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Preface

So, to refresh your memory, Book 4, takes up at the end of Book 2, "These Dreams."

 

Here's a refresher from the end of that book:

 

It was much later when we were both awakened by a ruckus coming from Gina and Tristan’s room. I awoke first, hearing the loud voices. I rose up, looking at the clock on the nightstand. It was nearly one a.m. Trey awakened right after I did.

“What the hell's going on?” he asked, groggily.

“I think maybe Tristan and Gina are arguing.”

“Bloody hell, what now?”

We lay there listening to what was taking place.

 “I love you Tristan, can’t you see that?” Gina was crying; her tone was pleading.

“How can I believe anything you say, Gina?”

Tristan was enraged. I'd never thought that he had it in him to sound so angry.

“Because it's the truth, Tristan! Why are you letting Ian come between us?”

“Me?” he asked, his tone sounding incredulous. “How can you possibly say it’s me? My God, Gina—Ian didn’t come between you and me. No, by God, he came between your fucking legs!”

“What the hell?” Trey said, starting to get up out of bed.

“No, stay out of this. It's between Gina and Tristan.”

“What? What are you saying, Tylar?”

“I’m just saying that whatever their issue is, it needs to stay between Tristan and Gina. We don’t need to be involved.”

“I’m thinking that you know exactly what the issue is. Are you protecting Gina at the expense of my brother?”

Trey was shouting at me; he hadn’t done that in a very long time.

“Trey it’s not like that at all. I’m not protecting anyone. I don’t want you or me to be involved in this.”

“It’s too late,” he spat. “If you or your BFF, or whatever it is you two call each other, have somehow conspired to hurt my brother, then it damn well is my business.”

“I'd never conspire to hurt anyone,” I sobbed. “How could you possibly think that?”

“Then, for the love of God tell me what you know. Tell me now.”

I was sobbing by this time. I'd completely shut out the argument that was still going on between Gina and Tristan. This had been a perfect night for me and Trey and it had turned into a nightmare in minutes. I relented and told Trey the details of Gina’s pregnancy. He was horrified that I hadn’t told him sooner.

“You mean to tell me you were going to sit by silently and let her make a fool out of my brother?”

“Trey, for God sakes, in all likelihood that baby is Tristan’s. I encouraged Gina to be upfront with Tristan because I felt he'd understand. My God, her last time with Ian was before she was ever with Tristan.”

“Oh, so that makes it alright? She had a moral obligation to let Tristan know what had happened with her and Ian once she found out she was pregnant.”

“I agree with you. Had I been in Gina’s situation, that's exactly what I would've done, but it wasn't my decision to make.”

“I get that, Tylar,” he replied, “but let’s face it. If anyone has any influence over Gina, it's you. You could have persuaded or convinced her to talk to him.”

“It wasn't my place to do that and you know it! I’m sorry, but Gina was making her own decisions long before she met me. I don’t come into someone’s life and suddenly take the wheel like that.”

“Oh, so now what are you saying? You think I’m a ‘Nazi’ just like Gina says?”

I was totally getting pissed with the whole conversation. It had somehow morphed into a major fight between Trey and me on our magical night together. “Well, I guess if the swastika fits, counselor…”

Trey immediately threw the covers off of us and exited the bed with his pillow and a blanket.

“Where the hell are you going?”

“I’m going to sleep on the couch. I guess I don’t know who you are anymore.”

He barreled out of the room, slamming the door behind him. I buried my face into the pillow. From somewhere out in the apartment I heard another door slam. I was still sobbing when I felt someone climb up on the bed.

“Trey,” I said, turning my tear-stained face from the pillow.

“No, girlfriend, it’s me,” Gina said, whimpering.

She was all cried out, I could tell.

“What the hell happened?” I asked her, wiping my eyes.

“Oh shit, Ty. It was awful. I got a call from Ian late this afternoon. Apparently, someone at the club called him and told him that Tristan had told several of the workers that I was expecting and how thrilled he was by it. He gave them my tentative due date and, of course, one of them, obviously still loyal to Ian, decided to phone him and tell him the good news.”

Oh damn...

“So, Ian makes a mad dash to the club and decides to share with Tristan the details of our last interlude including date and time. I told you that it was just several days apart from when Tristan and I first made love.”

I was horrified at the chain of events that had occurred this evening as a result.

“So, anyway Tristan, being the sweetie that he is, gave me the benefit of the doubt. You know—he figures Ian's still jealous and just trying to make trouble for us since that last scene at the club a few weeks back, so he blew it off."

I nodded, waiting for Gina to continue.

“Then Ian presents Tristan with a piece of mail that he'd picked up from the condo that day he came by to collect his mail from me. It was postmarked the day before I'd received it at the condo. It hadn't been opened and had Ian’s name on it with our condo address. He told Tristan to open it. He said he had no clue about the contents of what was inside, but guaranteed Tristan it would answer the question as to whether Tristan could be a hundred percent positive the baby I carried was his or not. You'll never guess what was inside that envelope.”

“What?” I asked, practically screeching.

“It was a letter from the Fulton County Urologists Group where Ian had gone a couple of weeks prior to get his sperm tested for fertility.”

“A couple of weeks prior?”

“Oh yeah,” Gina said, “The bastard wouldn’t do it for me when I nagged him to. Seems Shelly wanted to know for sure whether he was sterile or not, so she insisted he get tested and the son-of-a-bitch did!”

“So, what were the results?”

“The results were that Ian has a normal sperm count.”

“Oh my God,” I replied.

“Yep,” she said. “Naturally, Tristan's all freaked out at me thinking that I purposely withheld this information about Ian, hoping to trap him.”

“Damn it, Gina,” I hissed, “I told you that you should've told Tristan from the get go!”

“Please Ty, no lectures.”

“So, what happened at the end of your argument?” I asked. “By that time, Trey and I were in the middle of our own because he accused me of covering for you.”

“No shit?”

“Yeah, Gina, no shit.”

“Well, Tristan told me I've lied to him by omission and he can’t be with someone he can’t trust, no matter how much he loves her. Then he left.”

Gina started crying again.

“Don’t cry. Let’s get Trey in here and explain everything to him. I know he'll understand once he hears your side of it.”

“Trey’s not here,” she sobbed.

“What?”

“No…after he heard Tristan’s side of the story, the Hot Nazi ducked into the laundry room and got some street clothes on. They both left. I don’t know where they went or if I'll ever see my Tristan again,” she sobbed.

I was reeling with disbelief. After the wonderful and magical evening Trey and I had spent together, how could he possibly have just walked out like that without telling me? I was devastated and disappointed. I could understand if he wanted to console his brother, but why not let me know he was going out? Why had he put me into the middle of this?

Gina was still sobbing, which I knew wasn't good for her condition. I needed to make her my first priority.

“Listen, I'm going to make you some herbal tea and then we're going to get you into bed to rest, okay?”

“Okay,” she whimpered, still sobbing.

She was so vulnerable, which wasn't Gina. I knew now she was truly in love with Tristan and a mess over all of this.  

So now you can begin Book 4!
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"Kiss Me Deadly" ~ Lita Ford

“Jump” ~ Van Halen

“With or Without You” ~ U2

 


Chapter 1

 

That was that, I decided. Tristan had simply stormed out of the apartment. Tylar had made some herbal tea for me, tucked me into my very empty bed and assured me everything would be okay. She’d made a bet Tristan would be back in my bed by morning. My BFF was going to lose that bet. That much I was sure of with Tristan. I knew Tylar meant well, but she hadn’t been there to observe Tristan earlier at the club.

I lay awake in our bed replaying what had happened earlier. It was all so fuzzy for me now; it had transpired as if I was an observer watching it happen, piece by piece, frame by frame. It was supposed to have been a beautiful day for Tristan and me. We’d been closer than ever since the news of the impending birth of our baby.

Tristan had always had a sweetness about him; now it was in high gear. My God, it was all he ever talked about, with the exception of our getting married. He was being a stickler on that.

He was vigilant about my diet and health; he insisted I cut my hours at work until at least the second trimester (that was his compromise) as I was prepared to work right up until the time I delivered. 

When we made love, which was often, he was even more tender than usual, but still made sure I was satisfied with everything he did. 

Today had started out as perfectly as the other ones had been lately. I was cooking something special for Tristan. We were going to have a late supper together when he got home. Then mid-afternoon I’d received that phone call from Ian. He was drunk.

“Hey Giner,” he’d halfway slurred, “Aren’t you going to congratulate my impending fatherhood?”

“Ian? What the hell?”

“Seems like my essence is just fine, love. I shared the good news with your boyfriend. I don’t expect I’ll be hearing any congratulatory remarks from that one when you squeeze my baby out of your womb in a few months.”

“Ian, I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about or what the hell you’ve done, but I swear--”

“Don’t swear, love. It’s not ladylike. I don’t want our baby hearing that kind of talk. Got to run, Giner. Cheers!”

I’d quickly pulled up Tristan’s number on my cell. He didn’t answer. Shit! What the hell had Ian done?

I’d grabbed my keys and coat, instructed Trey when to take my casserole out, and told him to enjoy it with Tylar. He’d looked a bit puzzled. I told him I was going to the club. No need for further explanation. 

Once I’d arrived at the club, I immediately went to the office to find Tristan. He wasn’t there; his coat wasn’t hanging on the door. As I started to leave the office, someone tapped on the door. It was Jo Anna, the first-shift bar manager.

“Jo Jo, do you know where Tristan might be?”

“That’s what I wanted to talk to you about, Gina. Sit down for a moment, will you?”

Oh God! This has to be bad - really bad!

“I don’t know where Tristan went when he stormed out, but I do know why he left. It was a pretty awful scene in here earlier.”

“Let me guess,” I interrupted her, “Ian stirred up some shit?”

“That’s putting it mildly,” she’d replied. “Gina, I feel weird getting into your business like this; I’m uncomfortable repeating what Ian said to Tristan.”

“Please Jo Anna, I’m a big girl. Let it rip.”

“Well, Ian showed up here this afternoon and made it a point to have a few drinks at the upstairs bar before he came down, just as Tristan was stocking the main bar down here. He ordered a drink and Tristan served him. Then Ian started in about the baby you’re expecting and how you and he made love right around the time the baby was conceived, and --”

“Whoa, whoa, hold-up, Jo-Jo. How would Ian have known any of this? Tristan and I haven’t exactly made it public knowledge outside of a few of the employees here.”

A look of irritation crossed her face. 

“I’m pretty sure it was Johnny Four Fingers,” she’d replied.

“Who?”

“I’m sorry; John Dealy, the new chef Tristan hired a month or so back.”

Then I remembered who she was referring to; the man had lost one of his fingers on his right hand while working at a pizza restaurant during college. Some of the other staff had nicknamed him ‘Johnny Four Fingers.’ Tristan had not been pleased about the nickname.

“So how does John know Ian?”

“Oh they met at the bar one evening after John was off work. You know John gossips worse than any female ever could. Ian bought him a couple of drinks and John spilled everything he knew, including the fact that you and Tristan were expecting and when.”

“Okay, so go on,” I urged her.

“Well, Ian goes on about how he had a fertility test conducted because Shelly had wanted to make sure he wasn’t sterile, if their relationship was to go any further. Ian hands an envelope to Tristan that was sealed with your condo address on it. He told him it was a piece of mail he’d picked up that day at your condo when he said, you know, that--” she’d stumbled over her words.

“Yes, yes - go on,” I said, waving my hand at her to skip ahead.

“Tristan opened it, read it, and then tossed it on the bar in front of Ian. I made myself scarce after that. I didn’t hear the rest of their conversation. The next thing I knew, Tristan had left the club.”

I’d thanked Jo-Jo for the information. I needed to stay at the club to manage, since Tristan had left. I’d busied myself with helping where needed and relieving the bartenders for breaks; the same things Tristan would have done had he not made a hasty exit.

Tristan returned around midnight. He looked as if he’d been tipping a few back. He’d seen me immediately behind the bar on the main floor.

“What the hell are you doing here, Gina?”

“Gosh Tristan, last time I looked I was half owner. Someone had to be here after you stormed out.”

“I had my reasons,” he’d snapped at me, coming behind the bar. “I want you to go home, Gina. We’ll talk about this later.”

“I’m not going home without you,” I’d argued, “I already know the gist of it anyway. Ian called me earlier.”

That had caused Tristan to raise an eyebrow at me.

“You heard me. If you can’t figure out Ian is just trying to cause problems between us because he wants us apart, since his life is so miserable, then I don’t know what to tell you.”

“I don’t give a rat’s ass about Ian being miserable, Gina. What I do have an issue with is that you lied to me. I went through this shit with Tara; I won’t go through it again.”

“I haven’t lied to you, Tristan.”

“You have lied by omission; in my book that’s the same thing.”

“Look,  now is not the time or place for this discussion.”

“You’re right,” he’d snapped, taking my arm and guiding me out from behind the bar. “Jo Anna, can you close up here?”

Jo Anna had come hurrying over when she saw Tristan return. She’d kept a short distance away, but clearly she’d been concerned that Tristan and I could potentially draw the attention of the patrons.

I’d driven us back to the apartment, as it was obvious Tristan had been drinking. We’d argued in the car, and continued arguing at the apartment. Then Tristan had stormed out; Trey had followed closely behind. Tylar and I had both freaked. I knew Trey would not remain pissed at Tylar. Tristan was a different story. Tylar didn’t understand the difference in their temperaments. 

Trey had a quicksilver temper; quick to anger, quick to calm. Tristan was more of a slow boil. It took a lot for him to get to the point of being furious; I was fairly certain he was slow at calming once pushed over the threshold. He’d been furious with me.

I buried my face in his pillow; it smelled like Tristan, my Tristan. My tears started flowing again. Why in the hell did shit like this happen to me? 

I’d thought Ian and I were happy - until I saw him humping Shelly in the office at the club; his declaration of love for her came to me shortly thereafter.

Now it was Tristan saying those horrible things to me; telling me he couldn’t believe a single word I said. I’d caused him to doubt my love for him. He accused me of being duplicitous. It seemed like there was always someone nearby wanting to piss on my cornflakes.

I finally fell into a troubled sleep. It was a temporary escape, at least, from the harsh reality I’d be forced to deal with now.




Chapter 2
 

The following morning, I was awakened by the sound of Preston crying. I got up and went to her crib. She was standing up and held her arms up when she saw me.

“Hey, sweetie pie. Where’s your mommy, huh? You want Aunt Gina to get you some breakfast?”

I changed her diaper, and then carried her out to the kitchen. I noticed Trey had crashed on the couch. At least he’d come back home. I wondered where Tristan had gone. My heart was heavy.

I got Preston settled into her high chair. I peeled a banana, slicing it into small pieces and tossing them into a bowl. She loved finger foods. I set the bowl in front of her; she immediately grabbed a slice of banana, smashing it into her mouth. She was such a cutie. I got her sippy cup out and put some apple juice in it for her.

Tylar came into the kitchen looking like hell.

“Thanks for getting her, Gina. I guess I fell into a deeper sleep than I expected.”

“No problem, Ty. I see the ‘Hot Nazi’ made it home,” I said, nodding towards the living room.

“Yeah, I saw him. Tristan?”

I shook my head ‘no.’

“Gina, he’ll be back.”

“Oh, don’t try to cheer me up. I should have told him. You were right; I was wrong. I can’t talk about this now. I have plans to make.”

“What kind of plans?”

“I have to find a place to live, for one thing.”

“Gina, please. Come stay with Trey and me at the house. We have plenty of room out there.”

“Thanks, but no thanks. I’ve imposed enough. Don’t worry. I’ve got some calls to make.”

I left the kitchen, returning to my room. I wasn’t going to argue the matter with Tylar. I was determined not to be some pathetic leech. It was time Trey and Tylar had their lives back to normal.

I showered, dressed, and packed my clothes up. I phoned Jo-Jo to see if I could crash at her apartment until I found a place of my own.

“You can stay as long as you like,” she told me.

Trey helped me load my suitcases into my car. There was an uncomfortable silence between us. I kissed Tylar and Preston, telling her to call me once they were settled in the new house. She looked like she was getting ready to cry. That was Tylar; always emotional. She knew I’d weep around for a day or two; then my survival instincts would kick in and I’d be fine.

I spent the next two days hiding out at Jo Anna’s doing just that. I appreciated that Jo-Jo didn’t fuss over me like Tylar would have; she let me cry; didn’t say a word when I spent an hour ranting and raving in my room at Tristan, as if he were there listening to everything I said to him.

On day three, I was ready to get back on track with my life. It was Wednesday, my normal day to open the upstairs bar with Eddie at 3:00 p.m. I showered, dressed in my bartender garb and headed to the club.

I breezed into the club, not daring to look around to see if Tristan was in sight.

Eddie was hanging the clean glassware overhead when I lifted the bar counter to get behind there with him. I shoved my purse under the bar and tossed my coat on top of it.

“Well, you didn’t drop off the face of the earth as rumor had it,” Eddie said, turning his full attention to me. “Are you okay, Gina?”

“I’m fine Eddie. I’m ready to get back to work and keep busy.”

“Is Tristan okay with that?”

“What the hell? I own half this club. I don’t need Tristan’s permission to work here.”

“It’s just that -”

“Just what?” I asked, flashing him an angry look.

“Uh…nothing,” he replied, looking extremely uncomfortable.

We worked in silence for the next few minutes, getting the bar stocked and ready. I was busy filling the cooler with ice and didn’t notice the girl who had come up to the bar, dressed in the same outfit as me. She had long, reddish-brown hair; she was tall, slender and had major cleavage to boot. I saw her name tag. It read ‘Sunny.’

“Did I misread my schedule?” she asked, looking between Eddie and me. She opened her purse, pulling out a copy of the bar schedule that was posted weekly.

“Today is Wednesday, right?”

Eddie was looking extremely uncomfortable by this time. He remained silent. I wiped my hands on a bar towel and went over to her, holding my right hand out.

“Hi, Sunny. I’m Gina Hatton, co-owner of the bar. I don’t think we’ve met before.”

She smiled, taking my hand and shaking it. She had a lovely dimple when she smiled. “Oh, I am pleased to meet you, Gina. No, today is my first day. Tristan hired me on Monday. I worked over at ‘Peaches’ and he was in there at the bar last weekend. He told me there was going to be an opening here. Well, I couldn’t turn down the great hours he gave me. Plus, the tips here will triple what I was getting at ‘Peaches’.”

“I see,” I replied, immediately suspicious of Tristan’s motives. “May I see your schedule, please?”

She handed it over to me. Tristan had given her all of my scheduled shifts. 

What the actual fuck?

I handed it back to her, flashing a smile. “Is Tristan in the office, Sunny?”

“He was when I came in. He made my name tag for me and showed me where to clock in.”

“Excellent,” I replied, turning to Eddie. “I’ll be back in a few, Eddie. Go ahead and start with Sunny’s training.”

Eddie nodded. 

I took several deep breaths before I entered the office, closing the door loudly behind me. Tristan looked up quickly from where he was sitting at the desk. His eyes flashed relief momentarily, then quickly masked to impassiveness as he stared at me, waiting for me to say something.

“What the hell, Tristan? You go behind my back and hire someone to replace me? How fucked up is that?”

 “Gina,” he stated calmly, “I don’t need permission to hire someone. There are no such restrictions in our partnership agreement that I recall.”

I was staring an angry hole right through him now. I closed in on him, standing in front of the desk. I lowered my hands down, bracing myself on it as I leaned in toward him. “I want to know why you have hired someone to take my shifts. What is it I am supposed to do?”

“You don’t have to do a thing, Gina. Stay home - wherever that happens to be at the moment. You’ll still share in half the profits. I just think it will be better this way.”

“Better? Better for whom?”

“Better for both of us,” he replied, looking away from me. He stood up, raking a hand through his thick, dark hair. He turned away from me as if it was painful for him to face me. 

“What? So you can’t stand the sight of me now?”

“I didn’t say that, Gina. I just think for now it’s better for the business if we don’t become some soap opera to entertain the staff and patrons. I don’t want us to become some humiliating sideshow.”

“Oh, I get it. You feel like people think I’ve made you look like a fool? You’ve allowed Ian to succeed in doing exactly what he set out to do, haven’t you?”

“Gina - I don’t want to discuss this now. I’m not up to it.”

“When then? When will you be ready to discuss it?”

“I’m not sure. I just know it’s not now,” he muttered.

“I see. So you’re not comfortable having me here; you’ve got this all played out in your head already, don’t you? Well let me tell you this, I should have told you about Ian and I hooking up once I found out I was pregnant. The only reason I didn’t was because, first and foremost, I thought he was sterile. Secondly, I guess I didn’t want you to think badly of me for jumping back in the sack with my low-life cheater husband. I mean we both know I couldn’t have had much pride in doing that, right?”

“Stop it,” he snapped, turning back around to face me. “This is my problem to deal with, not yours. This has dredged up memories for me that have nothing to do with you. This has caused me, once again, to question my own judgment. Having you near is a constant reminder of that. If you insist on staying here, I’ll simply hire someone to take over for me as co-manager and return to Bristol to run the winery.”

I panicked now. I couldn’t let him see how panicked the thought of him going away made me. I couldn’t bear it if he left Atlanta. That would mean it was truly over and it couldn’t be. My mind was screaming, ‘Baby come back!’ Outwardly, I remained composed.

“No, Tristan, I get it. It’s not a problem. I think I could use some time away myself. Maybe I should pay a visit to my mother in Hoboken. It’s been a while.”

“Okay, then,” he said, quietly. “I’ll take care of things here. Please don’t worry.”

“I won’t. Goodbye.”

I wasn’t sure how I’d managed to collect my things and find my way back to Jo Anna’s apartment, but I did. I refused to shed another tear over this. It wasn’t good for me; it wasn’t good for the baby. I just needed to know Tristan would stay in Atlanta. I needed to know he wasn’t done with me.

I booked a flight to Newark leaving at 7:18 that evening; I phoned my mother and told her what time to pick me up at the airport. 

I left a note for Jo Anna, and I phoned Tylar to let her know. She insisted on driving me to the airport. I looked down as the plane lifted from the runway and watched as Atlanta disappeared beneath the cloud cover. 

What I needed right now was not in Atlanta; I needed the comfort of my mother. I hadn’t needed that in a long time, not since my heartbreak over Ian. It was what I needed now once again.




Chapter 3
 

The two weeks spent in Hoboken with my parents had been therapeutic for me. Once I’d gotten my mother to calm down, things had gone smoothly. 

She was tickled at the prospect of being a grandmother again. This baby would be her second grandchild; the same for the Sinclairs, I thought. My brother and sister-in-law had a six-month-old baby boy, Ethan. My mother had no shortage of pictures to show me.

My dad was a quiet man. He hadn’t said a lot about any of it. My mother was the vocal one of the two. Dad had caught me later in my room. 

He’d told me everything would work out; he said Tristan needed time to digest what Ian had said. A man had his pride he’d advised me, pulling me close for a hug. He told me not to judge Tristan too harshly; he assured me he’d come around. It had made me feel better. 

My mother’s first reaction had been to hunt Tristan down and geld him. She was ‘east coast’ that way. She had taken me shopping for maternity wear and tried to convince me to stay in Hoboken with them. I loved my mother, but there was no way in hell I could have made it through my pregnancy without killing her or her me, that much I knew. Mom asked me what last name the baby would carry. I hadn’t even thought about that. She urged me to take my maiden name back and have the baby carry the family name as well. 

“You’re a Valenti, Gina,” she’d said, “You and the baby should carry that name with pride. We’re Italians. Italians are proud people and they understand the importance of family during good times and bad.”

“Okay, Mom,” I’d replied, “I think that’s a plan. I promise I’ll consider it.”

She’d hugged me tightly at the airport; tears streaming down her cheeks. “I’ll be with you when the baby comes, Gina Marie,” she promised. “You call me when you get back to Atlanta. Mothers worry.”

“I will Mom. I love you.”

Tylar was waiting for me near baggage claim after my flight had arrived. She spotted me quickly, coming over to hug me. “How are you doing, Gina?”

“I’m good,” I replied, honestly. “It was good being with Mom and Dad. I feel better. How are things going with you?”

“We’re settled in the house. Jean will be moving in sometime within the next few weeks. Tristan’s been out there a couple of times.”

“Really?” I said, feigning disinterest. “That’s nice.”

“Yeah, I think he’s come to terms with the situation.”

“What situation is that?”

“Come on. Stop acting as if you don’t care. You love Tristan, remember?”

“Loved,” I corrected her, “I loved Tristan once.”

“I don’t believe for a minute you suddenly don’t love him anymore. That’s just you being stubborn and putting up one of your protective walls.”

“Oh, is that what I do?”

“You know it is. Look, Trey had a talk with Tristan. He told Tristan he was being an ass. He told him he’d regret his actions if he didn’t make it right with you as soon as possible.”

I found it difficult to believe the ‘Hot Nazi’ would have jumped to my defense like that. What was up with that? “Trey came to my defense? Has hell frozen over and no one told me?”

“Stop,” Tylar laughed, “My husband is a reasonable person and he knows Tristan overreacted on this. I mean, the truth will be out eventually, right? How stupid will Tristan feel after the baby is born and he sees it’s his and he has lost you?”

“Why are you so sure the baby is Tristan’s?”

“I just am,” she said, shrugging. “I’ve never doubted it.”

We got my suitcase and headed out to the parking lot.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
BOOK 4 - M SERIES

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ANDREA SMITH





