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The F.I.L.T.H. Ever Afters is very low angst, as all the couples have already found their HEAs and the conflict here is all but nonexistent. But there are sexy times with all of them, and with one couple, those sexy times include some kink. You'll see some manhandling, an aggressive blowjob, and some face-slapping, all of which is done with the enthusiastic consent of all parties, and that consent is made clear on page.
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Thanksgiving Day
10 years after Stuffed


Tuck ignored the phone on the nightstand, and the trio of obnoxious beeps that signaled an incoming text. It was too early in the morning for people to be texting him on a holiday, and besides, he was busy.

“Aren’t you going to see who that is?” his wife asked breathlessly.

Since his mouth was full of her nipple, he offered a grunt in response.

Esme, his wife of more than a decade and his lover for over half of his life, squirmed under him. “What if it’s important?”

He released her nipple with an exasperated pop. “If it's important they’ll call, not text,” he pointed out and swiveled his hips to grind against her clit. Pleased with her strangled gasp, he bent his head to her breast again. “Besides, I’m busy.”

She moaned when he recaptured her nipple, her pussy clutching at his dick. She was close—or had been, before the phone distracted her. Now she was thinking too much to come.

Thankfully, after two decades of fucking her, he knew just how to shut her brain down again.

Groping in the tangled sheet beside him for the lube, he flipped the lid, then sat back on his haunches. The movement pulled him halfway out of her, and she let out a whine of protest that turned into a squeak of shock when he shot a puddle of the cool gel onto her quivering belly.

“What are you doing?”

She had her hands on her tits, rubbing and plucking at her nipples, the tattoo that covered her right arm from shoulder to fingertips a colorful contrast to her milk-pale skin. But her hazel gaze was too sharp, her voice too clear. Tossing the tube aside, he scooped lube off her stomach with two fingers and slid them between her spread buttocks. “Making you come.”

Amusement, delight, lust—they were all there in her eyes, her smile as she pulled her knees back to give him better access. “You always do.”

He probed her asshole with his lubed-up fingers, watching her expression for any signs of discomfort or unease. The tight ring of muscle gave way easily under the pressure, and her eyes went hazy with pleasure. She spasmed around him—dick and fingers—telling him without words that she wanted more.

He pulled his fingers free, gathered more lube and returned, sliding them deep in a gentle but insistent finger-fuck. She purred with delight, lifting her hips to deepen the contact. “Harder.”

He grinned even as he gritted his teeth. Her pussy was clutching at his dick, trying to suck him back deep. He ignored temptation and pulled his fingers from her ass and his dick from her pussy. 

“That’s the opposite of making me come,” she complained and, hooking her heels around his hips, tried to pull him back in.

Cool air washed over his warm, wet dick, dancing over sensitized flesh like an electrical buzz. He scooped up the rest of the lube from her belly and stroked it over his dick. “Shit, that’s cold.”

“I’m warm,” she reminded him. She let go of her right breast and moved her hand down, through her wild thatch of pubic hair to the pink, wet flesh below. She slid two fingers into her cunt with a wet squelch that was all but drowned out by her hum of delight. “Very warm. Come back.”

“Oh, I’m coming,” he assured her and grabbed her thighs to push them back. She started to pull her fingers free, but he shook his head. “No, leave them there.”

Understanding—and approval—lit her eyes. “We haven’t done this in a while,” she said breathlessly.

“Objections?” he asked, though he already knew the answer.

She shook her head, her silver-streaked black hair a tangled mess on the pillow. “Uh-uh.”

“Then put your feet on my shoulders.”

She obeyed, grunting when he leaned into the press of her heels on his chest to force her legs back even further. Planting his knees wide for balance and leverage, he aimed his dick at the slick pucker between her cheeks.

She stilled when he made contact, and let out her breath, slow and steady, when he pressed forward. Her asshole gave way like warm butter, and a groan spilled from his lips as he sank halfway into her slick, hot ass.

He drew back slightly, then eased forward another inch. “You feel fucking good.”

“I feel fucking full,” she corrected, her voice pinched with discomfort.

“Too much?” he asked, preparing to withdraw if the answer was yes.

“No, just give me a minute.” She sucked in a deep breath, let it out slow. He waited, suffering through the clutch and flutter of her asshole around his dick, and after a moment the tension in her body eased. She nodded. “Okay.”

Watching her face, he pulled back until just the tip rested inside her ass, then slid balls deep.

“Oh, shit,” she wheezed, her body taut beneath him. Her asshole spasmed around him, and the fingers she had buried in her pussy flexed.

He groaned. “Shit. Do that again.”

“What?” she asked, looking dazed.

“Your fingers,” he said. “Move them again.”

“Like this?” she asked and wiggled them.

“Yeah.” Panting, gripping her thighs to anchor himself, he stared down at her. “Can you feel me?”

“That seems like a silly question,” she managed.

He almost laughed. “I mean through your pussy. With your fingers.”

“Oh.” She wiggled them again, then fucked them in and out a few times. Her mew of pleasure mingled with his ragged moan. “Yeah, I can.”

The stroke of her fingers on his shaft through the thin barrier separating pussy and ass was driving him wild. “It’s like getting a hand-job and fucking at the same time.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” she panted. “Any chance I can get in on the fucking?”

He tore his attention away from his very happy dick to focus on her face. “I’m sorry, are you feeling neglected?”

Her cheeks were flushed, her breath coming in ragged little pants, but she still managed to smirk at him. “Little bit.”

“Can’t have that,” he drawled and, pulling back, shoved into her. Hard.

Her eyes went wide, and her mouth fell open in a shocked O. “Tuck!”

“You said harder,” he reminded her and did it again, the slap of his hips into her upturned ass a lewd echo. He was watching her face carefully, and while there was shock in her expression, he didn’t see any pain or distress. He gave her one more hard, heavy thrust, then held himself deep and waited until she met his gaze. “I’ll stop if you can’t take it.”

Her flush had deepened, spreading down to her chest, and her eyes glittered with a combination of lust and challenge. “I can take anything you’ve got.”

“Then brace yourself, baby,” he warned and began to fuck her like they were eighteen again.

“Oh…my…God,” she wailed, each word punctuated by the slam of his hips. She braced her hands against the headboard, tits bouncing wildly, the flowering vine tattoo on her belly rippling as he did his best to fuck her through the mattress.

He wasn’t going to last long. They’d been fucking for a while before the phone had interrupted, and he was more than ready to come. He just had to make sure she came first.

“Come on, baby,” he grunted, pounding away. “Get there.”

“I’m trying,” she choked out, the heel of her hand sliding against her pussy. Her fingers were still buried deep—he could feel them sliding along his shaft with every thrust—but she wasn’t moving them much, and he realized he was thrusting too fast for her to get a good rhythm going.

He didn’t want to slow down, but knew it would take her a lot longer to come without working her clit. And he was hanging by a thread. “Move your hand.”

She blinked hazy eyes. “What?”

“Move your hand,” he repeated, and as soon as she did, he slapped his down on her pussy.

She reacted as if he’d plugged her into a light socket—her back arched, her mouth fell open in shock. He did it again, keeping his fingers loose to heighten the sting, and she let out a wailing howl, her feet jerking against his chest. One more, he thought, and made sure to aim for her clit.

She exploded around him, body jerking and shuddering, her guttural wail making his ears ring. Her asshole clutched his dick like a fist, milking him in rhythmic pulls, and with a shout he poured himself into her.

“Oh, my God,” she croaked and let her hands flop to the mattress. “Oh, my God.”

“I’ll see your ‘oh, my God’,” he wheezed, and easing his dick out of her still-pulsing asshole, fell to the mattress at her feet. “And raise you a ‘holy shit’.”

“Amen,” she said weakly, then, “I’m leaking come on the sheets.”

He raised his head to look between her splayed thighs. “That’s hot.”

“Don’t even think about it,” she warned feebly.

“That sounds like a challenge,” he said and let his head fall back onto the bed. 

“Well, it’s not.” She paused to yawn. “We’re too old for that.”

“Hey, I’m still young,” he protested and grinned at the ceiling when she snorted. “Forty is the new thirty.”

“You’re forty-three.”

“Forty-three is the new thirty-three.”

“Okay,” she said agreeably. “Then you can carry me to the shower.”

“Soon as I can feel my legs,” he vowed. “Shit, my ears are still ringing.”

“That’s the dog snoring.”

“Oh.” Tuck twisted his head to look across the room, where the ten-year-old George was curled up in his bed, snoring like a lumberjack. “Remember when we had to crate him whenever we wanted to fuck?”

Esme giggled. “He only licked your balls once.”

“Once was enough,” Tuck muttered, then heard the beeping of his phone again. “Who the fuck keeps texting me?”

“Hang on.” Esme rolled over with a grunt to grab the phone. “It’s Jude.”

Tuck heaved himself into a sitting position. “Is it the baby?”

Esme scanned the screen. “No. He wants to know if you’re still an ordained minister from when you married Colin and Evan.”

“What?” Tuck took the phone Esme held out to frown at the screen. “Why would he want to know that?”

Esme rolled onto her stomach and pillowed her head on her arms. “Maybe he wants you to officiate their wedding next summer. Are you still an ordained minister?”

“Probably,” he muttered, thumbs flying as he sent Jude a response. “I don’t think it expires.”

“Is minister your official title?”

“I think so.” He glanced up. “Why?”

“I was just thinking what a shame it is we haven’t done any pastor/parishioner role play,” she said, sleepy eyes twinkling.

“What, like ‘bless me, Father, for I have sinned’?”

“Mmm, something like that. You’d have to give me penance.”

He waggled his eyebrows. “Cleanse your soul with my jizz.”

“That’s gross, Tucker.”

“You started it.” He set his phone aside. “Come on, let’s take a shower.”

She let him haul her off the bed with a pout. “What happened to carrying me?”

“I can either carry you or change the sheets,” he told her. “I don’t have the strength for both.”

“The new thirty-three, my ass,” she muttered and walked into the bathroom.

He watched her go, his gaze locked on her ass. Round, soft, and, as recently demonstrated, very fuckable. 

Maybe he had the energy for one or two more things, he decided, and followed her into the shower.
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Across town in East Grand Rapids, Evan was doing his best to be quiet. The baby monitors on the bedside table were silent, and he was trying to take advantage.

“God, I love it when you do that,” Colin moaned.

Evan popped his mouth off Colin’s dick and poked his head out from under the covers. “Shhh! You’ll wake them up.”

“They can’t hear me,” Colin said, amusement warming his husky early-morning voice.

“Then how come every time we come close to having sex we get interrupted?”

“Bad timing?” Colin suggested.

Evan shook his head. “Don’t kid yourself. They’ve got some kind of radar that tells them exactly when we’re about to have fun, so they can kill it.”

Colin grinned. “You think our children are deliberately sabotaging our sex life?”

“Yes,” Evan said firmly and ducked back under the sheet. “So shut up.”

Colin’s laugh ended on a strangled groan when Evan swallowed his dick again. “Shit, baby. I’m not going to last long if you keep doing that.”

Since that was the point, Evan continued to bob on his husband’s penis, taking it to the back of his throat on every stroke. His hands were busy too, stroking the shaft and fondling Colin’s testicles with a firm hand. Normally he’d use a lighter touch—they were sensitive, Colin’s balls, and one of Evan’s delights was to take his time with them, to draw out the pleasure and anticipation to strengthen the eventual orgasm. But that was before they’d had kids, when finding an hour to spend licking and tickling his husband’s nuts was as simple as turning off their phones.

That kind of leisure time was scarce these days, so Evan combined his superior dick-sucking skills with some heavy-handed ball action to speed things up. And when Colin moaned that he was coming, popped a pre-lubed thumb into his ass to shove him over the edge.

Colin exploded with a shout, flooding Evan’s mouth with warm, salty come. He swallowed it down, jerking the spit-slick shaft in his hand to milk it. When Colin collapsed on the mattress and his dick went limp, Evan lovingly licked it clean before crawling out from under the covers to lie next to his husband.

“Fuck,” Colin wheezed. “That was…fuck.”

“I know,” Evan said and kissed him, his tongue tangling with Colin’s to share the lingering taste of come as he shoved his boxers down just enough to grind his erection into Colin’s thigh.

“Mmm,” Colin murmured, reaching down to wrap his fingers around it. “Your turn?”

“My turn,” Evan gasped, pumping his hips to shove his dick through Colin’s fist. “Tighter.”

“Like this?” Colin asked, fingers squeezing.

“Just like that,” Evan urged, his eyes drifting closed. Then they popped open. “Shit. Did you hear that?”

Colin craned his neck to look at the monitors on the nightstand. “Macy’s up.”

“Fuck. I told you to be quiet,” Evan accused, hips pumping faster.

“She’s not getting out of bed,” Colin said, still watching. “She’s just playing with her stuffies.”

“Good.” Evan closed his eyes and tried to concentrate. “Play with my balls, will you?”

Colin slid his free hand down to cup Evan’s sack. “Hurry up. We’re supposed to get her on the potty as soon as she wakes up.”

“I’m trying,” Evan ground out. “Squeeze them.”

Colin complied, his hand closing in a gentle hug over Evan’s balls. Evan grunted. That was good, but it wasn’t enough. “Harder.”

The pressure increased, and he felt that sharp tingle race up his spine. “Good, yeah, that’s good.”

“I’m going to pull,” Colin warned him.

Evan nodded frantically. “Do it.” He could hear the sounds of their daughter stirring through the monitor and knew it wouldn’t be long before she sought them out. And though he adored that child with every fiber of his being and would throw down his life for her without hesitation, if he didn’t get to come he thought he might cry.

Then Colin tugged firmly on his sack, drawing it away from his body and holding it taut for one heartbeat, two, then let go. Pleasure was a tidal wave, a rush of heat and sensation that stole his breath, then the blood was rushing in his ears and he was coming in long, tortured spurts all over Colin’s hand.

He slumped into the pillows, spent, then grunted when something cool and wet hit his still-twitching dick. “What’re you doing?”

“Cleaning you up before our daughter gets here,” Colin replied, and Evan peeled one eye open to see him toss the wet wipe into the bedside bin seconds before their door flew open and a small, dark-haired hurricane burst into the room.

“Daddy, Papa!” she shrieked and launched herself at the bed. “I went tinkle on da potty!”

“That’s amazing!” Colin enthused, praising the basic bodily function like only the parent of a toddler could, and scooped her up. “But where are your pajamas?”

“I taked them off to go potty,” Macy explained and, blissfully naked, crawled over Colin to wiggle between them.

Evan hitched his boxers back into place, then lifted the blankets so she could snuggle under them. “You don’t have to take your pajamas off to go potty, Mace.”

“I yike being naked,” Macy said cheerfully and popped her thumb in her mouth.

“God help us, she takes after you,” Colin muttered. 

Evan rolled his eyes and planted a smacking kiss on his daughter’s cheek. “Good job on the potty, baby.”

Macy giggled, the dimples popping in her round, pink cheeks. “You’re scratchy, Papa.”

“I know,” Evan said and gently scraped his beard over her cheek to make her giggle again.

A sound from the second monitor had Colin twisting away. “Nate’s awake.”

“I can get him,” Evan offered.

Colin picked up his glasses from the nightstand and slid them on. “Nah, you took the midnight feeding.”

“Thanks.”

“No problem.” Colin started to toss the covers back, then grimaced. “Uh, Evan? Where are my p-a-n-t-s?”

“Under the sheet, I think.”

“Shit.” 

“Shit,” Macy echoed cheerfully.

“That’s a grown-up word, Macy May,” Evan said, tapping her gently on the nose. 

“Aw.” Macy pouted.

“And you spelled the wrong word again,” Evan told Colin.

“Distract her, will you, so I can get something on?”

“Fine.” Evan looked down at Macy. “Hey Mace, do you think my nose is growing?”

Macy put her hands on either side of Evan’s face and peered at his nose. “Uh-uh.”

“You sure?” Evan scrunched up his face to make his nose wiggle. “It sure feels like it’s growing.”

With Macy sufficiently distracted, Colin slid out of bed and into the bathroom. Emerging a moment later in a pair of flannel pajama pants and a t-shirt, he sent Evan a thumbs-up on his way out the door.

By the time he returned with the baby cradled in one arm and a bottle in his free hand, Macy had abandoned her inspection of her father’s nose and was telling him how she and Nana had made cookies the day before.

“And then we decorated them with fwosting, and mine was the pwettiest.”

“I bet,” Evan enthused, smiling at Colin as he settled back into bed with the baby.

“And then Poppy ate them!”

“He did?” Evan pressed a shocked hand to his chest. “All of them?”

Macy nodded vigorously. “Uh-huh. And Nana’s face got all wed, and Poppy said he was sowwy, and then I had ice cweam.”

Evan took a second to translate that from toddlerease to English. “Sounds like you had an adventure.”

“Uh-huh. I yike ice cweam.”

Colin smiled at Evan over their daughter’s head, their son cradled in his arms gobbling his morning bottle. “Who doesn’t?”

“Daddy?”

“Yes, Macy?”

“Can I have ice cweam for bweakfast?”

“Sorry, kiddo,” Colin said gently. “You have to have breakfast food for breakfast.”

“Aw.”

Evan stifled a laugh. “But I bet there will be ice cream at Uncle Tuck and Auntie Esme’s house later.”

“Yay!” Macy cheered and scrambled out of bed.

“Where’re you going?” Evan asked as her little feet hit the floor.

“I getting dwessed for ice cweam,” Macy announced and ran bare assed down the hall to her room.

Evan climbed out of bed. “I got her.”

“Thanks. I washed her favorite dress yesterday, by the way. It’s in the laundry room.”

“Good call.” Evan dug a pair of gray sweats and a white t-shirt out of the dresser. “What are we going to do when she grows out of that thing?”

“Buy one in the next size,” Colin answered. “Which I’ve already done.”

Evan tugged the t-shirt on. “You’re a genius.”

“I know.”

“And a really good dad,” Evan continued, leaning down to brush a gentle kiss over the baby’s softly curling hair. Nate opened his eyes, already going from newborn blue to Colin’s soft brown, and blinked owlishly. “God, you make cute babies.”

“Not just me. Your DNA is in there, too,” Colin reminded him.

Evan stroked Nate’s cheek with a careful finger. It was soft as a wish. “Thanks to my sister’s donated eggs. Which reminds me, she called last night. She wants to know if we want to go in with her and Claire on a cruise for Mom and Dad’s Christmas present.”

“They’d love a cruise,” Colin mused. “We don’t have to go with them, right?”

“God, no.”

“Then it’s fine with me.”

“I’ll tell them.”

“Papa! I can’t find my dwess!”

With a last, lingering look at his son, Evan straightened. “I’ll get her dressed, then start breakfast.”

“Thanks. Hey, Ev?”

Evan paused at the bedroom door to glance back. “Yeah?”

“I love you.”

Warmth bloomed in his chest, and with it, a glowing contentment. “I love you, too.”

“Papa! Huwwy!”

Colin laughed, and Evan rolled his eyes. “Coming, Macy!” he shouted, and with a wink for Colin, went to help his child find her favorite dress.
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Maddie got out of the truck and stretched in the frigid air. “God, I’m sore.”

Spence slammed the door on the driver’s side. “I’m telling my mother that if she doesn’t talk your father into buying a new pullout couch—a good one—we’re not doing family sleepovers anymore.”

“It’s not that bad,” Maddie protested, then bit her lip when Spence stared at her over the pickup’s hood. “Okay, it sucks. But we don’t sleep over that often, and you know my dad. He won’t want to spend the money on a new couch when that one is perfectly good.”

“If it’s perfectly good, he can sleep on it,” Spence grumbled, coming around to her side of the truck. He wore black jeans, a black sweater, and a black leather jacket. His dark hair was tousled, the beard covering his jaw needed a trim, and his dark eyes flashed with annoyance. “Next time we do this, we’re taking the guest room.”

“Halley gets the guest room because she has the kids,” Maddie reminded him, shivering when a few of the fat white flakes of snow that had begun to fall snuck down the collar of her coat. She should’ve worn her hair down, dammit.

“That would make sense if the kids slept in there with her,” he countered, reaching in the rear door for the casserole dish on the floor. “But they’ve got the bunk beds in the basement, so I don’t see why we can’t have a turn on an actual mattress.”

Maddie took the casserole from him. “I think my dad always puts us on the pullout so we won’t have sex.”

“It works.” Spence slammed the truck door. “I’d rather fuck in the snow than on that pullout. And how come he doesn’t care if Halley has sex?”

“Halley gives him grandchildren,” she reminded him. “We don’t.”

His scowl deepened. “That’s a bullshit reason.”

She laughed. “You’re just annoyed because you didn’t get any last night.” 

“I’m annoyed because I slept like shit on a crappy pullout,” he countered.

Maddie started up the walk, her boots crunching on the salt scattered to keep it clear of snow and ice. “Then I guess I can scratch those plans I had to blow you in the bathroom later.” 

“On second thought…”

She aimed a sassy look over her shoulder. “Change your mind, Daddy?”

He arched one dark eyebrow at the name. She only called him Daddy during sex—or when she wanted sex. “Someone else is annoyed they didn’t get any.”

“Nah, I’m good. I rubbed one out in the shower this morning,” she confessed cheerfully and climbed the steps to the porch.

There was a shocked pause, then he growled, “You know that’s not allowed.”

She knocked briskly on the front door, then turned to face him. He was closer than she’d realized, all but crowding her against the house. Anticipation curled in her belly, familiar but still exciting. Riding on it, she worked up a smirk. “You’re not in charge of my orgasms, big guy. I’ll make myself come whenever I want, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

His dark, shark-like eyes began to glitter. “Wanna bet?”

She swallowed the gleeful giggle tickling her throat and snorted. “Whatcha gonna do, punish me?”

“Careful, little girl,” he said softly. Menacingly. “You don’t want to bite off more than you can chew.”

“I can take anything you can dish out,” she shot back brazenly, tossing her head for emphasis and keeping her lip curled in a defiant sneer. 

And felt the first thrilling tremor of fear when he smiled.

“You think so?” he said silkily, lifting one hand to brush against her cheek. His touch was so gentle she barely felt it, but it put her whole body on alert.

Not that it wasn’t already. It had been a long two days at their parents’—plus a long two nights on a lumpy pull out—and she was more than ready for him to make the switch from helpful son and polite son-in-law to the dirty, filthy Daddy she’d fallen in love with.

One dark eyebrow went up, and she realized he was waiting for her answer. Shit, what was the question? Oh, right. “I know so,” she said, tossing her head again. She really wished she’d left her hair down, for better tossing action, but the ponytail would make an excellent handle when he got around to making his move.

Which, judging by the glitter in his eyes and the boner in his jeans, should be any minute now.

Then the door behind her opened and Tuck said, “Dude, you can’t fuck your step-sister on my porch.”

Maddie swallowed a giggle. Though they’d been lovers—partners—for almost a decade, and Spence had long since gotten over his initial squick at the realization that the woman he’d been enjoying a wild Vegas weekend with was the daughter of his mother’s new husband, Tuck never passed up a chance to remind Spence that technically, he was, in fact, fucking his step-sister.

Spence kept his gaze on Maddie’s. “Colin and Evan here yet?”

Out of the corner of her eye—damned if she’d break eye contact—Maddie saw Tuck lean against the door frame, ginger beard wild, brown eyes dancing with gleeful mirth. “Not yet. Should be here in about twenty.”

“That’s enough time,” Spence decided and, taking the casserole dish from Maddie, thrust it at Tuck.

“Fuck am I supposed to do with this?” Tuck wondered.

“Take it into the kitchen and put it somewhere,” Spence suggested, and to Maddie’s delight, gripped her ponytail in a firm fist.

The first yank had her seeing stars, stole her breath. Then he was steering her through the doorway, past Tuck and into the kitchen.

“Hey,” Esme said cheerfully from somewhere—Maddie couldn’t really see anything but the ceiling with the way Spence had her head yanked back. “How was the drive from Clare?”

“Long,” Spence said shortly, urging Maddie forward when she slowed. “You’ll excuse us for a moment.”

“Sure, sure,” Esme replied, and Maddie could hear both bewilderment and laughter in her friend’s voice as Spence hustled her past.

“Spence said I should put this in here,” Tuck told his wife while Spence shoved Maddie through the door of the powder room at the back of the kitchen. “Where do you want it?”

Esme started to answer, but whatever she said was drowned out by the slamming of the bathroom door behind them.

If Maddie had expected him to let her go now that they were alone, she was mistaken. He kept pushing her forward, not stopping until she was pressed up against the far wall with him right behind her.

“You can take whatever I can dish out, huh?” he growled into her ear.

“That’s what I said,” she managed, excitement making her dizzy. Or that might have been because she was having trouble drawing a deep breath.

“You think because we’re not home, and I don’t have access to all my tools, that I can’t make you beg?”

She was ready to beg now, but that wasn’t the game. Hoping to move it along, she answered, “I’d like to see you try.”

He wedged a hand between her and the wall, palm flat against her abdomen, then slid it up her body until it rested menacingly at the base of her throat. “Is that right?”

He wouldn’t choke her. Breath play was on the Absolutely-Not-Under-Any-Circumstances-List—for both of them—and she knew as well as she knew her own name that he would never cross that line. But her brain still interpreted the weight and feel of his hand so close to her neck as a threat, and her body responded to that threat with a flood of arousal.

“You don’t scare me.” She managed to say it without moaning, which she considered a win, then spoiled it by moaning anyway when his hand slid up to circle her throat.

“Let’s test that theory, shall we?” he asked with silky amusement, and using his hold on her ponytail, spun her around and shoved her to her knees. “Get those tits out.”

She wanted to melt in a puddle at his feet, obey his every whim, but she knew the prize would be sweeter if she resisted. “Or what?”

He unbuckled his belt and pulled, leather sliding through belt loops with a sinister whisper of sound. “What do you think?”

She paused, trying to read his expression. She didn’t think he’d use the belt on her—not here, not now—but in their nearly ten years together, she’d learned not to underestimate him. And the last thing she wanted was to have to sit through Thanksgiving dinner with a blistered backside.

Feigning reluctance, and shooting him the angriest look she could manage, she reached for the top button on her shirt. “You’re an asshole.”

He merely unsnapped his jeans. “Faster, or I’ll use the belt on your tits.”

Oh. That actually sounded nice, except for the fact that proper aftercare would be difficult with all their friends around, and she always liked to be cuddled for an hour or two after a round of tit torture. She opened the second button, then the third, her eyes on the belt dangling in his hand. 

When her shirt was open, he jerked his chin. “Do the rest. No,” he corrected when she started to peel off the shirt. “Leave it on.”

She frowned, wondering how she was supposed to get her bra off with her shirt in the way. 

“Shove it down,” he directed, and she realized what he wanted.

She tugged the cups of the lacy garment down so her big, soft breasts spilled out to rest on the shelf of the bra. Lifted up, thrust out, and on display, the rings piercing her big brown nipples glinting in the light.

He smirked. “Aren’t you an obedient little slut?”

She tried to work up some defiance, but he was sliding his zipper down and pulling his dick out, and she wanted it too much to play the game anymore.

“Yes,” she said and, looking him straight in the eyes, leaned forward and gave the tip of his penis a long, slurping lick.

The belt hit the floor, and then his hand was gripping her ponytail again, yanking her head up and off his dick. She squealed, part surprise and part disappointment, and with her scalp singing and her eyes watering, looked up at him.

“You don’t get to suck my dick,” he told her in a low, rumbling growl that had her belly flipping and her pussy gushing.

It took two tries to make her voice work. “I don’t?”

He shook his head. “I think you need to be reminded who’s in charge here.”

Seeing her mouthful of come slipping away, she put on her best submissive face. “You’re in charge, Daddy.”

His lips twitched, but he didn’t smile. “You say it,” he mused. “But I don’t think you believe it.”

She started to protest, but the look in his eyes had her biting her tongue.

“But don’t worry,” he continued in an easy, almost cheerful tone. “You will.”

He straightened, the hand on her ponytail shifting to her chin. “Open your fucking mouth,” he ordered, and when she obeyed, shoved his thumb inside. Acting on instinct, she began to suck, then gasped in shocked pain when he yanked his thumb free and slapped her across the face.

“I didn’t tell you to suck,” he growled, and grabbing her chin again, bent so his eyes burned into hers. “What color, Maddie?”

It took her a second to register the question, and she did a quick internal evaluation. He hadn’t hit her hard, and though her cheek was stinging from the impact, she didn’t think it would mark. “I’m green.”

His eyes searched hers. “You sure?”

She nodded, a warm glow spreading through her at the question. They’d only recently introduced face slapping into their play, and though she enjoyed it most of the time, it was one of those tricky things. If she was feeling vulnerable, or just wasn’t in the right headspace, it could land very wrong. But now, with the sassy, aggressive tone of their play, it was perfect. “I’m sure. Very green.”

“Okay,” he said, and for a moment there was an aching, loving softness in his dark eyes. Then they hardened and he straightened, forcing his thumb into her mouth again. “Listen up, little girl, because I’m only going to explain this once. If you don’t do what you’re told, when you’re told, how you’re told, it will be a very long time before you get this dick again, and even longer before you get to come.”

Maddie would’ve bitten her lip in dismay, but his thumb was still in her mouth. She wasn’t too worried about the first threat—he liked having his dick in her too much to stay away for long. But she knew from experience he was more than capable of following through on the second.

“Tell me you understand,” he said, pulling his thumb from her mouth so she could talk.

“I understand, Daddy.”

His eyes gleamed. “That’s my good little slut. Now, let’s try this again. Open your fucking mouth.”

She let her jaw drop.

“Stick out your tongue.”

She obeyed, pushing it out as far as it could go.

“Hands behind your back.”

She didn’t want to. She wanted to touch him, stroke him, maybe give his balls a little cuddle when he was deep in her throat. But he had that look on his face, so she obediently clasped her hands at the base of her spine.

“Stay.”

The part of her brain not completely derailed by lust bristled at the command—she wasn’t a dog, for God’s sake—but the rest of her lit up like Christmas, and she had to fight not to squirm. And when he laid the fat head of his dick on her outstretched tongue, even the indignant part of her said, oh, never mind.

It took a considerable effort not to close her lips around him, but she kept still, her eyes on his, and was rewarded with one of his sexy smiles. It was sly and sinister and made her pussy clench, but it was still a smile, and the flood of pleasure she felt at making him happy almost made up for not being able to suck him.

“Good girl,” he praised, sending pleasure flooding through her again. “Now, stay just like that.”

She obeyed, keeping still as he pushed his hips forward, sliding the length of his erection across her tongue. The flavor of him—salty and musky and wonderfully familiar—filled her mouth, tempting her. But she stayed still, breathing through her nose when his dick hit the back of her throat. Her gag reflex kicked in, muscles spasming around the sensitive, spongy head. He held himself there, staring down into her watering eyes as she fought her body’s instinctive response, then eased back.

“Good girl,” he repeated gruffly, softly, then fucked into her mouth again.

In and out, in and out he went, keeping a steady pace. Slow enough to allow her to breathe in between, fast enough that she couldn’t relax. He hit the back of her throat every time, each deep thrust accompanied by the gluk sound of her trying not to gag. Saliva built up in her mouth to drip off her tongue, and soon the tops of her breasts were covered with spit. 

After a few moments he began to slowly increase the tempo, until he was fucking her face at speed. He was going deeper into her throat, making it harder to fight off her gag reflex. Her eyes were watering, and she did her best to blink them clear so she could keep her eyes on his. He always came faster if she was looking into his eyes while she blew him, and if her mascara was running down her cheeks—which she suspected it was, since she’d forgotten to bring the waterproof stuff to her dad’s place—he’d come even faster. 

And the sooner he came, the sooner she could.

She held her head steady, her gaze aimed upward, and she didn’t dare move her hands. But she could wiggle her butt without breaking his rules, and she did.

He let out a soft laugh. “What’s the matter, baby doll? Got ants in your pants?”

She didn’t answer, since she was currently choking on his dick, but he didn’t need her to.

“Nah, not ants.” Out, in. Out, in. “I bet that greedy little pussy is soaked, though.”

She risked a moan that turned into a gurgle when he shoved his dick into her throat and held it there.

“That’s it, isn’t it?” he asked with quiet menace while she fought not to choke. “That pussy soaked, little girl?”

Eyes streaming, lungs burning, she nodded as much as she could and gurgled a yes.

“That’s what I thought.” Eyes glittering, mouth smirking, he wrapped a hand around her ponytail to tug her closer. When her throat spasmed around his dick, the smirk morphed into a sinister grin. “Don’t you puke on my dick, Maddie.”

She wasn’t going to. She hadn’t eaten breakfast, so thankfully there was nothing in her stomach to come up. But her eyes were watering and her throat was burning and her pussy was throbbing.

“And don’t you come, either.” He pulled his dick from her mouth, holding her head up by the ponytail while she sputtered and coughed and wheezed. “I see you rubbing your thighs together, wiggling your ass, trying to give that greedy cunt some attention.”

Since she’d been doing exactly that, she concentrated on her breathing rather than answer him.

“You get off without permission again, and I’ll fuck your ass with no lube.”

She would’ve laughed if she hadn’t been coughing. First, he would never. Second, if he tried, she’d safeword so loud the neighbors would probably call the cops on them.

“Open back up,” he demanded, jerking her head back, and she obliged, resuming her former mouth-open, tongue—out pose.

But instead of shoving his dick back down her throat, he laid the dripping head on her tongue and said, “Suck me.”

Delighted, relieved, she immediately closed her lips around him, swirling her tongue and sucking hard. His approving growl was music to her ears.

“Keep sucking,” he ordered, and resumed fucking her mouth.

She kept her cheeks hollowed and her tongue moving, doing her best to reach all of him while he plowed in and out of her mouth. He had a death grip on her ponytail, using it as a handle to move her mouth up and down his spit-soaked length. He shifted the angle of her head, tilting it so he could fuck straight down her throat, and pumped faster.

She fought to keep her lips snug around him, his balls smacking her on the underside of her chin as he used her throat to jerk off. The speed made her dizzy, her pounding blood a roaring in her ears. Through it came his low growls and muttered praise, good girl and so fucking hot and that’s it, baby, take it all. His rhythm was faltering, his dick swelling in her mouth, and she prepared to swallow him down.

Then she blinked in confusion when he yanked himself free, took himself in hand, and aimed at her tits.

She couldn’t look down—he still had her hair in a death grip—but the hot splash on her skin was unmistakable. She dropped her gaze to watch his dick spurt, and found her voice.

“What the hell?” she managed hoarsely as he shook the last drops of his orgasm out onto her tits.

“Bad girls who make themselves come without permission don’t get to swallow,” he said and let go of her hair.

She looked down at the streaks of come decorating her skin, clinging to her piercings. “Aw. You’re mean.”

“I know,” he said, and the ripe satisfaction in his voice had her rolling her eyes.

“I saw that.”

“I wasn’t hiding it.”

He laughed, and she looked up to find him grinning down at her. “I love you.”

“I love you too, you rat bastard.”

He laughed again and grabbed her elbows to haul her to her feet. She was still trying to get her balance when he gave the rings piercing her nipples a firm flick. She choked back a squeal, then frowned when he pulled the edges of her bra up over her boobs—still wet with come—and began buttoning her shirt.

“Um. I need to clean up,” she reminded him.

He continued doing up buttons. “No, you don’t.”

“I can’t have Thanksgiving dinner with your come on my tits,” she informed him and reached for one of the disposable hand towels lying on the edge of the sink.

He knocked her hand away. “Yes, you can.”

“Spencer.”

“Madison.”

“It’s still wet,” she complained. “It’s going to soak through my shirt.”

“I know,” he said, and he sounded so smug she rolled her eyes again. “Now everyone will know what a dirty little girl you are.”

“You mean what a pervert you are,” she muttered, exasperated. “How am I supposed to hold the babies with jizz soaking through my shirt?”

He paused, his fingers on her last button. “I guess that would be inappropriate.”

“Just a little bit,” she said, sarcasm dripping along with the come on her tits.

“Okay.” He finished buttoning her shirt, then reached back to grasp the collar of his sweater and drag it over his head, leaving him clad in the t-shirt he’d worn underneath. “You can wear this.”

She looked at the sweater, then back at him. “I’ll get too hot.”

He raised one dark eyebrow. “It’s this or jizz tits.”

Since her shirt was already sticking to her skin, she grabbed the sweater. “You’re terrible.”

“You love it.”

“Well, yeah.” She dragged the sweater over her head. “But you’re still terrible.”

He watched her tug the sweater down over her hips. “That looks pretty good on you.”

“You just like seeing me in your clothes because it marks me as yours.”

“Well, yeah.” His grin flashed, wicked and sure. “But you’re still cute.”

“Beast,” she accused and held out a hand. “Roll these up for me, will you?”

He began folding the cuff of the sweater back. “Just in case it wasn’t clear, you don’t get to come.”

“What am I, new here?” She held out her other hand.

“No arguments?” he queried.

“Nah. I came earlier,” she reminded him cheekily, pleased when his eyes darkened.

“You might not want to remind me of that.” Finished rolling her cuffs, he dipped his fingers into her collar and yanked her forward. “Or I might come on your tits again later.”

“You might,” she conceded. “Or you’ll be so worked up from sitting through dinner knowing your come is on my tits and my panties are soaked you won’t be able to resist fucking me as soon as we get home.”

“Also a possibility,” he allowed, and planted a hard kiss on her smiling mouth.

“You’re still a rat bastard,” she murmured against his mouth.

He nipped her bottom lip. “You’re still a dirty little girl.”

“Lucky you.”

He pulled back to smile into her eyes. “Yeah. Lucky me.”

He was looking at her with such love her throat went tight. “We should probably get back out there.”

“Mmm.” He reached up to skim his fingers over her face. “You might want to fix your hair first.”

“Oh.” She lifted a hand, unsurprised to find that the once neat, tight ponytail was loose and falling to one side. Tugging the elastic out of her hair, she began finger-combing it into order. “Wash your hands.”

“Right.”

He turned on the water, shot some soap in his hands and scrubbed, the muscles in his arms rippling with the motion. Scooping her hair into a tail with the ease of long practice, she watched his arms ripple. The physical nature of his work as a mechanic meant that after ten years he was still muscled, still built. There was gray in his hair now, and his face was craggier, but to her eyes those changes made him even more attractive. She was looking forward to the day the salt overwhelmed the pepper in his hair, and she could start calling him a silver fox.

Shifting her gaze to her reflection in the mirror, she sighed. Her mascara had indeed run down her face—a fact he hadn’t seen fit to mention. She snagged one of the disposable towels, reached around him to dampen it in the running water, and went to work cleaning it up.

He twisted the taps off and reached for a towel. “Damn, you noticed.”

“That I look like a raccoon?” She continued to swipe at the mascara streaks. “Yeah, who’d have thought?”

“You don’t look like a raccoon.” He dried his hands, then tossed the towel into the trash. “You look like a woman who got face-fucked.”

Since that’s exactly what she was, she couldn’t argue. “I don’t need our friends looking at me and seeing that.”

“They’re going to know.”

“They might think, but they won’t know.”

“They will when I tell them.”

She swallowed the laugh and, since her face was clean, tossed her towel in the trash. “You’re terrible and a pervert.”

He smirked. “We’ve established that. We’ve also established that you like it.”

“That’s because I’m also a pervert.”

The smirk turned into a leer. “Yeah, you are.”

This time she didn’t bother to smother the laugh, and twined her fingers with his. “Come on. I didn’t even get to say hi to Esme.”

“She understands. She’s a pervert, too.”

Rolling her eyes, Maddie tugged him out of the bathroom.

The kitchen was empty—thank God—so they continued on to the living room. Esme was sitting on the couch, a toddler on her lap, and Maddie grinned. “Macy!”

The little head swiveled, making her pigtails bounce, and she shrieked with delight. “Annie Maddie!”

Well used to Macy’s mispronunciation of Auntie, Maddie beamed as the little girl wriggled her way off Esme’s lap and ran across the room, her pink sneakers lighting up with each step. She launched herself at Maddie, who stooped to meet her, and swung her around while the child’s giggles filled the room.

“You look so pretty today, Macy May,” Maddie declared.

“Thank you,” Macy said with the confidence of a well-loved child. “This is my faborite dwess.”

“It’s beautiful,” Maddie gushed.

“I yike your eawwings,” Macy said, her dimpled fingers going to the small gold hoops in Maddie’s ears.

“Thank you.”

“Daddy says I can’t habs earrings,” Macy said, her mouth turned down in a frown. “He says they’re for big gurls.”

“They kind of are,” Maddie said and, recognizing the beginnings of a champion pout, tried to change the subject. “Where is your daddy?”

“He tooked the baby upstairs.”

“He’s putting Nate down for a nap,” Esme explained and crossed the room to give Maddie a hug. “Hello.”

“Hi.” Returning the embrace the best she could with her arms full of toddler, Maddie smiled at the woman who’d become one of her best friends. “Sorry about earlier.”

“No problem.” Esme’s hazel eyes were amused. “Been there.”

“Told you,” Spence rumbled behind them.

“Unca Pence!” Macy shrieked and launched herself at him.

“Whoa, kiddo.” Deftly snagging her out of mid-air, he hefted her high. “You gotta wait till I’m ready.”

Macy blinked her big brown eyes. “Why? You catchted me.”

“She’s got you there,” Esme quipped, and pushed up to her toes to kiss his cheek.

“Unca Pence, can I habs a piggy wide?”

“She wants a piggyback ride,” Maddie translated when Spence looked blank.

“Oh. Sure, peanut.” With easy strength, he lifted her up onto his shoulders.

“That’s not a piggyback ride,” Esme pointed out over Macy’s squeals of glee.

Spence grinned. “So? It’s better, right, peanut?”

Her little hands yanked at his hair, making him wince. “Go fast, Unca Pence! Go fast!”

“Don’t go fast,” Colin ordered, coming down the stairs.

“Yeah, yeah,” Spence drawled, and delighting his passenger, began a shuffling walk around the room.

With one eye on his offspring, Colin reached out to give Maddie a hug. “How have you been, Mads?”

“I’m good. Baby down for a nap?”

Reading her perfectly, he grinned. “He’ll be up soon enough.”

“Good. I want my cuddles.”

“You can have them.” A squeal had him turning. “Spence, dammit, I said no running.”

“Dammit!” Macy shouted and yanked Spence’s hair hard enough to make him wince again.

“Serves you right,” Colin told him and went to rescue his daughter.

“Come on,” Esme said, sliding her arm through Maddie’s. “We can talk in the kitchen.”

With a last glance at Spence, who might have a bald spot when the piggyback ride was over, Maddie followed Esme into the kitchen.

“What can I do to help?” she asked.

“Not a thing.” Reaching for the coffeepot, Esme nodded at the window looking out into the backyard. “Tuck and Evan are setting up to fry the turkey, and everything else is prepped and ready to heat up. Want a cup of coffee?”

“God, yes.” Maddie took the cup Esme held out and wandered over to the window. “Evan looks good.”

“Fatherhood agrees with him. With both of them, actually.”

“It really does.” Turning to lean against the counter, Maddie eyed Esme over the rim of her cup. She couldn’t quite read the look on her friend’s face. “You okay?”

“Hmm? Oh, yeah.” Esme started to wave it away, then sighed. “Sometimes I get baby FOMO, that’s all.”

“Ah.” Like Maddie and Spence, Tuck and Esme had decided to stay child-free. “I get that.”

Esme’s hazel gaze sharpened. “Do you ever feel like maybe you’re missing out by not having kids?”

“Sometimes,” Maddie admitted. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m happy with my life. I wouldn’t change it.”

“But sometimes you wonder?” Esme prompted.

“Sure. Especially when I see Spence with Macy, or when my sister’s kids stay over for a weekend. It’s hard not to think about what it would have been like if we’d made different choices.”

“How do you deal with it?”

“I remind myself that I like the life we’ve made. Then I have my sister’s kids stay over for a weekend.”

Esme laughed. “That’s it?”

Maddie nodded. “By the time they leave, any maternal yearnings are thoroughly purged, and I’m happy to go back to being the fun aunt again.”

“That is pretty great,” Esme agreed.

“All of the fun, none of the mess. Well, mostly,” Maddie amended. “I’ve built a nice relationship with the kids, and I like that they see me as someone they can come to with questions, or just to talk when they don’t want to confide in Mom or Dad. The oldest asked me a sex question last week.”

Esme choked on her coffee. “You’re kidding.”

Maddie shook her head. “The word ‘blowjob’ was overheard from one of the big kids on the school bus, and some clarification was needed.”

“Oh, boy.”

“And it fell to me to explain because, and I quote, asking Mom was ‘not an option, Aunt Mads’.”

“What about Dad?”

“I asked. Apparently, that’s more embarrassing than asking Mom.”

Esme nodded. “Sure, sure.”

“In case you were wondering how an almost ten-year-old views blowjobs, they are, and I quote again, ‘the most disgusting thing I’ve ever heard, grownups are weird’.”

Esme was laughing so hard she had to put her coffee down. “Okay, I’m good with never having kids now.”

“My sister almost had a heart attack when I told her, but she was very glad she didn’t have to answer the question.”

“I bet.” Breathing out the last of her laughter, Esme picked up her coffee cup again. “I do love holding babies, though.”

“Me too. That’s why people say, ‘I want a baby’ and not ‘I want a nine-year-old who asks me about blowjobs’.”

“Solid point. I don’t really want kids,” Esme said thoughtfully. “Sometimes I just think I missed out.”

“Whenever you feel like that, offer to babysit for Colin and Evan,” Maddie advised. “They get a night out, you get a baby fix, and everyone’s happy.”

“Not a bad idea,” Esme mused and reached out to tap her mug against Maddie’s. “Thanks.”

“No problem.”

“Now, what happened in the bathroom?”

Maddie grinned into her coffee cup. “Exactly what you think happened.”

“Normally I’d take that as an answer, but I’m afraid since none of the scenarios I envision include a reason for you to be suddenly wearing Spence’s sweater, I’m going to need more details.”

“He could’ve ripped my shirt,” Maddie pointed out.

“You would’ve asked to borrow one of mine,” Esme countered. “You have asked to borrow mine. So spill.”

“Funny you should say spill,” Maddie began, and leaned in to tell the story.
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Brynn pressed a hand to the swell of her belly, urging the acrobat currently residing in her uterus to calm down. He or she was using her bladder as a kickball, and she really didn’t want to pee her pants.

“Are you having a contraction?” Jude asked from the driver’s seat.

“No,” she said, keeping her voice calm despite the pressure on her bladder. “Your son or daughter is bouncing on my bladder, and I have to pee.”

“Oh. Are you sure it’s not a contraction?”

The panic in his voice made her want to roll her eyes, but she refrained. She was four weeks from her due date, and with every passing day, Jude got more anxious. “Trust me, I’m sure.”

“Okay. Is there anything I can do?”

“Yes. Drive faster so I don’t pee my pants before we get there.”

“We’re here now,” he said and pulled into Tuck and Esme’s driveway beside Spence’s truck.

“Thank God,” she breathed and, releasing her seatbelt, reached for the door.

“Wait! I‘ll come around.”

“I can stand on my own,” Brynn muttered, shoving her door open. She was swinging her legs around when Jude appeared in front of her, the sunlight turning his hair to burnished gold. He reached for her, and she slapped his hands away. “I can stand on my own, dammit.”

“Okay.” Taking a step back, Jude tucked his hands into the pockets of his jeans and waited.

Determined, Brynn braced one hand on the seat under her and wrapped the other around the door frame and tried to gain her feet. After two tries, she scowled up at her fiancé. “I can’t stand on my own.”

His handsome face stayed sober, but his blue eyes were laughing. “I’m sorry, babe.”

“I can’t see my feet, I have to pee all the time.” She paused her litany to grunt when he hauled her up and out. “My hips are sore, I have stretch marks, my fingers are so puffy I can’t wear my engagement ring, and I have to wear braces on my hands when I sleep because pregnancy gave me carpal tunnel.”

She tipped her head back to scowl at him. He was so beautiful, and she was such a mess, and it was so not fair. “And it’s all your fault.”

“You’re absolutely right,” he agreed and with a gentle touch, pushed her glasses back up her nose.

“How are you being nice to me right now?” she wailed. “I’m being completely unreasonable.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he claimed.

She laughed, then let her head drop onto his shoulder. “I’m so tired of being pregnant.”

“I know, baby.” He stroked small circles over her shoulders. “I wish I could be pregnant for you.”

“Liar,” she muttered.

“I’m serious.”

“Oh, please,” she scoffed, tipping her head back to look him in the eye. “The sciatic pain alone would have you crying in a corner, sucking your thumb.”

“Hey, I’m a professional athlete,” he protested, insult making him scowl. “I’ve had broken bones.”

“Big deal,” she sneered. “Talk to me when there’s a baby kicking you repeatedly in the ribs, you can’t take a deep breath because there’s no room for your lungs anymore, and there’s a big dark line bisecting your beach ball of a belly.”

His eyebrows drew together in a frown. “Does the line hurt?”

“No, it’s just there. Like someone drew it with a Sharpie.”

He bit his lip, and she knew, just knew, he was trying not to laugh at her. “Don’t make me pinch you.”

“I’m sorry.” He smoothed his expression. “I know this sucks. But look on the bright side. In four weeks, we get to meet our baby.”

“I am excited about that,” she admitted.

“And there are some good things about pregnancy.”

“Name one,” she challenged.

“You get to park in those stork spots at the grocery store.”

“The least they can fucking do,” she muttered darkly.

“We got all those presents at the baby shower.”

“Those were for the baby, not me,” she pointed out.

“You’ve had some pretty amazing orgasms.”

“That’s true,” she said, perking up. Once the first trimester morning sickness had passed, the second trimester horniness had kicked in. Her swelling breasts had become more sensitive, leading to extended foreplay—and on more than one occasion, orgasms just from nipple stimulation. And since her breasts weren’t the only things that had gotten more sensitive, they’d had some pretty amazing sex over the last five months.

“I guess it hasn’t been all bad,” she decided, resting her head on his chest again. “I’m just ready to be done.”

“I know,” he crooned, smoothing one hand over her belly. “Wow, he’s really jumping around in there.”

“Or she,” she corrected and smiled. “I love you, Jude.”

He tipped her chin up with two fingers, then lowered his mouth to hers for a lingering kiss. “I love you, too.”

She smiled, content for the moment just to be standing there with him. Then the baby rolled onto her bladder again. “Shit. I really need to pee.”

“Way to kill a tender moment.” He slammed the car door shut, then wrapped a supporting arm around her waist and started up the walk with her.

“Your child killed it,” she informed him, waddling as fast as she could go.

“At least he’s not ruining our sex life yet,” Jude decided, supporting her as they went up the steps.

“He will,” Brynn said, and without bothering to knock, pushed open the front door.

The people gathered in the living room called out in greeting, but she just waved and hurried on, leaving Jude to make her excuses as she aimed for the kitchen—and the powder room tucked behind it. A variety of scents tickled her nose on the way through, reminding her she hadn’t eaten breakfast, but there were more pressing matters.

The bathroom was thankfully empty, and a few moments later, so was her bladder. Much more comfortable, she pulled her leggings back up, grateful they were the kind that went under her belly rather than over it, and tugged her sweatshirt back into place. She washed her hands, then spent a moment fussing with her hair. She’d cut it short a few weeks ago, hoping the pixie cut would save time once the baby came, but she wasn’t used to it yet. All the purple had been cut off, and it had been years since she’d had nothing but blonde hair. If it weren’t for the nose rings, she’d hardly have recognized herself.

With a last fluff of her hair, she scooped her jacket off the doorknob and walked out. The voices in the living room were muted, and when she walked out everyone stopped talking and turned to look at her.

Fighting the urge to make sure she hadn’t peed on herself, she looked at Jude. “What?”

Tuck slapped a hand on Jude’s shoulder. “All you, brother.”

“Thanks,” Jude muttered, and putting a smile on his face, crossed the room to take Brynn’s coat from her. “Hey, baby.”

“Hey.” She looked up at him, her Bambi eyes wary behind the lenses of her glasses. “What’s going on?”

“I have a question for you.”

Her gaze darted beyond him to their friends, who were uncharacteristically silent, then back. “Okay.”

He passed her coat to Tuck, then took her hands in his and lifted them to his lips. “Will you marry me?”

“Uh, you already asked me that.”

“I know.” His lips curved against her fingers. “I meant, will you marry me right now.”

She blinked. “Huh?”

“Right here, right now. I know Amy’s not here,” he hurried on while she just stared at him, her mouth open and her eyes wide. “And she’s supposed to stand up for you. But I talked to her about it when we were at your mom’s yesterday.”

“You did?”

He nodded. “She said to tell you not to worry about her, to do what you want. And if you don’t want to get married today, that’s okay.”

The shock had faded from her eyes, and her brow was furrowed in thought. “We’re supposed to get married next July. Everything’s booked.”

“And we still can,” he assured her. “If that’s what you want. But, well, I’ve been thinking.”

“About what?”

“About how I don’t want to wait to make you my wife.” He squeezed her fingers. “I don’t want to wait to be your husband.” He rested their joined hands on her belly. “And call me old-fashioned, but I’d like to do that before the baby gets here.”

“Really?” Her throat bobbed when she swallowed. “I didn’t think that mattered to you.”

He shrugged. “I didn’t think it did either, but the closer it gets, the more I want us to be legal when he gets here. Or she.”

“Oh.”

He waited a moment, but she didn’t say anything else. “What do you think?”

“I don’t know. This is kind of coming out of left field.”

“I know. And if you want to wait until July, that’s okay with me. But I thought, since we’re all here, and Tuck is ordained⁠—”

Brynn blinked. “He is?”

“He did Colin and Evan’s wedding, remember?”

“Oh, right.”

“I just thought it would be nice to do it now. If you want.”

She was quiet for so long, Jude’s palms started to sweat. “So, if we did it now, we wouldn’t do it in July?”

“Not legally,” he said, thinking on his feet. “But we could still have a ceremony. Like a vow renewal. Or, since we’d already be married, we could skip that part and just have the reception. It’d probably be easier to plan.”

She rolled her eyes. “How would you know?”

Since she’d been doing all the wedding planning, that was a fair point.

“My mom will kill us if we elope,” she pointed out.

“My mom will kill us,” he replied, hope blooming. “But it’s not about them. It’s about us. Our family.” He shifted his hands under hers to cup her belly. “You, me, and little Stanley.”

Her lips twitched. “We’re not naming our son after a sports trophy. You’ve won it three times, that’s going to have to be enough.”

Her disrespect for Lord Stanley and his cup made him sigh. “Fine. You, me and the player to be named later.”

Her lips curved at the baseball reference. “That’s better.”

“It’s up to you, babe. Whatever you want is okay with me.”

She chewed her lip, her I’m not sure about this tell. “If we elope, we’re going to have to give our mothers something to make it up to them.”

“They can co-babysit when we go on our honeymoon.”

She let out a bark of laughter. “Oh my God, do you hate our kid?”

“Okay, they can choose the décor for the reception.”

“Oh my God, do you hate me?”

“Then how about we remind them they’ve been nagging us to get married for years, and they threw a fit when we told them we weren’t getting married before the baby was born?”

“They did, didn’t they?” Brynn murmured, a small smile curving her lips.

“A big fit,” he reminded her. “Your mom pretended to faint, and mine threatened to disown me.”

“She wasn’t serious about that.”

“Regardless, she said it. So really, this was all their idea.”

Her smile grew. “I suppose an argument could be made.”

“Is that a yes?” he asked.

She looked away from him, scanning the room. With his back to them, he couldn’t see his friends’ faces, but whatever she saw had her smile blooming full. She looked back at him, eyes sparkling. “That’s a yes.”

A cheer went up behind him when he pressed his mouth to hers.

“Wait!” She pulled back, distress in her big brown eyes. “We can’t get married now, not for real.”

“Yeah, we can,” he said and reached into his pocket.

“No, we don’t have a…” She trailed off, staring at the paper he thrust into her hands. “Marriage license?”

“It was waiting for us when we checked into the hotel last night,” he explained.

“But…how?” She looked up at him. “Don’t we have to apply for it together?”

“Technically, yes. But,” he said with a shrug, “I pulled some strings.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You swung your superstar-sports-celebrity dick around, didn’t you?”

He tried to look innocent. “Just a little.”

“I thought we agreed you’d only do that in emergencies.”

“Ah, but we never defined what exactly an emergency entails,” he pointed out.

She was trying to look disapproving, but the smile gave her away. “I don’t think this qualifies.”

“Agree to disagree. And the mayor was happy to do it.”

Her jaw dropped. “The mayor?”

“His granddaughter’s a big hockey fan,” he explained. “She wants to have her birthday party at a game, so I promised them a couple dozen tickets and a suite.”

“You traded an illegally obtained marriage license for a kid’s birthday party?”

“How come I don’t get to have my birthday party in a suite?” Tuck complained.

“Shut up,” Esme muttered. “I want to hear.”

“It’s not illegal,” Jude protested, ignoring his friends. “It’s just…expedited. What?” he asked when she just continued to stare at him. “I wanted to surprise you.”

She shook her head, her expression filled with amused exasperation. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Hey, I get to marry the love of my life and make an eleven-year-old girl happy at the same time.” He spread his arms. “I don’t see a downside here.”

“Are you providing the food for this party?”

“Everything but the cake,” he said, grinning. “I even offered to drop in for a visit between periods.”

“What do you mean, you offered?”

He grimaced, then muttered, “She wants Tommy instead.”

She barked out a laugh. “You’re kidding.”

“Apparently he’s her favorite player,” he explained as their friends joined in the laughter. “She’s only eleven, what does she know?”

Still laughing, she reached up to cup his jaw. “I love you, you big dork.”

“I love you, too. Can we get married now?”

“Yes, we can get married now,” she said and kissed him.

“Okay, everybody.” Esme clapped her hands together. “We’ve got a wedding to put on. We need music, flowers, someone to give the bride away⁠—”

Jude lifted his head. “We don’t really need all that,” he began, then shut his mouth when Esme pointed at him.

“Just because it’s small doesn’t mean it shouldn’t be special,” she said, her steely gaze daring him to object.

Jude met Tuck’s eyes over Esme’s head, looking for an ally. The look he got in return clearly said You’re on your own, bro.

“Music would be nice,” Brynn interjected. “And maybe Macy can be the flower girl?”

Evan looked down at the little girl currently sprawled on the floor with the dog, working her purple crayon hard on a picture of a dragon. “Hey, Mace, want to be a flower girl?”

“Yes!” She scrambled up, sending dragon and crayon flying and startling a snort out of George. “What’s a fwower gurl?”

Evan began to explain flower girl duties to his daughter, and Jude gave up. If his woman wanted music and a flower girl, that’s what she was going to get. “What kind of music do you want?”

And just like that, they were planning a wedding.

Esme, self-designated wedding coordinator, handed out assignments.

“Jude, you need to pick a song. Something soft and romantic. Colin, help him.”

“Hey, I don’t need help,” Jude protested.

“Quick, name a romantic song,” Spence prompted.

Jude thought for a second. “Call Out My Name, The Weekend.”

“That’s not bad,” Spence mused.

“Seriously? It’s a breakup song,” Colin pointed out.

Jude blinked. “It is?”

“Jude, don’t pick a song. Colin?”

“I’m on it.”

“Good. Tuck, gather up all the candles you can find and dig up some flowers. We need a bouquet.”

“It’s twenty-degrees out. Where the hell am I going to find flowers?”

“I’ll do the flowers,” Spence volunteered.

“You will?” Maddie asked. “How?”

Spence shrugged. “I’ll run to Meijer.”

“Oh. Good thinking.”

Esme nodded. “Get roses if you can, and get some extra so Macy has some petals to throw. Evan, can you build up the fire?”

“Sure.”

Macy, who had been watching the proceedings with wide eyes, tugged on Evan’s pant leg. “What can I do, Papa?”

“You, my beauty, have to come upstairs with us,” Esme said cheerfully. “We have to help the bride get ready!”

“Yay!” Abandoning Evan without a backward glance, Macy scrambled to the stairs and latched onto Esme’s outstretched hand. “Can I get weady too?”

“Yes, ma’am. We’re gonna make you fancy.”

With a squeal of delight, Macy started up the stairs, dragging Esme behind her.

“All right, ladies, follow us,” Esme called over her shoulder, hurrying to keep pace with the excited toddler. “We’ve got work to do.”

“Come on! We habs to get fancy!” Macy shouted from the landing, her pigtails bouncing.

“That’s my cue,” Brynn murmured, and rising on her toes, brushed a kiss to her fiancé’s mouth. “See you at the altar.”

“Hurry,” Jude urged, bending down for another kiss.

“Hey. Smooch later,” Maddie ordered from the bottom of the stairs. “If we don’t get up there, Macy might explode.”

“Okay, I’m coming,” Brynn said and, with her belly leading the way, headed up with Maddie.

Esme’s head popped over the banister. “Jude!”

He tore his gaze away from Brynn’s backside. “What?”

“Write your vows,” she ordered and disappeared.

Jude blinked, then turned to face his friends. “Oh shit, I have to write vows.”

Spence shrugged into his jacket with a smirk. “What’s the big deal? They’re just words.”

“No wonder Maddie won’t marry your ass,” Tuck said, grinning when Spence shot up a middle finger.

“You haven’t thought about this?” Colin wondered.

“Sure, but…we weren’t getting married until July. I thought I had time.”

“Fixed that, didn’t you?” Spence said, back to smirking. “Come with me to the store for flowers. You can Google ‘wedding vows’ on the way.”

“Shouldn’t I stay here?” Jude wondered. “Just in case?”

“God, no.” Tuck clapped him on the back. “You’ll be an anxious mess.”

“And if I go with Spence, I won’t be?”

“Sure you will.” Tuck grinned. “You just won’t be my problem.”

Spence opened the front door. “Come on, I’ll help you figure out what to say.”

Evan grabbed the fireplace poker and jabbed at the coals. “Yeah, you’ll be a big help.”

“Blow me,” Spence suggested.

Evan just grinned. “Don’t threaten me with a good time.” 

Spence snorted and stomped out onto the front porch. “Move it, hockey boy!”

Jude grabbed his coat. “I should find a poem,” he said, trailing after Spence. “Something romantic.”

Tuck chuckled as the door clicked shut behind Jude. “I hope he’s not expecting Spence to come up with poetry.”

“There once was a man from Nantucket,” Colin began.

Tuck’s laugh was interrupted by a wail from the baby monitor.

“Nate’s awake.” Evan dropped the log he’d just picked up from the rack next to the fireplace and started to rise.

“I’ll get him,” Colin offered and headed for the stairs.

Evan picked up the log again. “Okay. I’ll finish this, then get a bottle going.”

Tuck started for the dining room. “Want to help me with the candles?”

With the fire now roaring away, Evan stood. “As soon as I get Nate’s bottle warmed up, I’m all yours.”

Upstairs in Esme’s bedroom, the bride was contemplating her reflection in the full-length mirror.

“If I’d known I was getting married, I’d have worn something nicer,” Brynn fretted, fingering the hem of her sweatshirt. It was a nice sweatshirt—it had My favorite season is the fall of the patriarchy written on it, and the pretty spring green color suited her. But it was still a sweatshirt.

“I’m on it,” Esme called from the depths of her closet.

“On what?” Brynn called back absently, still studying her reflection and wondering if there was time to bedazzle her leggings.

Esme emerged from the closet, hair mussed, a trio of dresses in one hand and a large white storage box in the other. “Here.” She handed the box to Maddie. “That’s most of my costume jewelry. See if there’s something in there we can use for a headpiece.”

“We can do that.” Maddie took the box and set it on the bed. “Let’s look at jewelry, Macy-girl.”

With the little girl’s delighted oohs and ahhs filling the room, Esme turned to Brynn. “Here.”

“What are these?” Brynn asked.

“Dresses that might work for an impromptu wedding.” Moving to the side of the bed not currently occupied by an enthusiastic three-year-old and a pile of ribbons and rhinestones, she laid the dresses out one by one. 

Brynn walked forward, one hand on the shelf of her belly. “These are yours?”

Esme nodded.

From the other side of the bed, Maddie stopped sorting jewelry to eye the dresses. “Were you having a crisis of personality when you bought them?”

“My mother gave them to me.”

“Well, that explains it,” Brynn said.

“Yeah, they’re not exactly my style.” Esme picked up the first dress and held it up. It was a pale, peachy pink, had a long flowing skirt that draped down from an empire waist, long bell sleeves, and a narrow scoop neckline. “If my mom had her way, I’d wear pastels and hide my body behind a circus tent.”

“She’s met you, right?”

“Sometimes I wonder.” Esme set the dress back down and picked up the next. “The fabric is pretty on this one, and it’s white.” 

Brynn eyed the white eyelet cotton and shook her head. The fabric was lovely, but it flowed out from the high neck to the hem in what would be a very unflattering silhouette. “Talk about a circus tent.” 

“Or a shroud,” Maddie put in.

“Agreed.” Esme tossed it aside and reached for the last dress. “I think this one has the most potential.”

It was the palest blue, really only a hint of color, the layers of fabric delicately sheer. It had a square neckline, long sleeves and a full skirt that flowed out from a gather just under the bodice, anchored with a trio of fabric flowers with sparkling blue gems at their centers.

“I love it.” She reached out to finger the sleeve, edged in tiny little flowers that echoed the ones at the bodice. “What do you think, Maddie?”

“It’s perfect,” Maddie declared, and nudged the child next to her. “Do you like it, Macy?”

“It’s pwetty,” Macy said and, pulling a tiara from the box, plunked it on her head. “Can I wear this cwown?”

“You bet,” Esme enthused.

“Yay!” Macy cheered.

“If it fits, I want it,” Brynn decided.

Esme worked the dress off the hanger and held it up to Brynn’s shoulders. “It’s going to be huge on you, but I can fix that.”

“I think you’re severely underestimating this baby bump,” Brynn said drily and pulled her sweatshirt over her head.

“No, I’m just familiar with my mother. She always buys things big, the better to hide the triple Bs.”

“Triple Bs?”

“Boobs, butt and belly.”

Snorting out a laugh, Brynn shoved her leggings as far down as her belly would let her, then used her feet to work them the rest of the way off, taking her socks with them. “Her fatphobia is my gain.”

“It ought to be good for something. Arms up.”

Brynn stood still while Esme worked the delicate sleeves onto her arms, tugged it down over her head. The fabric had a gentle stretch to it, which was always a plus, and slipped past the shelf of her breasts with a light tug. 

Esme stepped back to look. “Well, shit.”

Panicked, Brynn looked down, but all she saw was her big belly draped in blue. “What? Is it bad?”

“It’s perfect,” Esme declared and stepped aside so Brynn could see her reflection in the mirror.

“Oh,” Brynn breathed.

The fabric flowed down, skimming her belly to fall just past her knees in the front and mid-calf in the back. The square neckline framed her collarbones, making her bare neck look delicate and willowy. The fabric was gently pleated across the bodice, and there was just enough space between boobs and belly for the little fabric flowers to twinkle.

“Wow,” Maddie said, coming up to stand next to Brynn. “You look amazing.”

Brynn fingered the skirt. “You think?”

On her other side, Esme nodded. “Jude’s going to swallow his tongue.”

Brynn snorted. “After nearly ten years, I doubt it.” 

“Trust me,” Maddie said. “Can you plump your boobs up some?”

“What’s boobs?” Macy piped up from the bed.

Maddie winced. “Oops.”

“You’ll find out when you’re older,” Esme told her.

“Okay,” Macy said and went back to draping herself in scarves.

“That was close,” Maddie muttered and gestured to Brynn. “Go ahead, shove ‘em up there.”

Brynn leaned forward and used her hands to scoop her breasts up and together so they plumped up to spill over the neckline, then straightened.

Maddie nodded. “That’s what I’m talking about.”

“Okay, now he might swallow his tongue,” Brynn allowed, eyeing the effect with a grin. 

“You’re half an inch from showing nip, so yeah.”

Brynn laughed. “I never used to be able to do that with my boo— um, with these.”

Maddie patted Brynn’s belly. “I guess you can thank Junior here for that. Oh! He’s kicking.”

“He’s always kicking,” Brynn said drily. “Usually my ribs. Is the skirt okay?”

Esme was eyeing Brynn’s belly warily. “Huh?”

“The skirt,” Brynn repeated, pointing. “My belly sticks out so far it’s higher in the front than in the back.”

“Oh.” Taking a step back, Esme considered it. “It's good, actually. Just looks like a high-low skirt.”

Brynn tilted her head. “It does, doesn’t it?”

“Okay, dress handled,” Maddie declared. “Which of these do you want?”

“Oh.” Brynn eyed the two headbands Maddie held aloft. One was hammered bronze, quietly lovely. The other was a band of multicolored rhinestones that sparkled bright. “I think bronze. Esme?”

“Agreed,” Esme said. “The colored one is too much, and the bronze goes better with your other jewelry.”

“Which I love, by the way,” Maddie put in. “Is the septum ring new?”

“Jude can’t seem to help himself from buying them. I have about twenty at this point.”

Esme squinted, leaning in to peer at it. “Are those diamonds?”

“Yes.” Brynn rolled her eyes. “Because he’s ridiculous.”

“Why can’t Tuck be ridiculous?” Esme wondered.

Maddie snickered. “Believe me, he is.”

“Yeah, but he’s not diamond-septum-ring ridiculous.”

“You don’t have a septum piercing,” Maddie pointed out.

“I’d get one if he bought me a ring with diamonds in it.”

“Back to wedding prep,” Maddie said pointedly. “What are we doing for shoes?”

Esme shifted her attention from her lack of diamonds to Brynn’s feet. “Unfortunately, I don’t think I can make any of my shoes fit you.”

Since Esme wore a size seven and her size eight feet had expanded to an eight-and-a-half wide with pregnancy, Brynn could only agree. “I can go barefoot,” she said, and tried to see past her belly to her feet. “Unless they look hideous. I don’t know, I can’t see them.”

“They do not look hideous,” Maddie soothed.

“But you could use a pedicure,” Esme mused.

“Esme!”

“What? She could.”

“I haven’t been able to reach my feet in three months,” Brynn whined. “How am I supposed to paint my toes?”

Esme patted her shoulder in sympathy. “They have these things called nail salons.”

Brynn felt a pout coming on. “I can’t go to a salon with hideous feet.”

“They’re not hideous,” Maddie said firmly. “And I’ll give you a pedicure.”

“You will?”

“A quick one.” Maddie looked at Esme. “We have time for that, right?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s going to be half an hour at least before Spence gets back with flowers.”

“Excellent. Come with me, my lovely. I’ll do your makeup, too.”

Brynn followed Maddie into the bath. “I have emergency makeup in my purse.”

“I’ll get that while your feet are soaking.” Maddie walked to the big tub to turn on the water. “In fact, why don’t you take a bath?”

“Really?” Brynn eyed the tub with longing. “I haven’t had a bath in so long.”

“How come?”

“I can’t get out by myself.”

Maddie’s eyes were laughing, but her voice was sober. “I’ll help you out. Then I’ll rub your feet and paint your toes and do your makeup and then you can get married.”

Brynn blinked away the sting in her eyes. “You guys are the best.”

“So are you, sweetie. Here, let’s get the dress off.”

Brynn shimmied out of it with Maddie’s help, then took off her bra and panties and stepped into the rapidly filling tub. “Oh, that feels so good.”

Maddie draped the dress over her arm. “Do you need help sitting down?”

“No, just getting up.” Hands on the sides of the tub, she eased herself in.

“Is it too hot?”

“No, it’s perfect.” Easing back, she let out a sigh of contentment.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” Maddie said and walked out the open bathroom door.

Through it, Brynn heard Esme say, “Okay, Macy-girl, let’s get you fancy!”

“Yay!” Macy replied, and Brynn smiled.
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By the time Jude climbed out of Spence’s truck back at the house, he had a headache, an armful of roses, and no vows.

He kicked the pile of snow edging the shoveled drive. “Why is this so hard?”

Spence slammed the door of the truck and trudged up the walk as best he could with his vision blocked by pink roses. “You’re making it too complicated. Do you love her?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to marry her?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to fuck more babies into her?”

“I wouldn’t put it like that, but yes.”

“There you go.”

Jude scowled at the back of Spence’s leather jacket. “There I go, what?”

“There you go, that’s your vows.”

“I can’t say that.”

“Why not? It’s what you feel, isn’t it?”

“You have no romance in your soul,” Jude muttered and stomped past Spence into the house.

“There they are,” Tuck began, then saw Jude’s face. “Uh-oh.”

“If you ever have to write a love letter to your wife, don’t ask this asshole for help,” Jude said darkly and dumped his armload of white roses on the sofa.

“Duh.” Tuck turned to Spence, eyes widening when he saw the rest of the flowers. “What did you guys do, buy every fucking rose in the state?”

“Yes,” Spence said, looking around. “That’s a fuckton of candles.”

Pushing away his vow-related panic, Jude took it in. The fire in the fireplace was echoed by the dozens of tea lights flickering on the mantle, the light bouncing off the mirror above it to cast a romantic glow. The wide windowsills held lit tapers, votives in squat glasses, more tea lights, and still more crowded the end tables that had been moved to flank the fireplace.

“Wow,” Jude said. “It looks great. Brynn’s going to love it.”

“I figure we move the couch back, then use rose petals to make an aisle from the stairs to the fireplace,” Tuck said, gesturing. 

“Cool,” Spence said and dumped his flowers with Jude’s on the sofa.

“So we get married in front of the fire?” Jude asked, picturing it.

“Unless you’ve got a better idea.”

Jude shook his head. “No, it’s perfect. It’s perfect, Tuck. Thank you.”

“I helped,” Evan said, coming in from the kitchen with the baby on his shoulder.

“And me,” Colin chimed in from behind him.

“Hey, he’s awake.” Peeling off his jacket, Spence ducked down to peer at Nate. “He’s got your eyes, Col.”

Evan stroked a hand over his son’s head and smiled at his husband. “Told you.”

“And Evan’s pretty face.” Spence hung up his jacket and wiggled his fingers. “Gimme.”

Evan angled away from Spence and scowled. “He’s my kid, I want to hold him.”

Spence rolled his eyes. “You’ll get him back,” he promised and expertly shifted the baby from Evan’s shoulder to his own. “You need your hands free to pluck roses.”

“I do?” Evan followed Spence’s pointing finger, eyes widening when he saw the flowers. “What’d you guys do, buy every rose in the state?”

“Just the pink and white ones,” Jude said. “They had red, but it seemed like overkill.”

Evan stared at the forest of flowers covering the sofa. “Yeah. That’s what would have been overkill.”

“Esme said get extra,” Jude reminded them and tried not to sound defensive.

“Pull three dozen out of the pile,” Tuck suggested. “We can put some on the mantle, and we need to make a bouquet.”

“Do you know how to do that?” Colin asked.

“No.”

“Does anyone know how to do that?”

Nobody said anything except Nate, who grunted while he gummed Spence’s shoulder. 

“Maybe one of the women can do it?” Evan offered into the silence.

“Great. Take them a dozen. No, two.”

Evan stared at Tuck. “Why me?”

“Because it was your idea,” Tuck said. 

“Dammit.” Scowling, Evan stalked over to the couch and grabbed a handful of roses. “Ow.”

“They have thorns,” Jude said helpfully while Spence snickered.

“Bite me,” Evan suggested.

“Oh, here.” Jude dug into his pocket for the spool of white ribbon he’d tucked away. “They might need this.”

Evan turned back at the bottom of the stairs. “You bought ribbon?”

“For making the bouquet,” Jude explained, and laid it on top of the roses Evan held.

“Good thinking,” Tuck said to Jude, then waved his hands at Evan. “Go, and tell them we need at least fifteen minutes.”

Grumbling about being the errand boy, Evan stomped up the stairs.

“All right, boys,” Tuck said. “Let’s get plucking.”

They got plucking, putting the soft petals in the large mixing bowl Tuck brought in from the kitchen while Spence walked with the baby and Tuck arranged the flowers he’d chosen around the candles on the mantle. Tuck made a trip to the basement to fetch a small, decorative silver basket that had been in storage since Tuck and Esme’s own wedding, and Evan was tasked with filling it with petals and delivering it to the flower girl.

“Macy is having the time of her life,” Evan said, coming back down the stairs.

Colin looked up from where he was trailing rose petals on the floor. “Digging being a flower girl, is she?”

“I have a feeling we’re going to be playing wedding for the next few weeks.”

Colin laughed, then straightened to consider his work. “How does this look?”

Jude stopped sweeping the discarded leaves and stems to look. Colin had laid two trails of rose petals, a mix of pink and white, in a fluid curve from the bottom of the staircase to the fireplace hearth. The floor between was bare, creating a path on the gleaming hardwood to the makeshift altar of the fireplace.

“It looks amazing,” Jude said, and his friends nodded in agreement.

“I thought maybe we could put some votives on the edges,” Colin said. “Really light it up.”

“Might not be a great idea,” Evan warned. “Macy hasn’t really gotten the whole ‘fire equals danger’ concept yet.”

Colin winced. “Good point.”

“Plus, they’ve decided George is going to be ring bearer,” Evan continued. “One sweep of his tail and it could be doggie flambé.”

“Please don’t set my house on fire,” Tuck called from the fireplace where he was fussing with the flowers. “Or my dog.”

“Oh, my God,” Jude croaked, horror creeping in as he realized. Four pairs of eyes turned to look at him. “Ring bearer. Rings.”

Tuck clued in first. “You don’t have any.”

“No.” Jude raked a shaking hand through his hair. “I mean, yeah, we have our rings, but I didn’t come up with this idea until we were already at Brynn’s folks’ place yesterday. They’re still at home.”

“She’s got her engagement ring, right?” Tuck asked.

“She stopped wearing it.” It wasn’t enough he had vow panic—now he had ring panic to go along with it. “Her fingers are too swollen.”

“Well, fuck.” Evan propped his hands on his hips. “Ideas?”

“You could borrow ours,” Colin offered.

“Neither of our rings will fit Brynn,” Evan pointed out. “Maybe Esme has something she could use?”

Tuck shook his head. “She stopped wearing rings, they get in her way at work.”

“Shit.” Giving in to his suddenly wobbly knees, Jude sank to the sofa.

“Relax,” Spence said, making faces at Nate, who kicked and cooed in his arms. He dug something out of his pocket with his free hand and without looking, tossed it at Jude.

He caught it, frowning at the spool of narrow gold ribbon. “What’s this?”

“I picked it up at Meijer. Cut off two pieces, eight, ten inches long. She ties one around your finger, you tie one around hers. Boom, rings.”

“That’s…brilliant,” Jude decided.

“And romantic,” Tuck put in and turned to Spence. “How’d you think of that?”

Spence rolled his eyes and continued to bounce the baby. “I have a brain, asshole.”

“And that’s the extent of his romance,” Colin announced.

“So we’ve got rings, every candle in the house is lit, rose petals are laid. Colin, did you find a song?” 

Colin held up his phone. “All set.”

“What’d you pick?” Spence wanted to know.

“At Last, Etta James.”

“Because it took him ten years to marry her?” Spence wanted to know.

“You’re a dick,” Jude told Spence. 

“It’s a good song,” Evan put in. “Romantic.”

“I agree,” Tuck said. “I also agree that Spence is a dick.”

“Seconded,” Colin chimed in.

Spence just smirked.

“All right.” Tuck clapped his hands. “Let’s have a wedding. Evan, go see if the bride is ready.”

“Sure, no problem. Anything else you want?” Evan asked sarcastically.

“Yes. Find out who’s walking her down the aisle.”

“Dickhead,” Evan muttered and started up the steps.

Ignoring Evan, Tuck turned to Jude. “You ready?”

“No,” Jude said, panicking again. “I don’t have my vows.”

“Come up with some,” Tuck advised.

“Gee, why didn’t I think of that?” Jude muttered.

“How about this—there once was a man from Nantucket,” Spence began.

“Oh, shut up,” Jude grumbled and stalked into the kitchen so he could panic in private.

“Brynn, are you ready?” Esme asked.

From her perch on the bed, Brynn nodded. “Yep. Got my bouquet, makeup is done, my toes are pretty again,” she said, holding out her feet so she could admire the sparkling pink Maddie had painted on for her. “And I have the cutest flower girl ever.”

With her favorite dress made fancy by a trio of Esme’s beaded necklaces and a sheer scarf tied around her waist as a sash, Macy beamed up at Brynn. “You yook pwetty.”

“So do you, my darling.”

Macy lifted a hand to pat the fat curls Esme had put in her hair, topped with the sparkly tiara she’d fallen in love with. “I know.”

Maddie grinned, then turned at the knock on the door. “Who is it?”

“Evan. We’re ready downstairs.”

“We’re set, too,” Maddie said, opening the door.

“Cool,” Evan said, his eyes lighting on Brynn as she stood. “Wow.”

Nerves suddenly jangling, she smoothed a hand over her belly. “Really?”

“Oh, yeah. Jude’s going to bust a…move,” he finished with a glance at his avidly watching child.

“Nice save,” Esme told him.

“Okay.” Brynn drew a deep breath, then blew it out. “Okay, how do we do this?”

“Maddie and I will go down, you and Macy can wait up here until you hear the music.”

“And George!” Macy reminded her. Hearing his name, George abandoned his dog bed and trotted over to lap at Macy’s face.

“We’ve got music, right?” Esme asked Evan.

“Ready and waiting,” Evan assured her.

“Good. Macy, you remember how to throw your petals?”

“Yike this!” Macy exclaimed, and pitched a handful of flower petals on the floor at George’s feet.

“Good job,” Maddie praised.

“I’m supposed to ask who’s giving away the bride,” Evan said.

“Oh. I didn’t think about that.” Esme turned to Brynn, her eyebrows raised in question.

Brynn shook her head. “I don’t need anyone.”

“You sure?”

“I always thought the who-gives-this-woman thing was silly,” Brynn explained. “I know my dad really wants to do it, so I’ll let him when we do the big show in July. But I want to give myself away today.”

“Okay, then.” Maddie clapped her hands together. “Let’s get this show on the road.”

“Thank you for my toes,” Brynn told her.

“You’re welcome.” Maddie leaned in for a hug. “I’m really happy for you.”

“You’re going to knock his socks off,” Esme promised, hugging the bride in turn.

“Thanks for everything, E,” Brynn said, her throat thick with the tears she was trying to hold back.

“It was my absolute pleasure,” Esme whispered, then pulled back, beaming, to crouch in front of the flower girl. “Wait for the music, okay? And walk nice and slow.”

Macy nodded. “So eberyboby can see me.”

“That’s exactly right.” Esme tugged one of Macy’s curls, then pushed to her feet. “See you down there.”

“See you down there,” Brynn echoed and followed her friends to the upstairs landing. She concentrated on breathing the tears back as they clambered down, their voices mingling with those waiting.

“Can I go now?” Macy asked, bouncing so the petals in her basket threatened to spill over while George yawned. “Annie Bwenn, can I go now?”

“Almost,” Brynn promised. “We have to wait for the music, remember?”

“Okay,” Macy said, then her eyes lit with a wild joy when the first soft strains floated up the stairs. “I hear it! I hear the music!”

Macy’s joy feeding her own, Brynn laughed. “Me too.”

“Come on, George, come on!” Dancing at the top of the stairs, she waited impatiently for the placid George to catch up. “We gotta go frow fwowers!”

“Remember to go slow,” Brynn called out softly, then just smiled when Macy all but flew down the first set of stairs, George trailing obediently behind. She paused on the landing, struck a pose to laughter and applause from the crowd below, then hooked a dimpled little hand into George’s collar—which had been festooned with the roses that hadn’t been needed for the bridal bouquet—and continued down.

Listening to the little girl’s bouncing steps, Brynn took a steadying breath. She wasn’t nervous, or only a little. What she felt most was joy, and excitement, and a kind of deep warmth. She was marrying Jude, and it was exactly what she wanted.

With the music swelling, and Etta’s strong voice singing about the end of her lonely days, she started down the stairs.

Jude stood next to Tuck in front of the fireplace and wondered wildly if this had been a terrible idea. Sure, the living room looked great, with the flowers lending their delicate fragrance and the flickering candles casting a romantic glow. Tuck had turned off the lamps, leaving the watery winter sunlight to partner with the candles for illumination, and it made everything look soft and ethereal and magical. But maybe this was a terrible idea.

“Bro. Chill.”

Jerked out of his rising panic, Jude looked at Tuck. “What?”

“Chill. You look like you’re about to have a heart attack.”

“I’m nervous,” Jude muttered.

“Why?” Tuck asked, genuinely baffled. “She already agreed to marry you. And if she takes off…well, let’s face it, she can’t run very fast with your spawn weighing her down. You’ll catch her.”

On Tuck’s other side, Esme rolled her eyes. “Not helpful, Tucker.”

“Am I wrong?” Tuck asked.

Ignoring her husband, Esme patted Jude on the arm. “It’s normal to be nervous. You’ll be fine as soon as you see her.”

“When is that going to be?” Jude asked, impatient.

Esme’s lips twitched. “Soon. Colin?”

“Yep,” Colin said and, tapping his phone, held it aloft so music filled the room.

Immediately, the stomp of tiny feet echoed from upstairs, and then Macy appeared on the landing with the flower-festooned dog at her side.

Dressed in her favorite purple dress, with a scarf tied around her waist and a tiara on her head, she struck a pose that would’ve put any runway model to shame.

He laughed with the others—he couldn’t help it—as she held the pose, basking in the attention, before starting down the stairs, one hand hooked in George’s collar to keep him in line.

When she got to the bottom step, she jumped off, sending petals flying out of her basket, and struck another pose while George, exhausted by the drama, waddled over to his dog bed and collapsed with a windy sigh.

“Throw the flowers,” Esme called in a stage whisper.

“Oh!” Reminded, the little girl dipped her hand into the basket and hurled a fistful of pink and white rose petals into the air. “Yike that?”

Evan, who was filming on his phone, was grinning at his daughter. “Just like that, baby, all the way to Auntie Esme.”

Thrilled with the task—and the attention—Macy danced her way down the makeshift aisle, flinging petals left and right until her basket was empty. Tipping her head back, the tiara sliding down over one ear, she beamed up at Jude. “You can get mawwied now, Unca Jude.”

He grinned down at her. “Thanks, Macy.”

“You’re welcome,” she chirped, then ran over to Colin. “Did you see, Daddy? Did you see me?”

He scooped her up. “I did, baby. You did great.”

“Did Papa video me? Can I watch it?”

“Later, okay?” he told her, turning towards the stairs. “We have to watch Auntie Brynn come down.”

Everyone turned, and Jude looked up, and all the nerves faded away. There just wasn’t room for them with the flood of joy.

She was wearing blue, something flowy and sheer that draped over her belly and floated around her legs, making her look like a fairie queen descending from her bower. But it was her face he couldn’t look away from.

She’d fussed with her makeup, painting her mouth and making her eyes look big and soft behind her glasses. Bambi eyes, he called them, and they’d captivated him from the first moment.

They were locked on him, those eyes, and her painted mouth was curved in a smile, the kind she often favored him with when they were curled up in bed, talking or laughing or cuddled up close and warm after making love. It made him think he could move mountains, that smile, and knowing she’d be smiling at him like that for the rest of his life made everything else fade away.

She walked toward him on bare feet, barely rustling over the scattered rose petals. He frowned at that, sure her toes must be cold, and Tuck poked him in the ribs.

“Don’t scowl at your bride or she will take off.”

“Shut up,” Jude muttered and as Brynn drew near, reached for her hand. “Where are your socks?”

Her eyes went from dreamy to confused to laughing. “They didn’t go with my outfit.”

“Aren’t your toes cold?”

“A little,” she admitted. “I don’t care.”

“Maybe you should go put them back on.”

Tuck poked him in the ribs again. “Dude.”

“What? She’s cold.”

“I’ll be fine,” Brynn assured him, laughing openly now. 

“Okay,” Jude relented. “But you’ll put them on right after?”

She nodded soberly, though her eyes continued to twinkle. “I promise.”

“Okay,” he said, then smiled. “You look beautiful.”

He’d said it just as Colin cut the music, so his words echoed in the sudden silence.

“Thank you,” she replied, her smile blooming again.

“And sexy,” he added, his gaze dropping to the square neckline of the dress, which showed off her pregnancy-generated curves in a delightfully obvious fashion.

She giggled. “I like having cleavage. It’s fun.”

“Hard agree,” he said with exaggerated sincerity, and she giggled again.

“Do you two want to flirt or get married?” Tuck wanted to know.

“I feel like we could do both,” Brynn offered.

“Save it for the wedding night,” Tuck advised. “Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today to watch this beautiful woman and this jackass who doesn’t deserve her get married.”

“Tuck,” Esme hissed as the room erupted with laughter, and backfisted him in the gut.

“Marriage is a blessed arrangement,” Tuck intoned, a gleam in his eye. “A dream within a dream.”

“No Princess Bride,” Esme told him.

“I didn’t do the voice,” Tuck protested, then sighed when his wife just glared. “You never let me have any fun.”

Jude’s shoulders were shaking with laughter. “Just get on with it, you ass.”

“Fine. I’ve known Jude for a long time, and I was there when he fell in love with Brynn. Well, not there, in the room, because some moments are private.” 

“Why me?” Esme asked the ceiling.

“Unless you’re us,” he continued cheerfully, “in which case we invite all our friends over on Thanksgiving for a gang…thing.”

Jude couldn’t help the bark of laughter, and Brynn was giggling so hard her boobs were bouncing above the neckline of her dress. It was very distracting, so much so that he almost missed Esme backfisting Tuck in the stomach again.

“Oof.” Tuck grabbed his belly and scowled at his wife. “Woman, that hurt.”

“Good.”

Tuck grinned, teeth flashing in the forest of his ginger beard. “You know I love it when you get violent.”

Esme tried to look stern, but she couldn’t quite pull it off. “Just marry them already, you deviant.”

He shot her a wink, then turned back to Jude and Brynn. “All right, kids, time for the vows. Who wants to go first?”

“I will,” Brynn offered and, passing her bouquet to Esme, turned to Jude while he tried his best not to look relieved.

She reached for his hands. “Jude.”

He waited a beat, but she didn’t say anything else. “Yes, Brynn?”

She blinked, then let out a half-laugh. “I’m sorry, I thought I knew what I wanted to say, but my mind just went blank.”

“That’s okay,” Tuck said with a jerk of his chin toward Jude. “He’s got nothing.”

Jude ignored his friend, keeping his eyes on his bride. “Take your time. I’m not going anywhere.”

“I know you’re not,” she said with a soft smile. “Did I ever tell you what my favorite thing in the universe is?”

“Baseball?” he ventured.

She laughed again. “No. That’s second. My favorite thing is waking up with you. Before the day really gets started and you go off to your job and I go off to mine? Those moments when it’s just the two of us—well, three now,” she amended, laying a hand on her belly.

He put his hand over hers.

“That’s my favorite thing.” She smiled, tears shimmering in her Bambi eyes. “I love you, Jude, and I love that I get to wake up with you every morning for the rest of my life. Even if you don’t love baseball.”

Jude laughed, as he knew she’d meant him to, but his vision still blurred with tears.

“You’re up, slugger,” Tuck announced.

“I love you, too,” he said. “I love you so much I want to marry you twice.”

Her smile was bright as the sun, and the tears trickling down her cheeks did nothing to dim it. 

“I wanted to do this now because I couldn’t wait,” he went on. “I just couldn’t wait one minute longer to call you my wife. To be your husband. To announce to the world that I belong to you and you belong to me and that’s forever. And getting to wake up with you for the rest of my life.”

They beamed at each other until Tuck cleared his throat. “You done?”

Jude nodded. “Yes.”

“Okay, then. Do you, Brynn, take Jude to be your husband? Do you promise to love him, comfort him, and honor him, in sickness and in health, through joy and sorrow, all the days of your life?”

Brynn nodded. “I do.”

“Lucky bastard. Do you, Jude, take Brynn to be your wife? Do you promise to love her, comfort her, honor and obey her, in sickness and in health, through joy and sorrow, all the days of your life?”

The room erupted in guffaws, and Esme groaned. “For God’s sake, Tucker.”

“What?” Tuck protested, all innocence.

“You know what?” Jude grinned at his laughing bride. “I got no problem with that. Fuck yeah, I do.”

“You guys are killing me,” Evan groused.

“Shut up, you’ll make me lose my place,” Tuck ordered. “What’s next?”

Esme sighed. “Rings.”

Brynn’s eyes went round. “Oh, no. I don’t have my ring. You don’t have yours!”

“Got you covered,” Tuck said cheerfully and dropped a length of gold ribbon into her hands.

“What’s this for?”

“Hold out your hand and follow his lead,” Tuck directed. “Jude, repeat after me. With this ring, I thee wed.”

Jude gently tied the ribbon around her ring finger. “With this ring, I thee wed.”

Across the room, with the baby sleeping on his shoulder, Spence lowered his mouth to Maddie’s ear. “Ours was better.”

“Shh,” she hushed him, glancing around to make sure no one had heard him. She needn’t have worried—all eyes were on the bride and groom.

“Well, it was.”

“We do have better rings,” she conceded, blinking back tears as Brynn repeated the words, and tied the ribbon around Jude’s finger.

He dropped his gaze to her breasts, where under his sweater, their wedding rings pierced her nipples—one for her, one for him. “That was the best idea I ever had.”

She laughed softly and laid her head on his arm. “Should we tell everyone?”

“That we got married?” Lips pursed, he shook his head, careful not to disturb the sleeping baby. “Nah. I like that it’s just ours.”

“It might get us the good guest room at Dad and Heather's.”

His eyebrows went up, considering, and she laughed softly. “Quiet now, they’re almost at the end.”

“By the power vested in me by the state of Michigan and the internet wedding people⁠—”

Brynn grinned up at Jude, feeling like Macy bouncing in her shoes. He grinned back, squeezing her hands.

“—I now pronounce you, man and wife,” Tuck announced. “You may kiss the hell outta your woman now.”

Brynn laughed and tipped her face up. “You heard the man,” she murmured under the cheers and applause. “You have to kiss the hell outta me now.”

“Oh, I’m going to do more than that,” he promised, and sealed his lips to hers.

By the time he lifted his head hers was spinning, excitement and love and no small amount of lust making her dizzy, and then he scooped her up into his arms.

“Jude!” she cried, clinging to his shoulders while the room spun. “Put me down!”

He started for the stairs. “Nope.” 

“You can’t carry me upstairs,” she protested. “I’m too heavy.”

“Please,” he scoffed. “I am a professional athlete.”

“All the more reason,” she claimed. “If you throw your back out and land on the DL, you’ll never hear the end of it.”

“I’ll risk it.” On the landing, he called back over his shoulder. “Tuck, E, I’m borrowing your bedroom.”

“Enjoy!” Esme called back. “We’ll finish getting dinner together. Just come down when you’re hungry. Tuck, go fry the turkey.”

“How come he gets to have sex and I have to fry a turkey?” Tuck complained.

“We should all have sex,” Evan suggested. “Like old times.”

“What’s sex?” Macy wanted to know.

Colin’s exasperated, “For God’s sake, Ev,” followed Brynn and Jude up the stairs, and she was laughing when he carried her into the bedroom. “That kid doesn’t miss a trick, does she?”

“Nope.” Crossing to the bed, he set her on her feet. “It’s going to be fun watching them try to stay two steps ahead of her.”

“We’re going to be doing some fancy stepping ourselves,” she reminded him.

He patted her belly. “I know. How does this dress come off?”

“Over my head,” she said, giggling when he immediately reached for the hem. “You’re not even going to kiss me first?”

“I kissed you downstairs,” he reminded her, gathering the skirt in his hands. “Raise your arms.”

“That’s all I get?” she mumbled into the fabric. “One kiss?”

“Oh, you’re going to get a lot more than that,” he promised and tossed the dress aside. “God, you’re beautiful.”

Glasses askew and fogging, she looked past the shelf of her boobs to the beach ball of her belly, beyond which she couldn’t see a blessed thing. “I think you’ve developed a pregnancy fetish.”

He slid her glasses off her nose and set them on the bedside table before reaching around to deal with her bra. “I have a you fetish,” he corrected. The bra hit the floor and he reached for her panties, shoving them down. “Step out.”

She did, kicking the underwear away while he began shucking his own clothes. He was naked in seconds, and she started giggling again. “Are you in a hurry or something?”

“Yes.” He reached for her, gliding those wide-palmed hands up her arms to her shoulders, his thumbs skimming her collarbones as he stroked up her neck to cup her face. The ribbon tied around his ring finger brushed her skin, tickling, and she shivered. “I’m always in a hurry when you’re naked.”

She could hardly blame him, since she felt the same. He was always a joy to look at—handsome face, quirky smile—but naked he was a work of art. The strength he cultivated for his sport was clear in his broad shoulders and rippling arms, the thick thighs that still made her mouth water. Muscles built through hours in the gym and on the ice, honed and refined to perform at peak level. It took so much work, a level of dedication she couldn’t really understand even though she saw it every day. Watching him lift the Stanley Cup, after so many years of wishing and hoping and working for it, had been one of the best moments of her life, second only to how he’d looked when she’d told him they were having a baby.

“What are you thinking about, love?” he murmured, and she tuned back in to see him smiling at her.

“You,” she answered honestly. “Us. Our life. It’s so much more than I ever dreamed of.”

“Yeah?” His thumb skimmed over her mouth. “It’s exactly what I dreamed of.”

“Really?”

“Exactly. Beautiful wife, baby on the way, three Stanley Cups.”

“Thank you for putting me and the kiddo first.”

“You’re welcome,” he said soberly and made her laugh. “I almost put these first.”

She would have laughed again when his hands slid down to her breasts, much bigger than they used to be thanks to pregnancy. But they were also much more sensitive than they used to be, and when he skimmed his thumbs across her nipples, she lost her breath.

“Okay?” he questioned softly. On bad days, the increased sensitivity of her breasts meant she couldn’t bear even the lightest, most delicate touch without discomfort. On good days, that heightened sensitivity meant unspeakable pleasure.

Today was a good day.

“Yeah,” she breathed, giving him a green light, leaning into his touch so the pleasure of it dug deep.

“Easy, baby,” he cautioned.

“I don’t want easy,” she panted, suddenly so horny she would’ve climbed him like a tree if her belly hadn’t been in the way. She reached out, groping blindly until she wrapped her hand around his penis. Thrilled to find it hard, the tip already wet, she gave it a squeezing stroke. “We have to fuck. Now.”

“I fucking love pregnancy,” he declared and guided her back until her legs hit the edge of the mattress. “Can you lie on your back?”

She couldn’t. It was uncomfortable, and more importantly, her OB had advised against it—something about impeding blood flow to the heart because of the uterus pressing on a vein. Which she might have explained if there weren’t much more urgent issues to address. But since there was no way she was going to be able to string that many words together, she just shook her head.

“Okay,” he said agreeably. “You can be on top.”

That sounded brilliant, except… “I’ll fall over.”

“Doggy?” he suggested.

“Yes,” she said and climbed on the bed as fast as her round ligament pain would allow.

“Stay at the end,” he instructed when she started to move to the middle. “The bed’s high enough I can stand.”

She adjusted course, then leaned forward to brace herself on her hands, her knees spread wide for balance. “How’s this?”

“Awesome,” he said with reverent lust, making her pussy pulse in response. “Do you need a pillow?”

She lowered herself carefully onto her elbows, her belly brushing the soft duvet. “I think I’m okay.”

“You’re magnificent,” he corrected and slid a thick finger into her dripping pussy.

She dropped her head to the bed on a keening moan. Her pussy fluttered, clutching his invading finger in an invitation she knew he couldn’t possibly miss. “Jude.”

“What, baby?” he rumbled. His breath danced over her thighs, surprising her. She tried to look back, to see where he was, but she couldn’t see past her shoulder without upending her already precarious balance.

“You’re teasing me,” she complained and spread her knees wider.

“I’m pleasing you,” he corrected, and with zero warning, his tongue swiped over her clit.

She jerked, squealing a protest. “Jude!”

“Hold still,” he ordered, laughing, and did it again.

Surprise had faded, replaced with a raging heat that had her wiggling her hips. “Stop teasing.”

He grabbed her ass, his thumbs digging in and pulling so cool air washed over her wet, heated flesh. She had a moment’s warning in the form of a huffing laugh that stirred the damp curls around her swollen sex and set the delicate opening, spread wide now by his grip, pulsing in anticipation. Then his mouth was there.

He ate her pussy like she was a feast laid out especially for him, and he was determined to taste it all. His tongue was everywhere, flicking over her clit, lapping at the juices that slicked her flesh. Pregnancy meant increased blood flow to her vulva, and increased blood flow meant everything felt even more swollen and tender than usual, and his tongue and lips and God help her, teeth, felt like they’d been electrically charged, sending little jolts and bolts though her with every touch, and oh God, he was going to make her come.

“You’re going to make me come,” she warned breathlessly, wiggling and squirming with the tension building in her core.

“That’s the plan,” he mumbled into her pussy and jabbed his tongue inside her, pushing his face hard against her to get deep, and the combination of his tongue wiggling inside her and his chin on her clit and the pressure of his face against her whole pussy pushed her over the edge.

She came screaming into the duvet, wracked with spasms, shaking and shuddering as it went on and on. She was dimly aware of him moving away, of the shuffle and thud of his feet on the floor, and thought yes. Then he shoved his cock into her still-coming cunt and she shouted it. “Yes!”

“Fuck, you’re still coming,” he ground out. He fucked her through it, hands firm on her ass to keep her steady. She was grateful for the support, resigned to the bruises she’d have to explain at her next OB appointment, thrilled to the feel of him deep inside her.

When her orgasm finally faded she dropped her head to the bed, panting in time with his thrusts. He felt so good inside her, warm and solid, and his grunts and groans and muttered praise were soothing in their familiarity. 

“So good,” he panted. “So hot, so wet for me. God, I love fucking you.”

“Always wet for you,” she mumbled, fighting the lassitude that always followed her orgasms these days. She’d fallen asleep on him a couple of times since she’d hit her third trimester, something he found hilarious. Determined to stay awake until he came, she forced herself back up onto her elbows, shoved her hips back into him, and was rewarded with another grunt.

“That’s it, baby, fuck me back.” He was gripping her hips harder now, desperate, his movements going jerky and uncoordinated as he raced to the finish.

“Fuck me good, baby,” she urged, fucking him back as hard as she dared. Balancing on one hand, she slid the other down, reaching past the curve of her belly—she had to contort a little to get around it, because over it wasn’t happening—to find where they met. He was hard and hot against her fingertips, slick from her pussy, jumping a little at her touch.

“Shit, fuck, shit,” he chanted, his vocabulary failing him so close to orgasm. He was close, so close she knew if she did nothing else, another couple of thrusts would likely finish it. But where was the fun in that? With a smile that would’ve warned him of her intent had he been able to see it, she curled her fingers and allowed her nails to scrape oh so slightly along his thrusting shaft.

“Arrrghlablagh!” he shouted, shoved himself so deep she nearly toppled forward onto her face, and came.

Since his dick was buried inside her and no longer torturable, she turned her attention to what she could reach—his balls. Drawn high and tight against his body, she dragged her nails over them. His reaction—like he’d had a shot of cold lube squirted up his ass—made her giggle so hard she would’ve squeezed him out of her if he hadn’t been so deep.

“Don’t stop laughing,” he begged, which made her laugh even harder. When he finally stopped shaking and shuddering and collapsed on the bed beside her, she turned carefully on her side to look at him.

“Shit,” he wheezed. “That was amazing. I need to make you laugh during sex more often.”

“Liked that, did you?” she mumbled, lethargy stealing over her once again.

“Oh, yeah. It was like that time you sneezed when we were fucking, but over and over. And you didn’t squeeze me out.”

“You liked the nails, too,” she reminded him.

“I always like the nails.” He rolled onto his side with a grunt. “Maybe I could tickle you while we’re fucking.”

She forced her drooping eyes open to frown at him. “No tickling. Tickling is forbidden.”

He just grinned. “We’ll see. Hey, you didn’t fall asleep this time.”

She wrinkled her nose. “Don’t start.”

He chuckled. “I think it’s adorable.”

“It’s your child, sucking out all my energy.” She let herself relax again. “Do you think Esme and Tuck would mind if I took a nap?”

“I think they’re probably expecting it.” He stroked a gentle hand over her belly. “Baby asleep?”

She gave him a sleepy smile. “Baby’s always asleep after I come. All those feel-good brain chemicals, I guess.”

He shifted closer and took her mouth in a soft kiss. “Go to sleep. I’ll take care of cleanup.”

“Okay,” she sighed and let her eyes drift closed. “Will you take a nap with me?”

The mattress shifted when he got up. “Yeah. Be right back.”

She drifted, listening to the water running in the adjoining bath, rousing when he gently stroked a warm washcloth over her sensitive pussy. The thorough cleaning left her faintly aroused, and she decided she could be talked into another round if he was so inclined. But when he came back to bed he curled up behind her, snuggling in and dragging the blankets up to cover them, and the fatigue that was already dragging at her settled deeper, and with his arm curved around her and his palm cradling her belly, she fell asleep.
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“Aren’t they done fucking yet?” Tuck demanded. “I’m hungry.”

Esme kicked him under the table. “Watch the f-bombs around the kids.”

“She’s not even paying attention.” Tuck pointed down the table, where Macy, having already eaten her dinner, was devouring a bowl of ice cream. “And how come she got to eat and we have to wait?”

“Because she’s a three-year-old, and you’re only mentally three,” Evan said from the chair next to his daughter.

“Excuse me,” Tuck said, trying to look dignified. “I am not mentally three years old.”

“Twelve?” Colin suggested from Macy’s other side, Nate asleep in the curve of his arm.

“Fifteen,” Tuck replied with a grin. “Seriously though, how long are we going to wait for the newlyweds to stop…consummating?”

“I say we give them another half hour,” Maddie suggested.

“If he hasn’t gotten it done by now,” Spence began, then grunted when Maddie jabbed an elbow into his ribs.

“Half an hour is fair,” Esme decided. “If they’re not down by then, I’ll make them each a plate and put it in the oven to keep warm.”

“In the meantime, we can play euchre.” Spence aimed a steely look at Evan. “And no table talk.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, man.”

“You guys starting a euchre tournament without me?” Jude called down the stairs.

“No, but we’re gonna eat without you,” Tuck shouted back. “Hurry up and make her come. Ow! No purple nurples!”

Esme gave his nipple a final twist then let it go when Jude and Brynn walked in, hand in hand.

“I already made her come,” Jude informed Tuck while Brynn rolled her eyes and Evan covered Macy’s ears. “Then she fell asleep, and then I made her come again.”

“Then I fell asleep again,” Brynn said and blushed. “Sorry.”

“You put her to sleep?” Spence asked, shaking his head. “Weak sauce, man.”

“My sauce is strong,” Jude countered, patting Brynn’s belly.

“Well, it has a sense of direction, anyway,” Brynn said drily and knocked Jude’s hand away to the sound of laughter. “You all didn’t have to wait for us.”

“Told you,” Tuck said to Esme.

“Hush.” Esme stood. “I’ll get the food.”

Tuck shoved his chair back. “I’ll help.”

Brynn eased into the chair Jude held out for her. “He must really be hungry.”

“We’re all hungry,” Spence informed her. “We’ve been waiting for two hours.”

“We just sat down,” Maddie reminded him. “The turkey took an hour and a half to cook.”

“Yeah, but I could’ve started on the mashed potatoes.”

“No romance,” Jude said with a sad shake of his head.

“At least I don’t put my woman to sleep,” Spence countered.

“I didn’t put her to sleep, I put her into an orgasm-induced coma.”

“What’s a ogamasm?” Macy wanted to know.

Evan scowled. “You guys suck.”

“Spence! Come get your mac and cheese!” Tuck hollered from the kitchen.

Maddie stood with Spence. “I’ll get the drinks. Who wants wine?”

“Me,” Brynn piped up, then rolled her eyes when everyone turned to stare at her. “Jeez, it was a joke. Lighten up.”

A grinning Jude planted a smacking kiss on her cheek. “She’s in a good mood because she had two…things,” he amended with a glance at the avidly listening Macy.

“Thank you,” Evan said.

“Well, I got no things and I’m hungry,” Tuck announced, coming into the room with the carved turkey on a platter. Esme trailed behind with the mashed potatoes, followed by Spence with the mac and cheese and Maddie with the wine. “Move the cranberry sauce, will you?”

Jude cleared a space. “That looks great. I’m starving.”

Tuck dropped into his seat with a grunt. “You get served last.”

“What? Why?”

Spence dropped the mac and cheese on the table beside the turkey. “Because you made us wait while you had things.”

“I only had one,” Jude protested and jerked a thumb at Brynn. “She’s the one who had two.”

“Did you just throw your pregnant wife under the bus?” Colin asked with a grin.

“He did.” Tuck reached for the turkey platter, then scowled when Jude smacked his hand away. “Hey. You go last.”

“I’ll go last,” Jude said agreeably. “But I want to make a toast first.”

“I’m never going to get to eat,” Tuck muttered.

Esme held her wine glass out for Maddie to fill. “You can eat me later.”

“I swear, none of you are ever babysitting again,” Evan declared.

Amid the snickers and catcalls, Jude raised his glass. “We’ve had a lot of great Thanksgivings around this table.”

“And in the bed upstairs,” Spence muttered under his breath.

“Don’t make it weird,” Maddie ordered.

Spence smirked. “They were thinking it.”

“They were not.”

“I was thinking it,” Colin chimed in, and Evan snickered.

Spence’s smirk deepened. “See?”

“And I’m so grateful for all of you,” Jude continued, ignoring the byplay. “For being my friends, for helping me pull off this wedding⁠—”

“Don’t forget to sign the certificate,” Tuck reminded him.

“And for being the little guy’s godparents.”

“All of us?” Maddie asked.

“All of you,” Jude confirmed.

“Plus my best friend Amy,” Brynn added, holding her water glass.

“Aw.” Esme blinked away tears. “That’s so sweet.”

“You’re my family,” Jude said simply. “I mean, I’ve got a family. A good one. So does Brynn, and we’re making our own.”

He paused, looking around the table, making sure to look each person in the eye. “But you’re my family, too, and I love you all.”

“Well, shit.” Tuck scrubbed a hand over his beard and looked at Spence. “How’re we supposed to stay pissed at him after that?”

“I’m still a little pissed,” Spence said, then sighed and looked at Jude. “But I love you, too.”

Evan raised his glass, Colin a beat behind. “To family.”

Esme smiled through her tears. “To family.”

The echo went down the table. “To family.”

“All right.” Jude nodded, drank, then sat back down. “Let’s eat.”

Esme handed the serving fork to Tuck. “Here you go.”

“Ah, hell.” Tuck sighed and handed it back. “Serve him first.”

Esme passed the fork to Jude, then snagged her husband’s beard in her fist and dragged him in for a kiss. “I love you, Tucker.”

“Turkey first, you later,” he told her, and she laughed and kissed him again before settling back in her seat.

The next few hours passed with laughter and joy—in the food, in the antics of young Macy and the coos of baby Nate, in the pleasure of each other’s company. And when they parted ways—Evan and Colin bundling their two sleepy kids into the car, Spence and Maddie heading home to finish what they’d started in the bathroom, Jude and Brynn to their hotel suite to enjoy their wedding night before Jude had to leave for his road trip—it was with the contentment that came from knowing they’d be back, these filthy friends, to gather together again.

Ever after.
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the end
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