are clearly on team Bas.”

      “Well it seems things are about to get interesting.”

      “I would say so.”
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      Chloe didn’t want just one honor attendant, she wanted all us girls to stand up with her. She also didn’t want a bachelorette weekend. She said her past was wild for several lifetimes. Really, how do you top spending time in a Mexican jail and eloping with a man you only knew less than a week? Those were just two of the reasons she cited for not needing a wild girls’ weekend. Instead, we were doing a quiet girls’ trip like we used to do.

      Collier felt a little different. He asked Moses to be his best man. However, Collier didn’t give him any direction regarding a bachelor party. I may be a little partial but my husband is a brilliant writer, producer, and businessman. He has great taste and all the things he plans for us are right on point. But this bachelor party has him freaked out. He said when his brother Keith got married, he just kind of winged it. He took Keith and a few friends to Vegas for the weekend.

      To help him out, I suggested we do a bridal party getaway to Napa. My uncle said we could use his place and it would also serve as our first group trip. We ran it by the bride and groom and they loved the idea.

      Day one was easy. The guys played golf and the girls hit the spa.

      Moses hired a chef to cook dinner the first night. The second day we did a scavenger hunt, which ended at a winery, followed by dinner.

      The weekend was going great until an unexpected guest arrived…Jackson. We had counted him out since the weekend was almost over. He said he was delayed because of work on Friday and wasn’t able to come until late Saturday afternoon. The moment he entered the house, the energy changed.

      I was very hospitable. I told him there was room for him in the guest house, but he informed me he and Kendell would be staying at a hotel. What the crap? She was already settled with the rest of us and the most relaxed I’d seen her in a while. But like an idiothead, she left with him.

      After Jackson and Kendell left, Quentin made the most profound statement. “I guess we know who’s in charge in that relationship.” Dionne socked him in the side. “Ow, Dee, that hurt.”

      “Did you have to say that?” she asked.

      “What…we were all thinking it,” Quentin replied. “I know I’m not the only one to notice her personality changed the moment Jackson showed up.”

      “He’s right,” Collier chimed in.

      “Baby, that’s not fair…” Chloe said.

      “What…it’s the truth. She and Bas had been hanging out and having a good time…” He looked at Bas. “No offense, bruh.”

      “I’m good,” Bas said, and stood up. “What does she see in him?”

      “I’ve been asking myself that question from the moment she brought him to the house,” Moses said.

      “Babe…” I looked at Moses.

      “What…it’s the truth. I don’t like Jackson, and I’m not saying that because Bas is my boy. There’s just something about him I don’t like,” Moses replied.

      I patted his thigh. “Relax, baby. I think we all agree with you.”

      “How could she disrespect Chloe and Collier like that, by just leaving with him? What manner of crazy is that? I know she’s family, but I pray she doesn’t go through with this marriage,” Moses said.

      Everyone looked at him with wide eyes. I think he said what we were all feeling and thinking.

      Taylor stood up. “On that note, I think Jason and I will be spending the rest of the evening in bed.”

      “We didn’t need to know that.” I felt confident I was speaking for everyone.

      “Yes, you did, because one, I agree with everything Moses said. And two, this is the first night in a while without the baby and we are looking forward to a good night’s sleep.” We all laughed.

      Jason stood up. “Well, I guess the wife has spoken, and I agree with Moses. Is it possible for us to screen who joins our family,” he teased.

      Taylor grabbed his hand. “Behave yourself.”

      “It’s the truth. I don’t want to be related to that guy either,” Jason said. “He gives me the creeps.”

      Taylor looked at Jason. “Creeps…what, are you twelve?”

      “You know what I mean. There’s something off about him, and I don’t like the way he looks at me.”

      Taylor looked at Chloe and then back at Jason. “Would you stop it? We’re turning in. Good night everyone,” Taylor said.

      “Good night, family,” Jason said, and they disappeared upstairs.

      Chloe and Collier went for a walk and Dionne, Quentin, and Bas settled into a movie marathon. Moses and I went out on the porch, snuggled up on the swing like we’d done so many times with a glass of wine.

      “What was all of that inside?” I asked Moses, followed by a sip of wine.

      “I’m sorry, but I don’t like that guy. Yes, I’m upset Kendell broke up with Bas, but what upsets me even more is that she’s with someone beneath her.”

      “Excuse me.” I looked at him. His remark sounded a little elitist.

      “This isn’t about money, it’s about character. His character is crappy. I think he’s jealous of Bas.”

      “What?”

      “Think about it. Every time Bas said anything to Kendell, Jackson jumped in and answered for her. He’s always got his arm around her shoulders, like he’s wrangling her in.”

      “You do that to me.”

      “I don’t answer for you.”

      “No. You keep me by your side when we’re out.”

      He kissed me. “Not like he does. If you recollect, that move is followed by my hand on your ass.” He smiled wickedly.

      “So you’re really feeling me up in public?”

      “Yep.” He sipped some wine.

      “Uh-huh and here I thought you were protecting me.”

      “I’m doing that as well.” He kissed me. “But Jackson isn’t doing that. It’s like he’s a dog marking his territory.”

      “Really, baby.”

      “Yes.”

      I patted his chest. “I need you to calm down.”

      “But, Al—”

      I kissed him. “No. I need you to relax and forget about Kendell and Jackson. Focus on me.”

      “What?”

      I took his glass and placed it on the table next to the swing. I looked around to make sure we were alone. I climbed on his lap, cupped his face in my hands, and looked into those gorgeous black eyes. “Do you know you’ve only kissed me a few times today?”

      He eased his hands around my waist. “Are you sure about that?”

      “Yes.”

      “I know we’re playing party hosts, but that doesn’t mean you have to ignore me.” I kissed him.

      “What did you have in mind?”

      “Maybe when everyone goes to sleep we can go out to the warehouse and have a little fun.”

      “We could have fun upstairs.”

      “True, but tonight I’m feeling a little adventurous.” I kissed his neck. “What do you say, Mr. Adair, are you up for a private tasting session?”

      “I’m always up for a tasting session.” He crushed his mouth against mine in a hard, passionate kiss.
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      Moses and I got up and went into town and picked up some things for brunch. By the time we got back, Chloe was up making coffee. She offered to help with brunch, but for everyone’s sake, I encouraged her to relax and enjoy being the center of attention. My friend was an outstanding businesswoman and mother but her kitchen skills stop at coffee.

      Jackson and Kendell showed up after brunch. I hadn’t expected to see them after the way he carried on the night before. Seems Jackson wasn’t a fan of the girlfriends’ relationship.

      “I think you’re all a lot too old to be carrying on like high schoolers,” Jackson said as he sat down. “I mean, really, what is the point in all of this?”

      I had to hold Moses back because I sensed he was about to pounce on Jackson.

      “Baby…Baby…look at me…Moses…” I eased my hands around his waist and rested my head against his chest. His heart was racing. I looked up at him. “Baby…please….”

      “Moses, he’s not worth it,” Collier said. “Listen to Alex.”

      I heard his heart start to slow down and felt his arms pull me into a hug. “Baby, look at me.” He lowered his eyes to mine. “I love you.” I raised up on my tiptoes and kissed him.

      “Love you more,” he replied.

      I loved how he defended and protected me. Too bad Kendell didn’t understand in that moment not only was Moses protecting and defending me, he was looking out for her as well.

      You’d think Jackson wouldn’t want to be around us, but that didn’t happen. We spent the last day hitting up a few more wineries. Needless to say, Jackson being there put a damper on everything. He criticized each winery. Mr. I-know-everything-about-wine…who, by the way, couldn’t tell the difference between grape juice and ripple, tried to act as a wine aficionado.

      We were having a good time. I have to admit, I think several of us might have been a little lit. We had two wineries left on our schedule. This winery was fully booked for private tastings. I was a little bummed because this winery was known for having an excellent port, and I knew the guys liked port.

      Kendell and I were talking and suddenly she stopped as she clutched my forearm. “Kendell, what the crap?” I looked at her, and all the color drained from her face.

      “Oh my God. I have to get out of here.”

      “Honey, what’s wrong?” I asked as I tried to break away from her death grip.

      “I can’t believe I didn’t connect the name.”

      “What are you talking about?” I looked ahead and saw the reason for the panic attack. “Sweet baby Jesus.” I looked around for one of the girls and caught Dionne’s attention. Of all my friends, I had to lock eyes with Scary Spice. Dionne was the cheery one in the group, but she was also the one most likely to do you physical harm. She rushed over and stopped in front of us.

      “What’s wrong?” Dionne asked.

      “Walk around Kendell and look across the room,” I said.

      Dionne did as I instructed and scanned the crowd, and her eyes got wide. “What the…we have to get out of here.” Dionne looked around and spotted a sign for the restroom. She grabbed Kendell’s arm. “Come with me.” Dionne guided Kendell to the restroom.

      I spotted Taylor and Chloe and told them who was here. They rounded up the guys and got them out to the parking lot and onto the bus. It was a shame we had to leave abruptly, because the port really was amazing. To make up for our abrupt departure, I ordered two cases of port and had my uncle’s property manager pick them up.

      Once inside the bus, Moses asked, “Alex, what was that about?”

      “The pourer was Kendell’s ex,” I replied.

      “Excuse me.” After one year of marriage, Moses was starting to sound like me.

      “That was Kendell’s ex. They were unofficially engaged. Considering how crazy Jackson is, we figured it was best to avoid a scene,” I replied.

      He looked at me stone-faced. “Good looking out, babe.” He locked his seat belt. “You five ladies never cease to amaze me.” He smiled.

      “Drama seems to follow you five ladies,” Collier said.

      “Excuse me,” Chloe said.

      “What?” Collier looked at her.

      “Collier Benjamin, is there something you want to say?” Chloe asked.

      “Not particularly.” He put on his sunglasses and looked straight ahead. “Where to next, and do we need to be on the lookout for another crazy ex from one of you?” he teased.

      “Not funny,” Chloe said.

      “I beg to differ,” Collier said. “This is turning out to be anything but a quiet pre-wedding trip.”

      Everyone laughed.

      We finally made it back to the house a little lit later and were surprised to see Kendell and Jackson. He didn’t want to ride with us, so he hired his own driver. Bougie, pretentious…not even worth me completing my statement.

      We knew we’d be too tipsy to cook, so Moses and I had food delivered and told everyone to eat whenever they wanted. The evening was sailing and then Jackson poked the bear. I closed my eyes, counted to ten and hoped when I opened them, he’d be gone, but he was still there.

      “I’d like to say it’s been a pleasure, but it’s been more stressful than anything else,” Jackson said.

      “You could have stayed your…you know what, man, you aren’t even worth the hassle of me acknowledging that stupid-ass comment,” Moses said.

      I think my husband was feeling the effects of our wine tasting day.

      “Moses is right.” Collier stood up and walked over to Jackson. “On behalf of my fiancée and myself, I wish you’d leave. You’ve done nothing but complain, criticize, and ridicule since you got here. Moses and Alex have been very gracious. I’ve been friends with Moses for over twenty years, you should be glad you aren’t laid up in a hospital or in a wine vat.”

      “How dare you talk to him like that,” Kendell jumped in.

      Collier held his hand up. “Please be quiet. I don’t know what’s going on with you, but this…” He made a circle movement with his finger. “…this right here isn’t working. I would advise you to reevaluate it.” He turned and started to walk back to his seat, but stopped and turned around. “Kendell, if this is your date to our wedding, please don’t come.” He continued over to the sofa, plopped down next to Chloe, and rested his head on her shoulder.

      “Every one of you is nuts,” Jackson announced. “We’re leaving. Kendell, let’s go.”

      “Good, don’t let the door hit you in the ass on your way out,” Moses said. Yeah, he was definitely lit.

      We looked at Kendell, who wasn’t moving. For a brief moment, I thought her brain had been released from the shackles of confusion. But then she stood up.

      “Oh, hell no,” Chloe shouted.

      I had to give my girl credit, she’d been very calm all weekend.

      “Chloe chill,” I said.

      She put Collier’s head to the side, stood up, and walked over to Kendell. “You disgust me. I have put up with a lot of crap from you over the years, but this right here…this is my breaking point. You called me back to town when I was pregnant because of some false assumptions about Moses and Alex. Not to mention you told me it was wrong for me to date someone when my husband stepped out on me and then…”

      “Chloe, sweetie, is this really the best time to do this?” I asked.

      “Yes, it is, Alex.”

      “Okay.” I sat down and got close to Moses.

      “We just saved your trifling ass from embarrassment and you stand there and let your…that person…”

      “My fiancé,” Kendell said.

      “Whatever, you let him talk to all of us like he did.” Chloe walked over and stopped in front of Kendell.

      My heart started to race.

      “Chloe…I think…” Taylor started to speak.

      “I got this, Taylor,” she replied.

      Taylor and I looked at each other. We knew how Chloe could get when she was in her protective mode. I started praying softly. The last thing we needed was for her to blurt out Jackson’s secret.

      “Don’t try me. Keep pushing me and I will unleash a fury so horrendous it will straighten the hair on your toes. It’s because of Taylor and Alex that I haven’t pounced on your ass. Now leave.” Kendell wasn’t moving. “I said, leave!” Chloe shouted.

      Kendell waited a few beats then turned around, and left with Jackson.

      Everyone looked at Chloe as she went back to her seat.

      Collier jumped up. “What happened?”

      Chloe pulled Collier’s head back to her shoulder and gently stroked his cheek. “Nothing, baby.” He put his feet up on the ottoman and got closer to Chloe.

      “I don’t know about anyone else, but you ladies scare the hell out of me,” Jason said. “I thought I was the only one married to a crazy fireball,” he teased.

      “Really, Jason,” Taylor said.

      “It’s all in love, babe.” He kissed her. “Can I ask one question?” He looked around the room. “Is this what you call a quiet weekend, because this has been anything but? I can only imagine what a loud weekend would be like.”

      Everyone laughed.

      “I have to say, this has been an eventful weekend,” Quentin said.

      “Excuse me,” Bas said and walked out to the back porch.

      I walked outside and joined him. “You all right?” I looked in his eyes and could swear I saw tears.

      “Yeah…what does she see in him,” he asked.

      “That’s the question of the decade.” I covered his hand with mine. “I know you still love her.”

      “No, I…”

      “I see it in your eyes.”

      He exhaled. “You’re right, I do, but I have to get over her. Clearly she’s made her choice. I can pray all day she changes her mind, but…I’m tired of hurting.”

      “I know.”

      “I met someone…she was perfect for me.” He smirked slightly.

      “And…”

      “She moved to Canada.”

      “What?”

      “Do you know Selena Moore?”

      “Yes. She’s perfect for you.”

      “I have always had a thing for her, but every time I tried to approach her, she was with someone. I saw her recently and we talked. Shared an incredible kiss.”

      “Wait a minute, you what?”

      “We happened to be at the same restaurant and…” He rubbed the back of his neck. “We started making out at the bar.”

      My eyes got wide. “Excuse me. Did you say you were making out in public?”

      “Yeah and I wasn’t embarrassed.” He smiled.

      “So what happened?”

      “She said if she weren’t moving to Canada, she would be interested in starting something up.”

      “What’s a little distance?”

      “A lot when you’re both trying to get over past hurt.”

      “I see.”

      “Seems her ex got engaged to a much younger woman after only being together a few months.”

      “That’s gotta sting.”

      “Yep. So here I am, the odd man out. I’m going upstairs. I don’t want to make anyone uncomfortable.”

      “You don’t have to.”

      “I know, but I’d feel better if I did.” He hugged me. “Good night.”

      “Good night.”

      He walked through the kitchen and took the rear stairs up to his room. My heart ached for him, because I knew he was ready for love, but love didn’t seem to be ready for him.
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      I told Jason I wanted to stay over a couple of extra days in LA after the bridal party getaway. I’m hoping to talk to Kendell in private. I refuse to believe she is on board with all of that crap Jackson said.

      I picked up my phone and before I could dial, it rang. I immediately recognized the ringtone and pressed Accept Call.

      “Hey, Kendell, we were all—”

      “Taylor, I messed up.”

      “What did you do? Does this require bail and a lawyer?” I teased, but I was serious. I knew my girlfriends. Along with that relationship pact, we also made an emergency bag agreement. Each of us keeps a travel bag and some cash at the ready in case someone needs to be bailed out or some other emergency. We also keep an attorney directory. I blame Chloe for this. If she hadn’t gotten into trouble in Mexico, we wouldn’t have to go to such extremes.

      “A couple of months ago, I woke up naked.”

      “I don’t see where—”

      “I haven’t had my period in two months.”

      “Tell me what happened?”

      “I don’t know.” I could sense the panic in her voice. “I woke up, my head was banging, and I didn’t have on any clothes.”

      “I take it you and Jackson have been…” I don’t know why I was having a hard time saying the words. I treated this like a Band-Aid and just ripped it off. “So you and Jackson have an intimate relationship?” Now I sounded like a naïve schoolgirl. But this is Kendell. The one who swore she wasn’t giving up the goodies without a ring.

      “No.”

      “I’m sorry. How did you end up…where did this happen?”

      “I was at his place.”

      “Where was Jackson?”

      “I’d gone over the night before. We had dinner, had a little make-out time and…”

      I exhaled. I know this low life didn’t do what I think he did. “What else?”

      “I don’t remember. All I know is I woke up the next morning in my bed naked and I haven’t had my period in two months. I thought it might be stress, but I think something happened.”

      That son of a…

      “Taylor, I’m scared.” She started crying.

      “Calm down.” I pressed the Mute button and said a few words I knew I needed to repent for, then took the phone off mute. “Did you take a pregnancy test?”

      “I’m too scared to.”

      “Does anyone else know?”

      “No, I’m too embarrassed to talk to the girls. When I heard you were staying in town a few more days, I thought maybe you could help me.”

      “Do you think Jackson did something to you?”

      “I’m not sure. Part of me says yes. The other part says no, he couldn’t because…if he did something to me, that would mean...”

      “It’s been my experience when you wake up with a headache like you described and naked, you either consumed a lot of alcohol or drugs were involved. I know you don’t want to hear this, but it sounds like your fiancée drugged you and…”

      “Please don’t say it.”

      “We need to get you to the doctor, because as effective as the peeing on a stick test is, it’s not always accurate. Trust me, I know. You need to call your doctor.”

      “I can’t do that.”

      “Why not?”

      “She and my mother are friends and if I am pregnant, she’ll forget all about confidentiality and tell my mother and I…I just can’t. Taylor, there’s got to be another way.”

      I can’t believe this grown woman is afraid of her mother. “Calm down. Call one of the girls and see if…”

      “No.”

      “Look, I don’t live here and I can only do so much while I’m here. You need to talk to the girls.”

      “What am I going to say?”

      “We’re going to tell them what we know, which isn’t much, and together we’ll figure out what to do. I’ll call Alex and we’ll come over in the morning and figure something out.”

      “Okay. Thanks, Taylor.”

      “You’re welcome.” I pressed the End Call button. I scrolled through my contacts to the number I needed. After the third ring, a familiar voice answered.

      “Hey, Cuz, what’s up?” Alex asked.

      “We’ve got a slight problem.”

      “What?”

      “It’s Kendell.”

      “Bye.”

      “Hold on. It’s serious.”

      “Did she break up with Jackson?”

      “No.”

      “Did she shoot Jackson and needs bail money and a lawyer?”

      “What…no.”

      “Then what is it?”

      “Jackson may have drugged and raped her.”

      “That son of a….”

      “Take it down a few notches.” Alex had one of those tempers it only took you one encounter with to know you never wanted to experience it again.

      “Where is she?”

      “At home.”

      “You lost me.”

      “I don’t know all of the details. All she said was she woke up one morning a couple of months ago naked with a really bad headache.”

      “Anything else? Were there any bruises, torn clothes? Was there anything to indicate this was an assault?”

      “Not to my knowledge,” I replied.

      “Interesting.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “I’m not judging. It’s just, if this had been the first time, her head wouldn’t have been her only aching body part.”

      “You don’t think this was an isolated incident?”

      “I’m not giving any more commentary until I have more information. All I’m saying is, the morning after my first time and the morning after with Moses, my entire nether region was sore.”

      “Alex…”

      “I mean, I was tempted to tell Moses he was going to be left to his own devices.”

      “Stop lying.” I laughed.

      “Okay, maybe that was a little extreme, but you know what I mean.”

      “Yes, I do.”

      “Did you call Chloe?”

      “She was my next call.”

      “Well, tread lightly. She’s still very pissed with Kendell. Did she do a pregnancy test?”

      “No. She said she’s too scared at what the results might be.”

      “Too bad they don’t make a test to see if your boyfriend…I’m sorry…your fiancé is an…”

      “You know you’re sounding more like Chloe.”

      “Must be the lack of sleep.”

      “Why haven’t you been sleeping?”

      “Do you really want to know the answer?”

      “If it has to do with my new cousin, then no.” She got quiet. “Alex…what are you over there doing to Moses?”

      “You said you didn’t want to know.” She giggled.

      This wasn’t my sweet, innocent cousin who still believed in fairytale romance. This woman sounded more like our wild friend Chloe.

      “Alex, don’t hurt the man,” I teased.

      “I’m not. I don’t know what it is, but it’s like we’re free. The stuff with Terrence and the baby is behind us and I don’t know, it’s like I can really enjoy my husband.”

      “I see.”

      “When we got home last night, I thought we were going to crash.”

      “Please stop.”

      “But we didn’t…uhm…my baby was hyped up…that testosterone was flowing, and he…”

      “Please stop.”

      “Can’t handle a little girl talk?”

      “Where’s Moses?” I knew my cousin, there was no way she would be talking like this with Moses in the room.

      “Downstairs working. So what’s the plan?”

      “I told her she needs to see a doctor, but she freaked out. Something about her doctor and mother being friends and no confidentiality.”

      “She’s right.”

      “I told her to ask you or one of the girls about a doctor.”

      “I’ll see if I can get her an appointment. Hold on.”

      She put me on hold, and a few moments later she came back.

      “My doctor here is out of town.”

      “Your doctor here?”

      “Moses suggested I get a doctor in New York.”

      “Makes sense.”

      “Check with Chloe and Dee.”

      “They’re my next calls.”

      “Well, let me know what the plan is.”

      “I told her I’d see her in the morning.”

      “What time?”

      “After breakfast.”

      “Call me when you’re ready and I’ll pick you up.”

      “What?”

      “You do know this is a girlfriends issue.”

      “Call Chloe and Dionne and let them know we’re going to Kendell’s at ten. Good night, sweetie.”

      “Good night. Give my love to Jason.”

      “I will…don’t hurt my cousin.”

      “I’ll try to be gentle. Good night.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We pulled up in front of Kendell’s house and saw Chloe’s car. We got out of the car at the same time Dionne and Chloe got out of a white Bentley SUV.

      “I see you got a new ride?” I said to Chloe.

      “It’s my dad’s. I’m trying it for a minute.

      We all doled out hugs and kisses to each other.

      “So what’s the plan?” Chloe asked.

      “I’m not sure. I know we need to get her to a doctor.”

      “I told Collier what was going on and he said without proof, it’s going to be difficult to press charges.”

      “We can get our own justice,” Dionne said.

      We looked at her with matching shocked looks. “What did you say?” I asked.

      “Just because we don’t have any cold hard proof, doesn’t mean we can’t get justice,” Dionne said.

      “I can’t believe I’m about to ask this. How do you propose we get justice?”

      She adjusted her bag across her chest. “I think it’s time to implement my bees and honey plan.”

      I looked at Dionne and waited for her to smile, but she was stone faced.

      “Dionne, we cannot do that,” I said.

      “Why not? I think Dionne has a good plan,” Chloe said.

      “Listen to yourself. We cannot do that,” I said.

      “I talked to Collier and he said…”

      I held up my hand. “Chloe, I’m pretty sure anything Collier said was in jest.”

      “I don’t know, I think he was…”

      “I agree with Chloe and Dionne,” Alex said. “I think we should lock him in a room full of bees until he…”

      “Please stop.” I looked at my best friends and they were serious. “There will be no bees, honey or anything else that could physically harm Jackson or anything that could land us in jail,” I said. “We are going to go inside and see how we can help Kendell, not figure out ways to torture Jackson.”

      “I want it to go on the record that I like Dionne’s idea,” Chloe said.

      “Me too,” Alex piped in.

      “Listen here, I do not want to get home and hear one or all of you are in jail for assault, do I make myself clear?”

      “Yes,” they said in unison.

      We walked up to the front door like a funeral procession.

      Knock…Knock…Knock…

      A few moments later, the door opened and Kendell was standing there all bright-eyed like nothing was wrong.

      “Good morning, ladies,” Kendell said.

      For someone stressed out she might be pregnant, she was very cheery.

      “Is she drunk?” Dionne asked.

      “Come in,” Kendell said.

      We stayed close together as we entered the house. She closed the door and walked around and stood in front of us.

      “Kendell, Taylor said you’ve got a problem and need some help,” Alex said.

      “You mean the baby thing.” She walked into the kitchen.

      “Yes, the baby thing,” Chloe confirmed.

      “I took care of that.”

      “You did?” Taylor questioned her.

      “Yes, I took care of it,” she said again. “Coffee?”

      Dionne looked at her watch. “It’s not even ten o’clock, how could she have taken care of it?”

      “Honey, what are you talking about?” I asked.

      “I took care of it,” she repeated. “I made a coffee cake and there’s a fresh pot of coffee...”

      Chloe went into the kitchen and cut a slice of the walnut and cinnamon coffee cake. “This is good,” Chloe chimed in.

      “Chloe, what are you doing?” Alex asked.

      “Stress eating,” Chloe confessed. “Wedding pressure is real. You try planning a wedding, house shopping, and potty training a toddler on a deadline.”

      “Kendell, when we talked yesterday, I thought you were going to go to the doctor so we could figure out what happened,” I reminded her.

      “That’s correct, but this morning I got my period.”

      “Honey, are you sure?” I asked

      “I’m not a rocket scientist, but I know what a period is, a menstrual cycle, Aunt Flo, no matter what you wanna call it, I know what it looks like when I get mine.”

      “This doesn’t make any sense,” Alex said. “Chloe, put the cake down and call your doctor.”

      “Why mine?” she asked.

      “Because yours will come without asking a lot of questions.”

      She wiped her hands and pulled her phone out of her bag. “Hi, Dr. Grant…I have a friend with a possible situation…can you come over and…thank you…five one zero nine Emerson Drive…it’s a yellow house…park in the driveway.” She ended the call. “He’s on his way.”

      “I’m telling you guys, I’m fine,” Kendell replied. She went down the hall to her bedroom.

      Chloe walked outside and waited on her doctor.

      “This is insane,” Dionne
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