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TARYN “WHISKEY” 

Best friends. That’s what we are. At least, that’s what we were. One night changed our worlds forever. One night that turned into two days—two of the best days of my life. On the third morning, he was gone. I was heartbroken, but I didn’t know how to tell him.

Now, he’s engaged to be married and doesn’t know how I feel. Never thought a bottle of my namesake could cause me this much trouble.

Wesley

I am supposed to be getting married. The problem is, I can’t seem to stop wondering why my best friend and “best man,” Whiskey, isn’t standing right here with me. I need her to tell me I’m doing the right thing because I’m starting to have doubts.

I can’t stop thinking about those two nights we shared. We laughed and made jokes about how everyone said we’d end up together. At the time, we felt it was a crazy notion.

Now, I’m thinking maybe they knew something we didn’t. Maybe we dismissed the possibility far too soon. 

What I’m certain of is I need to know everything before I make the biggest mistake of my life.

If you haven’t any charity in your heart, you will have the worst kind of heart trouble.

Bob Hope
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Taryn

5 months

T

oday is the absolute worst day of my life. I’ve rushed to a Napa Valley location that I’ve visited many times over the years. The location should be ingrained into the heart and soul of me, but it isn’t and hasn’t been for a while now. Hence, the reason I spent most of my day all turned around. I should know my way around blindfolded, but I don’t. I’m actually lost.

The place, I’m referring to, is mine now and I’ve loved it for longer than any other person who has crossed its lands, beyond my uncle. It is the reason that my Uncle Solomon, Saul to the rest of the world who isn’t considered family, willed it to me. I was practically raised on the acres that were his and are now my own. The site, Solomon’s Angel, is beautiful; spectacular even. Every single time I’ve visited, I’ve fallen in love. I’d hoped that one day this could be the vineyard where my wedding was held. I’d wished that the splendor and promise that felt as if it permeated the air here would rub off on me and grant me my wish. When I was younger, I promised myself I’d get married here. In fact, it was a hope of my uncle’s. The boy he expected me to marry is marrying another in this very space. The nature-made archway, the serenity found in the gardens, the epic skyline, especially at dusk or dawn were all made for the perfect backdrop.

For those very reasons, I suggested the spot to my best friend, Wesley Chambers, as the venue for his nuptials. His deep blue eyes were filled with sadness and hurt the day I offered it because the place he’d booked with his fiancé had flooded. He hadn’t known what they were going to do. My heart felt like it literally bled for him. I couldn’t have him without a place to marry the woman he loved. I’d been thinking about taking a trip to the vineyard myself when I’d been informed it was mine. My Uncle Saul told me he had people keeping the grounds and the vineyard running when no one in the family was around.

He passed away not long after the last phone conversation. I’d just spoken to him the day before. We’d been discussing weddings, which was probably why it was my first thought after hearing about my friend’s dilemma.

“Wes, I’m going to say something that is going to make you love me even more than you already do.”

Sapphire blue eyes met my hazel green ones and a smirk lifted one corner of his mouth.

“Yeah, because that’s possible. I don’t think that’s even a feasible option for me. Do you think it’s possible for me to love you more than I already do? You have my heart in the way a best friend should have it. Now, what has you bouncing in place?” he’d asked as he continued to smile at me.

“Thanks for that.” I roll my eyes while continuing to bounce. “Okay. Two words, Wes. Napa Valley.”

Those eyes filled with surprise before they changed to the glimmering blue I am always thrilled to see. The joy in his eyes has everything to do with the reason I need to be on site today, even despite my misgivings about the situation. With that thought in mind, I kept driving until I got myself together enough to get my bearings. I arrived in enough time to know I hadn’t missed the reception, just the wedding.

“May weddings are for the birds,” I gripe as I park my car. 

I don’t really believe that since I’ve always wanted to get married in May. Something about Mother’s Day and an anniversary in the same month makes me feel all ooey and gooey inside. I know my statement has everything to do with where I’m heading and the irritation of knowing who was standing at the alter and who wasn’t. I pause at the place where I was supposed to have stood to support my best friend’s wedding.

Great! Now, I have “Say A Little Prayer” from the My Best Friend’s Wedding’s soundtrack stuck in my head.

This is going to go over well I feel a little Julia Robert’s character at the moment. The major difference is the reason why Julia and I were both having similar feelings towards our bestie’s weddings. Mine is more of a “for his knowledge” moment. I don’t know what I hope to gain from what I’m getting ready to do. I just know I have to do it.

Knowing that I wasn’t here to support him saddens me. I should’ve been. We’ve always been there for one another. We’ve seen each other through so much. This should’ve been a no-brainer. The problem is my brain had worked overtime to give me all of the reasons I didn’t need to be here.

I make my way through the maze of greenery that I know like the back of my hand. I may have been directionally challenged trying to get here, but no more. Now that I’m here, I know exactly where everything is. I even know the exact site were the reception is being held. It’s under a canopy I had erected to protect Wes’ guests from the elements. It’s gorgeous with the sun shining through. The canopy doesn’t block the light completely, but it does protect against the harshness of the sun’s rays as well as the winds and any possible rains.

I part the final veil of natural vines and come face-to-face with the very person I needed to see, along with a good portion of his family and, surprisingly enough, mine.

“Whiskey, you’re here! Where have you been? I can’t believe you’re this late.”

Wes is talking so fast and filled with so much excitement that I hate myself even more for missing the big event. My stomach decides to make matters worse by beginning to flip at that very moment.

Interesting timing. 

My stomach making me aware of it is absolutely perfect.

“Stupid coincidences that make me want to kick fate in the teeth after a good punch in the eye,” I mutter to myself.

“I’m sorry. What are you talking about? What coincidence?”

I start to take a step back in a lame attempt to retreat as my stomach turns again.  My hands are shaking at the same time my head begins to do so. I didn’t realize I was shaking my head until his cool hand began to stroke through my hair. It instantly calms me.

Is that normal?

“Um Mess, I shouldn’t be here.” I take a step away. “Yeah, I’m going to go because my stomach still isn’t right.”

Wes has always been “Wes the Mess,” which is ironic since the man doesn’t know what it means to leave a mess or have a time where he isn’t well put together.

By some lucky coincidence, his eyes travel down my body to the place my stomach just as the breeze flattens my dress against my skin. Wes’ eyes widen. Movement happens in my stomach and suddenly I don’t feel right enough to remain where I’m standing. Wes doesn’t notice the change in my mood or stance. I’m apparently hiding my irritability well.

“You’ve got that right. Wherever you’re going, I’m coming with you because we need to talk.”

I’m shaking my head because the feeling I’m feeling tells me I need to get away from the public soon before things get messy.

“No, you stay here and help your new bride ... wife ... your new wife. That’s something I’m going to have to get used to saying. I’m not ...”

“Yes, when it happens, you will. Just as I’m apparently going to have to adjust to saying I’m a father.”

His first statement causes my steps to stutter, the second freezes me in place. His voice takes on an almost reverently joyful tone. Regretfully, I don’t have a moment to truly enjoy it. My stomach decides it needs to be empty just as I turn to face Wes again, but Wes isn’t the one who is standing there. Janine is. She gets more than she bargains for when I double over and empty all that has been fighting to settle in my stomach this morning all over the front of her.

Laughter erupts behind the bride and groom while I turn a special type of red because it has to be tinged with green. I’m so mortified and apologetic but still queasy. My apologies are said behind my hand.

One of the wait staff brings me a glass and whispers, “It’s ginger ale. Here are some crackers as well. It helped so much when I was pregnant.”

I wince at the word but say thanks to the gorgeous, mocha-skinned woman who gifted me with what feels like the greatest gift ever. I’d finished my stash of crackers on my journey to the vineyard. Whispers reach my ears as I drink from the glass.

“Did you hear?” a woman who reminds me of Amelia but looks much older than the woman I knew would be if this woman is who I believe she is.

“I knew it! I told you he’d gotten her pregnant. It explains why the other rushed this wedding,” an elder male’s voice exclaims.

That statement came from Wes-II, Wes’ grandfather.

“Serves ‘em right for doing something so rash.”

“He doesn’t need her, and she doesn’t deserve him,” my aunt Lydia tells everyone in the area because she’s just that loud.

I know she’s the one speaking those spiteful words. The same two women who’d been working for years to get the two of us together and who hate Janine dearly, and will always speak out against her every chance that she gets. Won’t they be surprised when all of this clears up in the next five minutes? Just as I turn speak so I can clear the air, Janine shifts her stance. When she speaks, I feel as if my world tilts on its axis.

“How did you know? Who told you?” Janine asks.

My eyes are as round as the lips on some of the teacups in front of the guests when I hear those words. Wes is as surprised as I am when he looks at Janine who doesn’t seem to care right now that she’s covered in my ... ugh ... aack! I gag at the thought of it.

“What did you just say?” He shakes his head and clears his throat. “How is that even possible?”

There’s not one part of me that could’ve stopped my next response. What I say next is just part of my wonderful nature.

Leaning forward, I whisper, “Well, Wes, when a man and woman feel a certain ... connection, they determine to put feeling to action and things get interesting. I’m sure you should know this. You’ve done it, right?”

He gives me a look that tells me he’s trying to decide if he should respond, yell at me, or laugh. In the end, he does a combination of all three.

“Whiskey, you know DAMN WELL I’ve done it.” 

That damn Janine ruins the moment again. How can he stand to hear her grating, screeching voice?

“Wait, how would she know that?” Janine asks as she moves to fold her arms then rethinks it because of the state of the front of her dress.

Why does no one seem to care about what she has on her? It’s gross and disgusting. It’s also making me ill again.

“That one’s slow on the uptake. No wonder he doesn’t want to marry her. Even I know how she knows he’s not a virgin. What’s wrong with this girl?” Wesley’s grandfather says to the group of parents and grandparents gathered around us.

The group is playing the role of spectator, instigator, and protector from the rest of the attendees.

“She’s his best friend,” his mother states matter-of-factly.

“I think it’s more than that, isn’t it, Wesley?” Janine questions.

I absolutely loathe the way she says his name. It’s so ... uppity. There’s no love there. No fun or zeal either.

“You’re right, W-1. Not too bright at all,” my great uncle Mike exclaims.

Janine rolls her eyes then turns but thinks better of her initial response. Instead, she faces Wes again.

“You looked genuinely shocked when I said I was pregnant. Yet, you took one look at her just now and announced your impending fatherhood.” She looks at me then back at him. “You weren’t talking about me when you said you were going to be a father, were you?”

“Good Lord, this broad’s pilot light needs to be relit right now. I’m in pain watching her struggle to make the connection,” W-1 or Wesley Sr. says.

“This is the best wedding ever! Damn, I’m glad you dragged me along! This is better than anything I would be watching on the flat screen,” my great uncle Mike practically yells.

“Shut your trap, Mike!” his wife, Kathryn scolds as she smacks his arm.

“Can we go somewhere else to talk please? I need to change anyway,” Janine speaks in a lowered voice but quickly realizes, when she looks around, it doesn’t matter.

Everything has halted around us. We’re now the entertainment.

“Right,” Wes says as he makes a gesture that tells me I’m leading the way.

I turn to go then turn back to pick up my keys from the ledge before heading towards one of the paths. I turn to face them once again before taking another step in the other direction.

“You two go talk this one out. I’m going to go to my room and have a good nap,” I called over my shoulder. “This baby is kicking my ass and I’m not feeling up to continuing this right now. Plus, the ... smell” I look in Janine’s direction as I fan my hand in front of my nose before moving away from the crowd. “Y’all have a good evening.”

Not getting far, I quickly realize I’m starting to overheat. I wave as I pull off the jacket that was once my comfort as I drove to the vineyard but now feels like a strait jacket. It’s causing me to sweat in areas I don’t want to sweat. I try and fail to ignore the banter following me.

“This is the best drama ever! He got the one we said he should’ve been marrying pregnant,” my grandfather, on my mother’s side of the family, Grandpa James, tells the group following us.

“What if the ... what’s the other girl’s name?” W-1 asks.

“Hell, if I know. Let’s call her ‘not Taryn!’ How about that?” James supplies.

The two men and a few of the women of our families laugh at the suggestion from Wes’ grandfather.

“I like that. What if ‘not Taryn’ is carrying someone else’s child? You know how ‘protective’ Wes is about his business,” Wes’ grandmother, Grandma Lynn, supplies and I clearly hear the concern in her voice.

“Well, not that protective if he got our girl, Taryn, pregnant,” my grandmother, Ruthie J, responds.

Those were my thoughts exactly. As I continue to hear the conversation, I begin to wonder about the why of it all. I needed time to process. My goal had been to leave the gossip crew behind with Wes and his ... hold on, he said they weren’t married.

How was that possible? What the hell happened? What had I missed?

“Hush up! Of course, he didn’t suit up with her. His whoopee stick knows where the Chambers seed is supposed to go,” Grandma Lynn adds.

Upon hearing those words, I try my best to speed up my pace.

When did this damn trail get so long?

I don’t recall the house being this far away from the main garden. I hear the gossiping crowd’s murmurings following me on the wind as I finally clear the path to the main house.

“Crap they’ve picked up speed. W-1, get that walker in motion. I don’t want to miss anything,” Grandma Lynn tells her husband.

I release a snort because the thought of Grandma Lynn fussing at his grandfather tickles me. His whole family is a riot when they get together. I’ve missed spending time with them. It’s been too long. 

“I guess I won’t be missing much else since you’ve been revealed, huh sweeties?” I question in what I believe is a low murmur.

It isn’t until after I hear his response that I realize Wes is still following me. In fact, he is directly behind me.

“You are full of all kinds of surprises today, aren’t you, Taryn? Sweeties? As in more than one baby?”

His chest puffs out with the pride I know and sense he is feeling. We’ve finally made it to the main house and archway, when I stop. I barely suppress the urge to roll my eyes at him. I pull my key out to unlock the door to my wing of the house and give in to my urge. My goal is to get in the house and away from all of this.

I know I started it but I’m not ready to finish it. I simply want to escape, reach my refuge and remain there. This is my sanctuary. I refused to open this area up to anyone. It’s sacred. My family lived life and loved one another in these rooms. I didn’t want any of Janine’s crazy ass family members destroying anything in any of the five rooms. I stand in the doorway then turn to look up into Wes’ eyes. In them I see the joy and happiness I’ve wanted to feel. It is in that moment that I hear the voice of the woman he’s supposed to spend the rest of his life with. That glaring reminder comes crashing in and ruins the pleasant thoughts I was having while staring at her husband-to-be. I feel like a shithead because of those thoughts. She’s pregnant as well. Even better.

Worst. Best friend and best man. Ever.

Stepping back and away from him, I clear my throat.

“Your bride-to-be wants you.”

“I’ll deal with her later. You are my main concern. My best friend is pregnant ... with twins and I am the father.”

Wes moves to step toward me and my hand darts out to stave off his actions. He’ll want to touch me and that can’t happen because I’m a bundle of uber-sensitive nerves right now.

“Who says?” I ask as I attempt to put some more distance between us.

He puts his hands in his pockets while I pop a cracker in my mouth. Wes then leans against the doorjamb.

“Are you Taryn Rosalind Scott going to stand here and try to tell me that I am not the father of those babies you’re carrying?”

“Babies?” Janine questions when she finally reaches us.

She’s still covered in my sick and looking as if she is going to upchuck in a few moments. Her spewing is in words instead and nothing more. “You whore! You did this on purpose! You wanted to ruin my ... our day. You knew he couldn’t marry me without your consent; your approval. He waited and waited then worried when you didn’t show. I was sent a note that he was going to go looking for you. He couldn’t marry me without his precious ‘Taryn,’ his best friend!” She says my name with such disdain and anger, I’m sure it left a bitter taste in her mouth. “His whole family either hates me or compares me to you on one level or another. I was finally set to be happy with my man because I had him and his firstborn. Then ... you ... oh you had to go and upstage me! I’m not even Janine to them or Wes’ fiancé. I’m ‘the girl he’s shacked up with’ or ‘the one who isn’t Taryn.’ Now, I learn you have a litter growing in there!”

The more she speaks the redder she becomes, and I can see nothing but a pot steeping on a stove about to blow. The picture in my head has me ready to burst out laughing. Wes sees no such thing. I see his body steaming with anger. He’s growing angrier and angrier by the moment. What I hadn’t expected was what happened next.

Wes’ mother, Angelica Chambers, steps in front of Janine, lifts her finely manicured hand and connects it with Janine’s cheek. As her hand connects with the woman’s face, those surrounding us have to shield their eyes to protect themselves from being blinded by the multiple stones catching the light of the setting sun. The slap resounds around the foyer of the main house. We are all somewhat piled into the open space. The acoustics have me biting back a smile as the echo floats around the open area. Momma Chambers’ words hit just as hard as she does.

“I will not have you insult the mother of my firstborn grandchildren in front of me. Yes, this was meant to be yours and Wesley’s special day, but things have changed. Taryn has been in our lives longer than you have been a thought in Wesley’s mind. If you are pregnant, as you say you are, then we are all going to be connected. While you stand here hurling insults, your stench grows ever increasing.” Mrs. Chambers straightens her sleeves before giving a glowering look at the dress that is still soiled with the contents of my stomach. “What you hadn’t noticed in your momentary tirade is that you have become an ever-increasing spectacle in the home of the woman you are insulting, whom may I say is fighting the urge not to laugh her ass off at you and your antics. Now, run along and get cleaned up. There are things to attend to and the first is your smell.”

Thoroughly humiliated, Janine finally slinks away. Wes’ expression must mirror mine. I didn’t know she liked me enough to defend my honor. I’m floating on a cloud as I battle the need to do a little happy dance. Momma Chambers smiles at me before wiping away a tear I didn’t know had begun to drop.

“Despite everything that has happened, no matter what, I am first and foremost his mother. My beautiful and lovely Taryn, I already think of you as my daughter. Despite my manner of upbringing and prim ways, I will fight tooth and nail to protect what is mine.” She shutters before correcting her ring’s placement and turning toward from the gathered crowd. “That ... woman was being horrid. I will not tolerate such behaviors especially from one desperately hoping to be part of this family.”

Touching my chin, she smiles at me again.

“Thank you, Momma Chambers.”

“Psshh.”

“You want to tell her what you were getting ready to tell me about there being a possibility that I am not the fa ...” Wes begins before I cut him off.

“Shut your face, Wesley. You know full well that I was doing that to goad you. You are not going to ruin this.”

His mother reaches up and strokes his cheek before giving it an extra hard pat.

“Ow! What was that for?”

“You know.” With that, she begins to stride away. “Go. You two have a great deal to discuss before anything else can move forward. We’ll be down here.”

Both of our grandmothers step up and strike him with their gloves while his grandfathers chuckle before following the matriarchs of the family to the elevator. I thoroughly enjoy how comfortable they all are here. The house has three floors and was built to hold a larger family. There is a finished area downstairs where our families enjoyed hanging out as well. The main bedrooms are upstairs. There are a few on this floor as well. The living, dining area, a den, library, and game/theatre room are all on the first floor. My goal is the bedroom which is waiting for me. My body is screaming for me to go on up to enjoy it. Wes steps into my path before I can take another step toward my goal.

“You start this and somehow I’m the one who is repeatedly struck.”

I shrug my shoulder as I make my way around him and ascend the steps to the upper bedrooms. As I reach the top of the stairs, I turn to the left to walk into the upper library. To the right is a hallway that will lead to the master bedroom, sitting, and bathing area. To the left is another hallway, which leads to the family room, a dining nook, and a set of stairs that wind down to the back entrance of the kitchen. My first stop is to head to the phone.

“Ma’am,” Reggie responds after the first ring.

“Hi Reggie! I missed you. Do you mind having Sara or Lynnette bring up something for me? I’m not feeling well, but I’m starving all at the same time.”

Upon hearing my words, Wes closes the doors and is immediately standing next to me. I meet his concerned gaze and whisper to him that I’ll be fine. My hand goes to my belly and his own follows the motion. I shake my head because I feel the dampness from when I was sick. Slapping the hand, I was trying use to block his motion he own places his over mine then he suddenly disappears.

I have to make myself tune back in to the exchange between myself and Reggie.

“Freshly made soup with more crackers and a variety of fruits. I understand Mr. Chambers is with you. Would you like for me to have something prepared for him as well?”

I smile despite the feeling of queasiness that hits me.

“You were never one to miss a beat, Reggie. I’m sure he’ll want something as well. Do you have any ...?”

“Prosciutto rolls, Ma’am?”

“Either you’ve still got it, or I’ve become quite predictable.”

“I’ve known you since infancy. I’ve learned how to cater to your needs. Congrats on the bundles of joy! I will have Mr. Chambers’ grilled salmon, veggie and rice plate sent to your apartments, Ma’am.”

I am about to turn to figure out where he went when he suddenly speaks.

“Thank you, Reggie,” the man in question says. “Will you hold off the lunch portion until I call again? Please send up the snack platter for Ms. Scott, will you?”

“As you wish, Sir. It is great to know the two of you are with us again.”

“It’s wonderful to be back. We’ll speak again shortly.”

“Until then, Sir.”

He ends the call that I’d put on speaker so that I could sit down in the chair next to the phone. Grabbing hold of my hands, he helps me to stand.

“I’m guessing, factoring in our time apart, you’re about five months pregnant. You’re carrying my twins ... I can’t say that without lighting up like a bulb in a lamp. He flashes a million-watt smile that cause me to smile as well before he continues. “You’re probably in need of a moment to relax after ... everything.”

I tap my nose, then point in Wes’ direction.

“You would be right about that one. I am also in need of an explanation. What gives?”

As we walk into the bathroom, I am assaulted by the beautiful smell of jasmine and vanilla. A bubble bath is being run. I almost melt into a puddle of tears, I’m so elated. Wes notices my reaction and goes to rest on the edge of the large, Jacuzzi style tub. He tests the water while I move to leave the room.

“You know this is running for you, T. Right? Where are you going?”

I’m momentarily confused but I choose not to show it.

“I was getting ready to grab a change of clothes and pull these off, so they can be cleaned. Is that okay with you?” Wes smirks then drops a loofa into the tub.

“It isn’t. I’ll grab what you need after you’re settle in the tub.” He stands and looks down at me. His eyes have always been expressive and what they are filled with I must ignore. “Are you suddenly modest, Taryn Rose?”

Clearing my throat, I quickly pull my gaze away from his before stepping back and undoing the zipper of my dress.

“First, that’s not my name. Second, I’ve never been before. Why would it suddenly be the case now?”

His eyes never move from mine as the dress slides off my body. The slip under the dress is next. Wes removes his light jacket and it soon joins the clothing on the floor. When he begins to pull his shirt out of his pants, I pause my motion.

“What’s going on here? Today is supposed to be your wedding day. I’ll admit that I’m a little confused as well as concerned with your actions right now.”

He chuckles as he pulls his shirt over his head. Those abs. I’ve had dreams about those abs. I didn’t start to have them until after that night about six months ago. It was a night that rolled into two days. We had so much sex in those two days, unprotected sex. It was absolutely freaking amazing, mind-blowing and too much for me to think about.

“I’ll explain everything after I take my shower while you’re bathing. You’ll tell me what thought just put that slight smirk on your face as well.” Leaning down, he kisses my forehead then drops to a squat to place two kisses on my stomach. “One for each of them,” he murmurs.

I pull my bra and panties off then head over to the tub as Wesley turns the water off. Placing my hand inside, I note the fact that the water is the perfect temperature. His hand is suddenly holding mine as I step in and begin to settle back on the pillow. I’d forgotten just how huge the inside of the tub is. It’s large enough for both of us to fit.

Why in the hell did I have to think about that? Now, I’m picturing the two of us in this tub.

Let me focus on the beauty of the tub instead. I will not focus on Wes being in the tub with me. The tub is magnificent. The bath is glorious. I love the feeling the jets make. It’s one of the things I’ve always loved about it. Changing my way of thinking causes me to remember all the things I love about this bathroom.

My mother used to sit in this very seat that I’m sitting in just about every time we visited. I used to marvel at the beauty she was. Too bad that beauty faded into ugliness when she decided being a mother wasn’t what she wanted. She figured it all out two children too late. It’s been twenty-eight years and I still hurt like that six-year-old did on that day.

There are days when I loathe the fact that I have her hair and her mouth. My long, dark hair is the exact color and length it was the night she left. The caramel brown of it floated behind her as she stormed out the front door. My little brother, Liam, and I huddled together in a corner crying because she’d ignored our pleas for her not to leave us.

My eyes flutter closed as I try to dismiss the ugly memory. When I feel Wes’ fingers on my chin, I open them again. Those sapphire blues glisten as he looks at me. He knows the story. I’ve told him often enough. The saddest thing about all of this is knowing how much time I missed here trying to avoid the memories this place stirs up. Wes’ look clearly tells me he understands the pitiful turn my thoughts have taken. 

“You’re not her. Never have been and never will be. Those eyes of yours were only one of the gifts your father gave you. The other is the heart that you have shared with so many including me and now you will share it with them.” His hand dips into the water and rubs over my belly. “Relax. Think of good things. I’m going to get the door.”

As Wes turns, I hear the zipper of his pants as it is unzipped. In one swift motion, he pushes them off his ass and allows them to drop to the floor. Grabbing a towel from the warming rack, he steps out of them before he walks out of the room. I watch him wrap the towel around his waist as he walks in the direction of the main door. 

“That view provides all of the good thoughts I’ll need to enjoy this bath,” I say to myself as I settle into the water more.

I giggle as I lean my head back and look up at the skyline that is painted above. It is a mural of various versions of the sky of my family’s ... now my piece of Napa Valley. I requested this because I’ve loved the Napa skies for as long as I could remember. I used to climb out on the outer ledge of the roof to stare at it. The padding of Wes’ feet against the wood flooring alerts me to his return.

“Your snack has been delivered. They also sent a pitcher of white grape and cranberry juice, along with more ginger ale. Did you want any of this now?”

“I think I can wait for a bit.” I don’t end my study of the mural when he enters. It isn’t until my stomach does another flip that I sit up and change my response. “On second thought, I know I’m going to need a few crackers and the rest of the ginger ale I’d started outside ... or I’ll take the glass of ginger ale you’re handing me.”

I added the last part of the statement because Wes was shaking his head at me when I asked for my old ginger ale. He smiles then nods to a glass sitting on the side of the tub.

“Not a problem.”

He takes off on his mission and returns a moment later. Wes hands me the tray then takes a seat on the stool I added to the room just because I liked the look of it.

“Are you going to watch me bathe, Wes? If so, I have to tell you it’s a little weird. I already feel a little creeped out by it.”

Standing, he tugs the towel free. Just like that, there he stands, in all of his naked, manly glory.

Hot dog, hot dog, hot diggity damn dog!

Gazing at me, when I make my eyes finally meet his, he grins at me. My physical reaction to him can’t be helped or hidden since the bubbles have shifted. That cute as hell smirk of his makes an appearance before he turns and gives me his beautiful back. The artwork there puts the mural on the wall and ceiling to shame. Most don’t know about this side of him. It’s the down and dirty, gritty side he keeps hidden from the business world. It’s one of the sides I thoroughly enjoy. My gaze drops to the excellence of his back side. I have to ignore how much I would love to take a bite out of it. I have to bite back a growl as he speaks.

“I’m going to take my shower now. I’ll be back soon to check on you.”

Absentmindedly, I nod. It takes me a moment to gather my wits about me again. When I do, I have to yell after his retreating form.

“I don’t think your fiancé would appreciate you willingly showing me all of your goods. I believe those sightings are supposed to be reserved for her eyes only.”

His deep laughter is all the response I receive. I quickly finish my handful of crackers then chase them with a swallow followed by the full glass of ginger ale before settling back and allowing myself to get comfortable. I don’t allow myself to think of anything of importance for the duration of the time I’m in the tub. My hands lovingly run over my belly as I enjoy my bath. I’m going to be a mom. Wow! This is a new feeling for me. Seeing Wes’ joy heightens my own.

After about twenty minutes, I wash my body, paying close attention to my stomach, then stand to step out of the tub. Wesley is standing here again to help me while wrapping a towel around me that I hadn’t realized was there. I glance down to find that he is still gloriously naked and a visual sight of splendor when his body is clean and glistening.

“Are you attempting to make some type of statement by letting it all hang out, Wesley?” I figure if I keep saying his full name, and not a nickname, it will remind him of the woman he is set to marry.

Hell, at this point, I need the reminder just as much as he does. He makes a face then helps me steady myself.

“I figured you’d be more comfortable with your nakedness if I were naked as well.”

The sexiness this man embodies is enough to make me want to scream. My body is howling while I work not to pant with need.

“You’re an idiot. Your Janine would lose her mind if she saw this scene.”

His response is to first shrug his shoulders as if he could care less. Wes’ hands move to rest on my belly while he speaks.

“She probably would. This would make her downright shit herself.”

I don’t have time to reach before his hands are in my hair and pulling me to him. When his lips meet mine, I sigh. I actually sigh one of those content sighs like everything is right in the world. We stand, lips locked, for a moment before our tongues meet. I moan and Wes groans as things begin to stand at attention that were previously semi-erect.
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