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For all my Alphaholics. This is for you. I hope you like it.



1: Braxton
I nod to the bartender as he slides over my glass of whiskey. “Thanks, man.” The first sip goes down nice and smooth, sending a trail of heat to my gut. My phone vibrates and I take it out of my pocket, hoping it’s a text from Kylie. I’m kind of bummed to see it isn’t, but I wasn’t expecting to hear from her until later tonight anyway. 
Instead, it’s Ronan, my twin sister Selene’s fiancé. We still on for tomorrow?
Ronan and Selene’s wedding is in a week, so we’re going skydiving for his bachelor party. Both Ronan and I like women as much, or maybe more than, the next guy, but he’s not really into the whole strip club thing. He’s more of a put himself in mortal danger kind of dude, so skydiving it is. Works for me. I’d never tried skydiving before I met Ronan, but fuck it’s a rush. I’ve gone up with him quite a few times since he started dating my sister. It’s fucking awesome.
I text back: You know it.

I wonder if he’s doing the same thing I am—feeling sorry for himself because his woman is out of town without him—and send another text: I’m at Phinney Tavern if you’re bored.
Selene and Kylie went away for Selene’s bachelorette party weekend, and won’t be home until Sunday. Ky was really looking forward to this, so I’m glad she gets to go have some fun with my sister. But fuck, I miss her. She’s been gone for maybe twelve hours and I already hate it. We haven’t been apart, except to go to work, since we got married—hell, not since we got back from London, when I proposed to her. When I almost lost her.
I shudder at that memory. What a fucking nightmare that was. I was such a dumbass for lying to my sister about our relationship. 
I know Selene feels bad about what happened, but I’ve never blamed her. She did make me promise not to hook up with Ky, and like an idiot I broke up with Kylie over it. But Selene had no idea how I really felt about Kylie. When I finally stopped lying, and told Selene how much I loved Kylie, she was ready to do anything to help me get her back. She even flew to London with me when we realized Kylie had gone away for New Year’s Eve. 
I know Selene was only trying to protect Kylie, and protect their friendship. She had every reason to believe I’d hook up with Ky and leave her—it’s what I’d done with all the women who came in and out of my life before. 
But Kylie was always different. She was always the one I wanted. 
And the look on Selene’s face when Kylie and I got back to our hotel in London, and Kylie was wearing my ring? Fucking priceless. 
Thinking of that makes me smile a bit, and I take another sip of my drink. 
Ronan texts back. Nah, I’m wiped from work. Calling it a night.
Ronan’s a good guy. I wanted to tear his arms off when he broke up with Selene, but in the end, he came around. I’m happy for my sister. I’ve been anxious to see her with the right guy for years, and I’m relieved she found someone who’s so good for her. It’s satisfying to know she’s not living alone in our childhood home anymore. 
“Braxton Taylor,” a voice says behind me. I cringe. The voice is familiar, but I’m not quite sure who it is. The way she said my name makes me think it must be one of my exes, or at least a girl I slept with once or twice. I glance over my shoulder, hoping I remember who she is. I’ll feel like a dick if I have to ask her name. 
It’s Hope, a girl I dated for a couple months not long before I finally got together with Kylie. I’m relieved I know her name but, if I remember correctly, Hope had a temper. 
I decide to play it cool and pretend this isn’t going to be awkward. I turn around and give her an easy smile. “Hope. Good to see you again.”
“How nice,” she says. “You actually remember me.”
Did I really date her? What was I thinking? “Yeah, of course. What are you up to tonight?”
She shrugs and slides up onto the stool next to me. Uh oh, what is she doing? “Nothing much. I just moved to an apartment around the corner from here. I came in with some friends and saw you. Figured I’d come say hi.”
“Um, hi.” Now I am feeling awkward. Hope is clearly checking me out. Her eyes move up and down, lingering on my crotch longer than necessary. When she looks up, she holds my gaze. I know that look. She wants to hook up with me tonight. I’m guessing she just wants a casual fuck, but there’s no mistaking her expression. She’s giving me the I’m going to fuck you later look. 
There was a time when she’d have been right. I’d have taken her home, and not worried too much about the consequences. But now? Hell, no. Those days are long behind me, and I’m fucking ecstatic about it. I don’t care who I was before Kylie. I’m all Kylie’s—now, and for the rest of my life. There isn’t a woman on this planet who could even tempt me. 
Hope’s got a lot of skin showing, and by all accounts she’s an attractive woman. My dick? Doesn’t give a shit. All I can think about is how to get out of this situation.
“So, are you here all by yourself?” She licks her lips. “That’s not like you.”
My mouth turns up in a half smile. “Actually, my wife’s out of town, so I’m just killing time.”
Hope’s eyes widen and her mouth drops open. I shift on my stool so I can lean my arm on the bar, my left hand in plain sight. Her eyes dart to my hand. Yes, Hope, that’s a wedding ring you’re looking at. 
“You got married?” she asks. 
I keep smiling. This just got fun. “Yes, I did. Over a year ago.”
“What, did you knock her up or something?” Hope asks. 
My face goes still. “No, I didn’t marry her because I got her fucking pregnant.”
Although come to think of it, I sure wouldn’t mind getting Kylie pregnant. We’ve talked about it a little bit, but we haven’t made any definite plans. I’ve been thinking about it lately, and the more I do, the more I like the idea—and that’s the weirdest thing, because it wasn’t long ago that pregnant was the most terrifying word imaginable. But Kylie pregnant with my baby? I like the sound of that. A lot.
Hope leans away and crosses her legs. “Hey, sorry. I just figured she must have roped you in somehow.”
“No, she didn’t have to rope me in.”
“Well, who’s the lucky girl?” Hope asks. “Anyone I know?”
And I’m smiling again. “You remember my best friend, Kylie?”
“Yes…” Hope says, her voice hesitant.
“Kylie’s my wife.” God, I love saying that. It’s my favorite fucking sentence. 
Hope’s mouth drops again. “You have got to be kidding me.” She rolls her eyes and laughs. “I knew it. The whole time we were dating, I knew she was trying to get her claws into you.”
“That’s not what was going on.” I turn back to the bar and take a sip of my drink. “But you can think whatever you want.”
She gets down from the stool. “Well, congratulations to both of you. And good luck to her.” She flips her hair over her shoulder and walks away.
Good luck to her? That was a bitchy thing to say, but I just shrug and go back to my drink. It doesn’t matter what Hope thinks. All that matters is that I married the best fucking woman in the world, and I get to love the shit out of her forever. 
Except when she’s out of town. Which sucks.
I finish my whiskey and decide to head home. I wonder what my girls are doing tonight. They drove out to a resort in the mountains, and Kylie said there’s going to be a lot of spa treatments and booze. I’m glad they didn’t go more than a few hours away. Yeah, I’m acting a little crazy about Ky being out of town, but I like that if I had to jump in the car to get to her, I could. 
I love my girl. So sue me. 
My phone buzzes with Kylie’s text right as I walk in the door of our condo. Miss you, baby. 
I toss my coat on a chair and sink down onto the couch. Miss you too. Call me? I want to hear your voice.
My phone rings right away. “Hi, baby girl.”
“Hi,” she says. “How was your day?”
“Not bad,” I say. “You?”
“It’s been good,” she says. “So relaxing, and the restaurant here is amazing.”
“Awesome, I’m glad you’re having a good time. What are you up to now?” 
“Nothing much,” she says. “Selene went back to her room for a while, so I’m just lying here.”
I perk up at that. “Lying where?”
“On the bed.”
“Alone?”
“Yeah.”
“I wish I was there,” I say. 
“Me, too,” she says. “What would you do if you were here?”
“What are you wearing?” I lie down and get comfortable. “I need a visual.”
“Well, jeans,” she says. “And a gray shirt. I guess I should do better than that, though.”
“No, that’s fine,” I say. “But take off the jeans.”
“Okay.” There’s some muffled noise before she gets back on the line. “Now I’m in a shirt and panties. They’re light blue with a bit of lace.”
“Mm, I love the light blue ones,” I say. “They look good against your creamy skin. I want to nibble down your thighs until I get to those panties. Then I’d tease you through them, pressing my tongue against you until you beg me to fuck you with my tongue.”
“Holy shit, Brax,” she says. “Are we doing this?”
“Yeah we are, baby,” I say, my voice going rough and low. “Put your fingers in those panties and tell me what you feel.”
I hear her sharp intake of breath. “Oh god, Braxton, I’m already wet.”
My eyes roll back and I unzip my pants. “Fuck, Ky, I’m so hard right now. My dick is aching for you. I want to taste your sweet pussy. I want to flick my tongue on your clit and make you call my name.”
“I love your tongue on my pussy,” she says. “I’d put your cock in my mouth and suck you so fucking hard. I’d take you all in, and my mouth would be so warm and wet. You’d fuck my mouth, in and out, until you’re ready to burst down my throat.”
I get Kylie’s lotion off the coffee table and put a little in my hand. It smells like her. It’s not the same as having her here, but it’s going to make jacking off to the sound of her dirty mouth a hell of a lot hotter. 
“That’s right, baby.” I slide my hand down the shaft and get my cock nice and slick. “Before I come, I’d pull out and throw you down onto your back. I’d push your legs wide open and bury my dick in you.” I start to stroke, not too fast at first, and groan into the phone. “I can feel you all over me. You’re so tight. Tell me what you’re doing.”
“I’m putting my fingers in my pussy,” she says. “I’m getting them wet. Now I’m rubbing my clit and … oh fuck, yeah, there it is.”
“Imagine my cock inside you.” I pick up the pace, stroking faster. “I’m pounding you so hard. So fucking hard, Kylie. You’re going crazy underneath me.”
“Tell me what you’re doing,” she says.
This is so hot. I’d rather be fucking her for real, but this is good, too. “I’m rubbing my cock, baby. I’m as hard as if I was inside you right now. I have your lotion on me, so I can smell you.”
“Rub faster,” she says. “Do it faster.”
I stroke faster and groan again. 
“You’re inside me, Braxton, and I’m so hot,” she says. “I’m clenching around your thick cock. Fuck, it’s so good.”
“Harder, baby girl.” I pick up the pace, feeling my balls tighten. 
She whimpers into the phone. “Brax, I want to come.”
“Do it, baby.” I take a second to put her on speaker so I don’t have to hold the phone. “I’m stroking it fast. Rub yourself faster. Imagine it’s me. It’s my cock in you.”
“Holy shit,” she says and the urgency in her voice gets me closer. “Yes, fuck. Yes.”
I really go for it, leaning my head back and closing my eyes as I rub my dick faster, listening to her breathing heavily into the phone. 
“I’m so close,” she says. “Talk to me. I’m so close.”
“I’m going to fuck you so hard when you get home,” I growl at her between breaths. “I’m going to pound you with my cock until you can’t breathe.”
She whimpers and moans. “Brax, I’m gonna come.”
“Come, baby girl. Let me hear it.”
She moans again and her voice goes higher, sharp spasms of sound in time with her orgasm. Just the sound of it sends me off the cliff. I stroke a few more times and burst, come spurting out of my dick. I don’t hold back, groaning with each pulse, letting her hear me lose my mind with her. 
The climax subsides and I take a few deep breaths, my eyes closed. I can hear her breathing hard. 
“Wow,” she says. “I didn’t think I could do that.”
I laugh and open my eyes. Shit, I made a mess. I didn’t plan that very well. There are splotches of come all over my shirt. But it was worth it. 
“Fuck, Kylie, you’re not even here and you know how to undo me.”
We both sit in silence for a moment. I can hear her breathing.
“Stay on the phone, okay?” she asks. “I’ll be right back. I want to clean up a little.”
“Yeah, me too.”
I leave the phone sitting on the arm of the couch, and go wash up and change. I come back wearing just a fresh pair of underwear and take the phone to the bedroom. I climb in bed and roll over to Kylie’s side. Her pillow smells like her, and I bury my face in it, breathing her in. 
“You back?” she asks.
“Yeah,” I say. “I feel better, but I still miss you.”
“I miss you too, love,” she says. 
I roll onto my back and put an arm across my forehead. “Are you getting up again, or are you guys done for the night?”
“I’m pretty sure I got a text from Selene a few minutes ago,” she says with a laugh. “She probably wants to go get a drink in the bar. I guess I’ll tell her I was in the bathroom.”
“Okay, well, you girls have fun tonight,” I say. 
“We will,” she says. “I love you, Braxton.”
A wide smile crosses my face. “God, I love you so much, Kylie. I’m so glad you’re mine.”
“Always,” she says. “I’ll call you in the morning.”
“Night, baby girl.”
“Night, love.”



2: Kylie
I touch up my makeup and fix my hair, although my cheeks are still flushed. I’ve never actually had phone sex before, but damn, that was hot. I didn’t call Braxton with that in mind, but my panties were drenched as soon as I heard his voice. 
God, that man. He can melt me with nothing but a word. It’s really quite the talent. 
We’ve been married for more than a year—a year!—and he still takes my breath away. I think he always will. We’re just as crazy in love as we were the first night we were together. He was already my best friend—one of my two favorite people in the world—so being married to him is like all the best parts of our friendship, plus the best sex I’ve ever had. 
Seriously, who gets that lucky? I have no idea what I did to deserve him, but I’m grateful beyond words.
I send Selene a quick text, telling her I’m ready. So far, our girl’s weekend has been a blast. We have a couple of rooms at a beautiful resort in the mountains, and I planned us a weekend of pampering. Today we had facials, plus a delicious dinner in the restaurant downstairs. Tomorrow we have brunch, followed by mani-pedis, and massages in the afternoon. 
I figure tonight Selene probably wants to hang out in the bar and have a few drinks. It’s mellow for a bachelorette party, but it’s what she wanted. I’m happy I get to spend so much time with her, just the two of us. With her wedding coming up, things have been pretty crazy. I think we both needed to unwind.
There’s a knock on my door, and I answer it to find Selene. She’s dressed in a mint green top and jeans. 
“Ready?” she asks.
“Yeah, let me grab my purse.” I make sure I have my wallet and room key, and follow her out into the hallway. We get to the elevator, and I notice she keeps messing with her hair. “You okay?” I ask.
“Yeah.” She smooths her hair down again. “Is it warm up here? I’m a little warm.”
“I guess. Maybe it’s all the phone sex you were having with Ronan.” 
She gasps.
I glance at her. “Did you really?”
She touches her fingers to her lips and smiles. “Maybe.”
The elevator opens and we both get in. Thankfully, there’s no one else inside. “You little minx.”
“Hey, don’t judge,” she says. “That man can do it for me from three hundred miles away. There’s nothing wrong with that.”
“I’m not judging,” I say. “I may have been on the phone with Braxton when you texted, and…”
“Kinky,” she says. “And, ew.”
I laugh. “I won’t give you details. Fuck, I miss him. Don’t get me wrong, this weekend is wonderful. But he and I haven’t really spent any time apart since we got married. Is that weird?”
“I don’t think so,” she says. “And it’s sweet that you miss him. I miss Ronan too. I always do when he’s gone.”
Selene and Ronan are not only getting married, they work together. He has to spend some of his time in San Francisco, so they have weeks when they’re apart. But they seem to have adjusted to their new life really well. 
I could not be more excited for her to get married. I’ve wanted this for her for so long, and Ronan is amazing. He’s kind of insane, what with his penchant for jumping out of perfectly good airplanes, and climbing sheer rock faces. But he’s crazy about Selene, and I think she’s just what he needs to keep him on his toes.
We get down to the hotel bar and find a small table. The bartender comes to take our order, and Selene asks for more time. He brings us a couple ice waters.
Selene fiddles with her necklace and keeps glancing away.
“What’s going on with you tonight?” I ask. “Is it that hard to pick a drink? Just order a martini.”
“I’m not sure if I want to drink tonight,” she says.
“Okay,” I say. “I guess there’s no rule that says we have to get wasted this weekend. Although it would be fun. Are you sure you’re feeling okay?”
“Yeah, I’m fine,” she says. “Maybe I’ll see if they serve dessert in here instead.”
It’s not that Selene and I are raging drunks, but we usually enjoy a cocktail or three together. And this is her bachelorette weekend. I assumed getting tipsy was on the agenda. 
But it’s her weekend, so I just shrug. “Okay.”
The bartender comes back, and Selene orders a coffee and a slice of cheesecake. I decide to follow her lead and order the same. We chat for a few minutes, and our coffee and desserts arrive. 
Selene picks at her cheesecake for a while, barely touching her coffee. 
“Okay, babe,” I say, putting my fork down. “What’s going on? Is it the wedding? Is something going on with Ronan? You’ve been acting weird all day. What’s up?”
“No, Ronan is great,” she says. “And the wedding … it’s basically done. I guess maybe I’m just nervous.”
“It’s going to be wonderful,” I say. “I was nervous for my wedding, too, but I promise it will be amazing. And Ronan is so perfect for you.”
“I know he is,” she says. “It’s not that at all. I want to marry him. I can’t wait to marry him.”
“Then what is it?” I ask. “I know you. Something is bugging you.”
She takes a deep breath. “Ky, I’m late.”
It takes me half a second to get her meaning, but then my eyes widen. “Oh, shit. Do you think—”
“I don’t know,” she says. “I bought a test before we left, and I was going to take it when we went back to our rooms earlier, but then Ronan called.”
“So that’s why you’re not drinking,” I say. “Oh my god, Selene, this is so exciting. Did you say anything to Ronan?”
“No, I didn’t want to make him panic,” she says. “We haven’t really talked about having kids. Not seriously, at least.”
“Are you worried he doesn’t want to?” 
“A little,” she says. “He’s never said he doesn’t want children, but he’s never specifically said he does. I know I really should have brought this up with him sooner. What if he doesn’t want kids? And what if … fuck, Ky, what if I’m pregnant?”
“Honey, there’s only one way to find out,” I say. “Did you bring the test?”
“Yeah, it’s upstairs.”
“Let’s go do it,” I say. “I know you’re scared. I’ll be with you the whole time, okay? And listen, Ronan loves you. If you’re pregnant, even if it’s a huge surprise to him, he’s still going to love you. I bet he’ll be thrilled.”
I pay our bill and we head back upstairs to Selene’s room. I put my purse down and sit on the bed while she goes into the bathroom. After a couple of minutes, she comes out.
“Okay, I did it,” she says. “Now it says to wait three minutes. I’m terrified.”
“Come here,” I say. She sits down on the edge of the bed and I put my arms around her. “It’s going to be fine.”
“Ky, there are two tests,” she says. “Go take the other one.”
“What? Why?”
“I know it makes absolutely no sense,” she says. “But please. Just go take it. It will make me feel better if we’re doing this together.”
I laugh and squeeze her. “Like when you got your period before me, and I wore a maxi-pad too, so you weren’t the only one?”
“Yes, exactly.”
“Okay, babe. I’ll go pee on the stick if it makes you feel better.”
I go into the bathroom. Selene’s test is sitting on the counter with a strip of toilet paper over the top of it. I do my best not to laugh at her. She’s so sweet. Poor thing. I grab the box with the other test in it and look at the instructions.
It’s simple enough. I pee on the end and put the cap back on, then set it on the back of the toilet, so it’s not right next to Selene’s.
“There,” I say when I come out of the bathroom. “Happy now?”
“Actually, yes,” she says. “I’m still nervous, but this is better.”
We’re supposed to wait three minutes, so we sit in silence, both of us staring at the clocks on our phone screens. 
“Okay, I think mine should be ready,” she says, but she doesn’t get up.
I squeeze her again. “Babe, you’re so nervous. I’ll go get it and tell you what it says.”
She nods. I go into the bathroom and get her test off the counter. I grab the box, so I can compare what the results mean. There’s one blue line in the test window, and according to the box, that means not pregnant. 
I come out of the bathroom and smile. “Negative. You’re not pregnant.”
She puts a hand to her mouth and closes her eyes. I bring the test over and set it on the nightstand, in case she wants to see it. 
“Are you okay?” I sit and put my arm around her again.
She takes a shuddering breath. “I don’t know why I’m upset. I should be relieved. But … I’m kind of disappointed.”
“Aw,” I say, and rub her back. “That’s totally understandable. You’ve probably been working yourself up to it all day.”
“Yeah.” She sniffs. “Okay, go get yours.”
I laugh. “Well, I know mine is negative, but I’ll grab it, I guess.”
I go back into the bathroom and pick up my test off the back of the toilet. I glance at it, and something catches my eye. It doesn’t look the same as Selene’s. I look again, and grab the box, holding up the panel with the instructions. 
Wait, did I have that wrong? Does two lines mean negative and one means positive? Because mine has two lines, and Selene’s only had one. Didn’t it? 
“Selene, I’m confused.” I come out of the bathroom, my test in one hand and the box in the other. I toss her the box. “What does this mean? Did I read them wrong?” 
She catches it and looks at the instructions. “One line is negative. Why, does mine have two, and you thought that meant negative?” She grabs her test and compares it to the picture on the box. “No, it says here one line means negative, and mine definitely has just one line.” She meets my eyes. “Wait. What does yours look like?”
I stare at her, my eyes bugging out of my head, my heart racing a million miles a second. I swallow hard and look at the test dangling from my fingers. The test window is a little rectangle in the middle of the strip of plastic, and staring back at me are two very dark, solid blue lines. I turn it so Selene can see.
“Holy shit, Kylie,” Selene says, her voice quiet. “I think you’re pregnant.”



3: Kylie
“What the fuck is this?” I say, holding out the test. “These must be defective.”
“Or you’re pregnant,” Selene says. “Are you sure that’s yours, and this one is mine?”
“Absolutely. Yours was on the counter, and I put mine on the back of the toilet.” My heart won’t stop pounding and my hands are starting to shake. “How could I be pregnant?”
“I’m pretty sure you know how sex works.”
“I know, but…” I look at the test again, hoping I’m seeing double. But there’s only one test, and it definitely has two lines. “Why did you have to get this stupid thing with the lines? How do we know these are right? Maybe they’re both defective.”
“Is your period late?”
“No,” I say, my voice emphatic. “I’m not supposed to start for another few days. Do these things even work before your period is due?”
Selene looks at the box and reads out loud: “Test early, up to five days before your period is expected. Yeah, I think they work.”
“No way,” I say, grabbing the box out of her hands. “This must be wrong. I bet these got it backwards somehow, and you’re pregnant and I’m not.”
“Are you wishing this on me, now?” she asks with a laugh. “Because you’re the one who’s been married for a while. You must have at least talked to Brax about kids. Ronan and I haven’t even gotten through our wedding yet.”
I sink down onto the edge of the bed. “Yeah, we’ve talked a little. He seems pretty hesitant. Not forever hesitant, but I don’t think he’s ready for kids yet. He says he’s happy to have me to himself right now, and we’ll think about a family in the future. Honestly, that’s how I feel too, so I haven’t worried about it very much.”
Selene takes a deep breath. “You know what? Maybe these are defective. We need to get more tests and do this again.”
We head out to Selene’s car—this isn’t the kind of thing the resort gift shop carries—and find a little store a couple miles away. We end up buying several boxes of tests each, just in case, and the cashier doesn’t even make small talk with us while we pay.
Back at the resort, we stop outside our rooms. 
“How about we go into our own bathrooms, so we can take them at the same time,” Selene says.
“Sounds good.” 
Our rooms are next to each other with an adjoining door, so we open it and both go into our respective bathrooms.
I pick a brand that has a digital readout. The damn thing will say either Pregnant or Not Pregnant, so that should be clear. And I think it’s good that we’re not taking tests from the same box. I bought enough that I can take more if this one is confusing.
My hands are shaking so badly I almost drop the stupid thing in the toilet. I follow the instructions and set it on the counter, putting a strip of toilet paper over the top so I can hide it until I’m ready to look. 
I come out to find Selene pacing in between our two rooms. 
“This is insane,” I say. “How did we end up taking pregnancy tests on our girls’ weekend?”
Selene stops. “I have no idea. I’m so sorry. I should have waited until we got home for this.”
“No, I’m glad you brought it up,” I say. “Fuck, Selene, I was going to get smashed with you tonight. And probably again tomorrow.”
I glance at my phone, but it’s only been two minutes. What if I am pregnant? I quit my job to do freelance graphic design full time about six months ago, and I was hoping to spend a couple years building up my client list. Having a baby now would change things. It would change everything.
What is Brax going to say? Is he going to be upset? We’ve never had an in-depth conversation about kids, but I’ve never felt like we needed to. He’s always been so casual about it, with a shrug and a sure, someday attitude. And that was fine with me. I thought this would be something we would decide together, and plan for. Is he going to freak out? 
“Okay, I think it’s time,” I say. “Go get yours and I’ll get mine, and we’ll look together.”
Selene nods and we both rush back into the bathrooms. I grab the test, still covered. I come out of the bathroom and Selene and I stand in front of each other, pregnancy tests in hand. 
“Are you ready?” she asks.
“I think so.” 
My heart is racing so fast I’m almost dizzy. I pull the test out from under the bit of toilet paper and force myself to look. 
On the screen, in very clear letters, is the word Pregnant.
I meet Selene’s eyes. 
“Mine says Not Pregnant,” she says. 
I hold mine up so she can see it. 
We stare at each other for a long moment. Selene blinks, her eyes filling with tears, and sets her test down. 
“Kylie,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper. “You’re going to have a baby.”
My hands tremble so much I drop the test. Selene rushes in and wraps me in a hug. I put my arms around her, so shocked I can barely think. 
I’m freaking the fuck out, but I’m so glad I’m with Selene.
She pulls back and grabs my hands. “Oh, honey. What do you want to do? Do you want to call Brax? Should we go home?”
“No,” I say, squeezing her hands. “No, I don’t want to ruin your weekend. This is about you. And I don’t want to tell him over the phone. I’ll talk to him when I get back.” I take a deep breath. “Let’s just enjoy our day tomorrow. I think maybe I could use some time to get used to this before I tell him anyway.”
“How about this,” she says. “We won’t stay tomorrow night. We don’t have anything planned for Sunday as it is. We can either stay for dinner and head home then, or leave right after our massage appointments in the afternoon. It’s up to you.”
“Are you sure?” 
“Positive,” she says. “But honestly, if you want to go now, I’ll drive. I don’t even care.”
“No, I don’t want to leave now,” I say. “But can I sleep in your room with you tonight? I don’t think I want to be alone.”
She hugs me again. “Of course. Come on. Let’s find a movie to watch. I’d say let’s get drunk, but I guess that isn’t happening for a while.”
We both change, and I get in her big king-size bed with her. I let her pick the movie; I doubt I’ll be able to pay attention anyway. My eyes are on the screen, but my hand drifts down to my belly. 
Is there really a baby in there? 
This is so unexpected, and I’m kind of terrified. But there’s also a new feeling blooming inside. It’s warm—a deep sense of contentment when I think about what this means. Braxton and I having a baby together. My belly growing with the child we made. I smile a little when I think about it that way.
A baby. Braxton’s baby. The more I think about it, the more I like the way that sounds. 



4: Braxton
I set down my keys on the counter with a clink. Skydiving today was off the hook. The weather was perfect, and everything went according to plan. We went with a couple other guys Ronan knows, and afterward we all got dinner and beers at a great barbeque place. I’m still a little buzzed from the mix of adrenaline and alcohol.
I pause, noticing Kylie’s purse is on the little table by the door. Is she home early?
She steps out of the bedroom, dressed in nothing but a lacy black bra and panties. 
Fuck, yes.
“Baby girl, you are the best thing I’ve ever seen in my life.” I strip my shirt off and toss it to the floor. 
She laughs and curls a finger at me. “Come here.”
I kick off my shoes and take off my pants as I follow her into our bedroom. I have to get my hands on her, but she keeps backing away. 
“Get your ass over here.” I pin her against the wall and kiss her mouth, gently caressing her tongue with mine. I take my time, feeling her body melt into me while I savor her. 
I’m suddenly reminded of the first time I kissed her. God, she felt so good. I waited so long for that kiss. 
I pull away and touch her face. “Is everything okay? You’re home early.”
“Yeah, everything’s fine.” She hesitates for a moment, running her hands up my chest and around to the back of my neck. “I need to talk to you about something, though.”
“Okay. Sex first.” I kiss her again, threading my fingers through her hair. 
She laughs as I move her to the bed and lay her down on her back. “You’re insatiable, you know that?”
“No, I’m just in love with you.” I climb on top of her and graze her neck with my teeth. “Plus, you’re so fucking sexy.”
I get her bra and panties off, and run my hands all over her body. She lifts her arms above her head and closes her eyes while I caress her skin. I slide my tongue across one of her nipples, and she shudders. 
“Baby, stop playing,” she says, her voice breathless. “I need you inside me right now.”
I lick her again and kiss my way up to her neck. She reaches into my underwear and wraps her fingers around my cock. 
I groan into her ear. “What do you want, baby girl?” 
She squeezes my dick. “This. Now.”
I groan again and pull off my underwear. She opens her gorgeous legs for me and I settle in on top of her, sliding my cock in slowly. She grabs my ass and tries to push me in harder, but I resist. There’s nothing like that first thrust, when her hot pussy envelopes me.
My desire to move slowly doesn’t last.
She wraps her legs around me and I move in and out, pushing in as deep as I can go. Her hips move with me, and she digs her fingers into my back. I kiss her mouth, our tongues lashing together, as frantic as our bodies. I pick up the pace, pounding her harder. She moans and runs her hands along my skin, sending sparks through every nerve. 
Nothing compares to this. To her. She feels so goddamn good. I know she thinks I have an unending sexual appetite—and to be fair, I probably do. But it’s not just that. This is the best way I know to show her how I feel. I can tell her a million times that I love her. That she’s my world. My life. And I do, every single day. But when I make passionate love to her—when I fuck her until she’s breathless—I show her. Not just with words, but with my whole body. I can show her what she is to me, make her feel what I’m feeling. 
With our bodies connected, we’re completely in sync. She moves with me, moans with me, cries out in pleasure with me. I feel her climax building and I hold back, waiting for her to be ready. My cock throbs. 
“Yes, baby,” she says. “Right there. Oh, my god, yes.”
Her voice goes high-pitched and her pussy tightens. My eyes roll back in my head and I explode inside her. The orgasm comes in hot waves, pulsing through me. For those blissful seconds, there’s nothing else. Just the agony of release, the feel of her wet pussy, the sound of her voice as we come together.
I move off her and we lie together for a moment, catching our breath. She rolls over to kiss my shoulder, then gets up and slips into the bathroom. 
She comes back a few minutes later, still naked. I pull her back into bed with me and wrap her in my arms, breathing in her scent. My eyes drift closed. I’m so relaxed with her body warm against mine that I could probably fall asleep like this, but I remember that I have some things to talk to her about.
“I heard back from the real estate guy,” I say. 
She lifts her head and props it up on her hand. “You did?”
“They accepted my offer.” 
I’ve been working for months on a deal to buy a new building for my gym. I’ve outgrown the space I’m in, and Kylie and I decided that instead of finding a new place to lease, it would be a good investment to buy a building. It took a while to find the right location, but the one we found is perfect.
“Are you serious?” she asks. “This is going to happen?”
I smile. “Yep, it’s going to happen. We got a great deal on it too. It’s a pretty big cash outlay, but long term, this is going to be huge for us.”
“Wow,” she says. “It’s kind of scary, but exciting.”
I kiss her forehead. “It is. But don’t let it stress you out. We have a solid plan. We just need to stick to it.”
Kylie takes a deep breath and lays her head on my shoulder. I have another surprise for her. I was planning to wait until after Selene’s wedding to tell her. But I feel like she’s going to be anxious about the business stuff, so maybe now is a good time.
“I have another surprise for you, baby girl.”
“Uh oh,” she says. “You didn’t buy a new house too, did you?”
I laugh. “No. But I did buy some plane tickets.”
“Plane tickets? Are we going somewhere?”
“We are.”
She glances up at me. “Are you going to tell me where?”
“You need to guess.”
“Um…” She caresses my chest while she thinks. I love the way her hands feel on me. “Honestly, I have no idea.”
“I’m taking you back to London.”
“What? Are you fucking with me?”
I shift so I can look at her. “Nope. We’re going to do London right this time. I booked it for a few months from now, so we can both arrange with our clients to be gone.”
“Wow, that’s amazing,” she says. “But … are you sure we should do this now?”
“Of course,” I say. “This is the perfect time. Once I move my gym into the new space, things are going to get a lot busier. Besides, I want to do this with you.”
“But it’s so expensive.”
“It’s fine.” I kiss her again. “I’ll dip into my inheritance for this if I need to.” My parents left Selene and me a considerable amount of money when they died. We both used it to pay for college, and I took out more to buy my condo, as well as open my gym. 
Generally, I don’t spend what’s left of it unless I have to. That money feels sacred to me, because it was theirs. But I won’t hesitate to use it for this.
“Oh, Brax,” Kylie says. 
“This means a lot to me,” I say. “I’ve wanted to go back to London with you since we were there last time. I want to take you to all the places you want to see so we can experience them together, like we should have before.”
“Why are you so amazing?” she asks. 
I rub my nose against hers and kiss her lightly on the mouth. “Did you need to talk to me about something?”
“Oh,” she says, looking away. “I guess I don’t remember now.”
“Was it something to do with Selene?” I ask. “Is she okay? You didn’t tell me why you’re back early.”
“Selene’s fine,” she says. “We had fun, but we didn’t have anything planned for tomorrow, so we decided we’d rather come home.”
“I can’t argue with that,” I say. “I’m glad you’re home.”



5: Kylie
Brax and I let ourselves into Selene and Ronan’s house. Selene texted me earlier and said she could use help with some wedding stuff. I’m more than happy to help; I just wish I wasn’t so tired. It’s barely after six, and I feel like I can’t keep my eyes open.
Selene is sitting at the dining table with a sprawl of candles, ribbon, and glass vases. “Hey, you guys.” She meets my eyes and raises her eyebrows. 
I give her a quick head shake and she looks a little confused.
Please don’t say anything, Selene. Not yet.
Braxton surveys the table. “This looks like a nightmare. What the fuck are you doing?”
Selene groans. “I thought it would be a good idea to make my own centerpieces for the reception. Pinterest is the devil.”
I take a seat next to her. “I’ll help. Just tell me how they’re supposed to look.”
Selene points to a finished one off to the side. “They look simple, but this ribbon is a pain in the ass.”
Ronan comes downstairs. He’s as tall as Braxton, with dark hair and a chiseled Disney-prince jaw. He nods to Brax and comes over to kiss Selene. 
“This looks like something I should run from,” he says.
“I’ll go get takeout,” Braxton says. He looks at Ronan. “Want to come?”
“Yes,” Ronan says. “Definitely.”
The guys head out. I try get the layers of ribbon to cooperate, but Selene is right. This is a pain in the ass.
“Why didn’t you have the florist do these?” I ask. 
Selene rolls her eyes. “Because the internet makes things look so easy. I might just call them in the morning and add centerpieces to our order.”
“That’s probably a good idea.”
She puts her strand of ribbon down. “So, what’s up? Did you talk to Brax yet?”
“No. I was going to on Saturday, but we got distracted.”
“Distracted? God, Ky, no wonder you’re pregnant,” she says. “I’m surprised it took this long.”
I toss a piece of ribbon at her. “It wasn’t that.”
She arches an eyebrow at me.
“Okay, it started with that, but I wanted him to be in a good mood. Afterward, he told me the building owners accepted his offer. So this business expansion is really happening.”
“Yeah, he told me about that yesterday,” she says. “Congratulations.”
“Thanks,” I say. “But it’s kind of scary, you know? And then he told me he booked us a trip to London.”
“Oh my god,” she says. “That’s awesome.”
“Yeah, it is. But … I don’t know if we should be doing all this right now. It’s so much, and it reminded me how unplanned this pregnancy is. If I’m really pregnant, which I still don’t know for sure.”
“What do you mean, you don’t know for sure? The tests were positive.”
“Yeah, but I haven’t been to the doctor yet,” I say. “I don’t want to drop this in his lap before I’m completely sure.”
“Kylie,” she says, a note of sternness in her voice. “Do you really think both those pregnancy tests were wrong?”
I chew on my lower lip. “Maybe.”
“Do you have any more?” she asks. “You should take another one.”
“Yeah, I have a box in my purse from this weekend.”
“Go take it,” she says.
“Why?” 
“I think you need to see it a few more times before this really sinks in, babe,” she says. 
I sigh. “Fine, but I’m still not telling Brax until after I see my doctor.”
“Fair enough, but you need to talk to him soon,” she says. “I’m terrible at lying to him, and if he starts to suspect something is going on, he’s going to see right through me. I won’t tell, but this is getting really hard to keep in.”
I look at her in alarm. “You didn’t tell Ronan, did you?”
“No, of course not,” she says. “I haven’t told anyone. But it’s killing me to have such a big secret. You need to tell Brax. Soon.”
“I know, I will.”
“Good,” she says. “Now go pee on that stick and tell me what it says.”
I take the test and wait in the bathroom while it sits. I admit, I met Braxton half-naked when I got home on Saturday to put him in a good mood and soften the blow. But then he told me about buying the building, and the trip to London, and I couldn’t bring myself to tell him. It all felt like so much.
Going to the doctor first isn’t just me procrastinating, however. It makes sense. I should be sure. I glance over at the test. Nothing is showing in the result window yet. I tap my foot and look up at the ceiling while I wait. 
What do I want it to say? Do I want it to be negative? I’m not sure how I feel about this anymore. I’ve had moments when I think I could actually get excited about this. Other times, I’m so overwhelmed I want to crawl in bed and stay there for a week. 
I pick up the test and force myself to look. Yep. Pregnant.

I’m running out of ways to convince myself this isn’t happening.



6: Braxton
I get home from work and brush the water off my hair. It’s raining like crazy, and I wonder if Selene’s freaking out about the weather. Their wedding is at a winery over on the east side, so hopefully things clear up this weekend. You never know around here, even in the summer.
I hear what sounds like Kylie’s phone on speaker. I think she’s listening to her voicemail, so I stay quiet while I take off my coat. 
“This is to confirm your appointment with Dr. Shepherd, tomorrow at nine a.m.” 
I hesitate near the door. Doctor? That’s weird. Why would Ky need to go to the doctor tomorrow?
I head into the kitchen and she smiles at me, then taps her phone a few times and sets it down. 
“Hey, love. You’re home early. How was your day?” She grabs something out of a grocery bag and puts it in a cupboard.
“Not bad,” I say. 
She keeps putting groceries away. “Do you have to go in to the gym tomorrow?”
“Yeah, I have clients until early afternoon.”
“Okay,” she says. “I have a few errands to run in the morning, and then we have the rehearsal tomorrow night.”
Errands to run? Should it bother me that she’s not telling me about seeing her doctor? It’s not like she has to tell me everything she does. But there’s something about this that’s worrying me. “You okay, baby girl?”
She meets my eyes and smiles again. “Yeah, I’m fine. Why?”
“You sure?”
“Why, do I look bad or something?” 
I come around the counter and slide my hands around her waist. “No, of course not. I’m just wondering.”
“I’m okay. Just tired, I guess. It’s been a busy week.”
I put my hand on her cheek and kiss her forehead.
“Oh, I picked up the tuxes earlier,” she says. “Would you mind taking Ronan’s over to their place? But hurry. We’re supposed to bring dinner over to my dad tonight.”
“Yeah, of course,” I say. “I’ll go do that now.”
I glance at her again, but she just smiles and keeps putting things away in the kitchen. She seems fine, so I grab Ronan’s tux and head for the door.
I let myself into Selene and Ronan’s house, hoisting Ronan’s tux over my shoulder. “Hey, you guys home?”
“Yeah,” Ronan says from somewhere inside.
I bring the tux in and lay it over the back of a dining chair. Ronan’s in the kitchen, standing with his arms crossed, staring at something on the counter.
“Hey man, what’s up? Is Selene home?”
“No, she’s out.” His eyes are locked on something in front of him.
“You okay?” 
Ronan looks up. “I think Selene might be pregnant.”
His words hit me square in the chest. For a second, I’m ready to launch myself across the counter and grab him by the throat. That fucker got my sister pregnant? But I calm myself before I move. He’s marrying her, dumbass. 
“Holy shit,” I say. “What makes you think so?”
He holds up a box of home pregnancy tests. “I found this in the garbage—outside, in the big one, like she took it out there so I wouldn’t see it.”
“Okay, don’t panic,” I say. “Maybe she was just checking, and it was negative. It’s not like she’d keep something like that from you.”
He pulls a test out of the box. It looks just like the picture on the outside. When he turns it, I see in plain letters the word Pregnant.
“Oh, shit,” I say.
“Yeah.” He puts the test back in the box. 
“Wow,” I say. “I guess, congratulations?”
Ronan rubs his chin. I’ve never seen this look on his face before. He’s really shaken up. “Why wouldn’t she tell me?” he asks.
Asking me why women do things is like asking a fish why a bird flies. “I don’t know. Maybe she wanted to wait until after the wedding.”
“That actually makes sense,” he says. “I’m worried about her, though.”
This is precisely why I’m glad Ronan is marrying my sister. He gets it. He wants to keep her safe and happy, the way I always tried to do when we were growing up. I feel like I can pass the responsibility on to him. I’ll always be protective of her—she’s my twin—but I can let my guard down a little. I know Ronan will take care of her. 
“Have you guys talked about kids?” I ask. 
“Not really,” he says. “I guess maybe we should have, but it just hasn’t come up.”
“So…” This is treading into weird guy-conversation territory, but he’s about to become my brother-in-law, so what the hell. “Do you want kids?”
“If you’d asked me that a couple of hours ago—before I saw this,” he says, gesturing at the box, “I would have said no. I didn’t think I wanted kids. But holy shit, Brax. If this is real, I think I can get on board with it.”
I grin at him. “That’s freaking you out, isn’t it?” Maybe I shouldn’t be amused, but Ronan is so fucking collected all the time. It’s kind of funny to see him rattled. 
“You have no idea.” He goes to the fridge, brings out two beers, and hands one to me. “What about you? You and Kylie want kids?”
I take a seat on the barstool and open the bottle. “Yeah, we do. Now that I’m expanding my gym, I guess we’ll wait a while. But I can definitely picture a couple little Taylor babies running around.”
Ronan laughs a little. “Life is fucking weird, sometimes, isn’t it? I’m getting married in two days. A year and a half ago, that wasn’t even on my radar. And here I am, thinking about the fact that I might be a father, and I’m actually okay with it.”
“Fucking weird is right,” I say. “I’d pretty much resigned myself to believing nothing would ever happen between me and Ky. And then, there she was, wearing a wedding dress for me. It wasn’t just weird; it was unreal.”
“You realize we’re a lot luckier than we deserve, don’t you?” Ronan asks.
“Every fucking day, man. Every fucking day.” I take a long pull from my beer. “But what’s up with our girls not telling us what’s going on?” 
“Why, is something up with Kylie?” 
“Maybe,” I say. “I overheard her get a message from her doctor’s office about an appointment tomorrow. But then she didn’t say anything. In fact, she told me she has errands to run in the morning.”
“Is she sick?” Ronan asks.
A thread of fear uncurls itself in my chest. Holy shit, is Kylie sick? Is something wrong and she doesn’t want to tell me before Selene’s wedding? “Fuck, man, I don’t know. She seems okay. But why would she be going to the doctor and hiding it?”
“No idea,” he says. “But I wouldn’t worry too much about her. I bet it’s nothing. Don’t they need to get their birth control refilled or something? Maybe it’s just that. Although apparently that isn’t always enough.” He gestures to the box.
“You guys will be fine,” I say. “Just tell her you found the box and ask her what’s going on. I bet she’s just overwhelmed with the wedding and everything.”
“Yeah, you’re probably right,” he says. “And hey, don’t tell Kylie yet. If Selene is pregnant, I know she’ll want to tell Ky herself. She’ll probably be upset that you know before she has a chance to tell you.”
“No problem.” I take another drink and stand. “I guess I should get back. I think we’re bringing dinner over to Henry tonight, so I should go see what’s up with that.”
“Sounds good. We’ll see you tomorrow for the rehearsal.” He pauses. “And thanks.”
“Anytime, man.” 
I head outside and up the street toward my place. My head is spinning a little. Is my sister really going to have a baby? I wonder if Kylie knows already. She probably does, but I won’t ask, just in case Selene hasn’t talked to her yet. 
Uncle Braxton sounds kind of awesome. But my happiness for Selene is tinged with worry for Kylie. I hope nothing is wrong with my girl. The idea that it could be serious is almost too much for me to contemplate. 



7: Kylie
I sip my cup of coffee and stare out at the rain through the café window. Seeing the doctor shook me up more than I thought it would. After all, I’ve taken at least five pregnancy tests at this point, and they all said the same thing. Why was it surprising when my doctor smiled and congratulated me on my pregnancy?
I have a feeling Braxton knows something is up. All through dinner with my dad last night, he kept giving me weird looks. I wonder if Selene said something that made him wary. I know she didn’t tell him what’s going on, but she might have let something slip that got him concerned. I almost told him the truth last night, but I decided to stick with my resolve to see the doctor first.
Now that I’ve seen the doctor, I need to find time to tell him. But he’s working until late this afternoon, and we have the wedding rehearsal tonight. Then the wedding tomorrow. 
The more I think about it, the more I’d like to do something special to tell him. Rather than just blurt out, “I’m pregnant!” I’d really like to surprise him. 
I bring up Pinterest on my phone and search for pregnancy announcement ideas. The first thirty or so pictures look way too complicated for my capabilities. I’m artistic, but I’m not very crafty, and I don’t have a lot of time to work with. But I get a few ideas, and I think I can do something fun for him. I’ll wait until Sunday, after the wedding. I figure we should concentrate on one life-changing event at a time.
My eyes scan all the splashes of baby blue, soft pink, and pale yellow. I see little ducks and teddy bears, blankets and bottles. Looking at pregnancy announcements leads me down a rabbit hole of baby stuff. Showers, parties, decorated nurseries. Everything is so fucking cute. Yeah, it’s overwhelming, and I think it might take the next eight or so months for it to sink in that this is happening. But I can’t keep the smile off my face as I browse through pictures of tiny footprints, polka-dotted crib sheets, and some stunningly beautiful maternity photo shoots. 
I get to a photo of a father holding a newborn baby on his chest, and the tears that have been threatening finally fall. I can see it so clearly: Braxton holding our tiny newborn against his bare skin, his thick tattooed arms, roped with muscle, contrasting with the baby’s soft skin. 
I think about how much he loves me. How deep his feelings run, and how they haven’t faltered for a single second since that night in London when he put his ring on my finger. He makes me feel like he’s laying down at my feet to worship me. It’s not just that he loved me in secret for so long. It’s that the love he feels for me is so real, and so pure—and so much—that it never runs out. It never wavers. 
That’s how Brax is going to love our child. He’s going to take one look at this baby and he’s going to fall for him or her like he fell for me. And just the thought of it—the thought of seeing him melt for our baby—makes me love him so much I break down sobbing in the middle of the coffee shop. 
I didn’t think I could love him any more. He’s been in my heart for as long as I can remember, and since we’ve been together that love has done nothing but grow. And yet now, staring at this photo of a man with a tiny infant, I feel my heart swell, like it could burst in my chest. 
This is so true, and so real, and so right. I wipe the tears, not caring whether the other people in the café are staring at me. My god, he’s going to be such a good father. I desperately hope his parents can see him now, because they are going to be so proud. 
It takes me another ten minutes to get my shit together. I tearfully browse through more baby stuff, letting the reality sink in. I wonder if I’m so emotional because this is such a big deal, or because of the pregnancy itself. That’s a thing, right? Feeling like you’re drowning in feelings you can barely contain? 
I head home and take a long shower to settle myself down. The hot water helps. Usually I’d down a shot when I feel this keyed up, but that’s not an option. 
Before Brax gets home, I design a card to tell him the news. I keep the look simple, with a pinstripe border that turns into a tiny heart in one corner. I decide to get a little saucy, and put To My Hot DILF on the front. On the inside, I write you + me = three. 
It’s nothing elaborate, but I think he’ll like finding out this way.
I can’t wait to see the look on his face.
By the time Brax gets home from work, and it’s time to get dressed for the rehearsal, I’m back to my normal self. I put on a fluttery yellow dress that makes my boobs look fantastic (and are they maybe a little bigger?), and help Braxton with the buttons on his shirt. It’s not that he can’t button them himself—but fuck, he looks so hot when he dresses up, I’ll use any excuse to touch him. It takes quite a bit of willpower not to unbutton that shirt and rip it off him. But we can’t be late. 
The rain has finally stopped, but we still rehearse the ceremony inside. If the sun comes out tomorrow, the staff will move things outdoors. It will be a simple wedding; watching Selene and Ronan stand facing each other, hand in hand, almost makes me start sobbing again. I manage to hold it in check, although a few tears leak from the corners of my eyes. 
I’m going to be an absolute wreck tomorrow when they do the real thing.
Afterward, we all meet up at a nearby Italian restaurant for dinner. I’m so tired I don’t even want to sit through the meal, but I figure I just need to do my best to pretend I’m fine.
Braxton pulls out my chair at the long table and I take a seat. Something in this place smells odd, and it’s making my tummy do strange swirly things. 
I lean in so I can speak quietly to Brax. “Do you smell that?”
He sniffs. “I don’t know. What am I smelling?”
I breathe in again. Yep, something smells awful. “You can’t smell that? Seriously?”
“No.” His brow furrows and he puts his hand on my thigh. “Are you sure you’re okay?”
“Yeah, I’m fine. I just don’t know what smells weird.”
The people at the table start to chat, and a waiter comes out to pour wine. I try to decline, but Braxton moves my wineglass closer so he can pour. Uh oh. What am I going to do about this? If I don’t drink it, I’ll have to explain why. Can I maybe take a few sips? Or is the tiniest amount of alcohol going to poison my child? Fuck.
Ronan’s parents and brother are sitting down the table from me, and I’m having a hard time reconciling that these rather soft-spoken people are his family. I suppose I expected his father to be more like him. They look alike—the resemblance between Ronan, his brother Damon, and their father is striking. But where Ronan’s face is always full of intensity and drive, his dad and brother both seem very laid back. 
His mother is absolutely the sweetest; I found myself hugging her at the rehearsal and almost asking her to adopt me. Brax and I are both short on mothers, so I guess I have a soft spot for nice mothers-in-law. And it’s obvious they love Selene, which endears them to me instantly. 
My dad is at the end of the table, and although he’s in his wheelchair, he’s been doing better lately. He grasps his glass of wine and holds it up, and that simple action almost makes me cry. He’s having a good day, and I desperately hope it continues through the weekend. He’s walking Selene up the aisle tomorrow, although unlike at my wedding, I don’t think he’ll get up and actually walk. She’s been trying to talk him out of it, knowing how much it cost him to do so at my wedding. 
“I’d like to propose a toast,” Dad says, his clear voice carrying over the din of conversation. We all raise our glasses. “Selene, it has been a privilege to watch you grow up into the wonderful woman you are today. Nothing gives me more joy than seeing my family grow. And on this, the eve of your wedding, I want to tell you both how happy I am for you. To Selene and Ronan.”
Everyone lifts their glasses and echoes his toast. “To Selene and Ronan!”
I mutter something incoherent because I can’t quite form words, then bite my lip to keep from crying. I give my dad a weak smile and take a sip of my wine. My eyes widen as I realize what I just did. Oh, god. What do I do now? I can’t spit it out. I swallow and put the glass down, hoping no one saw my face. 
One sip is okay, right? The baby is so tiny now. I don’t want to hurt him. Or her. Holy shit, it’s going to be a him, or a her. A real person. But what else would it be? I’m not having a fucking puppy.
I really need to pull myself together.
The waiter brings out the food. It’s all served family-style, on large platters in the center of the table. Normally I love Italian food, but I eye the selection warily. The chicken is a definite no-go. I almost can’t look at it without gagging. The fettuccine looks like I can probably handle it, and I might be able to stomach a meatball with marinara sauce. The rest looks like it’s going to send me running for the bathroom, which would make it very hard to keep my secret from Braxton for another day and a half.
I make it through the meal, and I’m pretty sure I’m not rousing any suspicion. I leave the rest of my wine, but no one mentions it. I almost break down in tears again when someone suggests going out for more drinks—I’m so tired, I can barely keep my eyes open—but Selene and Ronan both decline, and even Brax says he’s ready to go home. We say goodbye to everyone outside, and get in Braxton’s car.
He turns the key in the ignition, but puts a hand on my thigh and looks at me for a long moment.
“What?” I ask. 
“Are you sure you’re feeling okay?” 
“Yeah.” Uh oh. He can tell something is going on. “I’m just tired. I’m excited for the wedding, but I’ll be kind of glad when it’s over.”
He leans in and kisses me softly. “All right. If you’re sure.”
I almost say it, right here. My heart beats wildly, and pings of nervousness tingle my skin. But I want to surprise him on Sunday, when we can focus on this. Focus on us. “I’m sure. I think I just need a good night’s sleep.”
Brax holds my hand on the drive home, his fingers twined with mine. I cast glances at him from the corner of my eye, and it’s all I can do not to melt into a puddle of insane laughter and tears right here in the car.
God, I love him so much. 



8: Kylie
Saturday dawns clear and beautiful, and by late afternoon the sun bathes the grounds of the winery in a pleasant warmth. Selene and Ronan’s ceremony is held outside, and I almost manage to hold myself together. Fortunately, we took most of the pictures beforehand, so I’m not too worried about ruining my makeup. But as I watch Selene walk up the aisle, her hand resting lightly on my dad’s arm, I don’t even try to hold back the tears.
She’s positively stunning in a strapless ivory gown. It hugs her curves and flares slightly at the bottom, for an unbelievable silhouette. She’s always gorgeous, but today she looks radiant. Her dark hair is up, showing her slender neck and shoulders, and of course her boobs look fantastic. I helped her pick the dress—and I must say, I did an excellent job. 
The ceremony is simple, and sweet. Their vows are beautiful, and bring a renewed set of tears streaming down my face. Braxton looks on from the other side, watching his sister with so much pride in his face. I think getting married before her was a little hard for him—at least, he knew it was hard for her, and he felt bad about that. Watching Selene marry Ronan feels like coming full circle, completing our family in a way that makes everything we’ve all been through the last couple of years worth it. 
So worth it.
As Ronan kisses his wife for the first time, Braxton meets my eyes and gives me a wink. All I can do is smile through the tears.
Afterward, we make our way into the winery for the reception. The banquet hall is decorated beautifully with lots of twinkling lights and floral centerpieces on the tables. Soft music plays in the background, and Braxton and I walk around and chat with people for a while. 
I get tired pretty quickly, but I float on the happiness for my best friend long enough to get through dinner. The food is delicious, and I go ahead and take a few sips of wine. I Googled it last night, so I know I can have a tiny bit and nothing bad will happen, and this way I won’t rouse suspicion. We are at a winery, after all. 
Selene and Ronan aren’t really traditionalists, so they don’t do a lot of the customary wedding reception things. A few people do stand and offer toasts to the new couple, including Braxton (which makes me cry all over again). There’s cake, but they don’t pose for pictures and cut it. And after dessert, people have cocktails and mingle. 
There’s an area sectioned off for dancing, and people meander over while a slow song is playing. I notice Ronan’s parents dancing together, as well as some of our friends. 
Braxton takes my hand. “Dance with me?”
I smile and stand, but a wave of dizziness passes over me. I clutch at him to keep from losing my balance. 
“Are you okay?” he asks.
“Yeah,” I say, although I hold his arms tight to keep from falling over. “Sorry, I just got a little dizzy for a second.”
He looks at me with his brow furrowed. Without saying anything else, he gently takes my elbow and leads me out into the lobby, where he stops and looks at me. “Kylie, what the fuck is going on?”
“What are you talking about?”
“Something is up with you,” he says.
“I’m fine.” I put a hand on his arm. “Really.”
“I know you went to the doctor,” he says. “What aren’t you telling me?”
My mouth hangs open for a moment. Shit. What do I say? Do I make something up? Why else would I have gone to the doctor? Do I tell him I wasn’t feeling well? That’s bullshit, and he’ll know it. I’ve been telling him I’m fine all week. Damn it, I thought I could hold out for one more night. I have the card I made for him in my bag. I was going to give it to him in the morning.
“Ky, seriously, you’re freaking me the fuck out,” he says. “Are you sick? Is something wrong?”
It hits me, as I look into his eyes, that he’s scared. He thinks something bad is happening—that something’s wrong with me. I don’t know how he found out about my appointment, but I bet that’s why he’s been asking me if I’m okay a million times a day. It’s been worrying him.
“Oh god, Brax, no,” I say. Screw the card. I didn’t mean to upset him. I take his hands, and suddenly I can’t stop smiling. 
His brow is furrowed, his eyes intense, and I know he must think I’m crazy right now. 
“Baby, I’m fine. I’m not sick at all.”
“Are you sure?” He puts one hand alongside my face, the other around my waist, drawing me closer. “Why did you need to see a doctor, then? And why didn’t you tell me?”
My whole body is pinging with adrenaline, every nerve sparking. This is it. This moment. This is going to change everything. “I’m pregnant.”
His hand on my waist tightens until he’s gripping the back of my dress in his fist, and he pulls me closer. His chest rises and falls quickly, and his eyes never leave mine.
“What did you say?” he whispers.
I’m not sure if I can say it out loud again. Swirls of excitement and fear pour through me, and I start to tremble in his arms. 
My voice almost won’t work. “I’m pregnant. I went to the doctor to be sure.”
His arms rope around me and he pulls me close, burying his face in my neck, his breath hot against my skin. He holds me tight, but there’s a gentleness to it. He’s so tender, like he’s already making room for this new thing in our lives. I cling to him, wrapping my arms around his neck, and close my eyes. I suppose there are people walking by, but I don’t care about them. This is our moment. 
He pulls away, just enough that he can look at me. “Did you just say you’re pregnant?”
I nod.
He swallows hard. “A baby?”
“Yes.”
His lips brush against mine, almost a kiss, as he speaks. “Our baby.”
I smile and he takes my mouth in a deep kiss, his arms still pressing me against him. 
“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner,” I say. “I made you a card, and I was going to give it to you tomorrow. I wanted to see my doctor to be sure, and then there was all the wedding stuff. I’m so sorry I made you worry.”
He leans his forehead down to mine. “It’s okay. I’m just glad you’re all right.” His pulls away a little and his brow furrows. “You are okay, aren’t you?”
I nod. “So far, so good. I’m so tired, though.”
He kisses my forehead, then my cheeks. 
“You’re not freaked out?” I ask. “Or upset?”
“Why would I be either of those things?” he asks.
“Well, this is a surprise,” I say. “It’s not like we planned it.”
He kisses my forehead again. “It’s the best surprise I’ve ever had.”
We stand there for long moments, resting in each other’s arms. I’m filled with warmth. It radiates from my chest through my whole body. 
He pulls away and wipes his thumb beneath my eyes. 
“Happy tears,” I say.
He nods. “I know.”
He slides his hand down my neck, brushes between my breasts, and touches my belly. A wide smile crosses his face as he splays his hand, palm down, just below my belly button. “My sweet baby girl, having my baby.”
I giggle and bite my lip. 
“I guess we should go back in,” he says.
“Yeah, we should.”
Braxton keeps his arm tight around me as we walk back into the reception. Some people are still at their tables, eating cake and drinking wine. Others are on the dance floor, swaying back and forth to a slow song. 
Selene and Ronan are together, talking to a few people near the bar. Selene looks over as soon as we walk in. I see her eyes lock with her brother’s, and a huge grin spreads over Braxton’s face. She doesn’t even say anything to the people she’s talking to, just strides over to us, her hand covering her mouth. 
She lands in Braxton’s arms, and he hugs her so tight he picks her up. My lower lip trembles and tears start to leak out of the corners of my eyes. Again. Brax and Selene stay there for a long moment, holding each other. 
Then Ronan walks over, his eyebrows raised, a small smile playing across his face. 
Selene pulls away and wipes the tears from her cheeks. “Oh my god, Brax.”
“I feel like I missed something,” Ronan says. “Is everything okay?”
Selene looks at me and raises her eyebrows. I glance at Braxton. Who wants to say it? 
Braxton takes my hand and pulls me closer to him. “We’re going to have a baby.”
Ronan’s mouth opens and his eyes register surprise. “Kylie? You’re pregnant?”
I nod and swipe my fingers beneath my eyes. “Yes. Selene, I’m so sorry. I didn’t want to steal your thunder. I was going to tell him tomorrow, but—”
She shakes her head. “No, I’m so glad you did. Brax, I knew. I knew last weekend and it’s been killing me.”
Brax hasn’t once stopped smiling. Is it possible to say a guy is glowing? That’s such a girl thing, but I’m not even kidding; he totally is. 
“Wait,” Ronan says, holding up a hand. “Kylie’s the one who’s pregnant? I thought…”
“You thought what?” Selene asks.
“I thought you were pregnant,” he says.
“Yeah, I did too,” Braxton says.
“Why?” Selene asks with a laugh. 
“I found a box of pregnancy tests in the garbage,” Ronan says. “I figured you were waiting to tell me, so I didn’t ask you about it.”
I laugh. “No, that was me. I took one at your house before I went to the doctor.”
Ronan looks bewildered. “Wow, I really had the wrong impression.” He turns to Selene. “So you’re not pregnant?”
Selene shakes her head. “No, but I have to be honest, I thought I could be. This whole thing started last weekend. I was late so I took a test to find out, and I made Kylie take one, too. But hers was the one that was positive.”
“I suppose considering we’ve been married for about an hour, this is good news.” Ronan turns to Selene and slips a hand around her waist. “But I have to admit I’m a little disappointed.”
Selene’s lips part. “You are?”
Ronan smiles. “Yeah. It hit me when I saw that test that I’d love to have a baby with you.”
“Are you serious?” she asks.
“Absolutely,” he says. “Maybe we should talk about it a bit first, but at some point, yes. I think we should have a baby.”
He gathers her in his arms and kisses her. Any hope I had of not being a sobbing mess is long gone. I wipe my cheeks, but the tears don’t stop. 
Braxton lifts my hand and brings it to his lips. “You’re so tired. Are you ready to go?”
I take a deep breath. I don’t want to bail on Selene’s reception, but I’m pretty sure if I sit, I’m either going to put my head down and sob, or pass out. “Yes. I’m exhausted.”
Selene reaches out and squeezes my hand. “Go get some rest, babe.”
I squeeze her back. “Love you.”
“Love you, too.”
We gather up our things and say goodbye to people. Braxton puts his arm around me and leads me toward the lobby. 
“So,” he says, “we can still have sex while you’re pregnant, right?”
I laugh. “Of course that’s your first question.” 
He leans away so he can look at me and raises his eyebrows. “But can we?”
“Yes, we definitely can.”
He laughs and hugs me tighter. “I’m just teasing. Let’s get you to the hotel so we can get in bed. I’m going to cuddle the fuck out of you tonight.”
And that sounds absolutely perfect to me.



Epilogue: Braxton
I look up at the clock, bleary-eyed. Two o’clock. Is that a.m. or p.m.? There’s light coming in through the cracks in the blinds. That must mean it’s afternoon. It’s been a little hard to keep track. To say the last twenty-four hours or so have been a whirlwind would be the understatement of the century.
Kylie is fast asleep in the hospital bed. That fucking woman—I already knew she was amazing, but after what I witnessed a few hours ago I will forever be in awe of her. She was so damn strong. Whoever claimed women are the weaker sex didn’t know what the fuck they were talking about—and obviously never witnessed a woman give birth.
Yesterday—was it really only yesterday?—we were on the couch, and Kylie couldn’t seem to get comfortable. I got her some extra pillows and rubbed her feet while she dozed off. I sat there, watching her for a while. Her eyes were closed, her face still, her hands on the swell of her belly. I was mesmerized. Pregnancy did nothing but make Kylie more beautiful. Her body changed, but it was so sensual. I still loved every inch of her.
Being pregnant wasn’t always easy on her. I did what I could to help, but at the end of the day, there’s only so much a guy can do. I was always on hand for back rubs, and foot rubs, and bringing home her favorite foods. 
And sex when she wanted it. Holy shit, there was about a four month stretch where she could not get enough. It was fucking awesome. It got a little awkward as her belly grew, but all it took was a little creativity. I’m great at being creative.
As I sat there on the couch, caressing her skin, she shifted her hips and her forehead tightened. She held her belly, opened her eyes, and simply said, “Uh oh.”
It wasn’t a race to the hospital, like you see in the movies. But she definitely started having contractions, and we knew it was close. We hung out at home for a while, until they started to get more intense. She called her doctor’s office, and they told her it was time to come in.
I don’t think I’ve ever been so scared in my entire life.
She held my hand in a tight grip on the way to the hospital. I walked her inside and they put her in a wheelchair. For a second, I thought they were going to take her away from me, and I almost lost my shit. But the nurse said, “Come on back, Dad,” and I followed.
Hearing those words really almost made me lose my shit.
The next ten hours were the most exhausting, incredible, and awe-inspiring hours of my life. Kylie was a fucking rock star. They told us ahead of time that a C-section was likely, but if the conditions were right they’d let Kylie try to give birth naturally. She really hoped it would work out that way. 
We got very lucky. It took time for her body to be ready, but when the time came, the babies were in the right position and everything went perfectly.
That’s right. Babies. We just had twins.
We got that piece of news when she was about four months along. She was shocked. Somehow, I wasn’t. Of course we’d have twins. A boy and a girl, just like me and Selene. 
The door opens and a nurse comes in, wheeling a bassinet. I sit up, moving the beige hospital blanket to the side. 
She gives me a warm smile and speaks in a soft whisper. “How’s Mom doing?”
I glance over at Kylie. She’s still sound asleep. She needs it, after everything she’s been through. “She’s good. Been sleeping for a while.”
“Good,” the nurse whispers. “We should let her rest.”
I stand and stare at the two newborn babies, wrapped in white blankets, little knit hats covering their heads. My heart rate kicks up, and a deep feeling of wonder runs through me. Our babies. Kylie’s and mine. 
“They’re doing very well,” the nurse says. 
They took the babies to the nursery for a while so Kylie and I could get some sleep. I didn’t want to let them go, but the nurse had me walk back with them so I could see where they’d be, and she promised to bring them back soon. It was hard, even though I knew she was right. Kylie, in particular, needed rest. 
“Can I hold them again?” I ask. 
The nurse smiles. “Of course you can. Actually, that will be good for them. They’re maintaining their body temperature pretty well, but they could use some skin to skin contact. Here, take off your shirt and have a seat. I’ll hand them to you. It’s easier that way with two.”
I strip off my t-shirt and toss it aside while the nurse picks up my little boy and unwraps him so he’s in nothing but a diaper. He squirms and lets out a little grunt. I settle back in the reclining chair and the nurse hands him to me, placing him tummy down on my chest with his head near my shoulder.
“There’s one,” she says.
She picks up my daughter, and my throat feels tight. She unwraps her and helps place her tiny form on the other side of my chest. Then she takes a warm blanket and lays it over all three of us. 
“There,” she says. “Perfect.”
I tuck these tiny, perfect little people in the crooks of my arms and look down at them. They both squirm around a bit, but it only takes a couple minutes for them to relax. Their cheeks squish against my chest, and their eyes are closed. Their skin is so soft against mine. 
The nurse gives me one last smile, and leaves. Alone in this dim, quiet room, with my wife sleeping nearby, and two babies on my chest, it hits me: I’m a dad. 
This is real. 
I didn’t think I could love anyone as much as I love Kylie. I’ve loved her so deep, and for so long, it seemed impossible that anything could be bigger than that. But I look down at these two tiny sleeping babies, their warm bodies cradled against my chest, and my eyes burn with the tears of loving them. I love them fierce. In the space of the few hours since they were born, they took my heart and opened it up, lodging themselves deep inside. 
I press my lips to my son’s head. My son. Kylie already says he looks like me. He’s so small, so innocent. The weight of responsibility for teaching him to be a man is heavy. But I actually think I might be strong enough.
I turn and kiss my daughter’s head. I have a daughter. This precious little princess is mine. Mine to protect and cherish. I get to show her what it is to be loved. 
It makes me wonder if my dad had a moment like this. Did he hold me and Selene when we were hours old, staring at us in awe? Did he worry about whether he’d be a good father? I wish he was here, so I could ask him. I wish they could both be here, to meet their grandchildren.
Kylie stirs and opens her eyes. “Hey.”
“Hi,” I whisper. I don’t want to wake them.
She scoots closer to the edge of the bed and reaches out to caress our baby girl’s head. I see the way I feel about them reflected in Kylie’s eyes, and my throat feels tight again. 
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything more amazing than this,” she says.
“Them?”
“You, holding them,” she says. It looks like she wants to say more, but she just smiles and a few tears trail down her cheeks.
I turn my head and stare at her. “I don’t think I’ve ever loved you more than I do right now.”
She slips a hand beneath the blanket and rests it on my arm. “I love you too. So much.”
There’s a soft knock on the door, and Selene pokes her head inside. “Can we come in?”
“Yeah,” Kylie says. 
Selene and Ronan come in and shut the door with a soft click. Ronan stands near the foot of the bed, and Selene walks around to where I’m reclining. Her hand covers her mouth, and tears are already springing to her eyes.
“Oh, Brax.” She leans over so she can see the babies. “They’re so beautiful.”
My chest swells with pride. Fuck yeah, my babies are beautiful. 
She sits on the edge of the bed and rubs Kylie’s leg. “How are you feeling?”
“Exhausted,” Kylie says. “But okay, considering.”
“We won’t stay long,” she says. “But I had to see them. I can’t even believe this. I’m so happy for you guys.”
“Thanks, sis,” I say. 
Ronan steps forward and hands Kylie a small gift bag. “Here, we brought a present for the babies.”
Kylie takes the tissue paper off the top and pulls out two little onesies, one pink, one blue. She unfolds them and lays them in her lap. 
I do a double take. “Wait, what do those say?” 
Kylie gasps. “I love my cousin? Oh, my god, Selene, are you…?”
Selene is absolutely beaming, and Ronan looks at her with an expression I’m pretty familiar with. I’ve been wearing the same one for the last nine months.
“Yes. I’m pregnant,” Selene says. 
Kylie starts to squeal, then claps her hand over her mouth. She sits up to hug Selene, and they hold each other for a long moment. With two babies on my chest I can’t really move, but I give Ronan a nod and turn back to my sister. She’s all lit up, her smile wide. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen her this happy. 
“Congratulations, you guys,” I say. “You’re in for a hell of a ride, but I can tell you firsthand, it’s worth it.”
Selene wipes the tears from her eyes. “Thanks, Brax. I’m really excited. But enough about us. Have you named them yet?”
“Not yet,” I say. “But I’m thinking Clark Kent and Lois Lane.”
“Good choices,” Ronan says.
Kylie laughs. “Um, no.”
“Come on, it’s perfect,” I say. 
“Our wonder twins are not going to be named Lois and Clark,” Kylie says.
“You guys will figure it out,” Selene says. “But we should go. I can’t even fathom how exhausted you are, Ky.”
I look over at my wife. “She was incredible.”
Selene smiles and kisses us both, then softly kisses each baby’s forehead. “Love you guys. Let us know when you’re going home, and we’ll come help.”
“Okay,” Kylie says. “Oh my god, Selene, I’m so happy for you.”
“Thanks, babe.”
After another round of hugs from my sister, she and Ronan leave. I had a feeling Selene might be pregnant. When I saw her a few days ago, something seemed different. I couldn’t put my finger on it at the time, but now it makes so much sense. 
“Can you believe it?” Kylie asks. “All these babies.”
“Your dad is going to be ecstatic.”
“He really is,” she says.
I adjust myself in the chair a little, careful not to move too much. If I wake the babies, I’ll have to hand at least one of them over to Kylie. I’m enjoying holding them so much, I don’t want to give them up yet.
“You know, we do need to decide on names,” Kylie says. “Because we’re not naming them Clark Kent and Lois Lane.”
“Well, now that we’ve met them, what are you thinking?” 
“Middle names are easy,” she says.
“Are they?”
“Of course,” she says. “Dean and Rose.”
I swallow hard against the lump in my throat. Dean and Rose were my parents’ names. “Yeah, that’s perfect, isn’t it? And I already know our little boy’s first name.”
“You do? What is it?”
“Henry, after your dad.”
Kylie smiles, and fresh tears fill her eyes. “Oh my god, Brax.”
“But what about this little lady?” I kiss our daughter’s head again. “What’s her name?”
“Well, I know we had a list, but I have another idea,” she says. “What about London? It’s sweet, and such a special place to us.”
“London Rose,” I say, listening to the sound of it as I gaze at my little girl. “I think it’s perfect.”
“Henry Dean and London Rose,” Kylie says with a hitch in her voice. She covers her mouth and sniffs.
“You okay, baby girl?”
She nods. “Yeah. I feel like my heart is so full I’m going to burst. You gave me these beautiful babies, and I love them so much, and I love you so much.” She pauses and takes a trembling breath. “Is this real?”
I glance down at my two beautiful babies, sleeping on my chest, then at my wife, whom I love more than I could possibly put into words. 
My precious family. 
I grin at Kylie. “It’s all real, baby girl. Always.”
~~~
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About the Book
Yes, I know. It’s short. It isn’t a full novel; it isn’t even long enough that I can safely call it a novella. I fully expect a lot of “I just wish it was longer!” comments.
I get it. These characters do it for me too.
And to be honest, that’s why I wrote it. I didn’t end ALWAYS HAVE with a cliffhanger or uncertainty. We end that book at Braxton and Kylie’s wedding, seeing them all the way through their I do. But I wasn’t quite ready to let these two go.
We see them again in ALWAYS WILL, of course. And I’ve been so thrilled with all the comments from readers who noticed, and enjoyed getting a glimpse of Brax and Ky in the midst of Selene and Ronan’s story. 
But there was still a little more story to be told. This is a different sort of thing for me, since it isn’t technically a romance. It’s more like an extended epilogue, following them forward in time to another special milestone in their lives. 
Writing this was a bit of a creative indulgence for me. I simply wanted to write more about these characters. I wouldn’t in a million years dream of messing with their HEA. They fought too hard for it to have me come along and screw things up. 
However, I had a few ideas swirling through my head about what would come next for them. How great would it be to see them have a baby? I mean, really, can you imagine Braxton holding his newborn in his arms? SWOON CITY.
While I was writing, I decided we’d see them through all the way to the birth of their child—which meant I needed to know if they had a boy or a girl. DECISIONS! I figured this would be a fun one to reader-source. So I asked my private FB reader group (Alpha Ever After) if they thought Brax and Ky would have a boy or a girl. The response was overwhelming, and I have no idea why I was surprised. 
Of course everyone said boy/girl twins.
My original thought was baby girl, but I had to go with what my readers want! And that’s how Brax and Ky came to have their two sweet babies, Henry Dean and London Rose. 
CAN YOU EVEN?
I hope you enjoyed this story, and feel like I gave Braxton and Kylie a proper send off. I adore them, and this story was an absolute joy to write. 
Wait, what was that? Am I leaving Selene and Ronan with just the announcement that they’re pregnant?
Well, kind of. Another book is coming in 2017, and the heroine is a certain Sarah Reynolds, Ronan’s assistant. So no, the book won’t be about Selene and Ronan, but I’m sure we’ll see a little bit of them in that story, much like we saw Brax and Ky in ALWAYS WILL. So watch for that book sometime in 2017. I’ll keep you posted.
Thanks for reading!
If you haven't already, don't forget to sign up to be the first to hear about new releases, as well as exclusive content, cover reveals, and more.
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