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      Could an accidental pregnancy be the best thing to ever happen to them?

      Brent:

      Going to that party was supposed to be fun. I’d catch up with old friends and reminisce a bit.

      Instead, I get the surprise of my life.

      Angela, my ex-girlfriend, is pregnant.

      And the baby is mine.

      Angela:

      I’ve always loved Brent.

      He was my college sweetheart, my on and off boyfriend for years after that, and finally my hook up one Valentine’s Day.

      He’s also the one who knocked me up.

      Now I need to prove to him that I’ve changed and that I’m ready to settle down.

      Brent wanted to marry Angela once, but will he be able to trust her after everything that’s happened?
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          Angela

        

      

    

    
      Granny had called me over to help celebrate Jordan’s engagement, wedding, and pregnancy announcement. At first, I’d declined because I always avoided being around Brent, but whenever Granny called and cursed me out, then I had to do what she wanted.

      My makeup was a little light today, just a little mascara and lip-gloss. I checked out my long, flowy maxi-dress with the side pockets and off-the-shoulder sleeves that hopefully covered any signs of me being pregnant.

      As soon as Emery and Jordan found out, they’d pushed me to tell Brent, but I was still nervous about whether he’d be open to the possibility of being a father, now that we’d broken up.

      During my years of dating, my goal had always been to not fall in love. After dealing with abandonment issues, I didn’t want to put my all into another situation just to be disappointed. Somehow, Brent had torn my walls down and helped me love. Brent thought I kept him at arm’s length, but deep inside, I was in love with him.

      There was a knock on my car window. “Are you coming inside?” Granny asked, standing at my car door with her hands on her hips.

      I grabbed my purse and the present I’d purchased for Jordan and Damon, then unlocked the door. “Old lady, why are you out here?” I sassed. “Did you think I wouldn’t show up?” I put my hand on my hip, imitating her posture.

      “Girl, your best bet is to get inside, so everybody can start eating before this food gets cold. I have a date tonight, and you’re blocking my time.”

      “Date with who?” I questioned.

      “Pops! My husband, of course. Now, what did you bring me?” Granny inquired, peering into my bags.

      I followed her into the house and heard loud laughing and talking in the kitchen. I noticed Emery and her parents in the kitchen with JJ. “Hello, family,” I greeted them. “What’s going on?”

      “She finally came out of her cave!” Emery cried. “Granny, did you have to bribe her to get her here?”

      “Emery, hush,” Granny chastised. “You’re the last person who should talk about someone staying away. Let’s not talk about your secrets, honey.” She picked JJ up off the floor and kissed his forehead.

      “Granny, you always take Angela’s side,” Emery said and rolled her eyes.

      “Whatever, Emery,” I said. “I’m not staying long, anyway. I have a few appointments, so I have to get back to the salon.”

      “You might as well get comfortable,” Pops joked. “You’re staying to eat and hang out.” He hugged me as I neared him to head outside to the patio.

      “How are you feeling, Pops?” I asked. “Granny told me you’ve been doing good, eating better, and taking her out on the town, keeping her young.”

      “You know, she keeps me young,” he replied. “How are you feeling? I didn’t say anything to you about this little bundle of joy you’re carrying, but I’m excited for another grandbaby.”

      Granny passed me a glass of lemonade as I took my phone out of my purse and moved my appointments around for another day. I could tell this would be a lengthy family celebration. “Thanks, Granny,” I said. “I’m coming to terms with things, Pops. Who all is here, anyway?” I inquired.

      “Jordan’s family, Damon’s parents, and the usual people,” Emery responded. “Brent and a few friends from church.”

      We all took our drinks and followed Emery’s parents to the backyard celebration. Emery had hired the same decorator from Jackson’s party last year when he’d signed a new team. They had gold-and-silver balloons hanging around, white linen tablecloths, and a kids’ section with games, toys, and a small candy stand.

      “Wow, Anthony was invited?” I asked.

      “Girl, we’ve moved on so far from his drama with Teresa,” Emery responded. “I told Jordan when we started planning this that I’m fine with him coming around. I’ve forgiven him, and Jackson has no problems with him—as long as he doesn’t get out of line.”

      “I guess,” I replied, “but if that happened to me, I would’ve cut his dick off and made him sleep with one eye open.”

      “Your mind is so warped,” Emery answered.

      I shrugged and picked up a plate to fill it with barbeque, mac and cheese, and Granny’s famous potato salad. “Hey, Damon,” I greeted him. “Congrats on everything.” I gave him a one-armed hug as I filled my plate. Jordan walked up behind him and kissed his lips.

      “Thanks, Angela,” Damon replied. “I appreciate you coming today and celebrating with us. It was a long road to get your girl to see I was for real, and now, we’re married and about to have a baby.” He hugged Jordan close and rubbed his hand over her pregnant stomach.

      I felt the love in the air and looked across the yard at all the couples: Emery’s parents; Jordan’s parents—hell, even Anthony had someone who’d helped settle him down. I didn’t see Brent around. I guess he’d decided to not come.

      “He couldn’t come because of work,” Jordan said, noticing me looking around. “He was closing a big deal today.”

      Releasing a breath, I turned back around and picked up another glass of lemonade, then sat at the table with Granny, Emery, and Pops. The deejay played music, and some of the kids got up and danced. Damon pulled Jordan into his lap and watched as Tessa tried to follow JJ’s steps and floss. We all laughed and cheered her on as I danced in my seat.

      “All right, now, little girl,” Granny scolded me. “Don’t get too hot with that little ass popping in your seat.”

      Everyone laughed at her, putting me on the spot.

      “Granny, I learned my moves from you,” I said. “Stop hating. Besides, didn’t you get Pops because of your dance moves?” I moved more in my seat as the music played.

      Her eyes narrowed in anger, and she flicked me off. Emery snickered next to her. DJ ran over to the table, right as Brent walked toward us. I smelled his cologne as he came near.

      “Auntie Angela and Uncle Bee, when is your baby due?” DJ asked, and the entire table went quiet.

      Brent laughed at DJ’s question and playfully tickled him. “Little man, Angela isn’t pregnant,” Brent said.

      Frozen in place, I looked at Emery and Granny, praying they could help get me out of this situation. Everyone stared back at me, not making any eye contact with Brent.

      “Yes, she is, Uncle Bee,” DJ said. “I’m going to be a big cousin, right, Mommy?”

      Jordan fumbled with her hands, nervous about him blowing my cover. She picked DJ up to take him away from the table.

      “The only person who’s pregnant next to Emery is Jordan,” Brent insisted. “No way a man would get Angela pregnant.”

      “Excuse me?!” I exploded.

      “Angela, come on now,” Brent said. “We both know you’re not mother material. You’ve never had the time or focus to be someone’s mother.”

      I stood and rubbed my stomach. I was four months along. I was a thick girl, so you could hardly tell, with me already having a little pouch. I hadn’t been with anyone since I found out. I was trying to come to terms with who the father was. I had planned on calling Jeremy next week and letting him know it was a possibility that he could be the father.

      Brent stopped laughing, and his face went completely frozen. His eyebrows furrowed, and his hands tightened into fists. The anger across his face was something I didn’t want to see because I knew he was hurt and disappointed. “When did you find out?” Brent asked. “Who’s the father?”

      The lump in my throat grew and caused me to stumble over my answer. Damon and Jackson stood and tried to pull Brent away. Granny continued eating as Pops shook his head.

      “We can talk about this later,” I replied. “Today is about Jordan and Damon.”

      Brent shook his head in frustration and walked off.

      I decided to follow him to smooth things over. “Brent, please listen to me. I didn’t want to tell you like this, okay?” I tried to grip his hand to stop him.

      He jerked away from me and headed into the house, where he stopped and turned around, facing me with an angry scowl. “You have to be the most selfish bitch I’ve ever met!” Brent shouted.

      “I understand you’re upset, so I’ll let your little comment slide, but don’t let that word slip out of your mouth again.”

      Brent waved me off and moved closer to my face, seething. His lips were so beautiful and plump. I shook away my horny thoughts and focused on explaining the situation.

      His gaze wandered slowly down my body. “Angela, you need to realize that I’m not running after you anymore. That’s why I broke up with you in the first place. You’re so selfish and only want things your way. You always forget about my needs.”

      A cold tremor ran through my body. “What do you want from me?”

      “You piss me off!” Every fiber of his body shivered in anger.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered.

      Emery and Jordan came inside.

      Brent looked behind me and shook his head in frustration. “How long did you know?” he questioned them both.

      No one answered, and he turned to walk out. I reached out to stop him, but Emery and Jordan stopped me from going after him. I broke down crying in their arms. They gripped me close as Granny came trickling in with a plate of food.

      “Calm down, Angela,” Emery said. “You can’t get stressed. It’ll upset the baby.” She rubbed my back as Jordan helped comfort me.

      “He hates me!” I cried out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          Angela

        

      

    

    
      Two Weeks Later.

      I’d just left Jordan and Damon’s house, where I was visiting Isabella, and it was quiet inside Sybil’s as I sat, waiting for Brent to show up. Thinking back on the day I’d slept with Brent, a flutter ran over my body.

      I’d called Brent to talk about what went wrong between us. He’d moved on to Lauren for a little while and became engaged. After a few months, I guess things didn’t work out, because around the time Emery and Jackson got married, Brent and Lauren broke up.

      “I don’t like your attitude when you’re like this,” I remarked without a trace of humor showing on my face.

      “What do you want from me, Angela?” Brent asked. “We both wanted different things, and I moved on. Baby, you can’t keep stringing me along.” He ran a hand over his face.

      “I made a mistake, Brent. You knew what our relationship was and where I came from. Don’t make it seem like this was something new. I care for you, but marriage and kids aren’t in my future. Why can’t we go back to what we had?” I asked and blinked my tears away.

      He closed his eyes and tried to think. “I need time to think about this,” he said, holding out his palm.

      I decided that it was now or never; if this would be my last chance with Brent, I wanted to feel his body against mine. I straddled his lap. “Baby, please let us have tonight.”

      “Just tonight.” He spoke the words against my skin as a trail of kisses ran up my arm.

      All the love I had for this man came back full force as we stared into each other’s eyes. Brent had always been the guy who could please me in every way. Lately, I had been spending time with a new friend, Jeremy, and he wasn’t bad in the bedroom, but something about Brent bending me over with his long body up against my back, sliding in and out of my pussy, gave me a feeling of home.

      I wrapped my arms around his neck and leaned over to kiss his lips, nice and slow. He pulled away, drew in a long breath, and picked me up, then took me to the bedroom. I was glad I’d gotten waxed earlier in the day because it had been a while since we’d been together.

      Brent opened the door and laid me on the bed. I helped him out of his shirt and pants. It was rare that he didn’t wear a suit. Seeing his jeans, jewelry, and white t-shirt made him even sexier. A man who could go from the boardroom to the streets pulled at my heart.

      “Did you get a haircut today?” I questioned, distracted because he didn’t get it done by me. Everyone knew that I was the only one who did my friends’ or family’s hair.

      “Is that what you want to discuss right now?” Brent grimaced.

      A cocky smirk appeared on my face.

      Brent bent, and I met him halfway with a kiss. I gripped his shoulders as our kisses heated up, and our tongues fought to conquer each other.

      “I love you, Angela,” Brent moaned, squeezing my thigh. His hands skimmed gently over my wide hips and down my silky-smooth legs.

      “Make me feel good, baby,” I responded, my body aching with longing as I spread my legs, waiting for his lips to touch me.

      Afterwards, we didn’t talk for a few weeks, and he flew out to California on business. Emery and Jordan kept asking if I wanted more now that I’d gone so long without him in my life. Dating other men allowed me to keep feelings out of the equation because nothing I got from having sex and cocktails every blue moon made me want to call them again. Brent wasn’t a social media type of guy, but I knew posting pictures of different places I went to with other men would get back to him. Then, we’d fight and fall back into our old ways. My mistake of thinking I still had a hold on his heart showed up with a photo of some woman and him, shirtless in bed.

      I ran a hand across my stomach as the baby kicked, and I smiled. I remembered the day we took the test in Granny’s bathroom, and I almost passed out from shock. I had been experiencing weird food cravings like ice cream and pickles. Crying at the drop of a hat, even on little things like someone parking in my parking space at work. I took a test one day and still couldn’t believe I was pregnant. I kept fighting it in my head, thinking no one should punish me with a child. Shit, I was still growing up and wanted no responsibilities—besides running my business.

      “Wow! Angela Jones, mother-to-be,” Emery muttered to herself as I slid down on the bathroom floor, shaking my head in disbelief. Flashing back to the amount of times I had laughed at my friends who became pregnant from a one-night stand and here I was, in the same boat.

      “I need a second opinion. Emery, go buy another ten tests. All the warnings say to get a second opinion, and your fertile ass might have put some voodoo on me,” I spat, standing and throwing the test in the trashcan.

      “Angela, calm down. Stress isn’t good for the baby,” Emery said, and I glared at her, throwing the middle finger up.

      “I’m not pregnant!” I whispered harshly, crossing myself and turning on the water faucet to splash water at Emery for tainting me with her statement.

      “Agh, Angela, stop! You’re such a dingbat. It’s too late for prayers, honey. Welcome to the Mommy Club.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Angela

        

      

    

    
      “Angela! Angela!” Brent shouted and waved his hand in front of my face.

      I must have zoned out. A small shiver ran up my spine as I sat across from the only person who loved me—besides Granny, Jordan, and Emery. I held a finger up for him to wait and drank a sip of water. “Sorry, my throat’s a little dry.”

      He leaned back with one arm resting along the back of the booth. His other hand rested on top of the table, with his eyes piercing through me. I felt a knot in my throat at having to go through this confrontation alone.

      “So, when—”

      “It was around Valentine’s Day. You came to visit, and we caught up, and then this happened.” I waved my hand over my stomach, showing off my burgeoning baby bump.

      “Are you sure it’s mine?”

      “Yes, and before you go into bitter baby daddy mode, I tried calling you awhile back, but you blocked me after your little fiancée mishap.”

      “Mishap? Angela, you have some damn nerve. You tried to fight her in the restaurant when we announced our engagement. Look, I expected more from you, and I guess you proved me right,” Brent replied.

      “Hi, did you want to order now that your guest has arrived?” the waitress asked and pulled out her notepad and pen.

      Brent waved her off, signaling that he wasn’t eating anything. This sit-down wasn’t going as I had planned.

      “Um, I’ll just get a salad, fries, and a milkshake.”

      “Should you be eating all that junk food?” Brent questioned, annoyed at my food choices. I rolled my eyes and passed the menu over to the waitress.

      “You never cared about what I ate before,” I answered, taking another sip of water.

      “You weren’t pregnant with my baby before,” Brent responded and leaned onto the table with his hands clasped together.

      “Oh, so, now you’re claiming my baby,” I said and pursed my lips together.

      Brent ran a hand down his face and licked his thick, chocolate-colored lips. He’d grown a beard that lined up nicely with his low-cut, tapered fade. “I’m not your enemy, Angela—”

      “I never—”

      Brent held a hand up to stop me from talking. “I’ve known you since middle school, through high school, and damn-near proposed to you after college. I get it; you’ve never wanted to be that person. You may have seen it as me trying to make you into something you’re not—but baby, all I wanted was to love you.”

      “I know that, Brent.”

      “All we have between us is this baby, and I will be the best father to our child. But going forward, I don’t want to have anything to do with you if it doesn’t pertain to the kid,” Brent said and stood, taking his wallet out and leaving forty dollars on the table for a meal he didn’t order.

      “Brent, wait!” I yelled.

      I hadn’t expected him to walk out on me like he just did, but with our lack of communication over the past few months, and him working out in California, I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. I felt as if our connection had been broken beyond repair.

      Hearing my phone buzz, I ignored the message from my maternal grandmother.

      Mildred’s Mom: Hi, Angela. I was thinking about you and wanted to see if we could meet and talk.

      She hadn’t wanted to talk to me in the last twenty or so years I’d been living in the same city as her. Ever since my mom and dad broke up, and then she went on a drinking binge and lost her ability to care for me, it seemed like that part of the family didn’t want to have anything to do with me, like I was cursed and destined to bring more bad luck on them or something.

      Suddenly, my phone rang, and Emery’s name flashed across it. “How did it go?” she asked quietly.

      “Like I expected it to go. He hates me for keeping the pregnancy a secret. I knew this would happen at some point, but I honestly didn’t know who the father was, and you know my family dynamics. It was a struggle for me to even decide to raise a child with my fucked-up background and parents. It wasn’t like I had a positive role model from either parent.”

      “Don’t beat yourself up. Brent just needs some time, and I’ll have Jackson talk with him to see where his head is at.”

      “I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Emery. He’s pissed that everyone knew except him. I doubt adding Jackson into the fold would help matters any.”

      I sighed through the phone and mentally debated on what my life would look like once I had this child. I burst out into laughter as Emery continued talking.

      “Angela! Angela! What’s so damn funny? You were just sad and about to cry over Brent.” Hormones had me snapping at people, and sometimes if they looked at me wrong, I’d burst into tears from fear they’d yell at me.

      “Oh, my God! I just realized I’m going to be somebody’s mother.”

      The laughter helped keep the tears at bay because Brent would probably never forgive me for keeping the secret for so long. Even if it weren’t a plan, he’d see that our mutual families and friends knew before him and could have gotten in touch with him at any point. Our arguments and clashes often went on for months, resulting in us not talking to each other.

      My pregnancy wasn’t the best timing in the world, so wallowing in pity every night and debating if he was the father was another issue I didn’t want everyone to know about. As my single friends went out on dates, I stayed home, thinking about my future as a single woman and how I would manage things. The days of Angela being selfish had to come to an end.
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