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It’s the day of
Ian Thornton and Jane Bennet’s wedding and Ian is looking forward
to tying the knot with his highly pregnant fiancée, the woman that
means the world to him. But in the middle of the wedding, Ian
notices that Jane is in pain. She’s having contractions, but she
refuses to listen to his pleas to abandon the ceremony, stubbornly
insisting that the wedding continue. But how can Ian tolerate
watching his precious girl suffering pain?
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The air was
suffocating and hot. Ian could feel perspiration layering his skin,
the small droplets sliding down his spine. There was a weight
pressing down on him together with the heat, refusing to release
him from going back to sleep. He rolled on his back, his eyes
opening and darting around the bedroom that was weakly lit by the
greyness of the morning, then focused on the two blankets lying
over him.

No wonder he
was hot. He pushed the blankets away and cold air greeted him. He
turned sideways toward the brunette that occupied the other side of
the bed, her back to him. He smiled and shifted closer to his
pregnant fiancée until his chest was against her back. He entangled
his legs with hers and gently wiggled one arm under her shoulder
and head, and the other between her large belly and body pillow.
His hand followed her belly’s curve to rest at her navel. He
pressed a kiss on the side of her neck before he whispered into her
ear, “Jane, you really have to stop kicking your blanket over me.
This is the third time this week.”

She tightened
the hold she had on the body pillow. “Get off,” she murmured,
wiggling in his embrace.

His mouth
glided down her neck to the top of her spine and he deeply inhaled
her sweet scent. Fire bloomed in the pit of his stomach and his
flesh hardened.

“Ian, get off
me!”

“You know, when
you say things like that, it might make me think you don’t like me
anymore.” He pressed another kiss on the back of her neck then
moved away from her. He looked over her at the weather station that
was on her nightstand, at the clock display. It was six in the
morning. Time to get up if he wanted to exercise before the eight
o’clock meeting his grandmother had organized in the dining
room.

“You’re too
warm.”

“I know.” She
constantly complained that she was too hot, the reason why the heat
in their bedroom was on low. He climbed off the bed, sighing.

“Ian.”

“Yes?” He went
around the bed.

Her eyes
followed him. “About…”

“What?” He
crouched before it, facing Jane. “Is it the wedding? Do you want to
cancel it?”

“No.” She shook
her head.

Good.
His fingers brushed over her temple and down her cheek, while his
eyes went to her belly hidden under an oversized shirt and
half-covered by the body pillow. Her pregnancy hadn’t been an easy
one and as she got closer to her due date, the problems with her
joints and the ache in her back had worsened. She tried not allow
it to affect her mood, but she couldn’t help but snap at him here
and there. “What is it then?”

“I know I’m
being moody lately and I don’t want to be, especially not today,
but I can’t help myself. I want this day to be perfect.” Her hand
covered his, stilling it. “I’m sorry.”

“It will be
perfect, I promise.” He smiled. “There’s nothing to be sorry about.
You’re in pain and you’re managing it the best way you can. So you
snap at me sometimes, so what?”

She carried his
hand to her mouth and kissed his palm. “Thank you for being so
understanding.”

“I would be a
very bad fiancé if I weren’t able to understand that being
uncomfortable and in pain made you grouchy sometimes, especially
since you are in this situation because you’re carrying our child.”
With his free hand, he shoved the body pillow away and touched her
belly. It was so big now that she was only one week from her due
date.
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