
 
 
 

Chapter Twenty-two:  
Into the Right Mindset 

 
 
 

It took a full month for me to leave the house for anything other than doctor visits. My 
new vehicle sat in the garage, barely used. Jasper was looking into a new one for himself, but 
he couldn’t decide and didn’t want to go for test drives. Especially without me. He wouldn’t admit 
it, but driving now scared him. He was probably the only reason we were alive, though. 
 

The security guard followed behind the Uber we took to the airport in a plain unmarked 
black car. Another would be waiting for us when we arrived in New York City. They were hired 
by the publisher for the bit of press I was doing. Two would follow me around while I went on 
different shows to talk about my new book that would be released that week.  



 
The Rabbit in the Snow was currently at number two, knocked out a couple of weeks 

before by a new release. I wasn’t mad about it. I couldn’t hog the limelight forever. And they 
wouldn’t have it for long, anyway. The Cop’s Story pre-orders already put it at the number one 
spot, and there was no way anything was going to even get close to it. I wasn’t sure where that 
placed my other book, but I was about to have two novels on the New York Times bestseller top 
ten list at the same time. It wasn’t even something I dared to dream about.  
 

At fifteen weeks, my bump was starting to lead the way. Between me, my sister- and 
mother-in-law, and best friend, I already had plenty of maternity clothes to last me the entire 
time. The baby was low on my hips, and my stomach was oddly hard. We had an ultrasound a 
couple of weeks before to check on their growth. At just five inches long and around four 
ounces, they were happy, healthy, and their little numbs had grown into real arms and legs. This 
was when they were the most active, but they were too small to feel unless you knew what to 
look for. From the books I had read, they were fully formed with fingers and toes, tastebuds, and 
eyebrows. It was incredible. Once we came back from the trip, we would find out the sex. 
 

Jasper tried to pretend he didn’t care what it was. Girl or boy, it didn’t matter. And we 
weren’t going to force them into a gender they weren’t comfortable with. These were the sorts of 
things we spoke about late at night. But when he talked about the possibility of a baby girl, he 
glowed. How he would protect her and let her be whatever she wanted, whether it was a 
princess or the president. Or both. When he was a child, he was so rough and tumble. But as an 
adult, he was ready to be gentle. He needed soft, sweet things in his life. He described her as 
beautiful beyond words, with her mother’s sweetheart face and maybe his eyes.  
 

I didn’t know what I wanted, other than for my husband to be happy. It felt like we were 
always on the edge of happiness before it was snatched away. It was all tainted with fear. He 
deserved every bit he could get in this harsh life. 
 

Every night, he spent an hour or two looking at the security footage to search for the tiny 
terrorist. He wrote notes in a book about the cars he saw regularly. There was a creepy drawing 
in it of them in a jacket with the featureless mask. It was like peering into a colorless abyss. We 
would take walks around the neighborhood, and I knew he was noting which vehicles belonged 
where. He said it was so I could get some exercise, but I knew better. If he could keep me 
locked away, he would. Nothing else happened, but it didn’t ease our anxiety. It made it worse. 
It was like waiting for a jack-in-the-box to pop and not knowing if the next surprise would involve 
confetti or a bomb. 
 

There would be a guard in front of our home the entire time we were gone to make sure 
they did nothing to it. I knew in my heart that they would. They would punish me for this joyous 
moment, I just didn’t know how they would do it. I loved my house and didn’t want anything to 
happen to it. The spare room that had only been filled with a few boxes was now overflowing 



with all the things we would need for our child. Online shopping kept me entertained when I 
couldn’t sleep. 
 

Eric met us at the airport, bright and early. We left before dawn, and it wasn’t afternoon 
yet. Dallas had been sticky and a little too warm, but New York was a far more pleasant 
temperature. I took off my hoodie to feel it on my bare arms. Stretching, I popped my back with 
a sigh of pleasure. 
 

I hadn’t told him about my current state. His eyes got massive as he looked at my 
stomach. He glanced between my husband and me. “Um, I want to ask you a question, but I 
don’t wanna seem like a prick if I’m wrong,” he began carefully. Whenever I met his mother, I 
would have to thank her for teaching him to be such a gentleman. At least he was going to be 
as tactful about it as possible.  
 

“Yes, it’s a baby and not a burrito,” I smirked at him as I patted my sides. Jasper snorted. 
“Actually, it might be both. I shouldn’t lie.” 
 

“You’ve lost a pound since the last time you weighed in, so it’s not,” he retorted with a 
roll of his eyes. 
 

My publisher excitedly put his hand on my shoulder as his mouth dropped open. 
“Congratulations! How far along?” 
 

My husband answered for us. I felt as if I was repeating myself a lot since people were 
noticing, but because I was chubby, they didn’t want to assume. “Almost four months.” 
 

“Can you feel anything yet?” He questioned, looking down at the little bump. “Kicking?” 
 

I quickly shook my head. “It’s too early for that. Soon, though. Within the next month.” 
 

His grin was enormous as he wagged his head from side to side. “Oh, this will be an 
amazing thing to talk about in interviews. Perfect. Let’s distract from King with something 
happy.” 
 

Pausing, I glared at him. “They will not bring it up. I will wear loose-fitting clothing, and no 
one will notice,” I said so firmly that it surprised even him. It was my Dom voice coming out in a 
context it never had before. “I will not entice this psycho to take another swipe at me because 
they find out,” I explained. Protectively, I held my belly. “No announcements.” 
 

It was the first time I added a question to my ‘did not’ ask list. I would have attached 
Royce to that, but there was just no way to ignore him. He would always haunt me from the 
grave. 
 



He sighed and nodded in agreement. “Fine. Yeah, you’re right. That makes sense. I’m 
sorry.” He turned to the two black-suited men behind him. They were both like brick walls of 
muscles. “This is Ben and Seth. They’re going to be your security guards for the next few days. 
They work for the agency and follow our bigger authors when they need it for press events. 
Usually, they’re just for show.” 
 

We shook their hands before they led us to a car. One would follow behind us. Ben 
opened the door for me with a smile. 
 

“So, what’s going to happen with the movie?” Eric questioned when we were on our way 
to our hotel to get dressed. Lauren was waiting for us with a team of people. It felt like too much 
for just me. 
 

“I don’t think there should be any problems with what we’ve already got planned,” I 
replied anxiously. “We don’t mind getting out of town for a little while,” I admitted with a quiet 
scoff. That was an understatement. The urge to run away was almost as strong as it was to 
hide. “I’m so nervous about that. I’ve been working on my own draft. You know, just to practice. I 
wanted to see what I could condense and take out. Jasper says it’s good, but he likes 
everything I do.” 
 

He laughed and took my hand to give it a squeeze. “Because it’s great.” 
 

“Can I read it?” 
 

I brought up the documents on my phone and sent it to my agent’s email right away. 
“Keep in mind it’s a rough draft, and there may be mistakes. This version also has my notes,” I 
explained as I typed. 
 

“Yes! I can’t wait to see what you’ve got for me. Thank you,” he grinned, checking to 
make sure he got it. He slipped it back into his coat pocket. “So, hair and makeup, then we’re off 
to Laurent’s first. We like him. Then the Late Show, and-” He continued, listing several more 
interviews with journalists at different studios. Most of them were basically riding an elevator to 
the next one. I would be hustled around until well after dark. 
 

I could tell Jasper zoned out, but I liked that he was there the entire time to hold my 
hand. 
 

Eric was still talking when we got into the room. There were several people waiting for 
me with Lauren in the middle. She already had a black apron on with her name sewn into the 
pocket. Makeup tools could be seen sticking out of the top. 
 

“There’s my favorite author!” She came to me, giving me a tight hug. Halfway through it, 
she looked at my tummy. She put her hand on it, confused. 



 
“Yes, she’s pregnant, and it does not leave this room,” my agent said loudly to everyone 

like an announcement from a teacher. “Mrs. Hale needs complete privacy. Her security is our 
main concern. We keep this golden goose and her little egg safe.” 
 

Lauren looked behind me and raised her eyebrows. “You are not one of the regular 
security guys. You’re much better looking. Hello.” She offered her hand to Jasper. 
 

“That’s my husband,” I whispered to her loudly. She flushed, her eyes going wide in 
surprise. “Not only is he my personal bodyguard, but he’s an FBI agent and a doctor of 
psychology too.” 
 

His face was beet red, staring at her in surprise with his back stiff. I could see him try to 
swallow it down awkwardly.  
 

She laughed. “Oh, my god! Girl! Good for you!” She playfully swatted my shoulder, 
making me giggle too. “So, we need to hide the pregnancy then?” She pointed at my belly. 
 

“Yup.” 
 

“Gotcha,” she mumbled as she went to her rack of clothes. She tapped her chin in 
thought. “Pencil skirt, untucked oversized pointy oxford, and a blazer. I hope it fits.” 
 

“I haven’t changed sizes yet, just shape,” I explained. “It’s moving all around. My boobs 
are a little bigger, but that’s it.” 
 

“The shaper will smooth you out some, too,” she declared thoughtfully as she brought 
the shirt up to me to see what she thought of it. “Oh, I like that. This will work. Bold makeup to 
distract, too. Alright, come with me,” she stated as she held out her hand and wiggled her thin 
fingers. “If you want to hang out here, you can. The remote is on the table.” She showed Jasper 
as her eyes scanned over him slowly. Yes, he was exquisite and all mine. Then she looked at 
my agent. “Eric, go get us coffee,” she ordered with a snap of her finger. 
 

“You know I’m not an assistant, right?” He questioned her sarcastically with a raised 
palm. “And should she be drinking it in her condition?” 
 

I snorted. “She should be drinking a green tea latte, please. A large with two sugars,” I 
declared over him, already starting to get annoyed with people telling me what I could or 
shouldn’t eat while pregnant. It was rude. I had already cut down on coffee on my own because 
it was destroying my stomach. “Thank you.” 
 

He smiled. “Of course, sweetie.” He patted my arm, changing his attitude completely. 
“Let me get that for you.” 



 
It took a full hour in hair and makeup with three individuals doing it. By the time I got 

done, I seemed like a different woman. Both Eric and Jasper stood when I walked out of the 
room, trailed by people. 
 

“Oh, Mrs. Hale, you look incredible,” my husband whispered to me. I could tell he wanted 
to kiss me but couldn’t.  
 

I peered down at myself, flushing as I did. “Do I look pregnant?” He shook his head. “Are 
you sure?” I glanced at my agent for reassurance.  
 

“Not at all,” he promised. “Come on, we gotta get moving.” 
 

I was so nervous I couldn’t speak the entire ride there. We were taken into a back 
entrance where no one could see us. We had to drive past the crowd in a long line around the 
building, making my heart thump wildly.  
 

Ben opened the door and helped me to stand. Seth walked behind while Jasper was on 
one side. I had a literal entourage. Lauren came along for makeup touch-ups with a backup 
outfit if I needed it too. A production assistant led us to the green room. 
 

Wrapping my arms around my stomach, I took deep, calming breaths. My husband stood 
close, rubbing my forearms. I couldn’t stop my trembling. He leaned in and whispered in my ear. 
“You are a Goddess. You are strong, smart, and beautiful. Everyone should be grateful to be in 
the same place as you. You are charming, witty, and funny. Your art is incredibly detailed, 
well-written, and all future classics. You are powerful beyond words.” 
 

My heart jumped for another reason. “Can you always be my hype-man?” 
 

“Until the end of time,” he promised.  
 

I waited in the wings for my cue. Laurent stood from his desk when someone behind a 
camera pointed at him. He was in a slick black suit that matched his dark eyes. “Tonight’s 
guest’s debut novel has been on the New York Times bestseller list for twenty-eight weeks. Her 
next book, The Cop’s Story, comes out next week and is already set to premiere at number one! 
Let’s welcome back, Ms. Isabella Swan!” 
 

Coming in with a big smile, I strolled to the desk while keeping my head high and my 
shoulders back. I gave a brief bow to the audience who was proffering a standing ovation. The 
clapping was so loud. “Thank you!” I giggled. 
 

“So, wow! A lot has happened to you since the last time we spoke,” he said seriously. “I 
don’t even know where to start.” 



 
“Well, we should begin with The Rabbit in the Snow,” I smiled as I led the conversation 

towards the most positive thing I had to talk about. “Because I can’t really chat about the new 
book too much without giving away spoilers. So, I feel as if my job right now is to hold the novel 
and look pretty,” I told him as I picked up my copy and grinned stupidly. The crowd chuckled 
gently, like a ripple. 
 

“Yes! I’ve heard it’s going to be a movie!” He cheered, and they did too. “I’m serious 
about Ryan Reynolds being the villain. I’m going to start a campaign.” 
 

I laughed. “I’d sign that petition. Do you have his number?” He pouted and shook his 
head. “Darn. Ryan, call me, please?” I asked playfully, making them laugh again. “He should 
play Deadpool playing Ryan Reynolds playing the bad doctor.” 
 

Laurent threw his chin back in laughter. “It sounds like an SNL sketch.” 
 

“It does!” 
 

It felt so easy once I got into the right mindset. Jasper looked almost shocked when I 
came back with my chin held high. They had been watching on a big-screen television. He was 
stock still with wide eyes as everyone else got ready to move. 
 

“You’re incredible,” he breathed to me as we hurried to the elevator. I leaned into him as 
his hands rested on my belly. “My gorgeous Goddess.”  
 
 
 
 


