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Preston turned one month old today. I marvelled at how much she looked like her father. I couldn’t have been more pleased. Trey tried to convince me that she had a lot of me in her. He usually brought the resemblance to my attention whenever she whined or cried.

Preston had inherited Trey’s sapphire blue eyes and had also been blessed with his dimples. We'd recently discovered this because she was now smiling for us. Trey would absolutely not let her cry. It was heart-warming to see how he fussed over her when she became agitated or unhappy. I found it quite endearing and totally out of character for him.

I had finally become a natural at breast-feeding; I loved the connection and bond that it provided. Her pediatrician said that she was thriving and instructed me to continue doing what I was doing.

Susan and Clive had come to Atlanta after I was released from the hospital. Clive had stayed for a few days; Susan had stayed for two weeks, not allowing me to lift a finger at all. She cooked and cleaned; did laundry, basically giving Mrs. Harris nothing to do on her days at our apartment. Susan rocked Preston when I wasn’t. I think Trey felt a bit left out, but he'd been a pretty good sport about it.

Susan had purchased Preston a full wardrobe that looked like it would accommodate her for the next couple of years. She bought sweaters, rompers, onesies and nightgowns. We had both ‘oohed’ and ‘ahhed’ as we laid out the various ensembles across the living room sofa. Trey had rolled his eyes upon coming home from work seeing all of the clothing that his mother had purchased.

“Mom,” he said, “It isn’t as if we haven’t bought things for the baby, already.”

“Hush, Trey Michael,” she'd scolded in her lovely southern accent.

“It's so much more fun picking out clothes for a baby girl, so please indulge me. Besides, boy or girl, this is my first grandbaby and I'll spoil her as much as I choose.”

Trey mumbled something about having to get a second job in order to keep Preston outfitted in the style to which her grandmother had gotten her accustomed. Susan and I exchanged amused smiles as he sauntered off to his study.

Gina had hosted a baby shower for me the week before I delivered. We were set on everything. Gina had decorated the nursery in very good taste. I had gone with mint green and pale yellow as the color scheme, and had selected the crib in dark mahogany, along with a matching dresser, changing table and rocker. The guest room had been transformed into a beautiful nursery. Trey had bought a large brown stuffed teddy bear with a light yellow bow tie the day he brought us home from the hospital. It was sitting in the corner of Preston’s crib, which hadn't been used yet.

We kept her in the beautiful white bassinet in our room, for now. Since I was breast-feeding, I needed to have her close to me. I had been reading articles about the ‘family bed’ and ‘sleep sharing’ since coming home from the hospital.

I discovered, through my research, that many pediatricians were staunch advocates of the practice. Studies had shown that babies, who had co-slept with their parents, grew to be more confident and independent because of the early nurturing it provided. I hadn’t approached Trey with the idea just yet.

I had a few more baby pounds to lose to get back to my normal weight. I was taking a Pilates class with Gina on Tuesday evenings, the night Trey was assigned night to watch Preston. I'd only been to one class so far; tonight would be my second class.

I was feeding Preston on our bed watching ‘Ellen’ on T.V. I was most comfortable lying on my side having her snuggled on her side in front of me.

She was being a lazy eater this afternoon, dozing off for a while, and then she'd wake up and start nursing for a few minutes before she would drift off to sleep again. This was my favorite time of each day; I loved the feel and the smell of her. I'd never felt this kind of love before. It was a different kind of love than what I had for Trey. It had been so immediate and so strong from the beginning. It was so unconditional, this baby love.

I thought about my mother and wondered why she'd never felt that ‘baby love’ for me. I banished the thought of her from my mind. It was only painful and, for now, I wanted to enjoy this bonding with my daughter.

I looked down at her. She'd fallen back to sleep again. I kissed the top of her head and inhaled her sweet baby scent.

Ellen had that chick on her show from the Twilight saga movies, grilling her about her infidelities that had gone viral in the media. The poor girl kept twisting her hair and running her hands through it like she was uncomfortable having to talk without a script. My cell phone vibrated on the nightstand next to the bed. I scooted over to get it, trying to make sure that I didn’t wake Preston. It was Trey.

“Hey,” I answered quietly.

“Hey, you,” he said in his smooth and silky voice. “Did I catch you at a bad time?”

“No, I’m just lying on the bed with Preston, watching television. How's your day going?”

“Well sweetie, I’m going to be a little late this evening. I wanted to let you know in case you had dinner planned. We have a partners’ meeting at 6:00 p.m., so I probably won’t be home until close to 7:30 p.m. Is that going to screw anything up?”

“I have Pilates at eight o'clock with Gina, remember?”

“Shit, that’s right. What time does she pick you up?”

“About a quarter till eight."

“Okay baby. I'll do my best not to be any later than seven-thirty. I promise.”

“You better not be,” I warned. “You want me back in shape, don’t you?”

“I think you look great just the way you are, right now.”

“You’re just horny, Trey,” I laughed.

“Speaking of which,” he replied.

“I see Dr. Addison next week and he'll check me to make sure I’m healed before he gives you the green light.”

“Make sure he knows that my balls are blue, will you?”

I giggled at this. He wasn't the martyr he was making himself out to be. “I’ve been taking care of you, Mr. Sinclair,” I replied, “Quite often, as a matter of fact.”

“I know baby, and I love what your mouth does for me but I miss…Hold on…"

Someone must've entered Trey’s office as he left the sentence hanging. I could hear a muffled conversation.

“Sorry, Tylar,” he said. “Tonya needed me to sign something. Where were we?”

“Something about blue balls?”

“Oh, yeah, and you're telling me they're likely to get bluer?”

“Honey, Dr. Addison initially said six weeks; it's only been four. He'll check my stitches when I go in next week and we'll take it from there.”

“Will Preston be able to start sleeping in her room by then?” he asked.

Oh God – not a good time to bring up the 'family bed.'

“Well, Trey, I sort of thought it might be best if she stayed in our room as long as I’m breastfeeding.”

“How long do you intend to breast feed?”

“I don’t know. I mean, some mothers breast feed until the child reaches two years of age.”

“You're not fucking serious, right?"

“Why don’t we discuss this later? I really need to get her into her bassinet and start dinner okay?”

“We'll definitely discuss this later,” he said, not hiding his irritation.

“So, dinner will be waiting when you get in this evening. I love you, Trey.”

“Love you, too.”

I could tell he wasn't gonna be a happy camper when I approached him about the ‘family bed.’ I'd have to carefully plan my strategy on that one. I gently picked Preston up and kissed her cheeks softly. Her lashes were long and thick, like Trey’s. I placed her into the bassinet and pulled the blanket up to her waist. I gazed down as she stretched and put her hand to her face, her thumb finding its place in her mouth.

She'd started sucking her thumb in the hospital. Trey was worried it would cause problems when her teeth came in. Her pediatrician wasn't. We'd encouraged a pacifier multiple times, which she'd promptly spit back out in favor of her thumb. Trey said that she was stubborn like me. It amused me that all of the negative qualities she'd exhibited so far were attributed to my genetic contribution.

I went to the kitchen to start making my special meatloaf for dinner with scalloped potatoes. Thirty minutes later, both the meatloaf and potatoes were in the oven set to bake for one hour.

Seeing that Preston was still sleeping, I took a quick shower. My long, leisurely bubble baths were history, for now. Ten minutes later, I dressed in Capri pants and a tank top to accommodate June’s warm and muggy weather. I packed my gym bag for Pilates so it would be ready when Gina arrived.

When Trey walked through the door at five minutes to seven that evening I had Preston in her plastic tub bathing her on the kitchen counter. She'd learned to splash her bath water quite well with those little arms of hers. I was getting the bulk of it on my once-dry clothing.

“Hi, honey, just in time,” I called out as he set his briefcase down.

He came up behind and wrapped his arms around me nuzzling my neck. I still got goose bumps when his warm lips touched me anywhere. I was supporting the baby’s head; a clean towel was thrown over my shoulder.

“Trey,” I said laughing, maneuvering myself around him, “could you hold the towel so that I can get her wrapped? I’m going to need to change my shirt before Gina gets here.”

“Sure, baby,” he answered, pulling the towel from my shoulder and coming around next to me. I lifted Preston from the warm bath; her little legs were kicking water onto both of us. Trey placed the towel behind her, wrapping it over each side of her as I lifted one hand and then the other so we could properly swaddle her. He was becoming an expert at this. Bundled up, I drew the baby against me as I leaned into Trey in order to kiss him properly. Our lips met in a long, leisurely kiss. I missed him when he was at work all day. It had been different when I was working at the firm with him. Even though our relationship didn’t officially exist there, we would still see each other in passing and occasionally for lunch.

Preston was squirming against me; I could feel her rooting for my breast. I pulled back from Trey, lifting my shirt up to give her access to what she wanted.

Trey leaned down and kissed the top of her head, greeting her as 'Bobbin'. He'd nicknamed her that because of the way her head bobbed as a newborn. I glanced at the clock. I had ten minutes before Gina would be here. I asked Trey to warm up one of the bottles in the fridge I'd prepared so he could finish feeding her. In less than a minute, our daughter was safely ensconced in her father’s arms finishing her dinner while I went back to our room to change.

Trey would have to dress her when she finished eating. He was still a bit nervous about that part, thinking she'd break. I'd assured him numerous times that she wouldn't. Once I'd pulled a clean tee shirt on, I gathered up my gym bag, along with a disposable diaper, cotton nightgown, booties and a light receiving blanket for Preston.

Back in the living room, the doorman buzzed that Gina was on her way up. I placed the receiving blanket over Trey’s left shoulder, so that when he burped the baby, his Armani jacket would be protected. Her tiny little fingers were clutching and tugging at his long slender ones wrapped around the bottle. My heart swelled watching father and daughter bond.

I let Gina in and she immediately wanted to hold Preston before we left for Pilates. Trey grudgingly pulled the bottle away from her, carefully cradling her head as Gina bent to take her from him. Gina rocked her within her arms, swaying her back and forth while talking to her.

“Who's the prettiest baby in Atlanta, huh, Preston? Is it you? Is it you? Aunt Gina thinks it is. Aunt Gina thinks Preston's the most beautiful baby girl in the whole world.”

It amused me how otherwise perfectly sane adults would babble like idiots when a baby was around. Not that I was immune to the same type of behavior. While Gina was busy rocking and cradling Preston, I decided to fill Trey in on my pre-departure instructions.

“Trey, your dinner's warming in the oven. Please diaper and dress the baby as soon as Gina hands her back.”

“Yes, Tylar,” he replied, acting like an exasperated husband, but smiling.

“Now, her swing is in your study, so if you have work to do, keep her in there with you.”

He nodded affirmatively. “I think I can handle that, babe; I mean we did just fine last week, remember?”

“Well, except for the mustard explosion on our duvet, I guess so.”

“The what?” Gina asked, rocking back and forth with Preston.

Trey groaned knowing that I delighted in sharing this story with whoever cared to listen.

“Well, Trey thought it'd be good for Preston to lay on our bed next to him while he channel surfed so that she could thoroughly dry from her bath. He hadn’t even diapered her yet. Unfortunately, he became so engrossed in watching something on ESPN, he forgot about her until he heard the sound of our daughter passing gas. When he looked down to check, he saw that she'd passed much more than gas on our lovely new duvet.”

“Oh, no!” Gina laughed hysterically.

“Oh, yes,” I said, nodding my head.

“Breastfed baby poop is the color of mustard. You can imagine how that looked on our new wheat-colored duvet.”

“Way to go, Counselor,” she teased.

Trey rolled his eyes at her. I gave him a kiss as I grabbed my gym bag. “I should be back before nine-thirty,” I said. “You two have a good time.”

Gina raised Preston up to her face, giving her a kiss on her dimpled cheek. “Look guys–she’s smiling at me!”

Uh oh.

Gina relinquished Preston to Trey, who lifted her and placed her gently against his right shoulder just as she projectile spit-up all over the lapel of his Armani suit jacket.

“Oops,” Gina murmured, apologetically. “Maybe I jostled her a little too much just now.”

Trey cocked an eyebrow at her. “You think, Gina?”

Once out of earshot, Gina was still laughing. “Seriously Ty, he's adorable with her, I have to admit.”

“I know,” I replied warmly. “He's surpassed my expectations as a father. I mean, I knew that he'd eventually get with the program, but right from the start, he's been a major help with the baby.”

We were in Gina’s car on the way to the gym and she'd been quiet for the past few minutes. “Ian and I are off birth control,” she stated quietly.

“That's so great, Gina! I hope you get pregnant quickly so that there isn’t too much of an age difference between our babies.”

“Wouldn’t that be so cool? I want to breastfeed, too. You make it look so easy, Ty.”

“It's easy,” I admitted. “But more than that, it's just so special, the way it makes you feel. Did I tell you that I want to start sleep-sharing?”

“Sleep sharing? What's that?”

I explained to Gina that many parents who are breastfeeding their infants are now opting to have the "family bed," which is where the mother, father, and baby all sleep together. It's supposed to help with total family bonding as well as benefit the infant promoting security and self-confidence.

“I see. And the Hot Nazi is down with that?”

“Well, actually, I haven’t discussed it with Trey in any detail yet.”

“Right,” she laughed. “You be sure and let me know how that goes, alright?”

“I think he'll be on board with it,” I lied.

“I hate to state the obvious here, girlfriend, but it looks like I have to. How in the hell are you two supposed to have a sex life with a baby in bed with you all night?”

I flushed, knowing that this would be the same argument I could expect from Trey.

“Gina,” I replied patiently, “it enhances the specialness for couples as they find more creative and spontaneous times and places in their schedules to accommodate their lovemaking in private.”

I'd memorized this verbatim from the information I'd found online relative to the ‘family bed.’

“Right,” Gina replied. “I’m gonna go out on a limb here and say that there isn’t going to be any ‘family bed’ in your house as long as Trey is living there.”

She started snickering, but I was fairly sure that she was right.

Pilates was brutal, but well worth it since I discovered that I'd lost two more pounds since last week. Only four more pounds to go until I'd be back to my pre-pregnancy weight.

Trey was in our bedroom watching something on ESPN, and Preston was sleeping soundly in her bassinet next to our bed. I crawled up on the bed next to Trey.

“How'd she do for you?" I asked him.

“She was a perfect angel, as always,” he boasted, gently tugging at my ponytail to draw my face close to his. He kissed me warmly.

“I’m going to grab a shower; want to join me?” I asked. He gave me his dimpled grin. Within moments we were soaping each other up in the shower, enjoying the feel of our hands all over each other. We quickly towel dried ourselves, then made a beeline for the bed while we had this window of opportunity before Preston would demand my attention once again.

We crawled beneath the sheets, still damp from our shower. Trey was on his back, his arm crooked beneath his head, watching me as I traced his nipple with my tongue. I continued on a southward path down his taut belly and below. My hands caressed his hips and massaged his firm ass. I parted his thighs, crawled between his legs and knelt, bending over to allow my damp hair to caress his belly while I took his erection into my mouth. I gently flicked my tongue along the growing length of it.

“Mmmm,” I moaned, as I brought his erection to fullness. I went up and down on him, rocking back and forth to take his full length into my mouth. My tongue swirled hungrily around and around the head, tasting his clear fluid as his hips gyrated with pleasure. I could tell my massaging was bringing considerable pleasure to him. He moaned each time I increased the pressure in a different area.

“Oh, baby,” he rasped, “You ready for some protein?”

His hips were thrusting faster and harder now. I moaned, loving the taste of him; hungry for the warm, salty protein he was about to give me. I sucked harder now, working my mouth to bring him his pleasured release.

Just then, Preston started fussing from her bassinet. I could hear her sucking loudly on her fingers. She was hungry and it was right on schedule. I tried to increase my rhythm on Trey, going up and down on him faster. He'd slowed his thrusting, distracted by the baby’s fussing. Her discomfort was quickly escalating into full-blown crying.

It was no use. The window of opportunity had slammed shut for the moment. His hands framed my head, brushing my hair back and raising me up gently so that I could see his face.

“Take care of Preston, baby. I can wait.”

He smiled at me with his still smoldering eyes that were hungry for fulfillment. We both understood that she was our priority now.

I scooted out of our bed and lifted my hungry baby to my breast. She rooted for a couple of seconds before firmly latching on. I climbed back up next to Trey, pulling the sheet up around us as he pulled me back against him, resting an arm around my shoulder.

Preston’s sapphire blue eyes were wide as she locked her gaze onto me, her tiny fingers kneading my breast. I looked down at her, thinking about what she'd interrupted. She smiled up at me, dimpling the same way Trey did, a droplet of milk running down her chin. I lowered my lips to her forehead, kissing her softly.
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Dr. Addison cleared me as being healed at my appointment. He indicated that I could resume full sexual activity. The doctor and I discussed birth control that would accommodate my breast-feeding. I decided to be fitted for a diaphragm; it was the most risk-free option in my mind. I discussed the “family bed” with Dr. Addison, confiding to him my fears that Trey would shoot it down due to our “robust” sex life. Dr. Addison chuckled. I had a feeling he'd heard it all before.

“The most important thing is that both you and Trey be fully committed to doing this. That's the only way that it'll successfully work. Discuss it amongst yourselves; identify the pros and cons and then mutually decide what's best for all of you.”

“Thanks Dr. Addison, I will,” I promised. “I realize that it's a commitment for both of us.”

“Speaking of which, I understand that you and Trey are to be married next month?”

“Yes,” I smiled. "We’re getting married on July 4th at his family home in Virginia.”

“Independence Day, huh?”

“Yes, doctor. I guess you see the irony in that as well.”

I smiled, as it had become a family joke with the Sinclairs since we'd told them.

“I think that you and Trey will make a wonderful family with your precious baby. Best wishes to you both.”

On the way home, I contemplated how I'd broach the subject of the family bed, though it wasn't just that; it involved abstinence as well. I knew that Trey would be quizzing me at his earliest opportunity about what the doctor had said about resuming sex. The truth was, there was just under a month left until our wedding. Part of me wanted to honor tradition and practice abstinence until our wedding night. Having him agree to the family bed would certainly make that part easier.

Mrs. Harris had watched Preston for me while I kept my appointment with Dr. Addison. She was an absolute dear with the baby; watching her occasionally on her days at our apartment so that I could run quick errands or keep appointments for various wedding preparations.

Preston was awake in her swing when I got back to the apartment. Jean was singing while she dusted the living room. Preston was swinging back and forth, content to watch her. She immediately recognized my voice as I greeted Jean and then bent down to talk to her. She smiled, dimpling me with her Trey dimple that warmed my heart.

“That's one good baby you have there, Tylar,” Jean said as she continued dusting. “She never gives me a bit of trouble. Whatever you're doing, it sure does make her one happy little baby girl, I can tell you that.”

I beamed with pride. Having no experience with babies, it meant a lot that someone like Jean, who had children of her own, would recognize I was doing something right. Of course, I had to give Trey his just due. He was a very participative father.

“Thanks, Jean,” I said, lifting Preston from her swing. I couldn’t get enough of her baby smell. I pressed her close to me, planting soft kisses on her head. She snuggled against me.

“She sure does look like her daddy,” Jean commented. “Though, I think she has your mouth and nose,” she quickly added. “Between the both of you, Preston's going to be one beautiful girl."

“I think so too, although it’s mostly from Trey. He's quite a handsome man.”

“Don’t sell yourself short. You're a mighty handsome woman yourself. Why, you and Mr. Sinclair complement each other with your good looks. That baby's got the best of both. Anyone can see that.”

“I want to tell you how much I appreciate you watching her while I kept my appointment. I'm very protective of her and you feel like family—I hope I’m not imposing—”

“Not one bit,” she assured me, as she finished up in the living room.

“It does my heart good to care for a little one, again. I feel like family with her too.”

Preston was squirming in my arms, a sign she was either hungry or needed a diaper change. I decided I'd check her diaper first. I headed to the nursery, laying her down on her changing table. She promptly started sucking her thumb; her big blue eyes followed me as I crossed the room to get the tube of ointment off the dresser. She was kicking her little legs as I unsnapped her onesie and ripped the taped tabs off of her disposable diaper.

“Pee-Yew!” I said, pinching my nose and smiling down at her. “Somebody has a stinky poo-poo in her diaper, doesn’t she?”

She grinned at me, momentarily forgetting about her thumb, kicking her legs as I removed the dirty diaper and wiped her clean. Once freshly diapered, I carried her into our bedroom and settled down on the bed with her. I grabbed my nursing pillow so that I could comfortably feed her, cradled against me on the pillow.

I pulled a blanket up to partially cover us. It was so cozy nestled with her that I ended up dozing off as she nursed contentedly, encircled in my arms. It must've been an hour or more later that Trey lifted a sleeping Preston from my arms, gently placing her into the bassinet near our bed. I awoke and yawned, stretching languidly as I pulled the blanket up further. My nap was delicious. I didn’t want it to end, now that I knew Preston was snuggled up in her bassinet sawing logs.

Trey was beside me in a moment, wrapping me in his arms, kissing my neck. He fondled the bare breast that Preston had just left.

“What did the doctor say today, baby?”

Uh oh.

“Well, he said that it looks as if I'm healing up nicely.”

No lie there.

“So? Are we good to go, then?”

“How romantic, Mr. Sinclair,” I commented, wryly.

“Baby, it’s been a total of seven weeks since I've been able to sink myself into you. I’m not thinking romance at the moment.”

I looked up at him warily, not sure what his response was going to be when I presented my idea to him. “Will you consider something, and I mean really consider it, before answering?”

He cocked an eyebrow, now looking at me warily, waiting for what I was about to spring on him. “Go on,” he urged.

I sat up in order to face him squarely while we discussed this. At least I was hopeful that it would be open for discussion. “We're getting married in less than four weeks,” I started. “I was hoping that you'd be agreeable to abstaining from, well, from any form of sex until our honeymoon.”

I blurted the last part out hurriedly; afraid I'd chicken out if I delayed the inevitable.

“You've got to be fucking kidding me,” he practically screeched. “Why?”

“I know you're probably thinking ‘what’s the point’ in doing this, I get that, but honey, I’m just asking for some semblance of tradition. I think it'll add so much more mystique and romance to the wedding and honeymoon. It’s just as rough on me as it is on you, believe me. . . Please, for me?”

He was glaring at me in disbelief, but at least he wasn't shouting, nor had he given me a definitive ‘no.’ He raked both hands through his hair.

Double raking - not a good sign.

“Tylar, what exactly will that prove? I mean, I’m horny as hell for you right this minute. It seems like it's been months instead of weeks. Don’t you miss it?”

“I just said I did. How could you think that it hasn’t been hard for me as well? I just want that feeling back like when it was our first time. Just a little bit of mystery because we're sort of ‘rediscovering’ ourselves on our honeymoon. I know it may seem ridiculous to you. If you say ‘no’ I won’t be mad or anything.”

I knew that last part would really get to him. I was counting on it to at least.

“What the hell? When you put it like that, I guess I'd be some uncouth caveman if I didn’t honor your request, now wouldn’t I?”

“Are you angry?”

“I’m just a bit disappointed. I’ll get over it.”

He raised himself off of the bed, loosening his tie and unbuttoning his dress shirt to get into his sweats, which were his usual after-work garb.

I went to the kitchen and prepared dinner. I broiled some steaks and made a salad. We ate in silence. I tried to strike up a conversation, asking about things at the office. Trey was giving me one or two word answers. This wasn't working. Halfway through dinner, I stood up, scraped my uneaten portion into the trash and went into the laundry room to check on the load of Preston’s clothing that I'd washed separately from ours.

I was folding her clothes when Trey came in a few minutes later, his cell phone in hand.

“Mom's on the phone,” he said. “She wants to talk to you.”

What?

Had he called his mother to complain about my requested abstinence until we marry? I took the phone, giving him an obvious glare in the process.

“Hello,” I greeted, tentatively.

“Hi there, Tylar,” Susan gushed, “How's my grandbaby doing? I bet she's grown a foot since Grandma left her,” she whined. I had to smile.

“Not quite,” I replied, “but it does seem as if she changes just a little bit every day.”

“Well, sweetie, I won’t keep you. I just wanted to finalize some of the arrangements as far as the music and caterers we’ve lined up. Do you have just a few minutes?”

“Of course,” I answered, relieved Trey hadn't complained to her about my latest request. I should've known he wouldn’t run to Mommy. What had I been thinking?

Susan and I discussed the arrangements with respect to the music and food. I'd absolutely put my foot down about having a huge, extravagant wedding since, in fact, the bride’s parents were supposed to foot the bill and that was a moot point for me. Trey and I insisted on covering the expense of it, even though Clive and Susan wanted to do it. The other reason was that I simply had no family to invite. We'd decided on close family and friends. Gina and Denise would be my attendants; Tristan was Trey’s best man; Ray was his groomsman.

The wedding would be held over at the ‘Belle on the grounds of the mansion. The reception would be held close by in the area that was under a roof just for occasions such as that. We were going to have a formal sit-down dinner, with a live band that Ian had selected for us.

Our ceremony was to be a sunset wedding so that the heat of July would've cooled down somewhat. Our vows would be exchanged on the enormous front porch of the mansion, while guest seating would be on the front lawn of the estate. Susan had arranged for the flowers and landscaping. She allowed no arguments there.

Nigel and Tess would be attending, now that his divorce was final from Caroline. Thank God there would be no Caroline or Landon to deal with. I was secretly glad that Tess would be in attendance witnessing Trey’s declaration of love and commitment to me. Susan and I had wrapped up the details when she sprung a question that caught me a bit off guard.

“Is everything alright between you and Trey, sweetie?”

I stammered a bit, not sure what she already knew or what she simply suspected from talking to Trey and then me.

“Honey, I’m not trying to nose into your business, but I'm a mother and I can tell that Trey seemed a bit distracted and I'm picking up the same vibe with you. Is there anything you want to talk about?”

“It’s just,” I stammered, flushing. This was the kind of thing I would've talked to my own mom about (had she been a normal ‘mom’ type.) But this was Trey’s mom and I wasn’t sure if confiding in her crossed some sort of boyfriend/girlfriend line or not.

“Honey, tell me, unless you're not comfortable sharing it with me.”

Damn, I didn’t want to hurt her feelings. The truth was, another opinion would be objective; right now, objectivity was what I needed.

“It’s just that my doctor has cleared me physically to have, you know, to have ‘relations’ again.”

God, this is so not easy.

“Uh huh,” she said, seemingly unaffected by the content of our discussion so far.

“So, anyway, I sort of suggested to Trey that maybe it'd be kind of romantic and traditional if we abstained until after the wedding…”

“I see,” she replied, the amusement evident in her voice.

“And my son wasn't pleased with this request, I take it?”

“Not at all,” I replied.

“Honey, I think this is a very reasonable request and I totally understand the spirit in which it was suggested. What you have to understand is that men don’t necessarily think along the same lines that we women do. I can’t tell you what the right thing is; I can tell you that what you’ve requested, in my opinion, isn't unreasonable. It’s up to you as to whether you can put up with his pouting for the next few weeks. I know Trey and I’m betting in the next few days you and he'll work something out together.”

She was right; we needed to work it out together. Perhaps I needed to bring Trey into the fold regarding the family bed and use that as leverage so that we could work out some sort of a compromise. I got off of the phone with Susan, promising to e-mail her some recent pictures of Preston. I had the small basket of Preston’s clothes folded and headed down the hall to put them in her room.

As I approached Trey’s study, I could hear him talking to someone. I peered in, seeing him in his swivel chair, leaning back with Preston in his arms. He was feeding her a bottle. She must've awakened while I was on the phone. I stopped to watch his interaction with her as he fed her. He didn’t see me in the hallway.

He talked to her, calling her "Bobbin." He told her how much he loved her and what a good baby she was and that she was Daddy’s girl. My heart was heavy with the love I had for him. I thought about all that he'd gone through these past several months.

The holidays had been one huge fucked-up mess after another. My roller-coaster hormonal pregnancy hadn't helped either. He'd spent many hours of his own time handling my affairs with respect to my missing-in-action mother; negotiating a settlement on the depletion of my trust; trying to uncover the mystery behind the trustor believed to be my natural father, and handling his full-time job as a law partner and lover to me.

I loved him so much. I needed to show him that it wasn’t always about me and what I wanted. I went into his office. He looked up as I entered and smiled. Preston’s fingers were wrapped around his again as she stared up at him with her big blue eyes.

“Do you want me to finish feeding her?" I asked softly.

“No, I’ve got this,” he answered. “I miss her during the day, you know.”

“I know, sweetie.”

“So, what'd Mom want to discuss?”

“Just some last-minute stuff with the wedding,” I replied. “Everything seems to be on track. I have my final fitting on my dress tomorrow. Gina and I are going together, so I’ll take Preston with me since it’s not Jean’s day to be here.”

“Sounds good,” he remarked, watching the baby with a look of love and amusement on his face as she continued to gaze up at him, draining her bottle. “Hey,” he said, “I’ll go ahead and finish feeding her, then change her for bed. Why don’t you go ahead and take a nice leisurely bath, if you want.”

“Really?” I asked. “That sounds so good at the moment.”

“Go ahead, baby. I’ve got this covered.”

I went over and leaned down, brushing a kiss on his lips.

“Thank you, Trey,” I said. I quickly left his office, anxious to enjoy some leisure time in the bathroom. An hour later, having emerged from an absolutely lovely bubble bath, I dressed with care in one of my sexiest nightgowns. I blew my hair dry, pulling it up on top of my head with a comb so that it looked tousled and sexy. My breasts were fairly bursting from the plunging neckline of my nightgown. I inserted my diaphragm, coated with the spermicidal jelly recommended.

I exited the bathroom and headed down the hallway. Trey was in Preston’s nursery, having changed and dressed her in pajamas. He was rocking her, singing to her softly. When he saw me standing in the doorway, dressed as I was, he stopped singing mid-sentence.

“Is she asleep?” I asked.

He stopped rocking her and held her from him making sure that her eyes were closed. “Yep,” he answered with a sly smile.

“Let’s put her to bed then. How much longer do you plan on staying up?”

“I’m ready now,” he breathed, his gaze burning into me like a hungry flame.

We tucked Preston into her bassinet in our room. She immediately found her thumb without waking. I leaned down, kissing her soft, chubby little cheek. When I straightened up Trey was right beside me, pulling me towards him and pressing me against him. His lips found mine, possessing them hungrily. We devoured each other with that kiss.

I felt warm all over, craving something that I'd not had in quite a while. He lifted me up, gently placing me on the bed, his eyes perused me appreciatively. I watched as he pulled the drawstring on his sweats, letting them slide down over his slim hips and muscular thighs. He had no boxers on, so his erection was in full spectacular view. He pulled his tee shirt up and over his shoulders, tossing it to the floor. He put his knee on the bed, leaning over and scooping me up into his embrace. His fingers lightly touched the plunging neckline of my nightie, pulling it lower, springing one of my breasts free so that his hand could caress and massage it.

I watched as his head lowered, taking the nipple into his mouth and sucking gently while kneading it with his fingertips.

“Mmmm,” he moaned softly, “breast milk isn’t all that bad,” he breathed, circling my erect nipple with his tongue over and over again. He continued suckling, then moved to free my other breast, giving it a share of his attention.

“I guess I’d better leave some for Preston, huh?” he asked, giving me his crooked grin as his mouth moved back to capture mine. I laced my arms around his neck, pulling him down on top of me. I was greedily pushing my pelvis against his bulging erection.

“Easy, easy, baby,” he breathed, kissing my lips again and again softly. "Let’s take our time, okay?”

Trey sat back on his haunches, pulling me up into a sitting position, raising my arms above my head so that he could slip my nightgown up and over my head. I hadn’t bothered with panties so I was fully naked with him. He lifted me as he positioned himself on his back, settling me down on him, my sex resting against his abdomen. I could feel that I was totally wet down there already.

His fingers plied my sex, his thumb pressing the outside while he inserted two fingers to gently rub the inside beneath my pubic bone. The warmth spread through me, causing me to tingle in anticipation of my release. My hands were all over him; pulling him closer to me. I wanted him buried inside of me right now.

“I love you,” I whimpered, lowering myself against his chest, wrapping my arms around him.

For some strange reason, tears were pouring down my cheeks.

What's this about?

Trey was kissing my lips and felt the wetness of my tears as they rolled down my cheeks. He raised himself up into a sitting position, staring at me intently. “Baby, what’s wrong?” he asked, totally confused.

“I’m not sure. I just know that I love you so much and maybe I've not been conveying that properly the past several weeks. I feel like I’ve neglected you,” I wailed.

He immediately sat up, pulling me with him.

Lovely. Cleared for sex and my hormones are a bitch.

I was on his lap; he had his arms wrapped around me tightly, rocking me back and forth. I think perhaps the “baby blues” I'd read about in my book were showing their ugly head.

“Sweetie, you’ve not neglected me at all, okay? I’m so proud of what a great mother you are to our baby; you’re going to be a fantastic wife and lover to me, as well. This is all new to you, sweetie. I can see how much Preston loves you; the way she can’t take her eyes off of you whenever you’re in the room. I feel like I’ve expected too much from you. I’m sorry, really sorry. I’ve been selfish, I know.”

“But I wanted this evening to be special and now I’ve ruined it with my tears. I’m sorry I even suggested we wait until our wedding night. That should've been something we discussed together. Let’s get back to it,” I said, brushing the tears from my cheeks.

“No…No, baby. How about just you and me cuddle for now? We just need to feel close in a non-sexual way. I think I’ve put a lot of pressure on you these past few weeks. I need to feel close to you, but it certainly doesn’t require sex in order for that to happen.”

Trey got up and put a pair of boxers on. He returned to our bed. He scooped me up in his arms and cradled me. He gently ran his fingers along my cheekbone, planting soft kisses on my cheeks. He murmured his love for me, kissing my ear lobes, and brushing his lips across mine gently. He pulled the sheet up over us, wrapping his arm around me protectively as we relaxed and drifted off to sleep.

Sometime later, I awoke. I heard Preston fussing nearby. I felt Trey rise up, leaving our bed and lifting her out of her bassinet, talking softly and soothingly to her. He brought her into bed with us as I rolled to my side. Trey placed her next to me and she nestled against me. Preston and I fell asleep in Trey’s protective arms, comfortably ensconced in our family bed.
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Our wedding day in southern Virginia dawned sunny with surprisingly low humidity for early July. The ceremony was to take place at seven in the evening at the ‘Belle.

I stretched languidly in our bed in Trey’s suite at his parents’ house. We'd been in Bristol for two days now, helping with the final preparations. The clock read 8:33 a.m. This was the first full night of sleep I'd gotten since Preston had been born. Susan had insisted the baby stay in the portable crib she'd purchased in her and Clive’s suite. She was adamant that I be a well-rested bride. Even Trey had been banished from the manor to honor the tradition of not seeing his bride before the wedding. I missed both of them. Trey had honored my request of abstaining until our wedding night, despite the fact that I had, on more than one occasion, insisted all bets were off. As usual, his stubbornness had won out over my whining.

I reclined back against the soft pillows, chewing my lower lip thoughtfully. I had a wonderful soon-to-be husband and the most beautiful and lovable baby in the whole world. I thought back to the rehearsal dinner the previous night over at Le Vie Belle. Gina and Ian were there; Ray and Denise; Tristan, Nigel and Tess, of course, along with Clive and Susan.

We'd made a last-minute change to the ceremony. Ray would be walking me down the so-called aisle to Trey. Denise had suggested it and I loved the idea. He was as close to a father figure to me as anyone had ever been.

I had until early afternoon to call my own. After that, Gina would be here ordering everyone around and assisting me in being the most beautiful bride since her marriage to Ian. At this point in time, I needed to rid myself of breast milk since Susan had been bottle-feeding Preston, compliments of my breast pump. I needed to pump a supply for her bottles, since Trey and I would soon be gone for our brief two-day honeymoon. That was the longest I was willing to be apart from my daughter, right now.

I pulled my robe and slippers on and padded down the hallway towards the master suite. Clive had evidently already gone downstairs to start his day. Susan had Preston on top of their bed, fastening her diaper while talking to her.

“Good morning,” I greeted them as I walked in. Preston immediately recognized my voice, turning her head towards me. Her eyes watched me as I approached the bed; her face lit up with a smile.

“Well, good morning, Tylar,” Susan answered. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, except for missing Trey and Preston,” I replied, scooping my freshly-diapered baby up into my arms, holding her closely against me.

“Well, Grandma just gave her grandbaby a nice bath and she's ready for the big day ahead,” Susan said, smiling.

I kissed her forehead and cheeks softly. She nuzzled against me, squirming until I lowered her down against my breasts. She was making no bones about wanting to nurse. "Susan, I’m going to take her back to my room to nurse for a bit.”

“Well, of course, Tylar. You go right ahead. I know using that breast pump has been a pain these last couple of days. We’ve got a good supply in the refrigerator going. Want me to bring some breakfast to your room?”

“That'd be great, if it’s no trouble. Give me a half an hour or so?”

“Sure thing, sweetie. You go on and spend time with your daughter. She misses her mama, I can tell.”

I carried Preston back to our room and, once there, I switched the television on and climbed back into bed with her, getting her situated. I took her tiny hand into mine, kissing her little fingers, massaging them gently. She looked up at me and smiled. Within a moment, she was back to nursing again. I missed Trey. It felt strange to be in his room without him. Any second, I expected him to come out from the bathroom, towel draped around his hips, his hair damp from the shower. He was staying at Ray’s. Tristan and Nigel were staying at Tess’s house with the Andrews.

That had to be somewhat strange for Nigel, I thought. Perhaps not. The two families had seemed to survive the drama at Christmas with no lasting ill effects.

I laughed out loud when I thought about family holidays at the Andrews’ house. Landon and Caroline? Nigel and Tess? How weird was that going to be? Trey said we would avoid those gatherings at all costs. He'd received no argument from me. Lost in thought, I hadn’t noticed that Preston had stopped nursing. I looked down to find her watching me intently. Her sapphire blue eyes once again brought Trey to mind.

“Do you miss Daddy?” I asked her, as if I fully expected an answer.

“Well, I miss him, Preston. But guess what? We'll see him this evening," I said to her. “And guess what else? Preston has a brand new dress to wear this evening when Mommy and Daddy get married. Everyone’s going to be looking at Preston tonight, aren’t they?”

I was smiling down at her while talking. She broke out in a big grin watching me, and then unceremoniously burped. I snuggled down in the bed with her and both of us promptly fell asleep.

When I awoke, Preston was gone and my breakfast tray was on the nightstand next to the bed. Susan had taken possession of my daughter, once again. I ate some of the fresh fruit and a muffin.

Gina and Denise arrived promptly at 2:00 p.m. to get started on my wedding day toilette. I was bathed, shaved, waxed and coifed. I'd been given a manicure and pedicure. Denise had been nearly as pushy as Gina in preparing me for my walk down the aisle. The day had passed in a flurry of activity. Before I knew it, Gina and Denise were helping me into my wedding gown. My gown was ivory. It was strapless with a sweetheart neckline and a drop asymmetrical waistline. Below the waist, the skirt fell into soft scalloped layers made of taffeta and tulle. It had a chapel length train. I was wearing a mantilla bridal veil in ivory with a cut edge in an eighty-eight inch layered length.

As matron of honor, Gina was wearing a full length, strapless mint green sheath; Denise, as my bridesmaid, was wearing a matching gown in light apricot. Our bouquets were ivory colored roses and baby’s breath.

Susan knocked on the bedroom door just as Gina and Denise had finished affixing my veil. She had our bouquets.

“Oh my,” she said, her eyes welling up, “you girls look so lovely. Tylar, I've never seen a prettier bride in all of my life.” She gave me a motherly hug and, for the moment, I felt a flicker of pain that my own mother had, for whatever reason, never felt any love for me.

“You look lovely, Susan,” I replied. She was wearing a summer suit of pale yellow with matching pumps. Something was missing though.

“Where’s Preston?” I asked, suddenly aware that I wasn't used to seeing Susan now without my baby in her arms.

“Oh, sweetie, Tess has her downstairs. She was rocking her while I got ready. Let me go get her before we leave.”

Gina and Denise exited with her as they were going in a separate limo from the one that Ray, Susan, Clive and I would be taking. Susan returned momentarily with Preston cradled in her arms. She'd fallen asleep for Tess, sucking her thumb. She was dressed in a pale lavender ruffled dress with matching booties. Susan had put a matching lavender bonnet on her head that had silk ribbons tied in a bow under her chin. She had a lavender receiving blanket to match.

“She looks precious, doesn’t she?” I asked.

“She reminds me so much of Trey as a baby,” Susan crooned, rocking her gently in her arms, not taking her eyes off of her. “Tylar,” Susan started, raising her gaze from the baby to me. “In case I haven’t told you lately, Clive and I love you like one of our own. We couldn’t have picked a better wife for our son, a better mother to our grandbaby, or a better daughter of our own. It would please us both if you called us ‘mom’ and ‘dad,’ but we'll understand if you're not comfortable with that.”

“Oh Susan, I mean, Mom, nothing would please me more.” I moved towards her, wrapping my arms around her and the baby. She kissed my forehead, raising her hand to brush a tear that had rolled down my cheek. I was glad that Gina had insisted on waterproof everything.

Our mother-daughter moment was interrupted when Clive came to the door informing us that our limo waited. He took the sleeping baby from Susan so that she could assist me by holding my train while we made our exit to the waiting limousine.
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I was facing Trey on the porch of the colonial mansion at Le Vie Belle. Soft violin music was playing in the background. Wedding guests were seated on the lawn. Tristan and Ray stood off to the side of Trey. Gina and Denise stood off to the side of me. At this moment there was only Trey and me. My hands were placed in his. I stared up into his magnificent blue eyes as he recited the vows he'd selected for me in his smooth and silky voice.

“I, Trey, choose you, Tylar, to be my friend, my lover, the mother of my children and my wife. I'll cherish our union and love you more each day than I did the day before. I'll protect you from all harm; I'll trust you and respect you. I give you my hand, my heart, and my love from this day forward for as long as we both shall live.”

It was my turn and I swallowed nervously. Trey had it all over me when it came to public speaking of any kind. He was a litigator; he was comfortable in the spotlight. I wasn’t. I felt him lightly squeeze my fingers and our eyes locked. He smiled down at me, giving me a slight nod of encouragement before I began.

“I, Tylar, take you, Trey to be my friend, my lover, the father of my children and my husband. I'll be yours in times of plenty and in times of want; in times of sickness and in times of health; in times of joy and in times of sorrow. I love you with all of my heart. I promise to cherish and respect you, to comfort and encourage you, and stay with you for all eternity.”

Tristan stepped up to Trey’s side, handing him my ring. Trey gently slid the wedding band onto my ring finger, lifting my hand and brushing it with a kiss when he finished. Gina stepped up to my side, handing me Trey’s wedding band. I slid it onto his finger, gazing up into his eyes as he smiled down at me.

The minister spoke. “By the power vested in me by the Commonwealth of Virginia, I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may now kiss.”

Trey lowered his face to mine, his hand tilting my chin upward to meet his kiss. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer as we kissed for the first time as husband and wife. The minister interrupted our kiss with the introduction. “Ladies and gentleman, I give you Mr. and Mrs. Trey Sinclair.”

There was applause and shouting. I heard a champagne cork pop in the distance. We were immediately surrounded by family and friends giving us congratulatory hugs and kisses. Hand in hand, Trey and I made our way to the horse-drawn carriage that would take us over to the reception area on the other side of the plantation. Susan handed Preston over to Trey once he'd settled me into the carriage. He climbed in next to me, cradling the baby against his chest. He looked magnificent in his tan tuxedo. The flurry of activity had thrown her off schedule. Within moments, she'd quieted down against me. I looked up at Trey. He was watching us, his eyes full of love and warmth.

“I love you, Trey.”

“I love you, Mrs. Sinclair,” he replied, pulling me closer against him.

We had a sit-down dinner followed by a reception, complete with live music and dancing. Susan had taken full responsibility for Preston once we'd joined the reception. I allowed myself a couple of glasses of champagne. It was exquisite. Trey and I weren’t leaving for Tybee Island until the following day. Our official wedding night was to be spent in the bridal suite at the Marriott.

Trey had insisted on this and I suspected I knew the reason. As long as we were at the house, I'd want to have Preston with us. He'd put his foot down. It was close to midnight when our limo arrived. I kissed the baby goodnight as she slept in Tristan’s arms. We were pelted with birdseed as we departed the estate and headed toward the hotel and our wedding night. I snuggled against Trey in the limo; his arm was wrapped around me possessively. I felt happier than I'd ever thought possible.

Our suite was lovely. Our luggage had been dropped off earlier and was in our room when we got there. Trey opened another bottle of champagne and we shared a glass as we prepared for our bath.

Trey helped me out of my wedding gown. I'd lost the final four pounds gained during my pregnancy. Thankfully, I hadn’t gotten any stretch marks through the whole ordeal.

We lit candles in the bathroom and sank down into our warm bubble bath together. I leaned back against Trey, loving the feel of his hands as they massaged my skin with soapy lather. He lifted me up, turning me around so that we were face to face.

Our lips met in a long, passionate kiss. His tongue teased mine playfully. I laced my arms around his neck, pulling him closer to me. I could feel his erection underneath me and I wanted nothing more than to feel him inside of me once again. I'd wondered if post-partum sex would be different. Trey lifted me from him, taking my hand as we left the tub. I had barely had time to wrap a towel around myself when he lifted me and carried me to the bed.

“I’m not waiting one more minute to bury myself into you,” he said, his voice husky. “Is your diaphragm in place?”

I smiled and nodded. I knew Trey needed an initial fuck before we got down to more creative lovemaking. I did as well. He pulled the towel from me, gazing down at me with hunger in his eyes. He was kneeling on the bed, his erection stood bold and ready. His knee nudged my thighs apart and he lowered his face to my sex, his tongue eagerly exploring the soft folds beneath. He inserted a finger inside of me; his thumb gently rolled the tip of my clitoris back and forth.

“You're wet already, baby,” he said softly, as I moaned and swiveled my hips in a circular motion in response to his touch. He moved his face up to mine, capturing my lips with his as he removed his fingers from my sex. I felt him poised above me, his hand guiding his cock to the apex at the top of my thighs. In one swift movement, he buried himself inside of me. I gasped as he plunged in and out of me. He placed his hands underneath my butt, raising me up to meet him. My legs were wrapped around his hips, digging into his ass, pulling him in deeper with each thrust.

“God, baby, I’ve missed this so much,” he rasped, continuing his perfect flexing.

I was meeting him thrust for thrust, moaning at the pleasure I felt, as he possessed my body again and again. I felt the familiar warmth spreading at my core; the swelling of my sweet spot as the head of Trey’s erection hit it again and again. I moaned with pleasure. “Is that your spot, baby? Does that feel good?”

“God, yes! Please don’t stop,” I gasped, my fingernails digging into his back.

“Tylar, you feel so good. You feel so fucking tight. I’m ready, baby.” Trey increased his momentum as our pleasure spiraled to a peak together. I was at the edge ready for a release I hadn’t felt for a while.

“That’s my girl,” his voice coaxed softly. “That’s my girl; come for me, baby.”

My orgasm exploded around us. I heard myself moaning and crying out Trey’s name as my body found the wet release it so desperately needed. Trey moaned with his release, gritting his teeth as his cock pumped his ejaculation into me again and again.

“Oh, God,” I rasped, as my body tingled with the aftershock.

“Oh baby!” Trey said, out of breath as he collapsed against me.

We were both covered in sweat. He perched his head on his hand, gazing at me with eyes still dark with passion. His fingers lightly traced my nipple, squeezing it gently. I was always sensitive post-orgasm.

I felt him squeezing my nipple again causing me to letdown. I knew what would happen if he did it again. I waited to see if he would. He rolled my nipple around between his thumb and forefinger, squeezing it again. This time a stream of breast milk squirted out.

“Whoa,” he said, surprised at the force of my milk stream. I laughed at his expression. He lowered his mouth to my nipple and sucked on it gently. “Hmmm,” he said, lifting his face up to mine. “That does taste good, Mrs. Sinclair. I can see what all the fuss is about.”

He lifted himself up and out of me. He lay down next to me and continued to press playful kisses on my face and neck. “She’s fine, Tylar,” he said, giving me a semi-stern look.

“What?” I asked, feigning confusion.

“Bobbin is fine,” he repeated.

“I know she is,” I lied.

I hated being apart from her and he knew it.

“Tylar,” he started, as a slight frown creased his forehead, “have you discussed your separation anxiety with your doctor?”

“What separation anxiety?”

“Oh, come on, sweetie. You can’t stand being away from her for more than an hour or two. And then this shit you’ve brought up about a family bed recently. I’m a bit worried, that’s all.”

Trey was starting to piss me off. That wasn't a good thing for a couple on their wedding night, I presumed.

“For the last time, a family bed isn't about separation anxiety. You’ve already told me ‘no,’ so why are you bringing it up again?”

“It’s not just that; what about you not wanting to be away from her even for our honeymoon? We fought about that, remember?”

Of course, I remembered. It had only been last week, for Chrissake. All I'd done was mention that it might be better to take Preston with us to Tybee Island, rather than have to pump my breasts five times a day for the three days prior to leaving and then ‘pump and dump’ eight times a day for the two days we were gone.

Trey had exploded when I'd mentioned it. He made me feel like some sort of "Mommy Dearest" control freak. It hadn't gone well. I'd given him the silent treatment for the better part of a day. In the end, he'd put his foot down again on that one.

“I just think it may be something to discuss with your doctor. It could be some form of post-partum stress or depression.”

“Trey, I'm not going to let you make me feel like some kind of nut job because I love my baby and I worry about her. Why do you think that's so abnormal?”

“I’m sorry I brought it up,” he replied, raking his hand through his just-fucked hair. “It’s our wedding night, baby. Let’s not argue, okay?”

“You started the shit,” I snapped.

“Come on,” he said reaching his hand down for me to take his, “let’s go shower, Mrs. Sinclair.”

I looked up at him seeing his warm and loving smile. I knew that he only cared and worried about me. Maybe I did have an attachment issue, but if I did, it was only because I loved Preston so much. I hadn’t told Trey about my recent dreams. They were the reason I didn’t want to leave Preston for any length of time. I smiled up at my gorgeous husband, taking his hand and letting him pull me into the bathroom where we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves in the shower.
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Trey and I returned to the manor the next morning to pack for Tybee Island. I'd been able to nurse Preston one last time before we left, getting my last “fix” with her before we left for two days. I kissed her soft cheeks again and again.

Our two days and two nights at Tybee were totally relaxing, romantic and sex-filled. We spent time on the beach; our honeymoon cottage included a very private beach which we thoroughly enjoyed—naked. Trey and I reconnected sexually to heights of passion I'd not imagined possible. We were inseparable. I felt so connected to him once again, emotionally and sexually.

Once we returned to Atlanta, it was business as usual. Trey resumed his hectic schedule at work. Gina and I hung out when possible, and Preston seemed to be growing and changing on a daily basis. I celebrated my twenty-second birthday with Trey and the baby at home.

Trey had, once again, put his foot down and said that Preston was old enough to be sleeping in the crib in her own room. He moved the baby monitor to her room and she commenced sleeping in her crib there, much to my dismay. Trey was good about hearing her through the night. He took responsibility for getting up and going to get her from her room, bringing her to our bed so that she could nurse. He made sure that once she'd finished nursing she was carried back to her own bed and tucked in. I missed having her fall asleep with us after nursing, but Trey was concerned that one of us might inadvertently roll over onto her. He also took advantage of the fact that, once I was awakened for her feedings, we could squeeze some sex in right afterward.

It was the second week of August. Trey had just celebrated his thirty-second birthday; Preston was a little over three months old. Gina had called earlier that morning, asking if Preston and I wanted to join her for lunch. I suggested that she come over to the apartment and I'd make lunch.

The truth was, I didn’t like taking the baby out in the August heat in Georgia. She'd been out over the past few days while I ran errands, went shopping and drove out to our house under construction to meet with a decorator.

Preston had a mild case of prickly heat on her bottom and the back of her neck. I'd been putting her in cloth diapers and pretty much letting her go without a shirt trying to get it cleared up.

I bathed Preston, putting some calamine lotion and a light dusting of a cornstarch-based powder on her diaper area. She was developing her own little personality now. Like Mommy, she loved her baths and loved it when I rubbed her skin with lotion. As I put calamine lotion on her bottom, she was smiling and gurgling, trying her best to grab her feet that were up in the air before I slid the cloth diaper up under her bottom. My cell phone rang. I quickly raised the sides on her changing table and pulled my phone out of the pocket of my shorts.

“Mrs. Sinclair?” The voice on the other end wasn't familiar to me.

“Yes,” I responded, “this is Tylar Sinclair.”

“Mrs. Sinclair, this is Cathy, Jean Harris’s daughter calling. I’m afraid there’s been an accident. My mother is in intensive care. I wanted to let you know on account of she won’t be coming in to work for you until further notice.”

“Oh, my God,” I breathed. “Cathy, what happened?”

Cathy explained that Jean had been on her way home from our apartment the previous evening. Apparently, as she got off of the bus that took her from our neighborhood to hers and started across the street, a car careened out of nowhere, hitting her. Jean had rolled off of the hood of the car onto the street. The car had fled and no one had been around close enough to get the license plate numbers. The car was simply described as a newer model SUV of some type. The color was white. Not much to go on for certain.

I asked Cathy the extent of Jean’s injuries. All that she knew for sure was that Jean had a broken shoulder, a broken leg, several broken ribs and a head injury, which had rendered her comatose, for the time being. Cathy said that the doctors had hope that the swelling would go down in the next week or so. I asked that Cathy keep me posted as to her mother’s condition and I got her room number at the hospital. I was reeling with shock. How could something that terrible happen to someone as sweet as Jean? What kind of monster would simply drive off?

The truth was that, since I'd been home since Preston's arrival, I'd really come to depend on Jean’s help with her those three days per week she was scheduled. The things that came up with the new house, as well as handling the bills, shopping and running errands for Trey had been made possible because Jean was more than willing to watch Preston on the days that she was scheduled at our apartment. I couldn't think of anyone else that I'd trust with Preston other than Jean or family.

My thoughts were interrupted when I heard Preston start to fuss. I finished dressing her for Gina’s visit, putting her in a cute little yellow sun suit. I lifted my freshly diapered and dressed baby from the changing table and cuddled her against me. I was rattled from the news about Jean. Preston had taken well to Jean. She'd been a big help to me in many ways.

I headed to the living room, baby in my arms. We settled on the couch as I turned the television on with the remote. I got her situated for her feeding. There was something very unsettling about the whole incident. I realized that things like that happened every day, particularly in large cities, but this just seemed so random and yet close.

Once Preston finished feeding, she drifted off to sleep. I placed her into the crib in her bedroom and decided to phone Trey to let him know about Jean. I talked to Tonya; Trey was in depositions. She promised she'd have him phone home as soon as he was free. I went to the kitchen and started making chicken salad for our lunch. I'd been tempted to call Gina and re-schedule, but decided I needed the company of a friend right now. Right after I'd finished making the chicken salad and had just put the croissants into the oven to warm, Trey phoned me back. His voice had the uncanny ability to soothe and calm me.

“How’s my baby?” he greeted me when I answered the phone.

“Oh, she’s down for the count at the moment. I expect she'll be waking up any time now.”

“I meant you, baby,” he said in his smooth and silky voice. My heart fluttered.

“Not so great,” I admitted. “I had a phone call earlier from Jean’s daughter Cathy. Jean was hit by a hit-and-run driver last evening as she crossed her street from the bus stop. She's in intensive care.”

“Oh, God, that’s horrible,” he replied. “How bad is she?”

I told him everything that Cathy had relayed to me. Trey said he would phone the hospital and the police precinct to see if any new information had come in. He instructed me to relax and stay calm. He asked if Gina was still coming over. He seemed to relax when I told him the plans for lunch were still on. I could tell Trey knew I was stressed about the thing with Jean. “I'll be home on time this evening, baby,” he assured me. “We’ll talk more then, okay?”

“Okay,” I replied.

“Hey, I love you,” he said softly.

“I love you, too,” I replied.

“Give ‘Bobbin’ a kiss from Daddy, okay?”

“I will,” I said, smiling.

Right after I'd gotten off of the phone with Trey, the doorman buzzed letting me know that Gina was on her way up. When I opened the door to Gina, I knew immediately that something was wrong. She had her sunglasses on inside of the building. “What is it, Gina?”

“I caught Ian fucking around on me,” she said, unable to hold the tears back. “I'm going to kill him and the bitch!”

“Oh my God, Gina, what are you talking about?”

I grabbed her hand, pulling her over to sit down. I'd never seen Gina distraught about anything. The fact that Ian would cheat on her was unfathomable to me. He seemed so totally devoted to her. The same way that Trey was devoted to me.

“We’ve had problems in the bedroom,” she admitted.
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