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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every woman who had to make a hard decision not only for herself, but for the sake of her child.

      

      For every man and woman that has taken it upon themselves to end generational trauma.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        You NEED to read Feeling Again in order to read this book. They CANNOT be read out of order.

      

      

      Please note this book contains themes, situations, and elements that some readers may find intolerable or unenjoyable. These include group sex (two men with one woman), adoption, murder, abuse against women, inflicting pain to help with anxiety, unhappiness with pregnancy, depression, panic attacks, anxiety attacks, pregnant FMC, spanking, and illegal street fighting.

      

      Your mental health matters.

      

      If you have any questions, please reach out to me via Instagram, Facebook, or my email: authortosmith@gmail.com.
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        Montana

      

      

      I slapped my hand around on my nightstand before finally gripping my ringing phone. Through bleary eyes, I made out Jonah’s name on the screen. Why in the hell was he calling me while I was sleeping? Didn’t he know by now that I didn’t like to be disturbed?

      “Someone better be fucking dying,” I groaned when I answered.

      He snorted. “No one is dying, baby girl. It’s almost noon.” I released a long groan that was akin to a walrus dying. “You aren’t up yet?”

      “No,” I mumbled. “Morning sickness woke me up stupid early this morning.” I yawned, rubbing my eyes before rolling to my back, my bruises protesting with each move I made. “What’s up?”

      A few days ago, I had agreed to give this whole thing with both him and Blaze a chance. I still wasn’t sure if I’d made the right decision. I mean, this shit was wrong. What the hell was my kid going to think—growing up with two dads and a mom? It wasn’t normal.

      But then again, I wasn’t fucking normal, either.

      “How are you feeling?” Jonah asked instead of answering my question.

      “Fine for right now,” I told him. I yawned again. “Just want a little more sleep.”

      “Then I won’t keep you,” he said, his tone softening. As much as I hated it, a small, sleepy smile pulled at my lips. Jonah always looked out for me without even trying. “Just wanted to see if you wanted to come to the fights tonight. I’m fighting. Thought you might want to see me in action.”

      “Sure,” I whispered, already falling back asleep. “I’ll catch a ride out there with John.”

      “Sounds good, baby girl. Get some more rest. I’ll see you later, yeah?”

      I hummed in response and hung up the phone before cuddling further under my blanket, resting my body on my pregnancy pillow, taking some of the pressure off my aching body. I now had one here, at Jonah’s, and at Blaze’s.

      Blaze was spoiling the absolute fuck out of me, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. But he wasn’t tossing it in my face. Things just . . . popped up out of the blue.

      Blaze might be a fucking hard ass, but like Jonah, he had a soft spot for me.

      And fuck if I wasn’t falling harder for both of them because of it.
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        * * *

      

      John snorted when I stepped out of my room. I was wearing a pair of black sweatpants with a Ghostface t-shirt, my hair up in a messy bun on the top of my head. I knew I looked like I’d just escaped from the looney bin, but I didn’t give a fuck.

      Didn’t like what I looked like? Look the other fucking way.

      “Come on,” he said. “Any longer, and we’re gonna be late.”

      I rolled my eyes as I followed him out the door. “It’s not like they ever start the fight on time,” I reminded him. “CJ is shit at timing.”

      John just shot me a look that said I was annoying him. I shrugged, shot him an innocent smile—we both knew I was full of shit—and slid into the passenger seat of his car. I noticed he rolled his eyes again, and I snorted at the mental image of them getting stuck back there.

      It would serve him right.

      When we got to the fights, Blaze’s security team instantly nodded at me in respect before letting both me and my brother through the gate. John rolled his eyes at me. “Feel like royalty yet, little sis? That fucker has you on a goddamn pedestal.”

      I shook my head, though I couldn’t ignore the tingles in my body, despite me not wanting to feel them. “Trust me, he doesn’t treat me like he does.”

      John knocked his shoulder with mine as we walked toward the edge of the make-shift ring. “Sis, if he didn’t keep you in line, you’d run all over both him and Jonah. But trust me, he’s got fuckers treating you like a fucking queen.”

      I ignored him, my eyes on Jonah as he stepped into the ring. He was shirtless, a pair of gray sweats riding low on his hips, showcasing the imprint of his cock. A rush of warmth flooded my body as I ran my eyes over him, drinking him in.

      Fuck, he was hot as hell.

      Feeling my gaze on him, he slowly turned his head, his eyes easily finding mine on the edge of the crowd. He shot me a wink before turning his attention to his opponent who had just entered the ring.

      Heat enveloped my back. Familiar tingles of awareness raced up my spine. “Blaze,” I said calmly, not taking my eyes off Jonah.

      Blaze’s hand circled the back of my neck, applying pressure. I relaxed into his touch despite the fact that I knew it was supposed to be punishing—for what, I didn’t know yet. But I had no doubt I’d soon be finding out. This was the only man who could ever physically hurt me, and I’d still crave him.

      I had the proof of that on my thigh.

      I felt his hot breath fan over my ear and the side of my neck. “Do you think it’s smart to be this close to the ring?” he asked me quietly as the fight commenced. Jonah ducked a swing and slammed his elbow into his opponent’s gut. My body heated to an uncomfortable degree as I watched my man easily make his way around the ring.

      I shrugged. “You really think Jonah would let some fucker get near me?” I asked Blaze in all seriousness.

      “Anything can happen in that ring,” Blaze reminded me, as if I didn’t already know that.

      I turned my head to look at him. His icy blue eyes bored into mine. “You don’t think I can handle myself?” I asked him. He just ran his eyes over me before locking them back on mine. I bristled, narrowing my eyes at him. “Pain meds are helping. I can move easily. I know how to deflect and defend myself, Blaze.”

      He suddenly kissed me, his tongue sliding between my lips. I moaned into his mouth, my fingers coming up to twist into his shirt. He pulled back too soon—way before I was ready—and pressed a kiss to the tip of my nose. “Gotta run. Stay out of trouble, Montana.”

      With that, he slipped back into the crowd, his hand disappearing from my neck, leaving me feeling cold and empty.

      When I turned back to face Jonah, he smirked at me, pressed two fingers to his lips, and raised them to me. Then, he sent the knockout blow to his opponent’s skull, sending him crashing to the concrete.
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        * * *

      

      I moaned into Jonah’s mouth as he backed me up against a wall, his hand cupping the side of my neck as he hungrily kissed me. After his fight ended and he’d picked up his earnings, I went back to his place with him, shooting Blaze a text so he’d know where I was at. No doubt he had a tracking app on my phone though. Blaze was extremely overprotective, especially after what had happened to me when I’d gone wandering off on my own, thinking I could get my clothes from my mother’s without help.

      “Need you naked,” Jonah rasped.

      Fuck, I knew the feeling. I’d been all hot and fucking bothered since he stepped into that goddamn ring. And then, that kiss with Blaze had set my fucking blood on fire.

      I peeled my shirt over my head and then reached behind me to unhook my bra while Jonah worked on my sweats and panties. I cried out his name when he lifted me against the wall and pushed inside of me, his thrusts hard and powerful. Teeth clashed as we kissed. My nails dug into his back and shoulders, drawing blood.

      “Fuck!” Jonah roared as my pussy clutched at him. His thrusts grew even harder, more powerful, sending me spiraling over the edge again and again. I cried out his name, my head slamming back against the wall as I came around him for the umpteenth time, milking his cock for every drop.

      I slumped in his arms, my heart pounding hard in my chest, exhaustion pulling at my limbs. He pressed his lips to my temple. “Blaze is coming to pick you up in a little bit. You okay with that?”

      I leaned up a little to look at him, feeling sleepy and well-fucked. “Why?” I mumbled.

      Jonah ran his hand over my hair as he carried me to the couch, sitting down with me on his lap. I gasped at the feel of him still inside of me. How the fuck was he still hard?

      “You two need time together,” he told me. “And I’m going to be up early as fuck in the morning for work. At least this way, if you stay at Blaze’s, you can sleep in, and he can just work from his office.”

      I frowned, confused. “Is this how we’re going to work?” I asked him. He arched a brow at me. “You two just passing me off as it suits you,” I explained.

      He sighed, leaning forward to softly kiss me. I relaxed into his hold again, not even realizing I’d tensed up. “No, baby girl. Don’t think like that. We’re trying to do what’s best for you. I wanted some time with you, and now, I want you to spend time with him. And honestly, Blaze wants time with you, too. We’ll do things together, but we’ll also do things separately.” He kissed me. “Don’t worry your precious head about it, you hear me? You just sit back and let us take care of you.”

      “Not that easy,” I reminded him, bitterness coating my words. He knew how much I hated people taking care of me. I tolerated it from John because he was my brother and had always sort of been my caregiver growing up.

      Jonah and Blaze though? They were unfamiliar territory.

      He brushed his hands down my naked sides. “Stop thinking and just be, baby girl.”
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        Montana

      

      

      “Well, you look well-fucked,” Blaze commented when he walked into Jonah’s apartment.

      I scowled at him. He leaned down and kissed me, not at all bothered by my sour attitude, before looking at Jonah, who was coming out of the bathroom. I looked between them. “Did you two exchange keys or some shit?” I asked.

      Blaze looked down at me as I stood up. “Or some shit,” he said. I rolled my eyes. I could never get a straight fucking answer out of him. He gripped my chin. “Cool the attitude, sweetheart. You know how I am about those fucking eye rolls of yours.”

      I did it again just to spite him, and he smacked my ass—hard. I squeaked, glaring at him, reaching behind me to rub my now sore cheek. “What the fuck, Blaze?”

      “Don’t try to call my bluff, Montana,” he said. He nodded once at Jonah. “We’re out.”

      Jonah grabbed my face in his hands and kissed me. “Don’t forget your pain medicine. And try to be good, yeah? I know you can be sweet.”

      I scoffed. “Not with him,” I said at the same time Blaze said, “Not her style.”

      I almost rolled my fucking eyes again, but my ass was still throbbing as a reminder of what Blaze would do if I did.
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        * * *

      

      Blaze’s apartment was fucking huge. He had the entire top floor to himself, and it was tastefully decorated. Really couldn’t have been more obvious that he’d hired a decorator. Everything was too neat, too perfect.

      “This place is as bland as your personality,” I muttered when we stepped in.

      Blaze turned his head to look at me. “Want to repeat that, sweetheart?”

      I arched a brow at him. “I said, this place is as bland as your personality,” I repeated. I didn’t know why I was being so bitchy, but I was. I felt confused and twisted, and I didn’t know how to deal with it. I’d thought I would be spending the night with Jonah, only for him to pass me off to Blaze. At this rate, I just wanted to fucking go home to John’s.

      Blaze gripped my hair in his hand and spun me around to face the wall. He pressed his body against mine, pinning me there. My scalp stung from his grip, but I welcomed the pain. It calmed me, centered me, grounded me.

      “I’m trying to keep my cool with you, Montana, but if you keep pressing my fucking buttons, I’m going to color your pretty fucking ass red.”

      “No, you won’t,” I challenged. Fuck, I knew I was poking a beast, but I couldn’t stop. I was a fucking train wreck, and I wanted him to put me back together again in the way only Blaze could. I didn’t even understand what was wrong with me.

      I squeaked when he spun me around to face the couch before bending me over the arm of it. I fought against him, my body silently screaming in pain, but he wasn’t even fazed. He just yanked my sweats down my legs. My panties went next, and then, his bare palm smacked over my ass. Tears sprang to my eyes. I clenched the couch cushions in my hands, but all that shit in my head went silent as his palm smacked down over and over again. He never said a word—just silently punished me while helping me.

      I was fucked ten ways to Sunday, and it was like this man was the only person who understood it.

      “Okay,” I choked out once I’d had enough. “Okay.”

      He pulled me up and tugged me into his arms. I sniffled, wrapping my arms around him. “You good now?” he asked me.

      He got me. Somehow, he just fucking got me, and that made me cry harder.

      Without a word, he swept me up into his arms and carried me across the apartment before shoving open a door. He laid me out on a huge bed, but I wasn’t without him for long. He moved over me, his lips meeting mine in a hot, aggressive as fuck kiss. Our mouths fused together as he peeled my clothes off of me.

      “Please,” I whimpered, clutching at him when he moved off me.

      “Patience, sweetheart,” he said, grabbing my hand and pressing a kiss to my palm. My heart clenched in my chest. It was a tender move, not something I usually saw from Blaze, and it did my fucking heart in.

      I gasped when he shoved my knees apart and buried his face between my thighs. I cried out, arching my back off the bed. I fisted his dark hair in my hands, but he quickly grabbed them and pinned them to the bed, his arms somehow also hooked around my thighs.

      “Blaze!” I cried out, my head thrashing against the mattress. His mouth was the sweetest torture, and I felt like if he didn’t let me cum soon, I was going to fucking die. He kept bringing me so, so close to the edge before backing off. My entire body was shaking, and tears were burning my eyes.
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