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All my fans who asked for more

Beaumont follow-up stories,

this one is for you.
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The Second Time Around (Jabarie & Brenna) 

The Playboy’s Proposition (Jace & Sheyna) 

The Player’s Proposal (Jaden & Danica) 

For You I Do (Bianca & London) 

Before I Let You Go (Diamere & Kelly) 

Every Second Counts (Jabarie & Brenna) 

A Beau for Christmas (Reese & Dominique) 

Do Me Baby (Rance & Debra) 

Breathless (Sedona & Keith) 

Stilettos & Mistletoes (Sage & Cser) 

All I Want (Sheyna & Jace)

Like You Love Me (Bianca & London) 
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“Don’t even think about it,” London warned in a deep baritone voice. 

Bianca Beaumont Brown gazed at her husband’s hardened jaw and squared shoulders and knew there was no point in upsetting him. With an audible breath, she lowered her hand from the door handle. 

London Brown walked around and opened the door to his H2 Hummer. Leaning forward, he scooped his wife up into his arms. “London, I can walk,” Bianca insisted and pressed a palm against his solid chest.

“Not on my watch.” He had that stern, protective look in his eyes. London pushed open the door leading from the garage, shut it with his foot, then carried her through the mudroom and across the kitchen.

Home, she thought, breathing it in. It felt amazing to be back safe at home. As he moved with vast purposeful strides, Bianca’s eyes perused the kitchen with a custom island large enough for six barstools, quartz countertops, and a massive golden hood over a commercial-size gas stove. Everything was clean and orderly, just like she hoped it would be. However, holiday decorations still filled every room. As London took her through the family room and toward the foyer, her gaze strayed to a fourteen-foot Christmas tree still in the corner. 

“Happy freaking New Year’s,” she muttered under her breath.

London carried Bianca up the stairs, practically taking them two at a time. Her eyes travel back to his handsome dark-brown face. “You’re not as young as you used to be, so take it easy,” she teased.

His light brown eyes met hers, and a slow, sexy smile parted his lips. “I still have a few good years left.”

Bianca’s body sparked with desire as she thought about her husband’s stamina when making love to her. “Yes, I agree.” There was nothing wrong with his energy. London was in peak condition.

He carried her down the plush carpeted hallway to a pair of double mahogany doors. The master suite started at a sitting room with a marina blue sofa and navy and beige side chairs that led into a large bedroom with a coffer tray ceiling over a king-sized bed. London gently lowered his wife to her feet. “Are you alright?”

“I feel fine,” she lied and tried to keep the pain at bay as she eased down onto the silver bedspread.

“I want you undressed and under the covers,” London ordered. 

“I just got out of the hospital,” she protested and pulled her hands free of a pair of leather gloves. “The last thing I want to do is get back in bed.”

“Sorry, Charlie. Doctor’s orders. You are to rest for the next few days.” London said as he yanked a brown knitted cap from his head.

Bianca stuck out her lower lip and pouted but knew it was useless. He would fight her all the way.

“Just let your man take care of you. Okay?” 

Bianca drew a breath and nodded in agreement when she caught London watching her. She knew he made sense. “Okay, I’ll try to relax.” 

“Good.” Leaning forward, London brushed a kiss across her mouth. His lips were warm and gentle and still made her toes tingle even after all these years. She wouldn’t trade him for anything in the world.

London kissed her once more, then drew back and winked. “Now, get undressed; otherwise, I’m going to undress you,” he warned.

“I like that idea better,” she purred.

London grunted under his breath. “Dr. Charles told me to behave myself while you heal, so I don’t need you tempting me, woman.”

“You’re no fun.”

He smiled down at her. “Sweetheart, once he says it’s safe, as your husband, I plan on taking full advantage.”

While laughing, Bianca shrugged out of the leather coat. London took it and carried it over to a massive walk-in closet and disappeared inside. She turned her head and gazed out the window. 

The house was a two-story structure with floor-to-ceiling glass and oceanfront views. Down below, a blanket of fresh snow covered the ground. She glanced up at the steel-gray skies where thick heavy flakes were still falling. She had missed New Year’s Day, and instead, spent the holiday in the hospital. Memories of the ordeal sent an icy shiver down her spine.

“It’s coming down out there again,” he said, breaking her away from her thoughts.

She turned to look at London as he stepped out of the closet, looking tall and handsome. Beneath a black bomber jacket, he wore a navy-blue thermal t-shirt that clung to every muscle of his broad chest and powerful biceps. 

“Once I know you’re settled and comfortable, I’m going to go and clear snow from the driveway.”

“I’m fine,” she said with an impatient wave. 

“A concussion isn’t fine.” He frowned, staring at her. 

Stubbornly, Bianca reached down to unzip her black riding boots and flinched when she felt pain at her left side. 

“Dammit, let me do that.” London kneeled on the floor and took her foot into his hands.

She sustained several bruised ribs from the impact of the crash. The injuries would take time to heal. Bianca hated feeling so needy. “Is Sierra coming home today?” she asked about their seven-year-old daughter, deciding it was time enough to change the subject. The sooner they forgot about the incident, the better off they all would be.

“No. Sierra’s going to stay with your brother and Brenna tonight. They wanted to give you a chance to come home from the hospital and rest.”

All I’ve been doing is resting. 

Even though Bianca knew her daughter was in good hands, she missed her. Brenna, her sister-in-law, had brought Sierra by the hospital earlier to see her. While Sierra was at the nurses’ station asking for orange juice, Brenna confessed that Sierra was hysterical when she found out her mother had been in an accident. Knowing she would be okay had eased her fears, and Bianca didn’t want to do anything to upset her even more.

After London slipped the boots from her feet, Bianca walked across the room to a large redwood chest of drawers and removed a pair of candy-striped flannel pajamas. Bianca felt warm and snuggled just looking at them. Raising her arms, she tried to remove the sweater and winced in pain.

“You’re so hardheaded,” London muttered under his breath, and he hurried around the bed and over to her. Carefully, he slipped the blue cashmere sweater over Bianca’s head then helped to unfasten the black lace bra. Bianca heard the soft intake of air as his eyes landed on her breasts. The devilish glint in his eyes caused her nipples to harden.

“London, how long did the doctor say we had to wait?” His warm breath against her cheek caused a rush of heat to fill her belly. 

“At least until your follow-up appointment. Why?”

She licked her lips.

“Don’t even go there,” London warned with a chuckled. “It’s going to be hard. No pun intended.” He rumbled with laughter. Bianca joined in until the pain at her side reminded her of the injuries. London helped slide her arms inside the pajama top then said, “Sit down so I can help with your leggings.” He gripped the waistband, then peeled the material over her hips. Again, she heard a soft moan escape his throat. Her body quivered, especially when he leaned forward and captured her lips again. His mouth was doing crazy things to hers. 

“Down boy.” Bianca released a soft moan even as she feebly protested. When his tongue swept across her lips, she spread her thighs. London leaned forward and lowered her onto the bed with her legs up around his waist. Using his forearms, he braced himself, making sure not to press his body weight on top of her while he devoured her in a deep, delicious kiss. Bianca felt her desire kicking up a notch, and she was ready to say, “to hell with the doctor’s orders,” and beg him to make love to her. Long fingers were at the waistband of her panties, ready to peel the fabric away from her skin. “London—” she whimpered as a rush of heat filled her belly. 

He stilled. As he swore under his breath, London eased up and rolled over. “Dammit, sorry baby. I got carried away.” He lifted his head and looked down at her. As his eyes slowly traced her features, the air caught in her throat. “At least let me look at you.”

“Look at me,” she whispered. Their eyes locked, causing her body to warm under the intensity.

“You have no idea how scared I was,” he confessed while gently caressing her cheek.

She nodded. “Yes, I do. You were as scared as I was that I would never see you again.”

The muscle ticking at his jaw let her know he was still angry. “Rest assure, Troy is behind bars. Thank goodness the bail was too high for him to raise. Otherwise, I was about to become a stalker.” 

Smiling softly, Bianca reached up and brushed a hand along the beard that shadowed his jaw. “Let the law handle him. All that matters is that I’m home safe with you.”

“Yes. Right where I can keep a close eye on you.” The frown creasing London’s brow eased a little. He kissed her again, and then he lifted his tall frame from the bed and helped Bianca under the covers. 

“I want you to kick back and watch something on BET plus.” He rolled his eyes upward, and Bianca giggled. He hated Tyler Perry’s soap operas that she loved so much. 

“Oh yes, there should be a new episode of Ruthless,” she teased. And while she laughed, London grumbled and handed her the remote.

She flipped through the DVR, and by the time the popular drama series was playing on the large flat screen television, mounted above the fireplace, London had a cozy fire roaring to life.

“Thanks, baby.” Bianca slid up on the bed toward the headboard. London propped two pillows behind her head to make sure she was comfortable.

“How’s that?”

“Wonderful.” Grinning, she dragged the covers up over her shoulders until the room became warm enough to knock out the chill.

“Can I get you anything else?” London asked, caressing her cheek. She quivered under the arousing feeling of his strong fingers.

“Some hot cocoa would be nice.” 

He leaned in and kissed her some more. “Coming right up.”

While licking her lips, Bianca watched her husband leave the room, taking in his frame in blue jeans that hugged him in all the right places. Even after all these years, London was still the most handsome man she’d ever met. And she loved him with all her heart.

After he had gone downstairs, Bianca leaned her head back against the pillows and tried to focus on the new episode, but her mind kept reminding her of being driven off that dark road on New Year’s Eve. 

Will I ever forget?

Slipping out of bed, she walked over to an armchair. She reached down inside her purse and pulled out her smartphone. Before London could return and scold her, Bianca slid back into the bed. She unlocked her screen, scrolled through the numbers saved in the phone until she found the person she was looking for, and pressed Talk. Within seconds, the caller answered.

“Hello?”

“Sheyna?” she said happily to the raspy sound on the other end.

“Hey, Bianca. Did the hospital release you?” She instantly registered the concern in her sister-in-law’s voice.

“Yes, and I am home under the covers.”

“I’m glad.” She heard Sheyna sigh with relief. “How are you feeling?”

“Better. Much better. How are you doing?”

There was a slight pause before Sheyna replied, “Better than expected. I hope to be released tomorrow. Jace is still mad as hell, and every time he looks at me, I think he wants to go and punch a hole in Troy’s face.”

“London’s the same way.” Bianca released a shaky breath. “I’m just glad you’re safe and doing okay.”

“I’m glad you are too.” 

“London is not going to let me out of his sight. I’ll be stuck in the bed the rest of the week.” Bianca gave a soft laugh. “But it’s fine with me. All I want to do is relax and forget that experience ever happened.”

“You and I both, but at least it’s over. Not knowing who was stalking me was torture. At least now my mind can rest, and I can begin to heal,” Sheyna added with a trembling breath.

“What a way to start the new year.”

“I know, right.” Sheyna managed a chuckle despite the way she was feeling. “I don’t know if you heard, but Romella Glenn was skiing and broke her leg in two places.”

“Oh no! I hadn’t heard.” Ronnie was an event planner for the Sheraton Beach Chamber of Commerce.

“Anyway, she’s supposed to be putting together the Beaudacious Bachelors’ Auction.”

“Yes, I saw the announcement in the winter newsletter. The weekend of Valentine’s Day, right?”

“Yes, and now with her injury, she asked if I would take over.”

“Of course. With as many bachelorette auctions you’ve hosted, you’re the best choice.”

“Naturally,” Sheyna replied dryly. “Anyway, if I can get a few ladies to assist, I’m sure we can pull it off.”

“Just let me know what you need. I will reach out to Deb. I’m sure she will be more than happy to pitch in.” Debra was her best friend and the wife of her cousin, NBA basketball star, Rance Beaumont.

“Wonderful. Once I get home, we can discuss. I figure we can do quite a bit of the preliminary work over the phone.”

“In a few days, I’m going to be restless and desperate to do something.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Sheyna murmured.

“In the meantime, Sheyna, you get some rest,” she said sternly. 

“You make sure you do the same, Bianca.”

Bianca ended the called and looked up at the ceiling, saying a silent prayer that ended with, “Thank you, Lord.”

Her sister-in-law had been the target of a disgruntled employee. Not only had he stalked her, but he’d also kidnapped her. She and Bianca were leaving the family New Year’s Eve party when Troy ran Bianca’s car off the road, slamming it into a tree. He kidnapped Sheyna and left Bianca unconscious, wounded, and freezing. London, and her brothers, Jace, Jabarie, and Jaden, also known as the three J’s, had done everything to find them in time. 

It had been a terrifying night. Tears filled her eyes, but she refused to sit and feel sorry for herself. It was over. Everyone was alive. Life could go back to normal or as close to normal as possible once her wounds had healed.

Bianca watched television and started to relax when her cell rang, startling her. When she looked down at the number, her heart did a shimmy up to her throat. Bianca contemplated ignoring the call before bringing the phone to her ear. “Hello?” There was a silent pause, so she had to repeat herself. “Hello?”

“I heard on the news what happened. Are you okay?”

She closed her eyes and willed for strength at the sound of his low husky voice. “I’m fine, Collin. Thanks for asking. Now, what do you want?”

“You know what I want, Bianca. The same thing I wanted when I called your office two weeks ago.” He sounded anxious. “I want to see Sierra.”

Bianca took a breath to dispel the tension in her chest and said, “You have no right.”

“Yes, I do. Sierra has a right to know the truth.” Collin paused for a long moment. “She needs to know I’m her father.”
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It had been the third-worst night of his life.

The first was when his mother died from brain cancer. The second had been when he and his sisters stood over his father’s bed as he took his last breath. The third had been when he discovered his wife was missing. Ever since that eventful night, London had been loading up on energy drinks, determined to stay alert.

He dropped a block of semi-sweet chocolate into a saucepan with water and placed it onto a low flame on the stove. Once warmed, he would add milk and sugar, then the right touch of cinnamon, just like his mother used to make it. While he waited, London removed the plates from the dishwasher. His eyes drifted out the window above a farmhouse sink at the fresh snow coming down, blanketing the large backyard. In the last couple of days, several inches had fallen, and the meteorologist forecasted several more. As he put dishes away in the cabinet, his mind reeled with images of finding his wife’s slumped body in her car on the side of the road. If he and her brothers hadn’t seen her when they had, there was no telling when anyone would have found her. 

He clenched his fist around a green coffee mug and worked to control his anger before he cracked the porcelain. He wasn’t sure he had ever been that scared before. Bianca and Sierra were his life. He did everything he could as a man to keep them safe, and the guilt of not being there to protect her clung to him like a second skin. That bastard was going to spend the maximum time in jail if London had anything to do with it. Battery, stalking, kidnapping, attempted murder, and several other charges, the man was going to rot. And when Troy was finally released, the smartest thing was for him to leave Sheraton Beach. The Beaumonts were not one to play with. London scowled. The Browns weren’t a family to mess with either. 

Bianca was his woman. 

His life. 

His wife. 

She was beautiful with brown skin, exotic eyes that hypnotize with a single flutter of her lush lashes, and she had sultry lips made to be kissed exclusively by him. He couldn’t imagine living without her and was thankful he didn’t have to find out. And that was why Bianca was going to rest even if he had to take time off from managing the restaurant chain to make sure she did just as the doctor ordered. Luckily for him, he had an excellent management team who could run the restaurants without him.

He was the owner of Clarence’s Chicken & Fish House with locations throughout Delaware, and thanks to Bianca’s cousin Diamere, he had expanded into Philadelphia with two locations. 

His father’s batter recipes were so popular, business was good. Good enough that he was thinking about expanding even more. He muttered obscenities under his breath and scrubbed a hand over his face. That’s if he could first get the state to review his file and declare the fire to his New Castle restaurant as something other than arson. Until then, the insurance company refused to pay the claim.

He reached over for a spoon and stirred the cocoa. Lately, he’d had a lot on his plate, but he wasn’t complaining. Ever since his father passed away, he had taken over the responsibility of anchoring the family—Bianca, Sierra, and his four sisters. Three were single. One was married. London tightened his grip at the thought of Caleb Nelson, who had been nothing but a leech to his oldest sister, Mona Lisa, since the day she met him. The middle sister, Denise, was a singer and an entertainment attorney who was too focused on her career for relationships. She was a workaholic that he hoped would take some time off to enjoy her life. The twins, on the other hand, were living life. Maybe living it a little bit too much for his taste, but he figured it wasn’t his business or place. He had been young once and been into the party scene, so he just hoped that eventually Carmen and Camille would tire of the excitement and return to living normal, maybe settled down and meet a nice guy. But that didn’t stop him from worrying. One of them was dating online, which scared him, thinking she would meet someone who would set her up, and he couldn’t get to her in time.

He was stirring the chocolate when the phone in his pocket vibrated. London reached for it, glanced down at the name on the screen, and smiled. He swiped and waited until his daughter’s oval face appeared in the video.

“Hey, Honeybee.”

“Daddy? Is Mommy okay?”

He saw the worry in her large walnut-colored eyes and immediately wanted to put her mind at ease. “She is upstairs in bed watching television.”

“Is she in any pain?”

“No,” he said, reassuring her. “She is fine. Just a little sore, so she needs time to rest.” He watched Sierra’s eyes, so much like her mother’s, brighten at the news. 

“Can I stay with Brianna this weekend?” Brianna was her cousin and the daughter of Jabarie and Brenna Beaumont.

London smiled and replied, “Of course, you can, but I’m sure your mother would like to see you.”

Sierra wore her hair in a cute ponytail that bounced as she said, “I will call Mommy in the morning.” 

“She’ll like that.”

By the end of the video chat, a grin was on his daughter’s face. “Have a good night, Honeybee.”

“I love you, Daddy.”

“Love you more, sweetheart.” London was still smiling as he returned the phone to his pocket. Sierra was the apple of his eye, and he wouldn’t let anything happen to her. His family was his life. Family first was his motto.

He retrieved two mugs, poured the cocoa, then covered both with tiny marshmallows and sprinkles of cinnamon. London put the pot back onto the stove then carried the cocoa upstairs, eager to be with his wife once again. 
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One week later

Bianca looked over at her sister-in-law Brenna and grinned. “This looks good,” she said as her gaze shifted back to the colorful poster on the coffee table before her. “This looks really good.”

“I’m glad you like it because they’re already posted around town,” Danica announced as she sauntered her six-foot frame into the family room carrying a bowl of potato chips. The naturally reddish-brown hair beauty was married to her brother Jaden.

“Great job. I couldn’t have done it better myself,” Bianca said and looked quite pleased. 

Brenna gave a dismissive wave. “We figured while you and Sheyna were recuperating, we would take the lead.”

“Thank you both. Sheyna is going to love these.” There was a chime of the doorbell. Bianca started to rise from the sofa.

“Don’t you dare move from that spot,” Danica warned. The former runway model sauntered toward the foyer in brown stiletto boots, a matching bolero jacket, and mile-long blue jeans.  

Brenna caressed her rounded belly, defined by a tight gray cable-knitted sweater, and nodded in agreement. “We promised London to take care of everything, and I don’t want to hear my brother-in-law’s mouth if anything happens to you.”

Bianca smiled at Brenna and pulled a pink throw blanket over black leggings and a faded college sweatshirt, as she continued to relax on her sofa. “Fine. Have at it.”

The doorbell rang again, and within seconds, Bianca heard the loud cries of women happily greeting one another before she looked up to see the curvaceous golden-brown beauty coming around the corner. “Hey, Deb.”

Debra’s eyes shifted and landed on her. “Ooh! I’ve been waiting to get over here and put my eyes on you again.” She sauntered over in furry Ugg boots to the sofa and wrapped arms around her. The familiar scent of wood sage and sea salt engulfed Bianca as she hugged her best friend. “I am so happy to see you. How are you doing?” she prodded.

“You just saw me over the weekend,” Bianca scowled and gently pushed her away. “I’m fine.”

“I know, but I had to see for myself again,” Debra took a few moments to study her face. 

“Quit your fuss,” Bianca protested. The bruises along her face were starting to fade so Bianca knew she didn’t look half as bad as she had the previous week.

Playfully, Debra started raining kisses all over her forehead.

“Enough already,” she said, shooing her away while the others laughed. “We’re supposed to be planning a bachelor auction.”

“Yass!” Danica exclaimed.” And it’s the talk of the town.”

“No,” Bianca corrected. “The town is talking about you on the upcoming cover of the May issue of Essence magazine.”

Danica blushed; the added color darkened her light-brown complexion. “How’d you find out?” 

Bianca laughed. “You know my brother can’t hold a secret. Jaden called and was so excited for you.”

“That’s wonderful,” Debra cried. “But I thought they were featuring your swimsuit line?”

Smiling, Danica fluttered a hand to her chest as she said, “They were, but then they decided to do a story on me and my family.”

Brenna smiled. “That is amazing.”

“Is Jaden going to allow them to take pictures of him?”

Danica nodded at Bianca. “I hope so. The magazine is flying down in two weeks to take photographs of us and the children.” 

“Oh, it’s going to be wonderful.” Bianca was so proud of her adorable nephew and niece, Joshua, and Kimora.

“That means I have just a few weeks to drop ten pounds before the photo shoot.”

Debra gave a rude snort. “And where do you plan to lose that, your pinky toe?” 

Bianca bellowed with laughter. Danica had a body that put a woman half her age to shame.

The bell rang again, and this time Debra rushed off to answer it. She came back, followed by Sheyna. Even with bruises, the mahogany beauty managed to look gorgeous. She was wearing high heel black boots that made a distinctive clicking sound as she sauntered across the hardwood flooring.

“Hey, beautiful,” Danica greeted her.

Bianca shook her head. “All that snow on the ground, and you still insist on wearing boots that could knock you down on your butt and back in the hospital.”

Sheyna clucked her tongue and replied, “Hey, even though I look beat up, I still try to keep it cute whenever I can.” 

“You look gorgeous.” Bianca rushed off the sofa and gingerly wrapped her arms around her. “I’m so glad you’re safe,” she whispered. They had been friends long before Sheyna had married her brother Jace.

Drawing away, Sheyna looked at her with a calm amber gaze and said softly, “Thank you. I’m glad you’re okay too.” 

Bianca knew those words came from the bottom of Sheyna’s heart. Sadness flitted over her beautiful features for several seconds before disappearing. They both had endured but would overcome. When it was time to appear in court and testify, the women would be ready. 

“Okay, so let’s get this party planning started,” Sheyna said as she released her.

Bianca nodded, happy to talk about something other than Troy.

They took their seats. Sheyna pulled out a notebook and pen and got the meeting underway. “Alright, so we are down to eleven bachelors. We need to find one more.” 

“Who canceled?” Debra asked. 

“We had a gynecologist, but he was invited to be the keynote speaker for a medical conference on the same weekend,” Sheyna explained with a shrug.

Danica nodded. “Okay, so we need to find one more.”

Brenna gave a coy grin. “I think I have an idea.”

Sheyna’s eyes narrowed. “Really, who?” 

“There is a new bicycle shop that opened near the bookstore, and the owner is gorgeous,” Brenna purred. 

“And he’s single?” Debra’s brow peaked with curiosity.

“Yep, I asked him.”

“You think you can convince him to participate?” Bianca asked.

Brenna nodded. “I will convince him it’s a good way to introduce his business to the community.”

Sheyna’s smile stretched wider. “That would be perfect.”

“What about your cousins?” Danica asked. “You get their commitment?”

Bianca frowned. “I got confirmation from Remy, but I still need to reach out to Rush.”

Debra held up her hands in surrender. “Good luck with that.”

Sheyna nodded in agreement. 

“I’ll convince him,” Bianca added. Rush was very private and a workaholic, but it was for a good cause; how could he say no?

“Good. So, we have a NASCAR driver, twin attorneys, a cowboy, military, a chemist, a fireman, radio personality—”

“And don’t forget Trace Commons,” Debra said.

Bianca grinned. Yes, he was their high-dollar ticket. He played NBA basketball with Debra’s husband, Rance.

Danica whistled softly and said, “I think we are going to raise more money for the cause this year than the town has in the past.”

They all agreed.

The Beaudacious Bachelors was an annual charity auction that Romella had started. Sheyna had hosted so many bachelorette events that Romella decided it was time for the men to help raise money for Sheraton Beach. Bianca looked at her sister-in-law, who always did things to give back to the community. How could anyone even think about hurting her? Bianca blinked rapidly and pushed the thought away as she reminded herself Troy was behind bars.

“Why is the event being hosted at the community center this year?” Debra asked, drawing her attention. Sheyna was quick to respond.

“The city asked to host it at our hotel again, but the thought of all those gorgeous men parading around the Beaumont Hotel might have been more than our guests could handle two years in a row.” Instead, this year the ballroom was being used to host a formal black-tie Valentine’s Day event that her mother hosted with her socialite friends for one of their many causes. Bianca groaned at the thought. Jessica Beaumont had been calling all week, and she had yet to return her mother’s phone calls. If it weren’t for the weather, she would have been knocking at her door. Luckily for Bianca, Jessica didn’t drive in the snow.

Sheyna brought everyone up to speed. “The radio is announcing the event twice a day. We are also selling tickets at most of the shops around town.”

“Tickets are also on sale at several locations in Wilmington,” Brenna added. 

“And in Philadelphia,” Debra said, then laughed as she glanced around the room. “This is going to be huge this year.”

“I know. And the men are all so fine.” Brenna started fanning herself.

“If only planning a family reunion was this easy,” Sheyna said with a rude snort.

Bianca nodded. “Exactly. Did you know Uncle Richard came by the hospital to see me?”

Sheyna nodded. “He came to see me too.”

Bianca shook her head. “I asked about him and Father.”

She frowned. “And what did he say?”

“He said, ‘Roger knows,’” Bianca repeated with a roll of her eyes.

The women each shook their head.” I wish I knew what was going on between those two,” Debra said. “Rance doesn’t even know.”

“Sage and Sedona can’t get an answer either.” Sheyna blew out a breath. “They are so stubborn.”

“I agree,” Danica said, followed by soft laughter.

“No worries. I have already reserved two luxurious homes on the outer banks for next summer. We are finally going to get our answers.”

Debra flashed a smile. “All of us together, it’s going to be fun. I can’t wait.”

Danica rose gracefully and headed toward the kitchen. “I’m going to get drinks.” 

“I’ll help.” Brenna followed her.

Bianca waited until she was alone with Sheyna and Debra before she leaned forward and whispered, “Collin called me again.”

Sheyna frowned. “What did he say?”

“The same. Collin wants Sierra to know the truth.”

Debra blew out a breath. “That bastard.”

“What did you tell him?” Sheyna asked.

“I told him I needed time to think about it.” She shook her head solemnly. “London is never going to go for it.”

“Nope, not the way he feels about her, but I think you should,” Sheyna said truthfully.

Debra threw her head back like she’d been slapped. “Should what?” 

“Consider letting Collin see Sierra.” Sheyna rushed to continue. “Sierra has a right to know London isn’t her biological father.” Sheyna shrugged. “I hear stories all the time about kids resenting their parents for lying to them. At some point, you must be prepared to tell her the truth.”

Debra looked up at her, nostrils flaring with suppressed emotion. “He doesn’t deserve to see her! Have you forgotten he was blackmailing Bianca for money?”

“I haven’t forgotten but that’s not going to stop him from telling her the truth,” she added, driving home her point.

Bianca blew out a breath. She had always known the day would come when she would need to tell her daughter the truth. She just hoped it would come when Sierra was much older when it wouldn’t matter as much. Not when she was only seven and so impressionable.

She had been pregnant and wearing Collin’s engagement ring when she found out he already had a wife. There was no way with Jessica Beaumont as her mother could she have told her she was pregnant by another woman’s husband. And then London had done the honorable thing and offered to marry her. Now Collin regretted the decision and wanted to be a part of Sierra’s life.

“Wait, didn’t he sign away his parental rights?”

Debra grunted under her breath, and Bianca gave her a look that said, “behave” before she looked over at Sheyna and replied, “Yes, but at the end of the day, it doesn’t change anything. He wants to know his daughter.”

Debra squeezed her hand. “What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“When are you planning to tell London?” Sheyna asked.

Bianca shrugged. “He has enough to deal with right now with the fire at the restaurant and then the Troy incident. I just didn’t want to add anything else to his plate.”

“Did he ever find out anything about the fire?” Debra asked and shot her a puzzled look.

Bianca shook her head. “No, the insurance company is still denying the claim.”

“That sucks.” Debra gave Bianca’s fingers another gentle squeeze. 

“Listen,” Sheyna said and leaned forward on the sofa. “You have to say something to London. The last thing you want is for Collin to cause trouble. You remember how he behaved before.”

Yes, how could she forget? Collin had blackmailed her. “And that is what worries me most.” She had better do something sooner than later. Now she just needed to find the right time to speak with London.
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London stepped out from the snow-covered ground into Spanky’s, a sports bar, and spotted the Jace and Jaden already seated at a bar-height table to the left. He headed in their direction, oblivious to the women’s wistful gazes following his wide strides.

“What was that?” Jaden shouted at the big screen. Since high school, the friends were diehard Dallas fans. Tonight, they were playing the rival Washington Football team. The three looked away from the offensive line on the screen long enough to acknowledge London’s arrival.

“Hey whassup, bruh?” Jace greeted with a head bob.

While London yanked the skull cap from his head, he gave each of them dap. “What’s the score?”

“Seven-ten Washington.”

Nodding, London peeled off his coat and slid onto a stool. 

“Help yourself.” Jace gestured to the platter of wings and two pitchers of beer on the table. London reached for one of the frosted mugs, filled it and immediately took a thirsty swallow. After a long day at the restaurant, he needed a drink.

Jace’s eyebrows lifted questioningly. “You been home yet?”

“With all that estrogen in the house?” London shook his head. “Hell no! I was on my way home when Bianca called. When she told me Danica and Brenna were already there, I made a U-turn.”

Jaden tossed his beer back with a chuckle. “You know they’re over there talking about the auction.”

“I’m glad it’s your house and not mine,” Jace added with a hint of laughter in his voice.

London scowled. Being surrounded by family was the only reason he had left Bianca alone. He had a feeling Bianca planned the event at their house on purpose just to get rid of him. 

Time quickly passed as they each took turns playing commentary and referee. They were so wrapped up in the game, shouting at the screen with the other patrons, the stresses of the day began to subside. London waited until the halftime show to order another round of beers.

“I heard you have a new contract.”

Jaden looked at London and nodded. “Yep. My lawyer emailed me the contract this morning.”

Autobeau was offered an unseen seven-figure deal with NASCAR.

“You’re doing big things, Lil’ bro,” Jace said, slapping him on the back. “I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks. I couldn’t be happier,” Jaden said and appeared uncomfortable with the attention. “But you know it has never been about the money. I’m just glad to be doing something I love.”

London gave an exaggerated wink. “Ha, I’m sure the seven figures they gave you sweetened the deal.”

They shared a collective laugh.

“Exactly,” Jace added. “And it’s not like his wife isn’t making her mark in the world.”

London agreed. “I hear her swimsuit line is exploding.”

“Yes, Danica is an amazing businesswoman.” There was no mistaking the pride on Jaden’s face. “She thinks I have a problem with her traveling for work. I would love to have her home with me, but I would never do anything to hold her back.” 

“She is going to be featured in Essence, right?”

Jaden grinned. “Yep, they’re putting her on the cover.” He was sharing the details of the feature when Jabarie came strolling in.

“Sorry, I’m late. I had to drop my crew off at the mall.”

“You are my Marvel superhero,” London said with admiration. He wasn’t sure how Jabarie did it with all the children he and Brenna had. He and Bianca had enough to do with one. “Sierra with them?” He asked between sips.

Jabarie nodded while glancing up at the TV screen. “Ari has things under control.” His teenage daughter knew how to manage her siblings and cousins. “Who’s winning?”

Jaden gave him a raised eyebrow. “Do you have to ask?”

“Actually, yes.”

Jace quickly caught him up to speed on the game during the commercial break.

“You heard from Rance?” Jabarie asked once the game resumed.

Jaden took a sip from the glass and nodded as he said, “Yep, after this season, he’s officially a free agent. It sounds like the Lakers are interested in him.”

“He will never leave Philly,” Jace said with a rude snort.

Jabarie shrugged. “Only time will tell.”

“He gave me six tickets to the next home game.” Jaden’s eyes traveled around the table. “Who wants to make the trip? It’s the third weekend in March.”

“I’m game,” London said.

“I can rent a sprinter,” Jace suggested.

“Or I can get a limo, and we can all drink beer and chill,” Jaden suggested.

Jade nodded in agreement. “That works. Diamere said he’d see us there.” Diamere’s mother was Roger and Richard Beaumont’s sister.

Washington managed to make another touchdown, and the entire table groaned. This was turning out to be an off night for the Cowboys.

London gave Jace a piercing stare. “Bianca is talking about going back to the office next week. How’s the morale at work?”

“We have counselors that have been in to meet with our employees.” Jace was the director of Human Resources for the Beaumont Corporation. “We want to make sure nothing like this ever happens again.”

“I still can’t believe it was the head of your security team,” London said with his eyes on the screen.

Jabarie nodded. “Yes, that’s what’s scary about this.”

“We have a recruitment firm assisting us in finding some strong candidates,” Jace reassured. “I reviewed a resume for a former marine with a top-secret clearance. He might be a little too militant for the climate in our organization, but at least we have options.”

Jaden waited until Dallas made their first touchdown in the second quarter before saying, “I heard a law firm in Richmond is representing Troy.”

A muscle at London’s jaw ticked at the announcement.

Jace’s eyes locked with his. “Not to worry. Our family attorney has retained a criminal attorney with an impressive record to represent the women.”

London looked up to see Roger Beaumont walking into the building. He still couldn’t get used to seeing his father-in-law dressed in jeans and a turtleneck. He elbowed Jace in the ribs and pointed toward the entrance.
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