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Jessica nods her head to the beat of the music, silently counting as she watches the dancers execute her routine. The melody builds, and she absentmindedly moves her body—as if mimicking what she wants to see. The dancers hit their marks, and she calls out an encouragement. Unable to stand still any longer, she begins to pace back and forth in front of the room while she studies the group. Junior trails after her, his small hand holding tightly to the hem of her shirt. 

When the number is over, all sixteen dancers hold their final pose, and Jessica breathes a sigh of satisfaction. “That was great,” she announces, clapping her hands. “Good work, you guys. Tomorrow should be amazing. Honestly, I can’t thank you enough for all the work you’ve put in these last three weeks.”

“Us?” asks Kierra as she steps out of the formation. “We got the easy part. You choreographed the whole show; and you’re, what, five months pregnant?”

Jessica shakes her head and smooths her hand over her protruding belly with a humble smile. She then looks down at her son, still clinging to her shirt, and gently sweeps a bit of his dark hair to the side. He looks up at her with the same brown eyes she sees every time she looks in the mirror, and then extends his arms. Heavy as he is at two years old, she doesn’t deny his request. When she’s got him in her arms, he rests his head on her shoulder, and she knows nap time is imminent. 

The truth is, Kierra isn’t all wrong. It’s been an incredibly busy month and a half, putting together the show; but when Naomi approached her with the idea, there was no part of her that could say no. 

For one night only, Naomi Gray is putting on a special concert. It’ll be recorded live on national television from Times Square. She’s invited five other award-winning artists to take part in the two-hour event, and all the proceeds will be donated to charity. It was Naomi’s idea to take the show one step further than just music and incorporate dance. While not every song will be accompanied by a routine, six of them will be—and Naomi wanted Jessica to choreograph all six pieces.  

Even after she said yes, Jessica couldn’t believe she’d been asked. Of all the connections Naomi has, she could have gotten anyone to take on the job. While Jessica has had wonderful opportunities over the last four years—during which she’s been a choreographer representing the Miah Michael’s Dance Studio, even earning an Emmy nomination for one of her pieces—she still feels like she’s got so much more room for growth. 

“Seriously,” Kierra goes on to say. “I think I speak for everyone here when I say, it’s an honor to dance for you. You choreograph with a unique passion we all feel in every step we take. I’m thrilled to be a part of this group. Tomorrow, we’re all going to dance our hearts out, and it’s going to be incredible.”

“Okay, stop,” insists Jessica as she rubs circles around Junior’s back. 

Someone to her left starts clapping, and soon the room is filled with applause. She rests her cheek on top of her son’s head, in an attempt to absorb his affection in order to distract herself from her rising urge to cry. 

“You all are the ones doing me a favor. Tomorrow, you’ll be dancing for some of the biggest names in music. You’re the stars. And Sunday—we celebrate. Enough! Enough with the applause,” she ends on a laugh.

Even though the show has been in the works for a few months, Naomi tapped on Jessica’s shoulder only five and a half weeks ago. In that time, she’s not only choreographed her heart out, she also recruited the dancers she wanted to work with and partnered with Naomi’s team of stylists to get costumes, hair, and makeup sorted. Needless to say, with a toddler at home and a baby on the way, she’s earned the right to be exhausted. 

“Remember, everyone—call time’s at two!” she shouts as people start to gather their things.

“No sweat, Jess,” says Travis as he shrugs the strap of his backpack over his shoulder. “We won’t be late.” He stops and holds out a fist, grinning from ear to ear when Junior reaches out to return the gesture with his own little fist. “My man.” He winks at Jessica on his way out the door, and she and Junior field a string of goodbyes before they, too, prepare to leave. 

Jessica manages to gather her bags with her son clinging to her all the while. As she makes her way out of the studio, she spots the black, Cadillac Escalade waiting for her—right on time, as always. It’s on days like today when she really appreciates Khalohn’s insistence she has her own driver to get around the city. While their penthouse in West Village isn’t far, the convenience of a ride cannot be disputed. 

She stopped taking the subway after she got engaged. Khalohn didn’t want her underground with half a million dollars on her finger. Still, she insisted against her own driver for as long as she could. She didn’t want to lose that feeling of getting lost in the City, so she walked or rode in the back of taxi cabs until she got pregnant. When Khalohn Jr. was born, she didn’t fight Khalohn Sr. when he hired Haji and bought the sleekest SUV on the market to cart them around. 

“And how are we feeling, Mrs. Morgan?” asks Haji as he pulls open the door to the backseat.

“Hi, Haji. I think he and I are both ready for a nap.”

“Home, then?”

“Yes, please,” she says on a sigh, easing Junior into his car seat. 

“As you wish.”
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Khalohn leans over Junior’s crib, gazing at his son as he slumbers. Tenderly, he sweeps the dark hairs on his forehead to the side, the light which pours in from the hallway allowing him to see his little face. He missed bedtime. Most nights, he’s home in time for a late dinner—but all evenings are not created equal. Conference calls with participants in other countries sometimes mean long hours at the office. It’s the price he pays to hang on to the success he’s earned. The older he gets, the more he finds himself wondering if he really needs more—or if all the more he needs is right there in the crib. 

Before Jessica, Khalohn never thought about having children. With Hollie, it was an idea on the far horizon, but not something either of them brought up in conversation. They were young. Khalohn was building what would become his empire. When his firm took off and his relationship with Hollie ended, the idea of being a family man seemed unrealistic. So much so, he didn’t dare hope for it. Then he fell in love.

Khalohn Godrik Morgan II wasn’t planned, but he’s loved. He has been since the moment they found out about him. At first, Khalohn merely loved the way Jessica smiled when she talked about him, or the way she’d glide her hands over her growing belly. He loved the joy new life brought his wife. A baby is something money can’t buy; a family is something he and Jessica would have to make together. The thought of giving her something neither of them had ever really had, something priceless—it was a risk he was willing to take.

Then Junior was born.

It still surprises Khalohn how much love he has to give. Even on Junior’s worst days, Khalohn is in awe of how necessary his son’s existence is to sustain his own happiness. Rather than the fear of being anything like his own father, he simply fears the possibility of missing too much. The last thing he wants is to be a stranger to his offspring. Finding the delicate balance between being the businessman he is, the husband he promises to be, and the father he aspires to be is the hardest thing he’s ever done. It’s also the most worthwhile endeavor he’s ever sought to accomplish. 

He knows he’s no longer alone when the shadow she casts in the room temporarily falls across Junior’s face. She doesn’t linger in the doorway long, but crosses the room, closing the distance between them. Khalohn feels Jessica’s belly against his lower back before she wraps her arms around his middle.

“Hi,” she whispers.

“How are my girls?” he asks, his gaze still trained on their boy.

“Better, now that you’re home.”

“Long day?”

“Good day. Final rehearsals went well. We’re as ready as we’ll ever be for tomorrow.”

“Remind me of the schedule,” he requests, his voice still no louder than a hush.

“Call time for the dancers is at two. I’m going to stop by for a little while, make sure everything is in order, and then I’ll come back home to maybe squeeze in a nap and get ready. Show starts at eight. I’d like to be there around seven or so.”

“And Zoë?” 

Zoë is the Morgan’s nanny. It took Khalohn three months to convince Jessica they needed another set of hands to help out with Junior, given their fluctuating schedules. It was another three months before they found Zoë. She’s a twenty-four-year-old novelist, realistic enough to know she needs a consistent source of income. In spite of the fact that she’s beautiful, intelligent, and shaped like the long-distance runner she is, even Jessica couldn’t deny how perfect a fit she would be for the position. Her schedule is incredibly flexible, she’s great with Junior, and with the wages Khalohn pays her, she makes no qualms about the hours she works.

Fortunately, for all of them, any meritless and paranoid fantasies Jessica might have dreamed up about Zoë tempting Khalohn in any way were put to bed as a friendship blossomed between mother and nanny. Now, with another baby on the way, Khalohn is certain she will continue to prove to be invaluable. 

“She’ll be here at eleven. I promised her we’d be home before midnight. I also told her she could stay home Saturday, since I’d like her to be around all day Sunday.”

“All right. I’ll work from home tomorrow. I can see to Junior first thing. My first call isn’t until after eight.”

“Are you sure?”

He nods as he finally stands to full height. “Missed bedtime three nights this week.”

Jessica’s arms tighten around him before she presses a kiss against his shoulder. “Have you eaten?”

“Yeah. Maribelle made sure of that before she left for the day.”

“In that case—I was thinking about soaking in the tub for a little while. Come with me?”

Khalohn turns in her arms, and the feel of her protruding belly beckons him to reach down to hold it. The moment he does, Jessica moves her hands, taking hold of his forearms as she smiles up at him. With her back to the doorway, her face is covered in shadows. That doesn’t stop him from leaning down, in search of her mouth. She tilts her head back, welcoming his kiss. When he speaks, he does so with his lips still grazing hers. 

“Start the water, precious. I’m right behind you.”
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“There you are—goddess divine,” teases Stefano as he makes his way toward her. “That seat taken?”

Jessica smiles up at her best friend. She’s lounging against a pile of pillows on one of the cushioned platform seats located on the highest tier of the 105-foot yacht. The sun is shining, and the day is hot, but the breeze out on the water is perfect.

“Only if you’re the one taking it.”

He sits in the open space next to her, moving a few extra pillows so he might mimic her position. He adjusts his sunglasses, looks out over the bay, and laughs to himself.

“What’s funny?”

“Nothing,” he replies, focusing his gaze on her. “You’re glowing, dove. And it’s not just Bethany Shae who can take credit for that.” He pauses and reaches over to rest a hand on her belly. “You wear elitism well.”

“Oh, stop,” Jessica guffaws. “I am not an elitist. I’m the same person I’ve always been. Just a girl from Bay Ridge.”

“She says as she lounges on a luxury yacht, produced by a company owned by her husband, hair blowing in the wind. Not to mention this designer sundress that makes your boobs look amazing.”

She fights a smile, brought on by his compliment, and shoves his hand away from her belly. “You’ve got some nerve, Stefano Neal. Better watch it. Next time I throw a party, you might not make the guest list.”

“Please,” he laughs. “I’m always on the guest list. Besides, I mean it as a compliment.”

“Since when is being called an elitist a compliment, coming from you?”

“Since always, because it’s coming from me. I mean it, Jess. This time five years ago, I thought I was making the biggest mistake of my life, introducing you to Beatrice. Now, here you are. Married to a man more loyal than I imagined him capable. Pregnant with your second child. 

“Dove, you’re thriving. Friday night was incredible. And instead of someone throwing you a party for what you pulled off, you’re hosting a party for everyone else. You look gorgeous doing it, too. So, like I said—you wear elitism well. Humbly. Graciously. I’m proud of you. Your mom would be, too.”

Jessica draws in a deep breath through her nose in an effort to stave off her sudden urge to cry. Knowing if she speaks there will be no hope for keeping her tears at bay, she presses her lips together and reaches out her hand. Stefano takes the hint and laces his fingers between hers. He then twists her arm and leans toward her before pressing a kiss on the inside of her wrist. 

When she feels as though she has a reign on her emotions, she whispers, “I love you, Huey.”

“I love you, too.”

“I’m not going to lie, Jess.” Both Stefano and Jessica glance over at the short set of stairs as Kierra and her husband ascend them, hand in hand. “This yacht is beautiful. The food is amazing, and I’d be lying if I said having you as a friend didn’t come with a few perks.”

Stefano chuckles and Jessica rolls her eyes behind her sunglasses. She then watches as her friends settle on the platform seat across from her. She listens to the sound of voices and music as it wafts up with the breeze from the decks below. She takes a second to truly consider where she is and how she got here, and she can’t deny her friends are right. 

Being Jessica Morgan has its perks.

She loves her life, and she wouldn’t change a thing about it.  

 

 

“Remember when I had to practically beg you to take out your own yacht?” asks Porter with a smirk. 

Khalohn shakes his head from where he leans over the side railing and then glances beside him at his friend. “I remember you taking the Monte Carlo out every chance you got, inviting more women than you knew what to do with, and leaving a mess for my crew to clean up when you were done.”

Porter throws his head back in laughter. “Good times.”

With another shake of his head, Khalohn refocuses his gaze out over the water.

“Lots has changed, boss man,” says Porter on a contemplative sigh. “Lots has changed.”

Khalohn thinks for a moment, wondering if he’s ready to say it out loud. The idea has been circling its way around his brain more and more as the weeks go by. The truth is, Porter is right. A lot has changed, including Khalohn’s priorities. For so long, his life was his firm. He built it from the ground up. It bears his name. He’s proud of what he’s accomplished. There’s no monetary value that can be placed on his work. The fact that he’s worth billions is just a testament to the integrity of his work ethic. A decade ago, he never would have guessed he’d be ready to take a step back—but lots has changed. 

“I’m thinking of replacing myself as CEO,” he admits.

“Come again?” asks Porter, his tone bathed in surprise.

“Declan is primed. He’s got a good head on his shoulders and ideas of his own. I’d stay on as president, of course; but the shift in responsibility would free up some time. I’m learning time is the most valuable asset I have.”

“Shit, Khalohn. That’s huge.”

Khalohn rights himself, tucking his hands into his pant pockets as he nods. “I’ve been CEO for fifteen years. Business is good, and I can’t take full credit for that. I’ve got a team I can trust, and I think it’s time I proved it.”

“You’re not wrong. Hell, we both know you could retire tomorrow, and you’d be set for life. Yours. Junior’s. Even that baby girl Jessica’s carrying.”

“I think we both also know, I’m not ready to retire. I’m only forty.”

Porter studies him for a long moment and then claps him on the shoulder. “Surprised as I am, I get it.” 

His hand still holding Khalohn’s shoulder, he looks over his own. Khalohn follows the direction of his gaze and sees Lorelai sitting at a table laughing with Naomi. Porter’s wife, now eight months pregnant with their first child, still works for Khalohn as part of his executive staff. Seeing her is just another reminder his firm will be left in good hands. 

“There he is!” cries Zoë with a gasp. “There’s daddy. He’s right there!”

Khalohn turns to look over his opposite shoulder at the sound of her voice. He spots her making her way toward him, Junior holding her fingers as he hurries toward his father.

“Daddy, drive!” he demands.

He tries to pull away from Zoë, but she scoops him up into her arms and carries him the rest of the way.

“I think the little guy wants to sit in the captain’s chair.”

“Daddy, drive!” he repeats, this time launching himself toward Khalohn.

He takes his son into his arms, absentmindedly pressing a kiss to his temple as he looks to the nanny. “Have you eaten?”

“Not yet. But he’s had lunch.”

“I’ve got him. We’ll go for a drive while you grab yourself some food.”

“Awesome. Thanks.” She taps Junior on the nose and says, “Have fun driving with daddy.”

She turns to leave, her bathing suit cover-up dancing in the breeze as she goes. 

“I still can’t believe that arrangement’s working for you. Nannies aren’t supposed to be hot.”

Khalohn merely shrugs as he starts for the cockpit. “Have you met my wife? There’s no comparison.”

“We drive?” asks Junior, taking hold of either side of Khalohn’s face.

He smirks at his son, who now possesses his undivided attention, and replies, “Yes, Junior. Daddy’s going to let you drive.”

 

[image: ]

 

“Khalohn,” Jessica moans, arching her back as she holds tight to the arm he’s got wrapped around her middle.

This is her favorite way to end any day—with her man inside of her, loving her, adoring her, bringing her the sort of pleasure only he can. He’s always been a generous lover. Marriage and children haven’t changed that. Moreover, there’s something about having sex while pregnant that Jessica loves. To her, there’s no greater intimacy than being connected with the man who is responsible for the life that grows inside of her. 

He rocks his hips back slowly, kissing the side of her neck before he fills her once more. He’s taking his time, and the orgasm he’s coaxing is on the brink of blossoming into something devastatingly beautiful. 

She whines, letting go of his arm in order to reach back for his head. She sinks her fingers into his hair, gripping the thick strands into a fist, silently begging him to keep at it. She wants his wet kisses, the warmth of him at her back, his possessive arm around her waist, and his hard, long length filling her over and over again.

“Baby,” she gasps as she begins to tremble. 

He groans, and she can feel the sound vibrating from his chest. On his next stroke, he thrusts harder, and she’s a goner. Her sex—perfectly slick, warm, and soft—strangles his shaft, and Khalohn doesn’t even try to hold back. As Jessica continues to climax, he gets lost in his own release, easing in and out of her until they’re both spent.

He peppers her neck with kisses, his softening length still inside of her as they each catch their breath. Jessica gently scrapes her fingernails against his scalp, and his dick twitches with an aftershock of pleasure. When he slips out of her, his wife sighs at the loss and then immediately turns onto her other side, so they’re lying face to face.

She places her hand on his cheek, grazing her thumb back and forth across his smooth skin, and he reaches out his hand to go on his own exploration. He trails his fingers down her back, around the side of her belly, on the underside of her breast and back again.

“If you keep that up, I’ll want to go again,” she whispers with a coy smile.

“Give me a few minutes and we will.”

Khalohn watches as her smile grows a fraction before she leans in for a kiss. It doesn’t last long before she pulls away and meets his gaze.

“Did you mean it? About stepping down as CEO.”

“I’ve never lied to you, precious.”

She nods and traces her fingertips across his bottom lip. 

“I just want you to be sure.”

Khalohn glides his fingers around her hip, over her backside, and then up her spine before he speaks again. 

“My father wasn’t married to his job. He worked forty hours a week, and he never brought it home with him. But it felt like every spare moment he had, it belonged to Blair. For most of my childhood, I was almost invisible. I don’t want Junior or Bethany to ever feel invisible to me. I don’t want them to ever feel like I’m not available to them. 

“I started Khalohn Morgan so I could build a future. That future is now, precious. I didn’t know then that everything I was doing would be for us, but I’m not alone anymore. I have you and the family you’ve given me, and I want to be around. I’ve earned the right to be around.”

Jessica stares at him for a long, silent moment and then closes her eyes as she brings her lips to his. “You’ll always be enough for me,” she breathes. “Always. I love you, Khalohn.”

She doesn’t give him a chance to respond but leans in as close as she can get as she seeks entrance into his mouth with her tongue.

He indulges her for a few seconds and then mumbles in return, “I love you more, precious.”

Khalohn buries his fingers in her hair, keeping her close as he deepens their kiss, and Jessica gets lost in him. She gets lost in the truth that he does love her more—more generously and devotedly than she ever thought possible. Since the first night they met, he’s been gifting her with one thing after another. Five years later, and she is finally beginning to believe he will never stop giving. Not ever. 

How anyone could ever think for a second that Khalohn isn’t enough—Jessica doesn’t know. During moments like these, she’s grateful for the people who gave up on him, because they made it possible for them to find and love each other.

When Khalohn reaches between her legs and slips his fingers inside of her, she moans, breaking their kiss to declare, “I love you most.”  

Just like always, he doesn’t argue. He doesn’t need to. She’s right. No one’s ever loved him more. 
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