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Watch Terry’s perfect day unravel into an epic disaster of mishaps and misfortune.

Terry’s not thrilled with how he confessed his feeling to Maggie and this time he’s determined to do better.

He has everything planned for their perfect day – a picnic lunch at the beach with the kids, swimming, games and movies. A day filled with family fun.

And when the kids fall asleep, he’ll tell Maggie how much he loves her and then show with every kiss and touch.

It’ll be perfect except...

Life has other plans.

This later-in-life, second chance, curvy single mother, romantic comedy continues Terry and Maggie’s story. Terry plans the perfect a summer holiday but instead disaster strikes over and over in this hilarious and heart-felt look at taking a vacation with three little kids.



Join My Readers’ Group and for a limited time get the entire Six Nights of Sin series for FREE

(THERE’S A PEEK OF BOOK ONE AT THE END OF THIS BOOK)

Click Here to Get Your FREE Books
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If you want to read the stories before they are published, follow me on Ream. You'll get access to my work(s) in progress as I write them. 

https://reamstories.com/ellisoday
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​CHAPTER 1: Terry 
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Terry winced, opening his eyes. Davy’s foot pressed on his cheek and mouth. The boy’s leg twitched again, almost busting open his lip. He grabbed the kid’s foot and moved it away from him. 

Bam. 

Davy’s heel landed on his neck.

“Fu...udge,” he gasped. For a toddler that kid had some leg muscles. They should get him into soccer. He’d be a fucking superstar. Terry shifted to get out of bed but a small hand clung to his shirt. Peter, Maggie’s six-year-old, was sprawled partially across his chest. 

He was going to kill Nick. What kind of moronic ass-hole plays zombie tag with little kids? His idiot friend that’s who. He sure as fuck regretted sharing his secret of how to continue to have great sex after having kids with Nick. He should’ve let the bastard suffer, once Nick had children, with nothing but quick fumbles in the dark. He would’ve if he’d known he’d end up with all three kids in their bed the first night of vacation.

“Ouch.” He pushed Davy’s foot away from his temple. The kid was trying to kill him.

Maggie stirred in her sleep but snuggled closer to Isabella, her eight-year-old daughter, and fell silent.

He had to get out of there before he was seriously injured and couldn’t get everything ready. He had the entire day planned. He’d told Maggie how he felt about her their last night at La Petite Mort Club but throwing I love you out there during a fight was not how he’d wanted to tell her. He gently rolled Peter off his chest. Today, he’d confess his love the right way. He’d organized everything, leaving nothing to chance. It'd be perfect.

​
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CHAPTER 2:  Terry
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Terry snuck out of the bedroom and went straight to the kitchen. He opened the fridge and began pulling out the food he’d ordered for their picnic. Last night when they’d arrived at their bungalow, he’d had to juggle a lot of things and keeping Maggie from the kitchen had been the hardest. She was a natural Sub and she wanted to take care of everyone around her. He loved that about her. His heart did a quick flip-flop and his stomach clenched but it wasn’t near as bad as it had been. He was growing used to the idea of loving someone again. Maybe in a few years he’d stop getting nauseous when that word crept into his head.

He opened a cabinet, nothing but dishes. He opened another and another until finally he found the bread. It’d come directly from the local bakery. He unwrapped it from the brown paper and inhaled. It was a day old but still smelled wonderful. The crust was flaky and the bread soft. It’d make excellent sandwiches. He dropped it on the counter and rummaged through the drawers for a knife.

“I’m hungry.”

He jumped. “Izzy, you’re as quiet as a damn cat.”

“I scared you.” She giggled. She was adorable—long brown hair, curly like her mother’s but with brown eyes like her asshole of a father.

“No, you did not.” He sounded firm but he winked at her.

“What-cha doing?” She climbed on one of the chairs by the kitchen island.

“I have a surprise.” He leaned close to her and lowered his voice. “I’m making a picnic lunch because we’re going to the beach.” 

“Dad takes us to the pool when we go with him.”

“Well, I’m taking you to the beach.” Probably because there wasn’t a beach at any of the cheap-ass places their father took them, but he wouldn’t say anything negative about the dickhead around the kids. He’d hated it when his ex’s partners had bombarded his kids with shit about him. “What kind of sandwich do you want for lunch?” He waved his hand over the array of luncheon meats.

“Peanut butter and jelly but I want to go to the pool.”

“And we will.” He pulled a knife from the drawer and sliced the bread. “Do you want some toast?” He dropped two pieces in the toaster.

“No. I want to go to the pool.”

“After the beach.”

“I want to swim now.”

“You can swim in the ocean.” He began slathering peanut butter and jelly on some of the bread.

“Yuck. Fish pee in the ocean.” 

“Who told you that?” The toaster buzzed and he grabbed the bread buttering it.

She shrugged. “I don’t know but it’s true.”

“Yes, it is but there’s enough water in the ocean so it’s fine.” He held out a slice of toast, but she wrinkled her nose. “More for me.” He took a bite. It was as good as it’d smelled.

“It’s not fine with me.”

“Okay.” He put the sandwiches in baggies and started slicing the gourmet cheese. “You don’t have to swim. You can play in the sand.”

“I want to swim.”

He gritted his teeth. “You should be a lawyer when you grow up.” He handed her the butter knife filled with jelly. “You are relentless.” He finished his toast.

“I want peanut butter too.” She licked the jelly off the knife.

“You’re having peanut butter and jelly for lunch. You sure you want it for breakfast?” He turned and opened the cabinet. “We have oatmeal and cereal.”

“Peanut butter and jelly.” She grabbed the jar of peanut butter. 

He just managed to snag it from her before she stuck the knife in it. “No double dipping.” He tapped her nose, making her giggle. He grabbed a slice of the bread and covered it with peanut butter and jelly before handing it to her. “Milk?” He headed toward the fridge.

“I don’t like milk.” 

“Since when?” He swore these kids changed their minds just to annoy the shit out of him.

“Don’t know but I want orange juice.”

“With peanut butter and jelly?” He cringed. The kid had the stomach of a vulture if she could eat that concoction.

“Mmm-hmm.” She nodded, her mouth full of sandwich.

“Okay.” He poured her some OJ and began making the adult sandwiches, the good kind, filled with turkey, roast beef, gourmet cheeses and artisan spreads. He made several sandwiches each with a different assortment of items—all foods that Maggie loved.

“That stinks.” Izzy poked one of the soft cheeses.

“Well, you don’t have to eat it.” He snatched it from her and tossed it in the bag with the other cheese. He started to put it back in the fridge. He’d planned on cheese, crackers and wine for the adults later tonight, but Maggie loved cheese and crackers. 

“Good because I’d puke.” She faked gagged.

“Then we’re all in luck.” He glanced as her as he added a pack of crackers to the bag with the cheese. “Finish your breakfast.” He dropped the bag by the sandwiches.

“That’s what I’m doing.” 

“Good.” He had better things to do than argue with an eight-year-old. 

He opened the cooler and added bottled water and juice before covering them with ice. He then arranged the food on the tray that fit snug above the ice, keeping it cool but not allowing it to get wet. He put some grapes in a different bag and tossed them next to the sandwiches. All that was left was dessert. He smirked. It wouldn’t be as good as last night. Nothing would ever be as good as eating cherries off Maggie’s naked body and making her come—over and over—but chocolate would have to do for today.

“What you are looking for?’

“A snack for our picnic.”

“Picnic? I thought we were going to the stupid beach.”

He glanced at her. Why did he like kids again? “We are and we’re going to have lunch there. Hence a picnic.”

“But I want to swim.” 

“And you will. After lunch.” He checked the refrigerator. Where was that damn candy? It had to be around here somewhere. The concierge service had gotten everything else right.

“But that’s forever from now.”

“It’s not that long and you’ll have fun at the beach.” He’d check the cabinets again and call if he couldn’t find it. 

“No, I won’t. I hate the beach.”

“Have you ever been to the beach?”

“No, but I still hate it.”

“Go get your swimsuit on and brush your hair and teeth.”

“I’m not swimming in fish pee.”

He snorted back a laugh. “Okay but I bet you’ll change your mind.” He grabbed a jar from the counter and opened it. Yes, here was the chocolate.

“I won’t.” She hopped off the chair and headed for the bedroom where the kids had been supposed to sleep last night. She stopped in the doorway. “How much?”

“What?” He tossed her a piece of candy before pouring half of it in a baggie and dropping it into the cooler. 

“How much do you want to bet?”

He glanced at the bedroom door where Maggie and the boys still slept. He closed the cooler and walked over to Izzy, lowering his voice. “A freebie. If you swim in the ocean—”

“I won’t because I’m never swimming in fish pee.”

He smirked. Stubborn little cuss but she was going to learn that he was always right, especially where females were concerned. “If you do, then you owe me a free babysitting session.”

She crossed her arms over her chest. “If I win”—she raised her dark little brow—“and I will because I’m never swimming in pee, then you pay me and I don’t have to watch them the next two times.”

“Two?” Maybe she should go into trade instead of being a lawyer. “No. Unless you babysit twice for free if you lose.”

“No.” She shook her head. “No way.”

It was time she learned that sometimes pushing too hard made deals disappear. “Then, no bet.”

“Bet?” Maggie wandered out of the bedroom, Davy in her arms. “What are you two betting on?”

​​
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CHAPTER 3:  Terry
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Izzy’s eyes widened and Terry’s heart about burst through his chest. Maggie didn’t know that he paid her daughter to keep the boys quiet while they had alone time. He didn’t want her to ever find out but especially not now. She’d get mad and it’d ruin the perfect day he had planned.

“Good morning, my love.” He walked over to her and pulled her into his arms, kissing her forehead. She melted against him and he almost felt a twinge of guilt using those words to sidetrack her, but it wasn’t a lie. He did love her. “Sorry, if we woke you.” He flipped his hand at his side, motioning for Izzy to go into the bedroom but the damn kid just stood there. 

“You didn’t. Davy did.” The baby squirmed in her arms, wiggling for Terry to take him. “He needs to be changed.” She gave Terry a quick kiss and then pulled away, heading toward Izzy. “And you.”

Izzy’s eyes almost popped from her head.

“Don’t make a bet with Terry. He cheats.” She glanced at him over her shoulder, grinning.

“I do not.” He wanted to clamp his hand over his mouth. He needed to let this drop before Maggie started asking a thousand questions.

“You do too.” She walked past Izzy into the bedroom.

“When have I ever cheated?” He followed her, his eyes on her lush ass. Fuck. He hadn’t had her since before they’d picked up the kids from Nick and Sarah’s almost twenty-four hours ago and that was twenty-three hours too long.

“Saturday night to name one time.” She grabbed a Pull-up from the diaper bag and put the baby on the bed.

“I did not cheat.” He leaned against the door. Last night had been better than fabulous but he hadn’t cheated.

Izzy elbowed him in the leg. “Let it go,” she mouthed when he looked down at her.

He frowned, nodding. She was right.

“You did too.” Maggie glanced at her daughter. “I’m telling you. Don’t make any kind of bet with him. He’ll do whatever it takes to win.”

“That’s not cheating. It’s being competitive and—” 

“Competitive?” She stared at him, shaking her head. “You are beyond competitive.”

“And there’s nothing wrong with that. Plus”—his eyes roamed over her body, making her blush—“you like it when I win.” 

“What did you win?” Izzy seemed to have forgotten her earlier suggestion.

“Tell her, Maggie. Tell her what I won.” He smirked as her face heated.

She shot him a dirty look, but her eyes sparkled with amusement. “We were playing a game and Terry cheated, like he always does, and he won the game.” She cleaned Davy’s bottom before putting the new diaper on him.

“In all fairness, you won too. Several times,” he mumbled.

“Yes. Well...who wants breakfast?” This time her face was almost scarlet as she put Davy on the floor.

“I already ate.” Izzy moved toward her suitcase. “Terry said we’re going to the beach. Yuck.”

“Yuck?” Maggie glanced at him as Davy raced from the room.

“Fish pee.” He shrugged. “She wants to go to the pool instead.”

“Oh.”

“I told her we’d do that after the beach.”

“Today?” Maggie walked past him.

He grabbed her outside the doorway and kissed her quickly. “Yes. I have the whole day planned.” He grinned as she leaned into him. She was always so giving and open. Fuck, he was one lucky man. “Unfortunately, not like last weekend at the Club. Today is a more family friendly version.”

“That’s good because last weekend was not G rated.”

“No, it wasn’t.” He bent by her ear. “But tonight, will definitely be X-rated.” 

“Really? Are you sure? Last night was not.”

He laughed, loving how she melted into him, her soft body cradling his hardness. “Pretty sure. We’ll have a fun, tiring day with the kids and then”—he kissed her again—“an exceptional night alone in bed.”

“That would be lovely.”

“Yes, it would.” He pulled her against his hardening cock almost moaning at how good she felt and then stepped away. “I better let you go before I have to hide in the bathroom and exercise my wrist.” 

She laughed and walked into the kitchen. He started to follow, eyes on her ass.

“Terry,” whispered Izzy, waving him back into the bedroom.

He glanced over his shoulder to make sure Maggie wasn’t close enough to hear them. “Don’t bring up the bet. If she mentions it, I’ll handle it.”

“Duh.” She rolled her eyes. 

Good Lord, she looked just like her mother sometimes. 

“Do you want some alone time now?”

“What? Now?” His dick began to harden even more. He hadn’t thought about it, but a quickie was a great way to start the day.

“Yeah. I want to watch cartoons and so will Peter. Plus, we’re on vacation. I need money to buy stuff.”

“What happened to all the money I’ve already given to you?” The kid had made a fortune on babysitting her brothers.

“I’m saving that.” She looked at him like he was an idiot.

“Saving is good, and I think your mom and I could use some alone time right after breakfast.”

“Yeah!” She yelled and that was almost as happy as he felt about it.
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Maggie bit her lip when she saw the cooler, already packed and ready. Terry was going all out with his plans for the day. The big lug was such a sweetie. 

“I’m going to watch TV,” said Izzy as she ran into the living room.

“You already ate, right?” Maggie walked over to the cooler. 

“Yep.” Izzy turned on the TV, flipping through channels until she found the cartoon she liked to watch.

Maggie couldn’t wait to see what Terry had packed. The man wasn’t the best cook, but he did know how to set up a surprise. Her face heated at the memories from their second night at La Petite Mort Club. Sex with Terry was always great but that...There were no words to describe the wonderful things he'd done and how many times he’d made her come.

“Don’t touch that cooler.” Terry’s deep voice, especially paired with her naughty thoughts, sent shivers through her body. 

“Why? What do you have in here?” 

“Nothing as delicious as last night.” He moved behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist. “But it’s still a surprise.”

“Hmm.” She turned, kissing him. “Shame. I could go for some more cherries.” 

“Could you?” He pulled her closer, pushing his growing erection against her belly.

“Yes. I think we should have a rematch.”

“You’ll lose. Again.” His lips found her neck and she shivered as he kissed and sucked her skin. “I always win and you”—he nipped her—“always love it.”

“Mom, I’m hungry.” Peter wandered from the bedroom and headed into the living room.

“What I remember”—her body hummed as she rubbed against his cock—“is that you cheat.” She stepped away, eyeing the bread on the counter. “Peter, you want toast?”
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