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DiMarco’s Secret Love Child: Part
Two

Lucas




“Are you okay?” I asked, breathless, as I held
myself still inside of my virgin wife. Katy was clawing at my hips,
pulling my weight down on her, and the way she was digging her
fingernails into my flesh was doing terrible things to my
self-control.

“You’re so big, Luke,” Katy whispered and I almost
lost it right there on the bed in our hotel room. What twenty-two
year old man didn’t want to hear his woman say that?

“It’s so intense,” Katy moaned as she threw her
head back against the white linen pillowcase and flexed her hips
upwards. “So…good…”

My male pride roared inside of me, urging me to take
this tiny woman as roughly and desperately as my body needed to.
I’d never felt love like this before. Katy was so beautiful, so
damn pure, and when she looked up at me like that…hell, I could
barely catch my breath when she did that.

“Shh,” I husked against her plump, swollen lips as
I adjusted myself between her legs, thrusting gently against her
untried flesh. She was so tight and snug it was a test of my will
power not to plunge into her. I’d never been with a virgin before
and the knowledge that I would forever be the only man inside Katy
was fucking ecstasy on its own.

“I love you,” she gasped and I couldn’t hold back
a second longer.

Claiming her lips with mine, I hitched her thigh
higher and buried myself to the hilt inside of her.

“I love you too,” I murmured against her lips as I
lost myself in the sensation of being inside my wife.

“For always?” Kate asked in a shy tone of voice,
causing me to still.

Lifting my face so I could look into those swimming
pool blue eyes of hers, I rubbed my nose against hers and breathed
in the floral scent of her soft ivory skin. “I’ll give you a good
marriage, Katy,” I vowed, meaning every word. “One that lasts
always and forever and when that’s over we’ll last some
more...”

 


Marriage.

What a crock of shit.

It wasn’t much of a marriage – more like a
wedding day followed by a wedding night and then a cold hard dose
of reality.

Dammit, I had to stop doing this to myself. I
needed to stop thinking about her and allowing my mind to reminisce
on a life that had been a complete lie.

I had to – for the sake of my sanity.

Because standing in my bathroom, watching as
Kate flittered around the shower cubicle like a caged butterfly
felt like I was standing barefoot on a coal-burning fire and
repeatedly having my flesh jarred with glass.

Kate looked so beautiful, so goddamn innocent
with those huge eyes as she watched my every move. Her eyes roamed
over my body, trailing lower and when they landed on my dick they
widened even further.

Up until twenty-four hours ago I’d been okay,
fine even, but now… now Kate was back in my life and everything was
twisted and warped again.

I had a son.

A four-year-old son named Jake who didn’t
know me from Adam.

Every cruel and hurtful thing Kate had done
to me in the past seemed inconsequential to the fact that she’d
knowingly and purposefully kept my son from me. I had missed year’s
worth of Jake’s life because of Kate’s inability to stay
faithful…

Jesus Christ, why was I doing this to
myself?

Torturing myself with this fucked up proposal
– cracking myself clean open again. Because letting Kate get close
to me again – exposing myself to that woman – would only end in
disaster.

Kate had cut me, fucking wounded me so deeply
and repeatedly that I didn’t think the damage she had caused to my
heart would ever truly heal.

I honestly didn’t think I could survive that
kind of heartbreak twice.

“What happened to you, Luke?” I heard Kate
ask and my entire frame stiffened. “You’re so dark now,” she
continued, and I had to force myself not to shiver as Kate’s
sweet Irish accent – her soft, southern drawl – drifted through me.
“You’re not the man I remember.”

“The man you remember was a kid, Kate,” I
managed to say in a flat tone even though my heart was hammering
against my ribcage as a multitude of emotions ricocheted through
me. “A dumb, twenty-two year old guy caught up in the throes of a
summer romance.”

“I loved that guy,” she replied quietly.
“That kind-hearted, loving guy who held every door open for me and
pulled out my chair before I sat down. The guy who rushed me off my
feet and promised to love and cherish me until death us do part. He
was a wonderful guy.”

Swallowing deeply, I took a moment before
saying, “I shouldn’t have asked you – forced you into something you
were too young to understand.” I couldn’t look at her face. It hurt
too much and I was hanging onto my pride by a thread. If she said
much more I was afraid of my reaction. “You were too young to take
those vows…”

“I understood my wedding vows, Lucas,” Kate
told me in a husky tone. “I kept my vows.”

Kept…

And there it was.

The one word guaranteed to drag me back down
to earth with a bang.

Kate hadn’t kept shit and I needed to
remember that.

The woman standing in my shower was a
liar.

 


 


****


 


Kate




 


“Can you say the same for yourself, Luke?” I
asked, feeling my cheeks flame and my eyes well as I stood in the
middle of his shower stark naked. My body was trembling, a mixture
of shame and desire, as I waited for his answer – prayed the old
Luke was in there somewhere. “Can you honestly say you kept your
wedding vows to me?”

“Are we taking a trip down memory lane?”
Lucas shot back sarcastically in his husky, rough voice as he
grabbed a towel off the rail. His blonde hair was drenched from the
shower and droplets of water cascaded from his hair to his chest.
My eyes followed one dribble as it slowly rolled from his chin to
his ribbed stomach and lower…“You call me Luke and I call you
Katy?”

I let out a heavy sigh. “I haven’t been
called Katy in forever. Not since I was a…”

“A virgin?” Lucas tossed out airily. His
sharp gray eyes were narrowed and focused on my face as he wrapped
a fluffy white towel around his trim waist. “I suspect that’s
because the name Katy was a little too pure for you,
sweetheart.”

“I was going to say a teenager,” I snapped,
feeling incredibly wounded and overly exposed.

“Whatever you say, darling,” Lucas
replied, using another tacky endearment to mock his feelings for
me. I wasn’t his sweetheart or his darling and he wanted me to know
that. He was using words to hurt me. He didn’t need to bother
because his mere presence shredded me apart. “You should dry
yourself off and get ready,” he added in a matter of fact tone of
voice. “As soon as we collect our son we’ll be flying out.”

“Flying out?” I gasped, feeling all the blood
drain from my face. “Flying out to where?”

“Seattle.” Lucas smirked. “I have a business
to run, and nice as this place is I need to be at home in order to
do that.”

“This is my home,” I shot back as a
horrible feeling of dread bloomed in the pit of my stomach. I
didn’t want to leave Ireland. Taking Jake out of the country only
strengthened Lucas’s hold over me. “We can’t just up and leave,
Luke. This is our home. I have a job here and Jake…Jake has three
more months of Montessori to complete. It’s not…”

“It’s happening, Kate,” Lucas interrupted
forcefully. “He’s coming with me, and last night you made the
decision to come with us.”

“On your terms, Lucas,” I spat. “Why are you
being like this?” I managed to choke out, waving a hand out in
front of myself. “This isn’t you. The Luke I used to know was never
this heartless.”

His eyes glistened with anger. “That’s
because I had my heart ripped out of my chest by the Katy I
used to know.”

“What you said,” I said in a level tone as I
slowly backed myself further into the shower until I was standing
under the showerhead. Water was pouring over me, splattering down
my face and burning my eyes, but I didn’t move. I kept my eyes open
and locked on his. “You know, about having me as your submissive –
your mistress – did you mean it?”

“I meant it, Kate,” Lucas rasped and in two
short strides he was back in the shower cubicle with me and I was
pressed firmly against the shower wall. “Every damn word. So
consider yourself my personal whore.”

I always thought Lucas DiMarco broke me five
years ago when he demanded I abort our baby – weeks after leaving
me high and dry without so much as an explanation as to why.

I had thought myself ‘broken’ every
time I browsed through the socialite sections of gossip magazines
and had to endure seeing photograph after photograph of my husband
caressing models – each one more beautiful than the next.

I had thought myself ‘broken’ that wet
night in the month of April when I gave birth to our tiny baby all
alone – with the exception of the medical team – and every day that
followed when I sat in my hospital bed without a single visitor or
a bunch of flowers on my nightstand like the other new mothers on
my ward.

But I’d been wrong.

I was wrong.

The truth was I never realized exactly what
the word broken meant until those words had spewed from my
husband’s mouth.

“Consider yourself my personal whore…”

He was serious.

My husband wanted me to be his submissive and
I had never felt colder than I did in this exact moment. The only
man I’d ever loved wanted to crush me, use my son as a weapon
against me in the cruelest of ways, and I had no way of fighting
back. I had no proof. He was under some sick illusion that I slept
with his brother.

I had never been with any one other
than Lucas but he wouldn’t believe me.

“Then you’re a bigger bastard than I
thought,” I hissed through clenched teeth, not bothering to blink
away the tears that were blending with the water. “I should hate
you.”

“Sticks and stones, darling,” Lucas shot back
as he pressed his naked body against mine. I could feel his
erection digging into my stomach and the pulsing in my core made me
feel nothing but disgust for myself.

“But you brought this on yourself by keeping
my son from me,” he husked. “By repeatedly fucking my brother
behind my back.”

Clutching my throat with one hand, Lucas
lifted my chin with the other. “You broke my heart, Katy,” he
admitted in an oddly torn voice before dropping a soft kiss to my
lips. “Why did you… how could you do that to me?”

“I didn’t sleep with Jared,” I growled,
keeping my eyes on his, imploring Lucas to believe me. But instead
he closed his eyes and I felt his lips tremble against mine. “And
if you make me do this, Luke – if you force this arrangement on me
– I will never forgive you,” I warned him. “I swear I won’t.”

“I wish you would just admit it,” he rasped
before dropping his hand from my throat to my thigh and burying his
face in my neck. “It would make hating you so much easier.”

“I can’t admit to something I didn’t
do,” I breathed, wrapping my arms around his neck. “You are
wronging me, Lucas. You are wronging me so badly...”

“Like you wronged me when you kept our son
from me?” he shot back angrily.

Hitching my leg around his waist, Lucas
lifted me easily and I hated my body for instinctively wrapping
itself around his – for remembering his touch and craving more.

“Stop lying, Kate,” he added seconds before
he plunged himself inside me. “Let’s just enjoy this for what it
is.”

“And what is this?” I cried out, biting down
on Luke’s shoulder as he thrust hard inside of me.

“Co-parenting,” he replied breathlessly. “In
the most primal way.”

 


****


 


 


Lucas




It seemed surreal that less than twenty-four
hours ago I’d been a free agent, yet now I was standing in the
doorway of my estranged wife’s living room, watching our son build
a Lego tower on the floor.

Every muscle inside of my body was coiled
tight as I watched the miniature version of myself shuffle around
on his belly. And even though my heart was swelling with pride and
adoration, doubt was creeping inside of me.

Shit, I was terrified.

What if Jake didn’t like me?

What if I couldn’t bond with him?

“I don’t think we need to tell him right
away,” Kate said quietly as she fidgeted with a loose button on her
thread-worn cardigan.

“Really,” I mumbled because quite frankly
that was all I could say. My complete attention was fixated on the
blonde boy with the suntanned skin playing happily on the
floor.

He was my son.

Mine…

“He’s only four, Luke,” Kate added, drawing
me back to the present as she clutched my elbow. “We can’t just
land all of this on him. It would crush him.”

“And you think I would do that?” I asked in a
flat tone of voice. “That I would want to do that?”

Kate’s eyes were wide and full of fear as she
stared back at me. Anger churned inside of me as I thought about
how quick Kate was to assume I would – that I even could – hurt
Jake.

Dammit, I wasn’t stupid. I knew Jake would
need time to adjust to me – to get to know his father. But I’d be
lying if I said I wasn’t nervous as hell.

Was that the reason she kept him from me?

Had she thought me incapable or not good
enough to be a father?

“Be gentle with him,” Kate said before
walking into the room. Kneeling on the floor, Kate was clearly
rattled as she trailed her fingers through Jake’s blonde hair.
“Jake, sweetie. I have someone I’d like you to meet.”

“You were at the restaurant last night,” Jake
perceptively informed me while he continued to stare up at my face
with curious eyes. “I remember you.”

He has an Irish accent…

The brave façade I had been sporting
evaporated. My knees shook as I walked unsteadily into the room and
knelt in front of him.

“Hello, Jake,” I managed to squeeze out as I
held my hand out in front of him. I didn’t have the faintest clue
of what the appropriate etiquette was when meeting a son for the
first time, but I doubted Kate would be happy if I grabbed the kid
and squeezed the life out of him. “My name is Lucas.”

“Lucas?” Jake repeated as he studied my face
with sharp gray eyes. My eyes…

I watched Jake lift his small hand to mine
and it was when his flesh touched mine that I realized this tiny
human was going to bring me to my knees.

I had no doubt about it.

“That’s my middle name,” Jake told me before
removing his hand from mine and swinging around to face Kate.
“Isn’t it, Mammy? Lucas is my middle name – the same as that
man.”

The same as that man…

I was ‘that man’ to my own son.

My own flesh and blood.

“Jacob Lucas Summers.” Jake grinned proudly
at his mother while I gaped in disgust and watched as her face
reddened.

“His middle name?” I managed to croak out and
Kate had the decency to squirm.

Why did she do this?

“You kept my son from me but decided to give
him my name anyway?” I shook my head in confusion as I strived to
figure this out. “Why would you…what the hell, Katy?”

“Lucas,” Kate hissed, glaring at me
meaningfully. “Not here.”

“You named him after me,” I snarled,
not able to hold back a second longer. I needed this out in the
open. The kid had been lied to for long enough by his mother and I
sure as hell wasn’t about to start the same pattern. “Does he even
know that?” Running a hand through my hair I let out a sharp hiss.
“Goddammit, Katy, what’s the matter with you? I’m his father – he
has my name – and you purposefully kept us apart…”

“What’s going on?” Jake piped up and Kate’s
face paled. “Is that man my daddy?”

“That’s a very good question, Jake,” I
murmured, eyes locked on my lying, cheating wife. “Why don’t you
explain this one, sweetheart?”

“Well, you see Lucas is actually your…” Kate
stalled, tripping over her words as she tried to explain herself.
“Do you remember when I told you that your…”

“I’m your father,” I blurted out without my
brain’s permission. “That’s what your mother was trying to tell
you.”

“Luke,” Kate gasped, appalled.

“He needs to know,” I muttered, concentrating
on the huge gray eyes staring up at me. My heart squeezed so tight
I could hardly breathe. “I know this must be a surprise to you,
Jake, but I am so happy to meet you.” And I love you and I’m so
goddamn sorry but if I’d known about you I never would’ve missed a
single moment of your life…

Jake frowned. “You’re my daddy?” he asked,
looking up at his mother for reassurance.

Kate offered him a watery smile. “That’s
right, sweetie,” she whispered as tears pooled in her blue eyes.
“Lucas is your daddy.”

“But I thought I didn’t have a daddy,” Jake
said, staring up at his mother with nothing but trust and innocence
in his eyes. “That’s what you said, isn’t it mammy?” he added. “You
said that some boys and girls only have mammies?”

“Yes, I did say that,” Kate mumbled,
red-faced, and I had to bite down hard on my lip to keep myself
from muttering a string of curse words. “But this… Lucas is your
daddy and he wants to take us on a holiday.”

“To Disneyland?” Jake asked in a hopeful tone
of voice.

“No, not Disneyland. We’re going to visit
your daddy’s house in America…” Kate began to say but I cut her off
quickly.

“I’ll take you wherever you want to go,
Jake,” I husked, staring down at my son. “Anywhere.”

“What about my mammy?” he asked, reaching out
for his mother’s hand. “Can she come with us? I don’t want to go
without her.”

I heard Kate’s weak sob and forced myself to
smile down at Jake. “Of course,” I croaked out. “Your mom can come
too.”

 


****


 


Kate




“I’ve heard all about you, Lucas DiMarco,” I told
the beautiful American man sitting in the car beside me. My heart
was racing so fast I was sure he could hear it. One short month of
dating and I’d never fallen so fast for a man, so deeply, so
irreversibly…

“I bet you have,” Lucas rasped, leaning closer, so
close I could feel his breath fan my face. “Are you
impressed?”

“With your playboy antics and affluent lifestyle?”
I shook my head and watched carefully for a reaction. If Lucas was
nervous he didn’t show it. All I could take from the expression
etched on his handsome face was contentment. “I know you’re a
player,” I added in a husky tone. “That doesn’t impress me. Neither
does your father’s millions.”

“Cut me deep, Katy,” Luke chuckled, wrapping his
hand around my neck and pulling my face to his. “What can I do to
win you over?”

Twisting on my seat to face him, I drew my legs
beneath me as I pressed my hand against his chest and smiled shyly.
“Give me something money can’t buy.” I pressed my lips to his,
inhaling his masculine scent.

“I’ll give you all of me,” he breathed against my
lips as his fingers knotted in my hair.

“I bet you’ve promised your heart to dozens of
girls before me,” I managed to gasp as Lucas pressed closer,
pushing me backwards, taking more from my heart than I knew I had
to give.

“I haven’t promised forever to anyone,” he
growled. “But I’m promising it to you. Marry me and I’ll give you
forever, Katy…”



“So this is it,” I muttered to myself as I
stood in the empty hallway in Lucas’s mansion having just tucked
Jake up in one of the bedrooms on the second floor. The long flight
had exhausted my son because he hadn’t opened an eye since we
landed in Seattle – not even when he was moved from the plane to
the limo and then into the house.

Forcing the memories of my old Luke to the
back of my mind, I slowly made my down the hallway towards the
master bedroom. That’s where he would be. He’d told me as much.

Swallowing the bile that was trying to force
its way up my throat, I smoothed my black pencil skirt with my
shaking hands before readjusting my sleeveless white blouse. My
feet were aching from the skyscraper stilettos I had on and all I
wanted to do was curl up in a ball beside my son and fall into the
sweetness that was a dreamless sleep.

When I reached the door of the master
bedroom, I contemplated knocking for a brief moment before letting
myself inside.

My breath caught in my throat the second I
caught a glimpse of Lucas standing in the moonlit room with his
back to me – his naked back.

It was dark but the moonlight shining through
the floor to ceiling window allowed me to see the huge king-size
bed with the leather headboard taking up a huge portion of the
room. The remaining walls were painted a dark color I couldn’t
quite depict and were bare of any picture frames or
photographs.

“He’s asleep,” I told Lucas as I closed the
door behind me and stood nervously inside the masculine looking
bedroom. As much as I hated Lucas right now, I couldn’t deny the
fact that he was sublimely beautiful. With his blonde hair ruffled,
his broad chest and ripped stomach on display, Lucas could have
passed as a male model.

“Good.” Turning slowly, Lucas stood with his
hands shoved in the pockets of his navy suit pants and stared at
me. “He’s going to like Seattle, Kate…you both will,” he added
after a pause. “In time.”

“I would prefer to be at home,” I replied
quietly.

“Yeah, well, there’s a lot of things in life
that I would’ve preferred, sweetheart,” he husked as his eyes
trailed over my body. “But we can’t always get what we want.”

I wasn’t sure what I supposed to say to that
or do next, but my feet felt like they were seconds away from
buckling, partly because of the shoes, mostly because of my
half-naked husband, so I chose to walk over to his bed and sit.

“You need to prepare yourself for the
backlash,” Lucas husked as he prowled towards me with a look of
hunger and irritation in his eyes. My PA called me when you were
putting Jake to bed.” Running a hand through his thick blonde hair,
Lucas stood in front of me, towering over my body, and let out a
heavy sigh. “We were photographed leaving the airport – the three
of us.” His gray eyes penetrated through me. “The press is going to
have a field day with us.”

My heart sank.

I knew Lucas was a big deal – his family was
treated like royalty. But I hadn’t signed up for this. “You could
let us go home,” I whispered. “And forget the arrangement. I
wouldn’t keep Jake from you – not if you wanted to see him.” I
could hear my voice rising but I couldn’t help it. I felt frantic.
A part of me still wanted the man in front of me – still wanted to
be with him – but not on these terms. Not this way.

“So you can disappear with my son and I’ll
never see him again?” Lucas shook his head in anger. “I don’t think
so, Kate. I can’t trust you.”

“I never disappeared, Luke,” I
snapped.

Jerking to my feet, I stood chest to chest
with my estranged husband and gave him a few home truths. “I’ve
been in the exact same place since you left me,” I told him,
glaring into his piercing gray eyes. “You are the one who did a
vanishing act. How am I supposed to trust you – trust
that you won’t get bored of Jake and toss him aside and break his
heart?” Like the way you broke mine…

“Because I’m not that kind of man,” he
roared, lowering his face and pressing his forehead to mine. “I
wouldn’t do that, Kate.”

“You are nothing but that kind of
man,” I shot back, furious, as I pressed my forehead against his.
Lucas’s chest was heaving and hot against my flustered skin, but I
didn’t back down from him. I couldn’t afford to…

“Pretend to be the doting father all you
want, Luke, but I know the truth.” Tears filled my eyes and I
welcomed them. They were a stark reminder of the cruelty this man
was capable of. The damage he was willing and able to do to me. “I
read your truth. Remember your heartfelt letter?”

 


Even in the darkness I could clearly see
Lucas’s cheeks turn red as he glowered down at me. “Show it to me?”
Lucas demanded, cupping the back of my neck with his rough
hand.

Knotting his hands in my hair, he clutched me
tight against his body and lowered his mouth to my ear. “Show me
this letter I’m supposed to have written.”

“I can’t,” I screamed. “I got rid of it.”
Lifting my hand I clutched his chin in my hand and forced him to
look into my eyes. Digging my nails into his stubbly flesh I
hissed, “The letter, that is. The baby, I kept.”

Shoving me backwards onto the bed, Lucas
pressed his hard body against me. “I didn’t write you any damn
letter, Katy,” he rasped before taking my earlobe in his mouth and
nipping it.

“Yes, you did,” I cried out as I bucked
upwards against Lucas’s growing erection.

“I fucking loved you, dammit…” His hands tore
at my blouse, tearing it open before ripping my bra away. “I
would’ve made it work,” he added before dropping his mouth to suck
on one of my hardened nipples. “For the baby,” he snarled as he
used his other hand to hitch my skirt up.

“You abandoned me,” I snarled as I dragged my
fingernails roughly down his back, scrawling him, marking him.

“No.” Lucas hissed loudly.

Lifting his weight off me, Lucas stripped me
bare before turning me over. “You cheated on me,” he roared,
pressing my body face down on the bed so that my ass was in the
air.

“You couldn’t be more wrong,” I moaned,
spreading my legs for him to take me. I hated the bastard but right
now I thought I would die if I didn’t feel him throbbing inside
me.

Grabbing my hips, Lucas positioned himself
between my legs and I couldn’t stop the scream of raw pleasure that
tore from my throat when he pinched my clit.

“You were supposed to be mine, Katy,” he
snarled before slamming into me from behind. He was so hard – so
deep inside me that I could do nothing except claw at the bed
sheets and ride out the wave of ecstasy he was taking me on. “Only
mine.”

My thighs trembled as Lucas clasped my hips
and thrust roughly into me over and over. The sound of his balls
slapping against me was so erotic that my body started to shake and
shiver.

“I have never been anyone else’s,” I panted.
“Not before, not during, and not after our marriage.”

Hooking one arm around my waist, Lucas
slipped his hand between my legs and began to play with my swollen
clit as he continued to plunge into me.

“Didn’t you know how much I loved you?” he
demanded as he flicked my clit hard. “Did you even think about me
when you climbed into his bed?”

“I didn’t sleep…with Jared.” My legs gave
out, but Lucas wrapped an arm around my waist and held me up.
“Hmm…”

“I would’ve walked on water for you, Katy,”
Lucas rasped, digging his fingernails into my fleshy hips. “Given
you the fucking moon – the clothes off my back – if you had asked
for it.”

Heartache, hatred and passion coursed through
my veins as I took what he was offering. My body trembled with
desire as Lucas grinded himself against me.

“You broke my heart,” I whispered though it
sounded more like a breathy moan. The tightening in my core
combined with the friction of Lucas’s body grinding against mine
sent shockwaves of desire through me. “That letter…”

I felt Lucas’s lips on my neck as he covered
my skin with hot, wet kisses. He pushed roughly into me once more
and let out a savage growl. The heat that spilled into me caused
the tightening feeling in my pelvis to explode and I came hard
around him.

“I never wrote a letter to you,” Lucas said
in a thick tone of voice as he buried his face in my neck. “I
couldn’t bear to sign and send divorce papers to you – let alone a
goddamn letter.”

The sincerity in his voice caused a shiver of
fear to roll down my spine and I froze beneath Lucas’s hard naked
body, with his cock still pulsing inside of me, as my brain
contemplated the what if’s…

What if Lucas really hadn’t sent that
letter?

What if Lucas had never written that
letter?

What if Lucas had never been informed of my
pregnancy…?

What if… oh my god…

“Who told you I slept with Jared?” I asked
quickly and Lucas went completely still.

“Jared,” he finally said before pulling out
of me.

“But who else?” I pushed as I watched Lucas
stalk across the room naked as the day he’d been born. “You said
someone confirmed the affair?”

Pulling myself to my feet, I stood by the bed
and watched Lucas disappear into the en-suite bathroom. “I want to
know who that someone was, Luke.”

“Julie told me – not that it makes a
difference,” I heard Lucas shout seconds before the sound of a
shower motor running pierced my eardrums. “I think we need to focus
on the here and now, Kate,” he called out. “And try and make this
arrangement work for Jake’s sake.”

“She did this,” I said with a gasp.

On shaken legs I staggered towards the
bathroom, skidding on the moist tiles beneath my feet in my rush.
“Oh my god, Luke.” I stared through the fogged up shower door at my
naked husband. “She orchestrated this whole damn thing.”

Lucas didn’t look at me when he said, “Who?”
Instead, he continued to stare down at his feet with his head
bowed, and his hand pressed against the wall.

I rolled my eyes in irritation. “Your
stepmother.”

Lucas’s head snapped up. His piercing gray
eyes locked on mine. “Come again?”

“Think about it,” I said excitedly, moving
closer. “You said it yourself that Julie was under a lot of
pressure back then and that’s why your family traveled to Ireland
for a vacation – you guys wanted somewhere out of the paparazzi’s
because of your father’s…”

“Stroke,” Lucas added coolly. “Yes, we did
and Julie was under pressure with the business. We all were.”

Excitement bubbled inside of me.

Lucas was hearing me out.

“For the sake of this conversation let’s
agree that I didn’t sleep with your brother and you didn’t write me
a letter ordering me to abort your baby.”

 

I watched with my heart in my mouth as a vein
in Lucas’s neck ticked.

He nodded slightly and hope soared inside of
me.

“Then why did we break up, Luke?” I asked
timidly.

“Because you slept…”

“No,” I interrupted quickly. “Think
again.”

“Where’s this going, Kate?” Switching off the
shower, Lucas let out an impatient growl before stepping out of the
shower and grabbing a towel. “What’s your point?”

“My point is I think I believe you,” I
told him honestly. Lucas moved towards the door and I stepped
directly in his path.

Wrapping my hand around his muscular forearm,
I stared into my husband’s eyes and begged with all my heart for
him to believe what I was about to say. “I think we’ve been set up,
Lucas.”

“Set up?” he husked, eyes locked on mine.
“Kate, please stop…”

“What if we’ve both been telling the truth?”
I dared to say, stepping closer to him. “What if our wires have
been crossed for years and this is just one huge misunderstanding
schematized by your stepmother?”

“So you’re saying Julie made it all up
about you and my brother,” Lucas stated in a flat tone and I
nodded.

That was exactly what I was saying and now
all I needed was Lucas to believe it too.

“You’re saying Julie wrote this
infamous letter and Julie is the one who didn’t inform me of
your pregnancy?” he continued and with each word he spoke his voice
grew harder, colder…

“Yes,” I replied uneasily. It had sounded
absolutely accurate in my head, but now…now I wasn’t so sure.

“Jesus Christ, Kate, give it up already, will
you,” Lucas all but roared in a harsh tone.

“No,” I spat. “I wont give it up. That
letter ruined my life.”

“Stop lying to me, Kate,” Lucas snapped
before roughly pulling his arm away from me. “And better still,
stop lying to yourself.”

With that Lucas stalked out of the bathroom,
leaving me standing there alone, with an aching in my heart and a
conspiracy theory that my brain refused to let go of.

 


****


 


Kate

Two months
later

 


I watched from the private balcony off our
bedroom as Jake and Lucas kicked a soccer ball around in the garden
below and my heart clenched at the sight of the father and son. It
was amazing how quickly Jake and Lucas had bonded since our arrival
in Seattle.

Already, Jake adored Lucas as both his father
and a man, and had barely stopped talking about him since we
arrived. Even for me, the transition had been surprisingly
smooth.

Lucas had moved us into his secluded estate a
few miles north of the city – away from the media frenzy. He was
around constantly and seemed determined to spend as much time with
Jake as he could.

And to give him credit, Lucas had been
amazing with him – caring, gentle and endlessly patient with Jake,
easing him into his new home. Lucas was clearly taking his role as
Jake’s father seriously and it was pretty clear the man was devoted
to our son and in it for the long haul.

When I watched Luke and Jake together I could
almost imagine my happy ever after – almost…

But no matter how at home I felt, or how good
this was for Jake, I couldn’t forget what was really going on
between my husband and I.

This was a business arrangement, a
contractual lifestyle – a trade-off. My role as Jake’s mother would
stay secure in return for my services in Lucas’s bed.

Lucas had made love to me every single night
since I arrived, devouring me, driving me to the most extreme of
pleasures. My toes curled when I thought of his hands on my body. I
didn’t deny that I wanted him with equal desire – more.

The truth was I was still very much in love
with my husband and he didn’t need an arrangement to have me in his
bed. I would gladly lay there – if he’d only believe me…

No matter how intimate we became, no matter
how much of myself I gave to him, Lucas always blocked me out
emotionally. His reasons for doing this were connected to his
obsession with his brother Jared and the very wrong idea he had of
Jared and me.

After the first night I had tried to bring up
the topic of his stepmother being responsible for everything that
had gone wrong between us, but every time I did, Lucas just shut me
down – either by storming off or making love to me almost savagely
and with none of the affection or care he usually showed...

I remained on the balcony until the sun went
down and the boys went inside. I felt so unsure of my life, my
husband, and most potently myself. Feeling nauseous from the
clamminess in the room, I decided on taking a shower.

Stripping off my bathrobe, I stepped into
shower, relishing in the feel of the cool water as it cascaded down
my body, cooling me, calming all my doubts and worries.

And I had one big worry pressing heavy on my
shoulders, a niggling fear that if proved positive would blow our
fragile union to smithereens…

Warm hands encased me then, distracting me
from my thoughts. A body of hard muscle pressed against me from
behind seconds before a large hand splayed across my belly.

“Miss me?” Lucas whispered, kissing my
neck.

“Hmm.” I smiled, leaning back into his
embrace. “Where’s Jake?”

“In bed,” Lucas husked. “And I sure as hell
missed you.” His hands found my soap-lathered breasts and he began
kneading them lazily.

“Did you miss me?” I asked teasingly,
stretching my arm up and wrapping it around Lucas’s neck. “Or did
he miss me?” I added suggestively as I reached down between
our bodies and grasped his growing erection.

Lucas let out a sharp hiss. “You’re a
dangerous woman,” he growled.

Turning me in his arms, Lucas lifted me up,
pressing me hard against the wall seconds before sliding inside me.
“God, I’ve wanted you since I got out of bed this morning,” he
groaned.

I gasped from the sudden penetration and
threw my head back.

Lucas kept his left hand firmly on my hip
before placing the palm of his right hand against the wall beside
my head. He used his hips to hold my body captive as his licked and
sucked every part of my skin his mouth could reach.

Spreading my legs to take his full length, I
rocked my hips forward, crying out loudly every time Lucas’s pubic
bone rubbed against my clitoris.

I felt the familiar swell building inside of
me; climbing higher, harder and more necessary.

I pressed myself hard against each of Lucas’s
vicious thrusts and I was rewarded when a surge of tingling shocks
rippled through my pussy, causing me to clench and pull Lucas
deeper.

“I can’t get enough of you,” Luke husked,
ramming into me harder and my body peaked – shattering into a
million pieces…

My body, held up now only by Lucas, trembled
and shook as he continued to fuck me in a relentless race for
release. “I’m never going to have enough of you, Katy,” he
whispered, covering my mouth with his moments before his body
stilled and Lucas emptied himself into me.

 


****

 



 


Lucas




“Lucas, is it true?” Julie DiMarco’s shrill
voice boomed through the earpiece of my phone. “Tell me it’s not
true....”

“Is what true?” I mumbled drowsily, checking
the alarm clock on my nightstand.

It read 05.30 in the morning.

“Please tell me the write-up in the local
edition is complete bullshit and you haven’t moved that parasite of
a girl and her bastard into your father’s estate.”

My whole body froze and I honestly felt as if
my stepmother had just thrown a bucket of ice-cold water in my
face.

I carefully pulled myself out from underneath
Kate’s naked body and sat up in bed. “That parasite happens to be
my wife and her bastard is my son,” I snarled.

I glanced down at my wife and my heart
hammered restlessly in my chest. “So I would be very careful of how
I addressed them in future if I were you, Julie.”

Goddammit, I had done everything I could to
keep Kate and Jake hidden from the vultures and they had still
found them.

“Do you realize that you are all over the
news – headlining every socialite gossip column in the United
States,” my stepmother screeched. “They are claiming your wife’s
bastard is Jared’s,” Julie hissed and I felt the blood drain from
my face. “Our family is once again shamed because of that whorish
girl.”

“He’s mine,” I choked out in a gruff tone.
“I’m his father, not Jared.”

“Do you have that in writing?” Julie shot
back in a derisive tone and my whole body tightened with tension.
“Or have been stupid enough to believe that girl’s lies again?”

“I can’t have this conversation over the
phone,” I grumbled before climbing out of bed and grabbing my
pants. “I’m coming over.”

“Good,” Julie snapped. “This is your filthy
mess. You should be here dealing with the hordes of reporters
swarming our home, Lucas.”

 


 


 


 


 


****

 



 


Kate




I ate supper in the dining room the following
night with only my son for company.

I felt queasy – my appetite had clearly
deserted me – as I desperately tried to piece together the phone
conversation I’d overheard Lucas having last night.

“I’m coming over...”

He had slipped out of our bed straight after
and I hadn’t seen him since.

Dread hammered inside of me but I forced
myself to remain calm for Jake’s sake.

Who was she?

Was she pretty?

Did he love her?

I assumed it was a woman on the other line
because, let’s face it, only a woman could get a man out of bed in
the middle of the night – and keep him out …

“Where’s daddy? He said he was going to take
me fishing today,” Jake mumbled in between bites of his toast. “He
missed it.”

I’m damned if I know… “He had
important work to do today, sweetie, but I can take you tomorrow
instead?”

Jake frowned, clearly not accepting this
explanation as a good enough reason for his father’s absence. “But
daddy said he would take me. You’re really bad at fishing,
mammy,” he complained, pouting adorably.

“I’m sure he will take you fishing another
day. How about we Skype Annie before bed instead?” I coaxed as a
sudden wave of nausea hit me full force in the belly.

My stomach heaved and I could feel the bile
rising in my throat.

“You okay, mammy?” Jake asked but I couldn’t
answer him. I was too busy shoving my chair back in my race to the
bathroom.

 


 


 


 


****

 


 


 


 


“So how’s life with your hubby?” Annie teased
and I had a moment where I wanted to throw my iPhone against the
wall.

“I don’t know, Annie,” I muttered as I held
my phone to my ear and tried not to move. Every time I moved I felt
nauseous so after I put Jake to bed I had decided to curl into the
fetal poison on our bed and wait for the sick feeling to pass.
“Better than what I expected, I suppose – but it’s still so
confusing.”

Annie chuckled. “Yeah I bet it’s very hard
for you – going to bed each night with, and I quote, ‘America’s
blue-blood billionaire playboy,’” she teased.

“Don’t start with all that rubbish,” I
grumbled, pulling myself into a sitting position.

I immediately regretted moving when a wave of
nausea hit my senses like a bulldozer. My stomach churned and I
leapt off the bed, knowing I was about two seconds away from
emptying the contents of my stomach on the bedroom floor.

“Oh sweet Jesus,” I moaned when I reached the
toilet in the en-suite. Wrapping myself around the toilet bowl, I
vomited loudly until I was dry heaving.

“Kate, are you alright?” I heard Annie say
and it was only then that I realized I was still holding my
phone.

“I’m not sure, ” I muttered, wiping my mouth
with some toilet paper.

“Not sure as in possible food poisoning?”
Annie asked in a worried tone.

I sighed heavily. “Not sure as in possibly
pregnant…”

“Oh Kate, how do you feel about it…” I heard
Annie whisper seconds before a surprised squeal tore through my
ears.

“Ouch. That actually hurt,” I grumbled,
pressing my forehead to the toilet bowl. “Could you be any
louder?”

“Could you be any more famous?” Annie
shot back. “You’re on the telly.”

“I am not,” I growled. “Don’t be silly.”

“Oh shit, Kate,” Annie hissed. “Switch on the
television right now.”

“Hang on.” Climbing to my feet I wobbled into
the bedroom and fetched the remote off the nightstand before
flicking on the television.

What I saw when the screen came to life was
something that would haunt me for the rest of my life…

 


****


 


Lucas

“DiMarco’s
Secret Love Child.”

Sources have finally confirmed billionaire property
tycoon Lucas DiMarco’s – of the infamous DiMarco Dynasty – latest
leading lady as none other than former flame Katherine Summers.

The twenty-three year old waitress from the south
west coast of Ireland was previously linked to DiMarco more than
five years ago, shortly before his father’s passing.

Photographs have just surfaced of a fresh-faced
Katherine clearly smitten with the eldest DiMarco son. A friend of
the DiMarco family has revealed the playboy dated then
eighteen-year-old Miss Summers exclusively for three months before
a sudden split – an infidelity on the red-haired beauty’s part that
apparently left Lucas DiMarco ‘devastated.’ According to public
record, Miss Summer’s gave birth to a baby-boy just seven
months after the couple’s shocking split.

But that’s not all, no, because our latest rummage
in the DiMarco’s never-ending pile of dirty laundry has revealed a
marriage certificate that suggests to us Katherine Summer is Lucas
DiMarco’s wife and not his lover as we have previously
reported.

Our sources allege Lucas’s half-brother Jared
DiMarco is the man responsible for the DiMarco/Summer breakup
though neither brother has confirmed or denied this claim.

Hearts across the country are waiting ‘impatiently’
this morning in their bid to discover whether or not their pedigree
playboy, the infamous Lucas DiMarco, has tied down roots. However
the one question on everyone’s lips has got to be: who’s the
daddy…?”

 


I had never felt more suffocated than I did
right now as I stood in my late father’s conference room with a
dozen microphones shoved in my face and a camera crew surrounding
me – blocking me in.

This was a disaster.

This was a goddamn disaster of the highest
order and I felt like the past was coming back to drown me. What
was I supposed to say to these vultures?

Yes, it’s all true and more…

How was I going to explain this all away –
and without making my wife sound like a whore?

I couldn’t.

This was bigger than me – beyond my control –
and my so-called brother was still in London – whoring and touring
no doubt – leaving this entire bloody mess at my feet.

These past two months with Kate and Jake had
been the best of my life, but standing here in a roomful of
reporters, preparing to explain my wife’s affair with my brother –
that she so vehemently denied – well, it felt like the final nail
in the coffin for us.

“One short statement should suffice, Mr.
DiMarco,” Mitchell, my PA assured me, but I wasn’t so sure. I
wasn’t sure of a lot of things anymore. Doubt was creeping into my
veins…

“Is the boy yours?” one excited
journalist shouted out, and that one question seemed to lead the
path for a dozen others.

“Did your brother have an affair with your
wife?”

“Is Katherine Summers really Katherine
DiMarco?”

“Did you knowingly leave her pregnant all those
years ago?”

“Where does your brother fit into all of
this?”

“Are you and your wife back together
again?”

“Why was this not sorted when the boy was
born?”

“Please tell us the truth, Mr. DiMarco…”

“People please,” my stepmother called out as
she marched into the room, clearly basking in the attention of the
media. “Let my son speak,” she added when she reached my side.

The room fell silent, but the flash of
several cameras continued to blind me as I cleared my throat and
braced myself for the backlash that would surely follow this
statement.

“There is currently a paternity test underway
to prove my son’s true lineage,” I said, lying through my teeth, in
a level tone even though my heart was ripping inside of me.

I hoped Kate wasn’t listening to the news
because I doubted she would be happy. There was no paternity test,
but if I said that then people would speculate about Jake’s
heritage for the rest of his life. “The results, due in any moment
now, will put to rest any speculation as to whether or not my
brother fathered my wife’s son.”

“Are you confirming their affair,
Lucas?” one reporter called out and I nodded stiffly.

“But I have no doubt in my mind that Jacob is
mine,” I added in a passionate tone. “My wife and I are trying to
reconcile for the sake of our son and would appreciate some privacy
while we navigate these tempestuous waters.”

My phone began to vibrate in my pocket and I
held one hand up to the crowd before rushing out of the room to
answer it. My heart sank when I saw Kate’s name on the screen.
Inhaling deeply, I put the phone to my ear. “Kate…”

“You bastard,” I heard her scream down the
line, letting me know she’d been watching and heard every damn
word. “How could you say those things about me?”

“Kate, calm down,” I told her as I pulled at
my tie. I suddenly felt like I was smothering and the sound of Kate
crying was causing that feeling to intensify.

“If you didn’t believe Jake was your son then
why am I here, Luke?” she cried out in a frantic tone. “Why…how
could you do this to me?”

“I claimed him, Kate,” I snapped, feeling a
mixture of desperation and anxiety course through my veins. “I took
reasonability for the both of you, which is a lot more than can be
said for Jared.”

“Jared…it always comes back to Jared,” Kate
sobbed. “You’re never going to hear the truth are you...?”

The door of the conference room opened and
Mitchell stood in the doorway flagging me over.

“Kate, I have to go,” I told her in a gruff
tone. “We’ll talk about this when I get home.”

 


****


 


Kate




I had always known I wasn’t the type of woman
who could fit the title of ‘glamour wife’. I was odd and clumsy,
nervous and shy. But with Lucas I had thought I’d found my home –
the person I belonged with and the heart that my heart belonged
to.

Not anymore.

Never again.

His words cut deep and the fact that he
publicly branded me a cheater, well, that was something I didn’t
think I could ever get over.

I’d told him on countless occasions that I
was being wronged – that he was wronging me – but this…this
public shaming was the final straw for me.

I couldn’t do this anymore. I couldn’t. Love
and agony were co-existing inside of my heart and I was turning
into someone I never wanted to be.

My mother.

Sighing heavily I trailed my fingers through
my tiny son’s hair as he slept in his seat beside me. A concoction
of adoration and despair coursed through me.

I didn’t think my confidence would ever get
over the battering it had taken from the beautiful nightmare that
was my husband.

I needed to escape this life. I couldn’t stay
with him. It wouldn’t work. He believed lies. Horrible terrible
lies about me – and that should be enough to make me hate him. So
why didn’t I hate him? Why couldn’t I hate him? It wasn’t fair. I
needed to in order to survive this…

My life, like my heart, was a complicated,
never-ending maze of poor choices, implemented because of the
traitorous feelings I felt for the wrong man…

"I’ll fight him for you, Jacob," I told my
son quietly before looking out the airplane window.

The Atlantic Ocean, several thousand feet
beneath us, gave me comfort.

“I won’t let him take you from me. I
promise.”

I took comfort in the knowledge that I was
putting distance between that man and my heart – between Lucas and
my unborn child.

 


 


****


 


Lucas




Dealing with Julie and the reporters had
taken longer than I’d anticipated and by the time I got home I was
truly shattered. The knowledge that I was coming home to an angry
wife didn’t help matters. I was in a foul mood and wanted nothing
more than to bury myself inside Kate. Angry or not I needed the
feel of her – needed the joining of our bodies to ease the uneasy
feeling flittering inside of me.

Letting myself into the house, I went
straight for the staircase and didn’t stop until I was standing
outside our bedroom door. Inhaling deeply, I steeled myself before
opening the bedroom door. The sight of our empty bed caused my
heart to squeeze in my chest, but it was the note on the bed and
the check placed beside it that truly ripped my world apart.

 


Lucas,

I can’t do this anymore. Not after tonight. I’m
going home to Ireland and I’m taking our son with me. I won’t keep
Jake from you, but I won’t let you take him from me, either. I wish
things could’ve been different between us, but they can’t be – not
when you continuously choose to believe a lie. I found something in
the back of my purse that I thought I threw away years ago.

As you can see it’s the un-cashed check made out to
me for €10,000. The check I thought you wrote to me…

 


Dropping the note, I grabbed the check and
studied it carefully. It was dated five years ago – a month before
my father’s death.

Pain like I’d never known existed coursed
through me.

Kate had been telling the truth about the
letter.

And if she had told the truth about the
letter then she…

“Hello brother.”

The sound of Jared’s voice filled my ears and
I stilled.

Turning slowly I faced the man who for five
years I’d held responsible for ruining my marriage.

Tall, dark and tanned, Jared DiMarco stood in
the doorway of my bedroom looking more grownup than I’d
remembered.

“What are you doing here, Jared?” I managed
to grind out through clenched teeth. “You know you’re not welcome
in my home.”

“I’m here to set the record straight, Lucas,”
Jared replied calmly, his brown eyes locked on mine. “Then I’ll
go.”

“And what record would that be,” I
sneered.

“Me and Katy? It was all a lie, Luke,” Jared
told me in a hoarse tone. “I went along with it when I was younger,
but I’m not the guy I used to be – and there’s a kid involved.”

“What?” I asked, deadpan. My heart felt like
it was shriveling up in my chest as I slowly digested Jared’s
words. “What…is that supposed to mean?”

Jared sighed heavily. “It means that five
years ago mother came to me with a plan.”

“A plan?” I demanded in outrage. “A plan for
what?”

“A plan that would ensure her inheritance,”
Jared husked. “Dad loved Katy,” he added softly. “Even though he
only met her a handful of times, Dad knew she was the one for you.
He knew he was dying, Luke, and he was planning on leaving the
business to you – as a wedding present…”

“Stop,” I roared as my chest heaved. I bent
over, twisting at the middle, as my brain struggled to comprehend
what Jared was telling me. “Don’t tell me this, Jared,” I begged
him. “Because….” It will prove how badly I’ve wronged my wife
and son…

“Mother was frantic,” Jared continued,
against my wishes. “She was afraid of losing everything the second
Dad died, so she asked me to…”

“To lie about my wife?” I whispered. “To
invent an affair that would end our marriage?”

Jared nodded. “I made it all up, Luke. I
never touched a hair on Katy’s head.” Shrugging he added, “Not
because I didn’t want to, but because she didn’t want to –
she only ever had eyes for you.”

“And the baby?” I demanded breathlessly. I
could hardly draw a breath. I felt like I was choking, smothering
on the toxic words spewing from my brother’s lips.

“I didn’t know about the baby, Luke,” Jared
vowed. “I only found out today, but I’ve spoken to mother and she
told me that Katy confided in her about the pregnancy.” Jared
sighed wearily. “And Mother forged a note – pretending to be you –
telling Katy to have a termination.”

“Jesus Christ,” I hissed as my eyes filled
with tears.

Everything Kate had told me…it was all
true.

“For what it’s worth I’m sorry,” I heard
Jared say but I didn’t respond. I was too busy looking for my
passport.

 


 


 


****


 


Kate




I should have known Lucas would be waiting
for us when Annie parked her old Volkswagen polo outside my
cottage. Annie had been over three hours late collecting us from
the airport and traffic had been brutal.

But there Lucas was, leaning against a silver
sports car, looking more disheveled than I’d ever seen him
look.

“Will I keep driving?” Annie asked and I
shook my head before unclipping my seatbelt.

“I’m going to have to talk to him,” I said
quietly, glancing quickly at my son asleep in the back seat. “Could
you take Jake to your house tonight please?

“Of course I can,” Annie mumbled. “But I’d
prefer if you came with us.”

“So would I,” I muttered before climbing out
of the car.

I watched Annie’s car pull away and inhaled
deeply, trying to steady my nerves, before making my way towards
where Lucas was standing.

"Are you okay?" he demanded the second I came
within touching distance.

"I'm fine," I whispered. I could barely
speak. All I wanted to do was fold my body into his and the look in
his eyes told me Lucas felt the same.

Lucas seemed to realize what I was thinking
and drew my body to his, holding me tightly, stroking my hair,
rubbing my back. "I'm sorry," he murmured as his face nuzzled into
my hair.

"For what?" I asked, half afraid of the
answer but needing to know all the same.

“I love you now,” he croaked out. “And I
loved you back then – more than humanly possible. All those
memories…our marriage…. Fuck, I ruined it all, Katy.”

My heart stopped. “Luke, what are you talking
about?”

“I should have believed you.” He cupped my
face with trembling hands and I could see the tears in his gray
eyes, the torment in his expression. “I spoke to Jared. He told me
the truth.” Gently leaning his forehead against mine, Luke let out
a heavy sigh. “Kate, I’m so goddamn sorry.” His voice broke as the
tears in his eyes fell onto to his beautiful cheeks.

“And the letter?” I whispered with my heart
in my mouth.

“All Julie,” he husked. “You were right all
along, Katy.”

“Well,” I managed to choke out when my voice
finally found me. “At least we both know the truth now.”

Dropping to his knees, Lucas wrapped his arms
around my waist and squeezed tightly. “Forgive me, Katy,” he
begged, pressing soft kisses to my stomach. “And I will spend the
rest of my life making this up to you.”

“Lucas, don’t,” I whispered, trailing my
fingers through his hair. He didn’t need to beg, and all the
squeezing was making me nauseous.

“One more chance,” he continued, his voice
raspy and torn. “Please, Katy, give me another chance. Let me be
the husband you deserve. The father Jake deserves…”

“I love you too,” I interrupted, unable to
bear watching him grovel a second longer. “And I’ll give you one
more chance.”

“You will?” Lucas rasped.

“Yes I will, but first I’m going to vomit,” I
warned him as my stomach heaved.

Shoving Lucas away, I twisted my body around
and emptied the contents of my stomach on the garden path.

“Jesus,” Lucas muttered as he wrapped an arm
around me. “Are you okay? What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing’s wrong,” I managed to squeeze out,
wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “I’m just pregnant.”

“You’re…” Lucas’s voice trailed off as he
held me in his arms. His eyes burned with a mixture of shock and
adoration when he said, “I’m sorry for making you sick, baby.”

“You can make it up to me by doing the night
feeds,” I said with a smirk.

“Oh really?” Lucas grinned and wrapped his
arms around me.

“Yeah,” I teased, hugging him tightly.
“Consider it co-parenting in the fairest way.”

 


The End.
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