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Chapter 1

 

I was pacing back and forth in the visitor’s lounge with my phone up to my ear. I was trying like hell to reach Trey. I wanted to let him know what was going on with Gina.

The door opened suddenly and Tristan came in. His face was pale. He was scared. I hadn’t pulled any punches when I'd finally gotten in touch with him earlier. I had lit into him pretty good, feeling bad afterwards when he told me the reason he hadn’t heard his phone was because he was busy sanding and staining the cradle he'd made for the baby. He had been working on the nursery furniture in his spare time in the basement at the club. It was to be a surprise for Gina.

“How is she?”

“I don’t know anything more, Tristan. They took her for an emergency C-Section. It seems like it’s taking too long. I’m scared.”

Tristan came over and pulled me to him. We both loved Gina.

“How are you feeling, Tylar?”

“I’m holding up okay. This pregnancy is certainly different than with Preston’s. I’m just so tired all of the time. When my doctor increased my vitamins I was nauseated all of the time. I’ll get through it.”

“Where’s Trey? Have you called him?”

“I’ve tried several times. Tonya said that he and the new junior partner are in depositions and can’t be interrupted.”

“Oh. Amber, huh?”

“Who else?”

Just then the nurse came out to the lounge and asked who was here for Gina Hatton. Both Tristan and I answered at once.

“Well, only one of you can come back. She’s in recovery now.”

I turned to Tristan. “Call my cell and let me know as soon as you talk to her doctor or her, okay?"

“I promise,” he said, squeezing my hand. He headed out the door, right behind the nurse.

I sat back down on one of the stuffed chairs. I was glad that Gina and Tristan had worked things out. I never doubted that they would. Surprisingly, it was Trey that had talked some sense into Tristan about the situation. That had shocked the hell out of me.

Trey had been furious with me the night all of this had gone down. Ian had presented some lab report to Tristan at the club showing him that he had a normal sperm count of all things. Tristan had immediately jumped to the conclusion that Gina had been trying to pull one over on him by not telling him that she and Ian had hooked up one last time before Gina and Tristan had become involved.

It had been a real mess for about a week. Trey had calmed down sooner than Tristan. Gina had simply told Tristan that he could believe what he wanted to believe. She didn’t give a shit. She would raise the child with or without him. 

They eventually worked it out, but Gina was better at forgiving than forgetting. She told Tristan that she was having the DNA testing done as soon as the baby was born. She also told him once she had the results she was going to personally shove them up his ass.

I giggled as I remembered standing there at the club and watching her as she had unceremoniously lit into him. She had jabbed her finger into his chest to drive the point home. Tristan had simply watched her calmly. After she had finished her tirade, he had pulled her against him and held her tightly. He told her it was fine; and that he deserved it. And then he told her that he loved her.

He had treated Gina like a queen during the rest of her pregnancy. They had moved her furniture into Trey’s old apartment once we had moved out. It was their home now. Gina had re-done Preston’s nursery preparing for a boy. She had wanted to know the sex of the baby. Both she and Tristan were going to be great parents. I just wished that he would call me. I needed to know they were both okay.

My phone chimed just then; and it was Tristan. “Hey,” I said.

“She’s fine; the baby's fine,” he said, the relief apparent in his voice.

I joined him in breathing a sigh of relief too.

Thank God.

“Apparently there was a separation of the placenta and tearing of something else. I don’t know all of the technical terminology involved, but her doctor said she'll be fine. She needs to stay in the hospital for a few days. Our son weighs six and a half pounds and he is beautiful, Tylar.”

“Oh Tristan, I'm so happy for you both. Congratulations, Daddy. When can I see them?”

“She can have visitors tomorrow. She’s pretty groggy right now. Hey, do you need me to drive you home or anything?”

“No. I’m good. I’ve got my car here, so no worries. Tell Gina that I love her.”

“I’ll do it, Tylar. See you tomorrow.”

Jean had Preston fed and in her pajamas by the time I made it home. I still hadn't heard from Trey, so I busied myself with folding laundry and I filled Jean in on Gina’s status. Jean assured me those things were fairly uncommon and that I shouldn't worry. I knew that Jean was worried about my pregnancy because she knew how sick and tired I'd been. I don’t know how I would've managed had it not been for her.

I walked out to the barn to check on Derringer. Marcus was still out in the paddock area when I got there. Derringer had strained a ligament earlier in the week, and I wanted to make sure that Marcus was still putting the liniment on it and wrapping it. I hadn’t gotten out to the barn yesterday, because it hadn't been one of my good days.

“Hey there, Tylar,” he greeted me with a smile. “Are you feeling any better today?”

“A little bit, thanks. I just wanted to check on Derringer.” 

“Don’t trust me to take care of that spoiled horse of yours, huh?”

“You know me,” I replied with a wink. I checked on Derringer; he had a fresh wrap on. 

“See?”

“Okay, okay. Yes, I'm a worrywart about some things. I appreciate your tolerance of that, Marcus.”

The truth was I didn’t know what I would've done without Marcus looking after the horses, keeping up with ordering supplies, and scheduling stud services. My father had sent two gorgeous Arabians to us shortly after we moved to the ranch. The stud fees we collected from those alone were a small fortune.

“I’m sorry I haven’t done more around here to help, Marcus," I sighed, brushing Derringer's mane.

“Hey now,” he said, leading ‘Majestic Maverick’ out of his stall, “I know you haven’t felt well, Tylar. Don’t you worry a thing about it, okay? The important thing is to take care of yourself and that baby. We’ll manage out here for the time being.”

He clicked his tongue and walked the horse out into the arena area for exercise. I liked Marcus regardless of Trey’s feelings about him. 

Trey seemed to think any male working with me or around me had some ulterior motives for trying to get into my ‘knickers’ as he put it. 

I had hired Marcus several months after we moved out here. The stud service and boarding business had grown significantly. Trey told me that I needed to financially justify hiring a full-time hand, which I had easily done. I think even Trey was surprised at how lucrative our facility had become. Still, he made the occasional comment about how much time I spent with Marcus. He hadn’t made those comments in a while, probably since my pregnancy had become so obvious.

I could have raised a stink about how much time he spent with Amber these days. Ever since they brought her into the firm as a junior partner several months back, Trey had been tasked with mentoring her. Not that he complained of course. She'd been out to the house several times working with Trey on various cases. I didn’t like her and I was pretty sure that feeling was mutual.

I walked across the pasture and back up into the house. I saw the headlights of Trey’s car as he came up the driveway; another car was right behind him. 

Shit! 

It was Amber’s sporty little BMW. Of course, I would totally look like shit at the moment. Trey might've shown me the common courtesy of advance notice, but no, he never did where she was concerned.

He told me I should appreciate the fact that when he had to work late, he did so at home. That part I was used to; I just didn’t appreciate him having Amber right next to him while working in our home. She wanted him. That had become very obvious to me.

I pulled off my muddy boots and dropped them to the floor of the back porch. Hopefully, if I went in through the back, I could avoid the prissy bitch. No such luck. She and Trey were in the kitchen making a fresh pot of coffee.

“Well Tylar, hello,” Amber greeted, taking off her coat and putting it on the back of a kitchen chair. “Trey tells me you’ve not been feeling well.”

“Hi Amber. Well you know how it is, just pregnancy stuff, I guess.”

“Well actually, I wouldn’t know about that yet. I’ve not been as blessed as you, but I fully intend to have children someday; just as many as my man wants.”

I eyed her suspiciously. Amber was perfectly made up and coiffed. Her make-up and nails were always impeccable. I couldn’t remember the last time I'd indulged in a manicure or pedicure. She had chestnut brown hair that was but just above the shoulders. Her eyes were a dark, chocolate brown and very intense. They were doe eyes.

Trey handed her a mug of coffee and she sat down at the table.

“Trey - do you have a minute?” I asked. 

“Sure, baby.” 

He stood there expectantly, waiting for me to continue. I rolled my eyes at him indicating it was of a private nature. 

“Oh, excuse me for a moment Amber. You can go ahead and get started marking up the depositions if you want.”

“Sure Trey,” she gushed, flashing him her signature, flirty-ass smile.

“See you later, Tylar.”

“Uh huh,” I replied not bothering to glance over at her as I left the room.

Trey followed me out of the kitchen and down the hall to the living room where we were out of earshot.

“Trey, I've been trying to reach you all day. I must’ve left three messages with Tonya.”

“I’m sorry, sweetie. We were taking depositions all day at the office of opposing counsel, so I haven’t even been back to my office.”

“So, you don’t check your phone either?”

“I’m sorry, babe. It’s been a crazy day. What can I say? I’m here now. What is it?”

“Gina had the baby today. Emergency C-Section. She nearly bled to death.” I threw in the last part to make him feel really bad.

“Oh shit, baby. Is she okay? What about the baby?”

“Yes, they're both fine. I couldn’t reach Tristan for the longest time, so he didn’t get there until she was out of surgery. I couldn’t get in touch with you at all which I find kind of disturbing being that I'm significantly pregnant right now. What if I can’t get in touch with you when it’s my time?”

“Honey, honey, I think you're going a bit overboard here. You’re not even due for a couple of months. Don’t worry. This case should be winding down by then.”

“Well don’t rush it on my account,” I snapped at him turning away.

He reached for me pulling me back to him. “Hey, why don’t you go up and take a nice, relaxing bath? We should be finished down here in an hour, tops. I’ll come up and give you a back rub, okay? Does that sound nice?”

I melted against him just like I always did. The truth was it sounded like heaven.

“Mmmm,” I sighed, “yes it does.”

“That’s my girl. I’ll see you in an hour, baby.”

“It’s a date.”

He gave me a quick kiss and headed back to the kitchen; back to Amber with the full, pouty lips; and the perky, pushed-up breasts.

 

 


Chapter 2

 

I checked on Preston when I went upstairs. She was sleeping peacefully in her crib, her thumb in her mouth as usual. 

Jean had retired to her apartment for the night. I gave my baby girl a soft kiss on her check and pulled her blanket up around her. She was getting so big; growing up so fast. She was excited about the prospect of having a new baby brother or sister. Jean and I made sure we kept explaining about why Mommy’s tummy was getting big. She liked to put her hand on my stomach and feel the baby kick.

I had stopped breast-feeding Preston right before she turned a year old. Trey had insisted. He didn’t think it looked right for a pregnant woman to be breast-feeding another child. He said it looked ‘hill-jack’, whatever the hell that meant.

I ran a warm bath and got a clean nightgown out. My long soak in the tub felt wonderful. I washed my hair and shaved my legs. Trey was right. I worried too much. I knew that he would be there when the time came. My hormones were making me overly emotional again.

I slipped under the clean, warm sheets of our bed and glanced over at the clock. It had been an hour and twenty minutes. I was so looking forward to my back rub. The baby was relatively quiet now. The past few days he (or she) had been doing gymnastics within the confines of my uterus - at least it felt that way. Tonight it was very calm. I would probably sleep much better.

I drifted off to sleep. I wasn’t sure how much later it was when I felt Trey beside me in bed. He smelled fresh from the shower. I could feel his damp hair as he lowered his face to mine, capturing my lips with his own. He kissed me softly, the passion building.

What about my back rub?

“Mmm-Trey,” I started, “What about…?”

“Hush baby,” he whispered, “I need to be inside of you; it’s been so long, Tylar.”

I wasn’t sure if it was my imagination or not, but it seemed like Trey was always horny after a late work night with Amber. It was difficult to tell though, because we hadn’t been having sex on a regular basis for quite a while. 

I just never felt good, and I knew Trey was getting tired of my excuses. There was no way I was going to make an excuse tonight. As much as I wanted to simply forego the back rub in favor of him allowing me to roll back over and go to sleep without having sex, I knew it wouldn't bode well. It wasn’t his fault I was never in the mood.

Whatever.

I laced my arms around his neck, pulling his face closer to mine. He lips and tongue hungrily devoured me. His breathing was already getting faster. Maybe it wouldn’t last too long tonight.

Once my eyes had adjusted to the darkness of our room, it was as if I were watching someone else in a bad porn film. I felt so detached even though it was Trey doing all of those things to me that I used to love. His lips and tongue were doing magical things to my breasts and below. His fingers were gently probing the folds of my sex; I felt myself get wet for him. My body was responding; why wasn’t I?

“Does that feel good, baby?”

“Mmmm - oh yeah, Trey.”

“Tell me what you want, Tylar?”

To roll over on my side and just go to sleep.

“I want you, Trey. I want you inside of me right now.”

He lifted his weight up and off of me; and his hand gently guided his erection into me. He flexed in and out of me a couple of times, and I felt myself get even wetter.

“Ummm you feel so good. I’ve missed this so much, baby.”

What the hell is wrong with me? This is my husband. This is who I love. Why do I feel like a corpse?

I felt a tear run down my cheek; and then another. Trey was busy, rocking in and out of me. He didn’t notice. I wrapped my arms around him tightly. I needed to feel something different than what I was feeling now.

Trey was moaning; his pace and rhythm had picked up. I tried to meet his thrusts but at this point, I wasn’t sure if he would even notice. I wasn't sure that I could even bring anything to the party. He was almost there.

“Ummm... oh yeah,” he groaned as I felt him stiffen; followed by the familiar throbbing as he emptied his climax into me.

He rolled over onto his back and threw his arm over his forehead. He was winding down; his breathing normalized.

“I love you Trey.”

“I love you too, baby.”

Several minutes later I heard his deep, even breathing. He was asleep. I turned on my side, hugging my pillow in my arms against me and wept softly until I finally fell back to sleep.

When I awoke the next morning the sun was streaming in through our bedroom window. Trey was already up and gone for the day. I couldn't believe that I'd slept through his morning ritual. My back ached something fierce. It would've been nice if I'd gotten that back rub I was promised last night. I looked over at the clock on the nightstand.

Holy shit! It's after ten-thirty.

My cheeks felt flushed as I sat up quickly. I needed to get going and get to the hospital to see Gina and the baby. As soon as I sat upright I felt dizzy. Maybe I just needed to lie back down for a few more minutes. I sank back down into the pillows and pulled the blankets up under my chin. I was shivering now.

When I awoke again I couldn’t read what the clock on the nightstand said because my vision was all blurry. I put my hand up to my face; my forehead and cheeks were damp with perspiration. What the hell was going on?

I forced myself to throw my legs over the side of the bed. I really needed to use the bathroom. My nightgown was soaked. I must’ve wet the bed. I definitely had a fever going. That's when I looked down and saw the blood all over the sheets from where I had been lying. I heard myself scream for Jean - over and over again. Eventually, I heard the bedroom door open and then everything after that went black.

 


Chapter 3

 

When I awoke, the first thing that I saw was Trey sitting in a chair beside my bed. He still had his work clothes on. The sleeves on his white shirt were rolled up to his elbows. He'd loosened his tie. His sexy five o’clock shadow had gone a bit beyond that.

“Trey?”

He jumped up from his chair and came to stand beside me. “Tylar,” he breathed, his eyes reflected his pain.

He was poised to continue talking to me. I interrupted before he had a chance.

“Wait - wait,” I said. “Let me guess. I’m in the hospital, aren’t I?” I followed this with a sarcastic laugh that even I didn’t recognize. I saw Trey’s expression go straight to ‘concerned.’

He started to say something but again I interrupted with sarcasm.

“I mean I couldn’t possibly be anywhere else, could I? It’s all just so ... incredibly Tylar, isn’t it?”

“Honey,” he said, quietly, taking my hand into his, “I need to tell you what happened.”

“No. No Trey. You don’t get to tell me what happened because you see, I already know what happened.”

I was on a roll, not quite sure where all of this was coming from. I was just so angry; I was so angry with Trey.

Trey hit the button illuminating the light for a nurse to come in. I was freaking him out apparently. His eyes now had a hint of fear in them.

“You just had to have sex last night, didn’t you? It was all about you, just like always. And then - you simply leave this morning while I'm burning up with a fever and bleeding out in our bed.”

“Tylar honey - please?” 

“Please what, Trey?”

“It was two nights ago. You’ve been in the hospital one night already. You lost a lot of blood. You needed a transfusion. It was a very freak and rare infection, honey. But you’re going to be fine, I promise. You'll get out of here in a day or two.”

“And the baby?”

I hadn’t had the nerve to look down at my stomach yet. I already knew though. I knew as soon as I had awakened. Trey’s eyes were filled with tears now. Were they tears of guilt or tears of loss?

“We lost her, sweetie. I’m so sorry. We lost our baby girl.”

He laid his head down on my now flat stomach. His tears flowed freely as he sobbed against me. I placed my hand on his dark, thick hair and ran my fingers through it absently. I was trying to make sense out of all of this.

The following days went by in a blessed blur. My doctor explained the details of what had happened to Trey and me; though I didn’t listen to any of it. The nurses told me what I could and couldn’t do once I was released from the hospital.

At home, Jean was crying and wringing her hands. She watched me as if I were a fine piece of porcelain china that had been set too close to the edge of the mantle; the slightest jar or movement could send me crashing into hundreds of pieces. Preston was told to ‘let Mommy rest.’ She didn’t understand any of this. She was herded out of my room every time she tried to sneak in.

Gina was at my bedside, inconsolable as she cried and held me. My father did the encore feature of the same after Gina had left. Trey was hounding me about names, caskets and burial arrangements.

Everyone - please! Just. Leave. Me. The. Hell. Alone.

It was the second day after I had been released from the hospital that a graveside service had been scheduled for the baby. Trey had insisted that we name her. So I named her Marley Renaud Sinclair after my mother. 

Trey had made the arrangements for everything else. He'd purchased a burial plot in the ‘baby’ section of the cemetery in DeKalb County, along with picking out a casket and a grave marker. I had been ordered strict bed rest, so I wasn’t able to assist him with making any of the arrangements.

Susan and Clive had already flown in to Atlanta right after Gina and Tristan’s baby was born. They had named him Reese Patrick Sinclair. I was sorry that my miscarriage had served to dampen the joy of properly welcoming Baby Reese into the family. I had said as much to Gina, Tristan and Susan. They had all gaped at me with expressions that ranged from ‘puzzled’ to ‘disturbed.’

Trey was in our room now helping me get dressed for the memorial service. I slipped into a plain black dress with a white collar. He zipped the back up for me, pulling my hair out of the way. I couldn’t even recall when or where I had bought this dress. It looked almost Amish I thought to myself as Trey brought my black heels out from the closet and handed them to me.

“Tylar, we're going to be at the cemetery a little early. If you want, you can have a couple of minutes with the baby in the chapel. I know that you didn’t get a chance to see her after they delivered her and all. I mean, I got to hold her and everything, but you were under anesthesia. So, if you want to say ‘good-bye’ to her, you'll have some privacy to do so."

“I don’t think so, Trey," I replied, not feeling any particular emotion. "I mean it wouldn’t serve any practical purpose. Anyway, I’ve come to terms with it because I know that these things happen. Where’s Preston?”

He was staring at me as if he hadn’t heard me and was still waiting for an answer.

“Where’s Preston?” I repeated.

“Oh, ah, I think your father has her. Do you want me to get her?”

“Would you please?”

I went to the bathroom and touched up my hair and make-up. I looked very demure. I guess that was a look I could handle for today. I put the pearl drop earrings on that my father had given to my mother.

A few minutes later my father came to our room with Preston. Susan had dressed her in a new pink summer dress and sandals. She looked adorable.

“Hey sweet girl,” I said holding my arms out for her. She leaned over and reached for me. I pulled her against me breathing in her baby scent. My heart ached, and suddenly I couldn’t breathe. It felt like something was stabbing me in the gut, taking my ability to breathe from me. I quickly kissed her cheek and then handed her back over to my dad.

“Tylar, are you up to this darling? Do you want to talk about your loss?” His expression was of total concern.

“Why is everyone so hell-bent on seeing me fall to pieces?” I asked irritably. "I'm fine."

“Darling, we all love you. This is a loss and we're here to help you through it. That’s all.”

“I appreciate that, Dad, but I look at this as being one of those unfortunate things that happen for a reason. I don’t question my blessings, so why should I question my losses?”

“I suppose that's a very pragmatic way of looking at it,” he commented. “Still, if you should need to talk about it, please know that I'm here for you.”

“Thanks, Dad,” I said, giving him a pat on his arm. He was still looking at me warily. I guess everyone in this house would just have to be satisfied knowing that I was dealing with this in my own way.

The memorial service at the cemetery was supposed to be just family, although Amber managed to crash it. We were gathered at the gravesite; Gina had contacted a priest at the church she attended and he agreed to read some scripture and bless the grave. Once gathered around the grave, I heard the sound of another car pulling up. I turned to see Amber getting out of it to join the family.

“What’s she doing here?” I hissed quietly to Trey.

“She said she wanted to offer her condolences,” Trey replied. “I told her we were having a memorial service.” 

“Couldn’t she have just sent a card?” I snapped, turning back around so that I didn't have to look at her.

Amber joined the family circled around the small, open grave. She was wearing a black pencil skirt, with a black bolero jacket and a black fedora hat. It was warm and humid; but Amber was as cool as a cucumber. I turned my attention back to the priest who was now reading from scripture. Trey had his arm around me and I could hear the others sniffling just behind me. I so wanted this to be over so that I could go back home again.

When the service ended, we were all supposed to go back to the house for lunch. I stopped Trey as he left my side, heading over towards Amber.

“Don’t invite her to lunch Trey. I mean it,” I said testily, placing my hand on his arm.

He nodded, not saying a word. I watched as he went over to where she was standing, and took her hand, thanking her for stopping by. She put her arms around him telling him what a lovely service it had been.

Oh - puh-leeze!

I wandered over to look at some of the flower arrangements that had been sent. I could keep the two of them in my peripheral vision while doing so. Trey moved on, talking to Susan and Clive and the others. That's when I saw Amber approaching me.

“Tylar,” she said with faux sincerity, “I just want to tell you how sorry I am for your loss.”

She placed her hand on my arm. I looked down at her hand, and then back up into her dark brown eyes.

“Thank you, Amber. These things happen for a reason, or so I’ve been told.”

“Yes,” she said, her eyes more alert now, searching mine for understanding. “That's exactly right. I know it sounds so cliché, but you’re the one who said it. So, you must realize that in the long run, it will make the break easier.” 

“The break?”

“Yes. The break between you and Trey. I mean, it's obvious that he's on the fast track and that's exactly where I want to be. You see, I intend to have him.”

She turned and walked with confidence back down the small hill to where her car was parked. She didn’t look back. Gina approached me, carrying Reese who was lightly wrapped in a receiving blanket. 

“What did she say to you?” Gina asked; her eyes narrowed.

“Nothing important," I murmured, still watching Amber as she pulled away from the curb. I turned back to face Gina. "Let me see Reese, Gina.”

Back at the house, I managed to get through lunch with the family. Preston was enamored with tiny Baby Reese. She watched intrigued as Gina nursed him, changed him and cuddled him. Gina let Preston see his tiny little face.

“That’s your cousin,” Gina explained to her. She giggled and ran over to me.

“Baabby,” she said, smiling.

She looked at my now flat stomach. I saw her little mind trying to piece together what had happened. She pointed over to where Gina was holding Reese.

“Mama's baabby?”

“No honey - Reese isn't Mommy’s baby. Reese is Aunt Gina and Uncle Tristan’s baby. Remember when Aunt Gina’s tummy was big?”

“Unh huh,” she said, nodding her head up and down. 

“Well, now Baby Reese is out of Aunt Gina’s tummy and she's holding him.”

Everyone had seemed to stop what they were doing to watch my interaction with Preston on the subject of the baby. She had not gone to the cemetery with us. She had stayed home with Jean. 

I saw Preston frowning; trying to figure this all out.

“Mama's baabby?” she asked, now pointing to my stomach.

What do I tell her?

Trey was at my side in a moment. “Hey, Preston,” he said, scooping her up into his strong arms, “Let’s go get some crackers from Jean.”

“Cacker?” She had already moved on to something else. I was sure that the subject would come up again.

After everyone had finally left, I breathed a sigh of relief. The tightness in my chest was somewhat relieved now that I was finally spared their constant perusal. I felt like I'd spent the day under a microscope. My father had kissed me good-bye. He was flying back to Baton Rouge this evening. He said he would call me later in the week. I took off my heels and headed up the stairs to our suite.

Susan and Clive were heading back to Bristol in a couple of weeks. I had overheard Susan saying something to Trey about having Preston spend some time with them in the fall for a couple of weeks. She had mentioned that maybe he and I could use some alone time. He had told her that he would discuss it with me and then let her know. He said he thought I probably wouldn't want to be apart from Preston for a while.

I actually thought it would be nice for Preston to spend some time with her grandparents. It wasn’t that often that she got to see them. Once she started school, it would be even more difficult to plan visits there.

I went into the bathroom and started the shower. I wasn’t supposed to take baths for several weeks; showers only. I got clean pajamas and underwear ready for afterwards. Freshly showered and dressed, I climbed into our bed and fell asleep right away. I was so glad that this day was behind me forever.

I woke up later when Trey came to bed. I could tell it was much later because I'd gotten just enough sleep to take the edge off. 

He pulled me over close to him, wrapping an arm around me. He fell asleep quickly, but I was now wide awake, unable to fall back to sleep. I smelled a hint of whiskey on his breath. Jack Daniels.

 


Chapter 4

 

The weeks seemed to fly by and it was fall. Before I knew it, it was mid-September. I was on my way back to the house from the horse barn. I had driven into town earlier to do some clothes shopping for Preston before she returned home. I hadn’t had much luck there. I figured I would probably have to hit a mall in Atlanta.

I had treated myself to a manicure while I was in town. God, I hadn’t done that forever. As I had left the shop, I was trying my best not to scratch my freshly-painted nails, at least for the rest of the day. I started shaking my purse, trying to force my keys to the surface, without having to dig down inside for them and ruin my nails. 

The good news was that it had worked! The bad news was that as I had tilted and shook the keys to the surface, I'd been standing close to one of those slotted grills that covered a storm drain. My keys had popped out of my purse and had fallen right between the slats into the sewer.

Sweet!

Marcus had spotted me as he was leaving the feed store and had given me a lift back to the house. He'd offered to take me back to my car once I retrieved my other set of keys at home, but I realized it was on Trey’s keychain, so I'd have to wait for him to get home.

It had been a busy week. The two scheduled breedings that we'd conducted had gone well. It was an extremely lucrative fee we had collected. I needed to thank my dad for the gift horse - literally. The house had been a bit lonely without Preston. She was spending a couple of weeks with Clive and Susan.

I had hoped Trey would've lightened his schedule at the office while Preston was gone, so that we could've spent some time together, but he said that his case load was killer right now. He had a major Title VII class action suit ready for trial; and apparently Amber was second chair on it. That didn’t make me particularly happy, but I refused to allow her threat to turn me into an insecure, jealous whiney-ass wife. That wasn’t my style.

Gina had been right when she said that the world was full of skanks just waiting to close in on another woman’s man. 

The September breeze felt so good as my hair blew free. I loved the fall. It was my favorite season. The sun was shining, but the air had a cool, crispness to it that left a promise of low humidity coming for at least the next few months.

I twirled around letting the sun hit my face; the wind whipped through my hair, and it felt delicious. I was now back wearing my skinny jeans; all signs of my recent pregnancy had vanished. Like Marley. 

Everything seemed almost normal. I had refused to grieve the way that Trey had wanted me to; the way that my father had grieved, and the way that Gina, Tristan and Susan had done. Their constant tiptoeing around me as if I were a china doll that would break into a million pieces had grated on my nerves.

The hardest part of it all had been trying to explain to Preston where "Mama's baby" had gone. Trey had told her that her baby sister was in heaven with her grandma. Preston had no conception of that at fifteen months of age. He had explained to her that "Baby Marley" was an angel now; up in heaven with "Grandma Marley." 

I thought about the small graveside service a few weeks back and I recalled that tiny little casket that had held my stillborn child; the child that I'd never seen. Why hadn’t I noticed that I hadn’t felt her kick since the morning that Gina had gone into labor? 

Maybe it was my fault. Maybe if I'd paid more attention to the lack of movement, something could have been done to save her. The doctor had said there was no way that I could've known. Infections such as the one that I'd had were rare; there were other complications. It was a fluke. One in a million.

My father had been out of sorts with the situation. He had tried to console me, but consolation wasn’t what I needed. I'd never known this child. Marley Renaud Sinclair. It was on the granite tombstone that Trey had picked out. It read 'The beloved daughter of Tylar and Trey Sinclair. Rest in peace our little angel.’

I hadn’t even talked to Gina since the memorial service. I knew that my best friend couldn’t fathom my impassiveness, but I didn’t see things that way. Marley hadn’t been born yet. There just wasn’t the same connection that I had with Preston. It was what it was.

As I neared the circular drive in front of our house, I could see Trey’s Mercedes and another car parked behind it. 

Déjà vu.

It was Amber’s sporty little BMW once again parked right behind Trey’s car. What the hell was she doing here?

It seemed like they were spending a lot of time on this most recent case. Trey was very impassioned by it. He said this case was a ‘prima facie’ case against a major global company that had a long history of conspiracy and collusion.

Apparently, this particular case involved infractions against older, female employees. It was another MDML situation. He'd won the previous case he had worked on under MDML. That had produced another nice chunk of change for us.

I was in no mood to deal with Amber and I hoped like hell that Trey hadn’t invited her to dinner. I looked at the watch that Trey had given me for Christmas. It was only three-thirty in the afternoon. I was surprised that he was home already unless they were working here. They had been doing that occasionally while I had been home recuperating from the stillbirth much to my chagrin.

Something seemed different this time. My car obviously wasn’t parked in the drive. Jean was away visiting her daughter since Preston was gone. Something, perhaps instinct, told me to assess the situation before going inside. I retracted my steps and went around to the back of the house. I peeped through the window of the kitchen. It was clear, no one was in site. I went around to the other side in the back where the family room was located. As I crept closer to the window, I could hear conversation. It was Trey’s voice.

“What will you have Amber? We have wine, or I could make you a mixed drink?”

“Wine would be fine Trey, thanks.”

“You’ve got it counselor, but only one. We have quite a bit of work tonight going through these depositions and I need you at a hundred percent.”

“I’m always at a hundred percent, Trey. Haven’t you figured that out yet?”

I peeped up over the window sill. Trey had his back to me, thankfully, as he was at the bar getting their drinks. Trey was in his business clothes; and Amber was in a red Chanel suit that was short and tight. Her hair and make-up were impeccable as usual; and her nail color matched the color of her suit perfectly. She had on four-inch heels that accentuated her muscular legs.

Trey handed her a glass of wine; he had gotten a bottle of beer for himself. They were now turned facing one other. The window I was at luckily wasn't in their line of vision.

“Cheers, counselor,” Amber said, tapping her glass of wine against his bottle of beer.

“Cheers,” he replied smiling.

They each took a drink and I noticed that Amber didn't take her eyes off of him. Trey set his bottle of beer down on the coffee table and started organizing the files stacked there. She continued to sip her wine watching him as if she were ready to pounce.

“Do you want to use my laptop instead of yours since it’s already out?” he asked, looking up at her.

“Sure thing. I’m a better keyboard jockey than you anyway.”

“I won’t argue that counselor,” Trey said as he scooted over to allow room for her to sit next to him on the sofa. “You’ll need to log in under my password. It’s ---”

“I know what it is, Trey,” she replied rolling her eyes. “You might as well not even have one.”

“Hey, I’ve got too many other important things to remember besides all these damn passwords,” he mumbled.

She looked over at him, smiling. “It’s awfully quiet in here today,” she commented as her long fingers pressed the keys on his laptop to log in. “Where's that little angel, Preston?”

“Oh, she’s spending time with my parents in Bristol.” 

“That’s nice,” she remarked. “Did Tylar go with her?”

“No, Tylar's been pretty busy with the horses. Her car’s not out front, so she may have had to go into town for something. She’s been doing the shopping since Jean's away for a few days.”

“There,” she said sweetly. “I’m all logged in and have the depo files accessed. Which one do you want me to pull up?”

“Let’s start with Smith,” he replied, digging through one of the file folders stacked on the coffee table.

“Which one?” she laughed.

“Oh, that’s right. We have about ten of them, don't we? How about "Ohio" Smith?”

“You’ve got it, babe,” she said, typing away. “There we go.”

“Read back the testimony on page five relative to the questioning about the integrity concerns that were submitted.”

It looked as if Amber was scanning down the screen searching for it. “I can’t find it,” she replied, biting her lower lip. “Do I have the right file opened?”

Trey scooted closer, looking at the screen and then back at his notes. I watched as Amber leaned over toward him, her low cut blouse underneath her open jacket gave Trey a full few of her pushed-up breasts.

I continued to watch as my husband interacted with his gorgeous female law partner. The one that had clearly made her intentions known to me the day of Marley's burial.

I felt like a voyeur. Maybe it was wrong to spy on my husband since he'd clearly given me no indication that he wasn’t to be trusted. I started to turn away to go around and make my entrance when a sudden movement caught my eye.

It was Amber. She had suddenly turned her face towards Trey. I held my breath as she leaned into him and found his lips with her own. I stood there like a frozen statue as I watched as Trey pulled back from her and stood up. He was clearly taken aback. He raked one hand through his thick, burnished hair, shoving his other hand into the pocket of his trousers. He paced back to where she was still sitting on the couch.

“Amber,” he said, almost apologetically, “this can’t happen.”

“Why Trey?” she asked her voice soft and melodious. “We both want it and you know that.”

“I don’t know anything of the sort. I’m married and you know that. Have I done anything that led you to believe that I wanted anything other than a professional friendship?”

“Trey, I'm so sorry. I totally misread your vibes. I’m usually pretty good at picking up on someone’s vibes. God, I feel like a total idiot!”

She got up from the couch, and quickly grabbed her briefcase. Tears started flowing from her perfectly made-up, chocolate brown eyes. Her brows were furrowed into a frown as if she were angry with herself.

“Amber - wait. You don’t have to leave. We can forget this happened and continue working on the case.”

She collapsed back down onto the couch; her hands covered her face as she began to weep softly.

“Don’t you see?” she asked, “I've made a total fool out of myself in front of someone that I admire and respect so much! I can’t face you again, Trey. I'm such an idiot!”

Her sobs got louder as she hung her head in apparent shame.

Trey was in front of her in a second; he took her hands and lifted her up from the couch.

“Listen,” he said softly, “You're not an idiot and I'm totally flattered. You're a beautiful and talented lawyer, Amber. I’ve enjoyed working on this case with you. I don’t for one minute want you to feel ashamed, okay? If the situation were different . . .” 

She looked up at him with her tear-stained eyes and sniffled. She nodded innocently, still watching him with those big brown eyes. My stomach lurched; I knew that she wasn’t finished with him yet.

“Do you really mean it, Trey?”

“I do,” he said softly.

Their eyes met and held. I watched as Trey cupped her face between his hands. She studied his face as he wiped the tears from her cheeks with his thumb. The same way that he'd wiped my tears many times before.

Oh God. I knew what was coming next. He lowered his face to her tear-stained cheeks; and he gently kissed one and then the other; he kissed the tip of her perfect turned up nose. He smiled looking down at her still. She laced her arms around his neck as his mouth lowered to hers.

I watched as he wrapped his strong arms around her and pulled her close to him; their tongues found each playfully and passionately. Their kiss continued to last for what seemed like forever. Her hands lowered to his ass, gripping it and pressing him in against her. I heard her moan his name.

I wanted to move, but I was frozen to this spot. What had happened between Trey and I that he would fall victim to this manipulative bitch? Beautiful women had always paid attention to Trey; he'd seemed impassive towards it. This was different.

Trey had clicked with Amber from the start. Maybe he'd clicked with her in a way that he never could with me. He liked that she was his intellectual equal; and he liked her spirit and her love of the law. He liked that they shared the same passion for it.

I watched as Trey finally pulled himself from her. My eyes studied him, dropping lower to where I could see that he'd grown hard for her.

Son-of-a-bitch!

“I can’t do this,” he rasped, wiping her lipstick from his mouth.

“Make love to me, Trey,” she said softly. “I want you. Come to my place. No one will ever have to know. Let me rock your world."

He looked torn and indecisive; it was a look that I was not familiar with in Trey. He put his hand on the back of his neck rubbing it as if contemplating his next move; and then he turned away from her, taking several steps back.

That's when he saw me standing outside the window. Our eyes locked momentarily; and I saw the look of panic that crossed his face. God only knows what he saw in my eyes.

I was suddenly able to move again. My legs were making up for lost time as I turned from the window and raced across the yard. I got to the pasture and continued running toward the horse barn. The wind was at my back as if to help me to get the hell away from what I'd just witnessed. Everything was blurry; and I realized that my eyes had filled up with tears. I needed to get away from the pain. That was all I could think about at the moment. This pain was just too overwhelming; it was just too much.

I threw open the door to the horse barn; screaming for Marcus. He finally came out of the tack room with a look of alarm on his handsome face.

“What is it? What the hell is wrong?” he shouted.

“Take me away from here Marcus, please?” I sobbed. I buried my face into his chest. “Please take me to Gina’s now.” 

“Tell me what happened first,” he insisted.

“There isn’t time!” I shrieked. “I need out of here now - please!”

He grabbed his jacket from the hook and pulled the keys from the pocket of his jeans. We headed out behind the barn where his truck was parked. He opened the door for me and I hurriedly climbed in.

As we pulled down the long graveled drive to the road, I saw Amber’s BMW pulling out. Trey was outside, crossing the same pasture that I'd just raced across in long, hurried strides.
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