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The days bled into weeks, the weeks into months. Life at Jonder’s Cove continued to shift and change, carrying with it the quiet passage of time. Becky had grown more radiant with each passing day, her belly now a gentle curve that held the life of the boys within her. The seasons changed too—summer's golden warmth gave way to autumn’s crisp embrace, and now winter draped the cove in cool sunlight and brisk winds.

Sandra and Allen had settled into a cozy house on the estate, their bond with Gran and Grandpa becoming unbreakable. They were like family reunited, making up for lost time in every shared laugh, every story retold over steaming cups of coffee by the fire.

Meanwhile, Joe and Alex had spent countless hours poring over the information on the drives Joe’s father had left behind. The diary had become a key—a treasure map of sorts—revealing clues that tied the past to the present. One fateful night, under a sprawling starlit sky, Joe built a towering bonfire. He gathered the diaries: the ones hidden in the Sanctum, the one from his room, and, with Alex standing resolutely by his side, he fed them to the flames.

Page by page, the weight of the past was consumed by firelight. Joe watched the embers float into the darkness, his heart lighter with every crackle of burning paper. His parents' deaths no longer felt like a prison. They were a purpose now—a call he and Alex would answer, but not today.

Today on this Sunday, July 27th 2014, Joe sat on the rocks where he and Alex had first met. The ocean spread out before him, its waves a soothing rhythm that seemed to carry away every burden. The cool winter sun brushed against his skin, and he let his thoughts drift.

A familiar hand rested on his shoulder, grounding him. Alex. Always Alex.

“Are you okay?” Alex asked, his voice gentle.

Joe smiled, turning his gaze to meet Alex’s. “Never better.”

Alex eased down beside him, their shoulders touching as they both stared out at the horizon. The moment felt timeless, as though the world had paused just for them. Slowly, they leaned into each other, wrapping their arms around one another, seeking warmth and solace.

After a while, they decided to head back to the house, but just as Alex rose, Joe caught his hand, pulling him close. Their eyes met, and in that shared look, words were unnecessary.

Joe leaned in, capturing Alex’s lips with his own. The sound of the waves faded, the world narrowing to just the two of them. Every touch, every breath felt magnified.

“Let’s do it here,” Joe whispered, his voice a mix of mischief and longing. “Right now.”

Alex laughed softly, a puff of warm breath against Joe’s skin. “It’s freezing out here.”

“Not that cold,” Joe countered with a grin, already tugging off his T-shirt. The sunlight kissed his bare skin, and Alex couldn’t help but follow suit, shedding his own shirt.

Their lips met again, the hunger in their eyes mirrored in their embrace. The chill of the air was forgotten as they gave themselves to the moment, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore becoming a symphony to their connection.

“Sorry to interrupt,” came an unfamiliar voice, cutting through the sound of the waves.

Joe froze, his pulse spiking. This is a private beach! he thought, turning sharply, fury lighting his face. “This is a private beach!” he snapped, but his words faltered as he took in the sight of the man before him.

He was tall, with dark, windswept hair, a confident stance, and a smile that revealed brilliant white teeth. Joe blinked, then blurted without thinking, “So this is what they mean when they say ‘tall, dark, and handsome.’”

Alex turned to Joe; eyebrows raised in astonishment. The stranger, however, smiled warmly, a hint of a blush colouring his cheeks. “Thank you,” he said with an amused chuckle.

“I’m Jenkins. Peter Jenkins,” the man introduced himself, holding out a hand. “Sorry, I wasn’t aware this was a private beach.”

Alex quickly stepped in, shaking Peter’s hand. “I’m Alex Burgess, and this big mouth here is Joe Smith.”

Joe’s face turned an alarming shade of red as he offered a sheepish smile. He took Peter’s hand, the grip firm and warm. “Sorry about that. I was... caught off guard,” Joe said, chuckling nervously.

“No problem,” Peter replied, his expression softening. “I’ve been there too.” But something flickered in his eyes—a shadow of hurt—that both Joe and Alex noticed.

“Well,” Peter continued, straightening up. “I need to get on with my jog. I’ll try to steer clear of the beach in the future. Cheers!” he called over his shoulder before jogging away, his strides smooth and effortless.

As soon as he was out of earshot, Alex turned to Joe with a sly grin. “So, that’s what they mean by ‘tall, dark, and handsome,’ huh?”

Joe’s blush deepened. “I didn’t mean it like that! I was just surprised... and you can’t deny it—he is handsome.”

Alex smirked and playfully punched Joe’s arm. “Careful, or I might get jealous.”

Joe laughed, rubbing his arm. “Come on, admit it.”

Alex chuckled and shrugged. “Fine. He’s not bad looking. But I wonder where he’s from.”

They didn’t have to wait long for the answer. As they stepped into the kitchen, Allen’s booming voice greeted them.

“My grandson landed last night, and I want you all to meet him!”

“Then we definitely have to have a braai on Friday,” Gran chimed in enthusiastically.

Joe and Alex exchanged a glance as they entered the bustling kitchen. The smell of fresh bread filled the air, and the room buzzed with warmth and laughter. Gran, ever in charge of the kitchen, was bustling about with Sandra, the two women a well-practiced team.

Allen, as usual, greeted them with a wide grin and his trademark ribbing. “What’s this about your grandson and a braai?” Alex asked, sliding into the conversation.

“Oh, yes!” Allen exclaimed. “Peter landed last night, and Gran thought it’d be a good idea to introduce him to everyone properly. Poor kids had a rough go lately.”

They noticed a flicker of pain in Allen’s expression. He continued, “He just finished his special ops training at Quantico. On his last assignment, though, he lost his partner... It hit him hard. So, he decided to step away for a while, take some leave. That’s why he’s here. I haven’t seen Peter since high school—not after everything with his dad.”

Allen’s voice softened; his eyes clouded with regret. Joe and Alex shared a knowing look as realization dawned on them.

“Peter Jenkins?” they asked in unison.

Allen’s brows knitted together. “Yes. Why?”

“We met him on the beach,” Joe said. “He was jogging.”

“Probably without his shirt,” Sandra interjected with a smirk. “He’ll catch a cold, but does he listen? No. Stubborn, just like his mother.”

Allen chuckled, though the sadness lingered in his eyes. “Yeah, that sounds like him. Stubbornness runs in the family, I guess.”

Joe and Alex exchanged another glance, both silently acknowledging the new twist their day had taken.

Joe and Alex settled into the Sanctum with steaming cups of coffee, the room quiet except for the faint hum of the command console. They sat at the table, both lost in thought. Finally, Joe broke the silence.

"Command," he said, his voice firm, "pull up everything you can about Peter Jenkins, Allen's grandson."

Alex raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued. "What’s this about?" he asked, leaning back in his chair.

Joe hesitated for a moment, swirling his coffee. "I’m not sure," he admitted, "but I have this feeling in my gut."

Alex smirked, his teasing tone cutting through the tension. "I hope it’s your gut and not your groin."

Joe’s cheeks flushed crimson as Alex burst out laughing. Before Joe could retort, Command’s calm voice filled the room.

"I have the information," it began.

A screen illuminated with data, and Command launched into its summary:

Name: Peter Jenkins

Age: 28

Background:

Peter Jenkins, a former military officer, recently completed intensive Special Operations training. He graduated from West Point with a degree in International Relations, specializing in Counterterrorism.

Skills:


	
Research and Analysis: Proficient in gathering and interpreting intelligence.


	
International Affairs: Skilled in diplomatic negotiations and conflict resolution.


	
Counterterrorism: Experienced in identifying and neutralizing terror threats.


	
Advanced Combat Techniques: Trained in close-quarters combat, marksmanship, and tactical driving.


	
Surveillance and Reconnaissance: Expert in covert operations and surveillance technology.


	
Cyber Warfare: Knowledgeable in cybersecurity and cyber-defence.




Notable Missions:


	
Operation Silent Horizon: Assisted in dismantling a major terrorist cell in the Middle East.


	
Mission Black Ice: Led a covert operation to secure stolen biochemical weapons in Eastern Europe.


	
Project Blue Sentinel: Developed cybersecurity strategies for a leading intelligence agency.




Last Mission:

During his last mission, Peter’s partner was tragically killed, prompting him to step away from the FBI to take some personal time.

Command’s voice trailed off, leaving a heavy silence in its wake.

Alex leaned forward; his brow furrowed. "That’s... quite the portfolio," he said, his tone more serious now. "So, what’s the deal? Do you think he’s a threat?"

Joe shook his head, though uncertainty clouded his eyes. "I don’t know. But people like him don’t just show up out of nowhere—not with a background like that."

Alex leaned back, crossing his arms. "Or maybe he’s just here to heal, like Allen said. Not everything has to be a conspiracy, Joe."

"Maybe," Joe admitted, though his gut told him otherwise.

The air in the Sanctum grew still as they both stared at the glowing screen, Peter Jenkins’s file staring back at them like a riddle begging to be solved.

Command's voice broke through the quiet with urgency. "Becky's water just broke, and she's going into labour. I've arranged for the helicopter to land in the driveway. The hospital is already on standby."

Joe and Alex shot up as if propelled by the same spring, their chairs clattering back. Without a word, they sprinted to the kitchen, nearly colliding with the doorframe on their way in.

"Where’s Becky?" Joe blurted out, his voice a mix of panic and adrenaline.

Gran looked up from the counter, startled by their wild-eyed expressions. "She’s in her room. What’s wrong?"

"Labor!" Alex managed to shout as they turned and bolted, the word trailing behind them like a whirlwind.

They burst into Becky’s room without knocking, their faces flushed and frantic. Becky, sitting on the edge of the bed, looked up in surprise. "Oh, Command," she sighed, shaking her head. "You really are a big mouth. I told you to let them know calmly. Look at the state of these two!"

"I didn’t have time to finish my sentence," Command replied defensively.

"Okay, you two," Becky said, trying to suppress a laugh despite the contraction tightening her abdomen. "Breathe. Stick to the plan. You’re making me more nervous."

Joe and Alex froze, wide-eyed and fumbling. Alex grabbed a nearby trash bin, holding it like a shield, while Joe yanked the duvet off the bed, both of them staring at Becky like she might give them marching orders.

Becky couldn’t help it—she burst into laughter. "Put the trash bin down, Alex, and Joe, give me back the duvet. You’re not delivering the baby here."

They blinked at her, still pale as ghosts.

"Alex," she continued with a grin, "take my hospital bag—it’s right there. Joe, go pull the SUV around in case the helicopter gets delayed."

"But the helicopter—" Joe started.

"Will be here in time," Becky interrupted, doubling over slightly as another contraction hit. Her face tightened, and Joe instinctively stepped forward, catching her elbow to steady her.

"You, okay?" he asked, his voice shaky.

She nodded through gritted teeth. "Just get moving. We’ve got this."

By the time they helped Becky out of the room, Gran was in the hallway, grabbing her coat. "We’ll follow in the car," she called after them.

The unmistakable roar of helicopter blades filled the air as they reached the front door. Two safety personnel rushed inside, ushering them quickly toward the helicopter.

Joe and Alex helped Becky climb aboard, her hospital bag securely in Alex’s grip. The rotors roared louder as the helicopter lifted off, cutting through the cool air with precision.

Joe glanced at Becky, who was calmly breathing through another contraction, and then at Alex, whose face mirrored his own overwhelmed expression. "Well," Joe muttered under his breath, "this isn’t exactly how I pictured my day going."

Becky smiled faintly, her voice steady despite the situation. "Don’t worry, boys. This is just the beginning."

Alex and Joe couldn’t understand how Becky could remain so calm. Every time a contraction gripped her, she instinctively started regulating her breathing, just as they’d learned in prenatal classes. However, Alex and Joe felt it necessary—almost like a reflex—to breathe along with her, puffing and exhaling as though they were the ones in labour.

When the helicopter touched down at the hospital, Dr. Michael Adams and his team were already waiting. They swiftly helped Becky onto a stretcher and began rolling her toward the hospital entrance. Another contraction hit, causing her to wince in pain.

Joe, in a desperate attempt to be helpful, started rambling, "Her water broke, and—"

"Shut up, Joe!" Becky snapped, cutting him off as another wave of pain washed over her. "Both of you, just shut up!"

The rawness in her voice made both Alex and Joe freeze in their tracks.

Dr. Adams turned to them, his expression firm but understanding. "I know you two wanted to be there for the birth, but I think it’s best if you wait outside. You’re stressing her out more than helping right now."

They exchanged guilty looks but nodded in agreement.

Michael allowed them a moment to lean in and kiss Becky on the forehead. "We’ll be here," Alex whispered, his voice trembling slightly.

"Good," Becky managed, just before another contraction curled her body into a tense ball. She clenched her teeth, her eyes blazing as she looked at them. "I swear, I’m going to kill you both once I get these two out of me!"

Joe and Alex exchanged a look, their faces pale with fear. They knew Becky well enough to realize she wasn’t entirely joking.

"Did she mean it?" Alex whispered as they stepped aside.

Joe swallowed hard. "I really, really hope so."

Joe and Alex were pacing the hospital lounge, their worry written all over their faces, when Gran, Grandpa, Louise, Andrew, Tammy, Abby, Nathan, and Sarah arrived. Gran looked at the two men and asked, "Why aren’t you in there?"

Alex sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Michael said it’s better if we stay out here. Apparently, we’re stressing Becky out."

The room erupted into soft laughter as the group took in Joe and Alex’s visibly frazzled state. Their stress and the gravity of the situation were obvious, making their pacing almost comical in contrast to everyone else’s efforts to remain calm.

An hour crawled by before a nurse entered the room. She walked directly to Joe and Alex, her expression carefully neutral.

"There have been some complications," she said softly, "but we’ve given her something to help ease the labour. It could still be a while."

Her words were like a pebble dropped into a pond—small, but creating ripples of worry. She left, and the lounge fell silent except for the sound of Joe and Alex’s shoes as they resumed their pacing. Every so often, one of them would glance anxiously at the clock on the wall, their minds racing with "what ifs."

The minutes felt like hours until, finally, after 2 a.m., the door opened, and Dr. Michael Adams stepped in. His face was grave, his usual composed demeanour now tinged with something heavier.

Joe and Alex froze in place as Michael walked toward them, pulling off his scrub cap and spinning it nervously in his hands. The silence in the room was deafening as he stared down at the cap, avoiding their eyes.
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"Will you two please follow me?" he said quietly, his voice carrying an unsettling weight.

Joe and Alex’s faces fell, their hearts plummeting into their stomachs. The unspoken dread hit them like a tidal wave. Behind them, the others reacted—Gran clasped her hand over her mouth, Tammy stifled a gasp, and Andrew sank into a chair, his head in his hands.

Michael motioned toward the door, and Joe and Alex followed him, their steps heavy with fear, bracing for whatever awaited them.

Michael turned back to the room and gave a sly wink, though Joe and Alex didn’t notice, too consumed by the dread of what they thought was coming. The room, however, had begun to buzz with barely contained excitement, everyone exchanging knowing looks in hushed whispers.

Michael led the way down the hallway, Joe and Alex trailing behind in a daze, as if they were sleepwalking through a nightmare. Their thoughts were blank, their hearts pounding. When Michael stopped in front of a door, he turned to them, taking in the sheer panic on their faces.

"I’m sorry," he said, voice grave, "but this wasn’t my idea."

Before they could process his words, Michael pushed the door open.

Inside, Becky was lying on the hospital bed, her face lit up with a radiant smile. In each arm, she cradled a small, tightly wrapped bundle.

Joe and Alex froze, staring at her in disbelief.

"We thought—Michael, you—" Alex stammered, his voice cracking. "Becky, this was your idea of a joke?"

Becky laughed softly; the sound filled with warmth. "You two looked like you needed a bit of a shake-up," she teased.

Still reeling, they moved closer. "Take off your shirts," Becky instructed, her tone suddenly serious.

Joe blinked at her. "Surely not now? We’re barely recovering from the shock!"

Becky grinned. "I want you to hold your boys," she said, lifting the tiny bundles slightly. "Joe, come to my left, and Alex, to my right."

Moving cautiously, as if approaching something both precious and terrifying, they stepped closer. Becky’s smile softened as she looked down at the newborns.

"Open their blankets before you take them. They're still naked. I want you to hold them to your chests and sit in those chairs over there. They need to feel your heartbeats," she explained. Her eyes sparkled as she added, "Remember, they also have the nano enhancements. Their senses are already heightened."

Joe and Alex’s hands shook as they unwrapped the soft blue blankets, revealing the tiny, perfect forms of their sons.

"Boys, meet your daddies," Becky whispered.

Joe’s eyes filled with tears as he reached for the baby on Becky’s left.

"This is Jonathan," Becky said gently, motioning toward him. Then, turning to Alex, she nodded at the other baby. "And this is Andy."

Joe and Alex each took their son, holding them close, the warmth of the newborns' skin against their own chest. As they sank into the chairs Becky had indicated, the babies settled, their tiny breaths syncing with the steady rhythm of their fathers’ heartbeats.

Joe looked up, his voice shaking. "They’re perfect."

Alex nodded, his own tears spilling over. "Absolutely perfect."

Becky smiled at them; her heart full. "Welcome to fatherhood, you two."

"Are you sure this one is mine?" Joe asked, nudging his head toward the baby with dark hair in his arms. The baby stirred slightly, and Joe couldn’t help but feel as if the little one was asking, Are you stupid or what?

But it was Alex who answered with a grin. "I think it’s the hair," he said, glancing at the baby in his arms. Joe looked up from Jonathan to Andy and then laughed.

"Sorry, stupid question," he chuckled, now noticing the blonde hair on Andy’s head. They exchanged smiles, both of them feeling a wave of warmth.

“And the tests confirmed it,” Becky said.

"You can swap now," Becky said, surprising them both.

"Swap them?" Alex asked, bewildered.

"They’re both your boys. They need equal love from both of you. The love you have for one another must flow into them; they are the ultimate ONE. In DNA and love." Becky explained gently.

Joe and Alex exchanged a glance, still in awe. Slowly, they got up and swapped the babies, each feeling a rush of emotion as they settled the little ones in their arms.

"Hello, Andy," Joe said softly. "I’m your other dad."

Alex, watching Joe, leaned closer, brushing his lips against Joe’s in a quiet kiss, before settling back down with Jonathan.

They sat in silence for a while, absorbing the profound shift in their lives.

Eventually, two nurses entered, pushing baby cribs into the room. They helped Joe and Alex carefully wrap the babies and place them gently into their cribs.

"I fed them before you came in," Becky said with a smile. "They’ll fall asleep shortly, if they’re anything like their dads."

"Haha," Joe laughed softly, his voice filled with disbelief at the tenderness of the moment.

Neither Joe nor Alex could take their eyes off Jonathan and Andy, their hearts full of love as they watched the tiny lives they had brought into the world.

The door opened, and Gran and Grandpa entered, followed closely by Nathan and Sarah, with Louise and Andrew bringing up the rear. The room filled with soft gasps, coos, and whispers of admiration as everyone marvelled at the twins. Becky beamed as each family member took turns admiring Jonathan and Andy.

Once Gran, Grandpa, Nathan, and Sarah left, Abby and Tammy stepped in, their excitement bubbling over as they fussed over the babies. Finally, Benji entered, his usual laid-back demeanour replaced by a tender smile.

“We’ll be waiting for you outside,” Benji said to Joe and Alex before stepping out.

Joe and Alex turned back to Becky. “Go,” she said softly, waving them off. “I know you both could use a brandy after all this. I’ll be here for a day or two, so there’s no need for you to stay. Get some rest.”

They both bent down to kiss her, whispering their gratitude. Then they each kissed Andy and Jonathan, lingering for a moment to soak in the miracle that lay before them. Finally, they turned to one another, sharing a brief, heartfelt kiss, a silent acknowledgment of the incredible journey they had just begun.

Walking out of the room, their hearts, minds, and souls were alight with joy. Michael intercepted them in the hallway, his face a mixture of humour and apology.

“Congratulations! And... I’m really sorry about earlier,” he said, sheepishly spinning his scrub cap in his hands.

Joe and Alex laughed; their stress long forgotten. “It’s fine,” Alex replied with a grin.

Stepping outside, they were greeted by a wave of cheers and applause. The family had gathered at the hospital entrance, their joy echoing into the night. Joe and Alex stood hand in hand, their smiles radiating as they were enveloped by the love and excitement of their family, the miracle of the evening etched into their hearts forever.

It was late when Joe and Alex finally arrived home, but the night was far from over. The family gravitated to the braai room, determined to celebrate. Benji and Nathan immediately assumed their roles as barmen, mixing drinks with practiced ease. Once everyone had a glass in hand, Grandpa raised his and declared, “One. One family, one future, one Sanctum.”

The room echoed with the unified response, “One!”

As the cheers settled, Sandra quietly pulled Joe and Alex aside. “I noticed something,” she began, her tone gentle but pointed. “You don’t have cribs for the babies yet.”

Joe and Alex exchanged stunned glances. “Becky wouldn’t have overlooked something like that,” Joe stammered.

“She didn’t,” Sandra assured them. “She mentioned the ones from New York, remember?”

Realization dawned on them, and they felt their stomachs drop. The cribs! Becky had brought them up during one of their whirlwind shopping trips but assumed the guys would handle it. Their faces must have betrayed their panic because Sandra quickly continued, “Don’t worry. I took care of it yesterday. They’ll arrive first thing in the morning, and Allen has already offered to assemble them.”

Relief washed over Joe and Alex, their tension melting away. “Sandra, you’re a lifesaver,” Alex said, his gratitude evident.

Joe nodded fervently. “We can’t thank you enough.”

Sandra smiled warmly. “That’s what family is for.”

With their minds finally at ease, they returned to the celebration, hearts full and ready to embrace the next chapter of their journey as a family.

“Tonight’s your last night of freedom,” Nathan said, winking at Benji, who grinned mischievously.

Gran caught the exchange and immediately frowned. “No,” she began firmly, but Grandpa gently took her hand, a twinkle of mischief in his own eyes. “It’s tradition,” he said with a knowing smile. Gran sighed, recognizing the inevitable.

Nathan and Benji took their cue, ensuring that Joe and Alex celebrated the night in proper fashion—complete with plenty of toasts and laughter.

When Joe and Alex finally woke sometime the next day, it felt as though freight trains had collided with their bodies. Their heads pounded, and their stomachs churned in rebellion.

Groaning, they stumbled into the kitchen, where Gran was waiting with her trademark mix of care and reprimand. She handed each of them a cold glass of Cream Soda and a couple of aspirin. Without missing a beat, she placed plates of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast in front of them.

“Eat,” she instructed, her voice kind but firm. “This will help.”

The two men exchanged a glance, both looking worse for wear, but they obeyed. Between bites, Gran added with a smirk, “Then you need a shower and to brush your teeth. You both smell like wineries.”

She paused for effect before delivering the real blow. “And don’t forget—you’re heading to the hospital. Clive will drive you.”

Joe and Alex froze, the realization hitting them like a second train. Becky. The boys.

They hadn’t thought about them once since waking up.

Panic set in as they shovelled down their food, occasionally pausing to fight off the gag reflex that threatened to overtake them. They knew they had to get it together—and fast.

The SUV had barely stopped at the hospital entrance before Joe and Alex were out, half running towards Becky’s ward. They skidded to a halt just outside her room, breathless and dishevelled. Inside, Becky was calmly breastfeeding Jonathan.

She glanced up as they entered, immediately sensing something off. It didn’t take long to figure out what.

“Did you two sleep in a brandy bottle last night?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

Both men blushed. “It was Nathan and Benji,” Joe muttered defensively.

“Oh, so Nathan and Benji made you drink the night away, did they?” Becky teased; her voice laced with sarcasm as she watched them squirm for a response.

Without waiting for an answer, she handed Jonathan to Alex, who was closest. “Pick up your boys and hold them. I need a shower,” she said, walking toward the ensuite bathroom.

Joe and Alex exchanged a helpless look before Joe reached for Andy. Awkwardly, they sat down with the babies in their arms, each trying their best to soothe the little bundles.

It didn’t take long for things to unravel. Andy started crying, and within seconds, Jonathan joined in. Joe and Alex swapped the babies and tried every trick they could think of—rocking, shushing, bouncing—but nothing worked. Their pounding heads and frayed nerves made the situation feel impossible.

After what felt like an eternity, Becky emerged from the bathroom, her hair wrapped in a towel, looking fresh and composed.

“What are you doing to my beautiful boys?” she asked with mock exasperation. Hearing her voice, the babies began to calm down, though they still made small noises of protest.

Becky took Jonathan and Andy from them, cradling the two boys before placing them together in one crib. The twins instantly settled, their tiny faces relaxing as they nestled beside each other.

Without turning to Joe and Alex, Becky said, “I hope those cribs I told you about are assembled and waiting for me at home. I’m coming back tomorrow morning, and I expect to see you here by 8 a.m. sharp.”

Her tone left no room for argument. Joe and Alex nodded, silently vowing not to disappoint her again.

They didn’t dare tell Becky about their earlier conversation with Sandra. The last thing they needed was for her to find out they’d completely forgotten about the cribs.

As they settled into the SUV for the drive home, Joe turned to Alex with a nervous look. “What else have we forgotten?” he asked, his voice tinged with panic.

Alex shrugged, looking just as uneasy. “I don’t know, but I feel like there’s something. Becky has a way of remembering everything we don’t.”

From the front seat, Clive smirked as he adjusted the rearview mirror to glance at them. “Mmm,” he said, dragging out the sound with a knowing tone.

Joe and Alex exchanged a wary glance. “What?” Joe asked, leaning forward slightly.

Clive chuckled. “Have you bought car seats?”

Joe stared at him, confused. “No. Car seats? Why do we need them?”

Clive burst out laughing, shaking his head. “Why do you need them? Oh, I don’t know, Joe, maybe because babies don’t come with built-in airbags?”

Alex groaned, leaning back against the headrest. “Great. Another thing we forgot.”

Clive grinned. “Yep. And good luck explaining that to Becky tomorrow when you’re supposed to bring the boys home. You’ll probably get a lecture on parental responsibility.”

Joe ran a hand through his hair, panic creeping into his voice. “Where do we even buy car seats? Is there a specific brand? What if we get the wrong ones?”

"Don't worry," Clive said, glancing in the rearview mirror at Joe and Alex’s worried faces. "Nathan and Benji have the car seats covered and strollers, and Gran and Sandra took care of the cribs. Louise, Sarah, Tammy, and Abby are on standby for anything else. You’ve got an army behind you."

Joe sighed in relief, though his nerves still lingered. “Thanks, Clive. At least someone’s got it together.”

When they stepped into the kitchen, they found Gran and Sandra laughing over something. Their cheerful chatter came to a halt when they saw Joe and Alex’s long faces.

“What’s wrong?” Gran asked, setting her tea down.

Joe slumped into a chair. “Becky’s coming home tomorrow, and we’re worried we’ve forgotten something. She already mentioned the cribs,” he said, exchanging a sheepish glance with Alex.

Gran chuckled softly, her eyes twinkling. “Becky’s just being motherly, dear. If you don’t have something, we’ll make sure it’s sorted. You two have done enough already.”

Sandra nodded in agreement. “Exactly. You’re not expected to have it all figured out. Besides, Becky’s a planner. If anything’s missing, she’ll let you know, and we’ll take care of it.”

“You two have other concerns,” Gran continued gently. “It’s not your job to be with the twins every moment, and Becky knows that. Starting Monday, you’ll both be back to your routines. Becky even arranged for a nanny to help at night, and she’s got all of us during the day.”

Joe and Alex visibly relaxed, though Joe asked, “You’re sure we’re not failing at this already?”

Gran shook her head firmly. “Absolutely not. You’re doing great. Parenting is a team effort, and you’ve got one of the best teams around.”

Sandra chimed in, “Speaking of team efforts, if Becky’s coming home tomorrow, what do you think about rescheduling the braai for tomorrow night? It could be a nice welcome home for her.”

“And everybody can meet Peter,” Gran said.

Alex hesitated. “I don’t know... What if she wants it quiet? And the babies need sleep, too.”

Sandra smiled knowingly. “Believe me, Becky has more energy than you two combined right now. And she’s already said the babies need to get used to some noise—it’s part of life. She’ll appreciate the celebration, trust me.”

Joe and Alex exchanged glances. Finally, Alex nodded. “Alright. Let’s do it. But if she gives us ‘the look,’ I’m blaming you and Sandra.” Gran and Sandra erupted in laughter.

Joe and Alex walked into the braai room, where Grandpa and Allen were reminiscing about long-ago fishing trips. The two older men were laughing over tales of the "one that got away" when Joe and Alex strolled in.

Nathan quickly appeared with two drinks in hand. “Here,” he said, shoving the glasses toward them.

Joe raised his hand to decline, “No thanks, Nathan, I think we’re—”

Nathan cut him off, grinning. “Drink. Trust me, it’ll help. Later, you can soak it all up with some of Mom and Sandra’s beef stew.”

Reluctantly, they accepted the drinks, sinking into chairs and listening to Allen and Grandpa’s animated storytelling. The warmth of family and the hearty dinner that followed eased their frayed nerves, even if only a little.

After dinner, Joe and Alex decided to call it a night. They wanted to be well-rested for their early start the next morning when they’d pick up Becky and the boys.

But sleep didn’t come easily. As they lay in bed, both stared at the ceiling, their minds racing with concerns. Thoughts of Becky, the twins, and what the future might hold filled the silence between them.

After a while, Joe rolled onto his side, glancing at Alex in the dim light. “I can’t sleep,” he murmured.

Alex sighed, his voice barely above a whisper. “Me neither.”

Joe reached out, his hand brushing lightly over Alex’s chest, the touch so gentle it raised small goosebumps. He smiled, pleased with the response. “Looks like I haven’t lost my touch,” Joe whispered playfully.

Alex turned his head toward Joe, a small smile forming despite the weight of the day. “Not even a little,” he said softly.

Joe leaned in, his lips brushing against Alex’s in a teasing, feather-light kiss. His hand started roaming Alex’s body. Barely touching the skin. His lips, cheek and following Alex’s jaw bone to his ear around the shell and down to his neck. It sent shivers through Alex’s body and Joe smiled. 

“I love this hollow of your neck here,” he whispered, “I love the bulging of your muscles as my hands move over it.” His finger glided over Alex’s nipple and his whole body spasmed. Joe smiled. His fingers tracing the indentations of his abs, always slowly. He circled his belly button and traced the bulging of his v-line. Lower towards his pudic hair. Brushing lightly over it almost touching his soft skin of his cock. Alex’s wanting him to touch it, but Joe refused. Sling past down his thigh to his knee and up the inner thigh until he sensed Alex’s balls. But he did not touch and moved down the other thigh Alex moaned, “Come on Babe.” Joe removed his hand. 

“No talking, now we have to start again.” Joe smiled and moved his hand back to Alex’s lips. Joe started again slower, he moved to his jaw, ear, nipple...v line and his pubic hair to his thigh barely touching Alex’s twitching cock. “Fuck!” said Alex, jumping out of bed and moving to the cupboard in haste. He removed something and turned, his rock-hard cock barely moving as he stepped closer to the bed. 

He stood at the foot of the bed. Grabbed Joe’s feet and pulled it apart. He kneeled down and started pushing his torso upward between Joe’s legs. His eyes where level with Joe’s balls. He opened his mouth and bit his ball sack. Joe gasped not expecting this. 

Then he started moving again and bit into the side of Joe’s shaft, then he took Joe’s head in his mouth and bit down hard. “Shout for me Babe,” He hissed moving up to Joe’s V-line and bit down on the one side. Then his belly button. And up his abs biting as he drew level with Joe’s face. “Is that all you got,” Joe asked mockingly smiling into Alex’s face. 

Alex took his hands and then Joe noticed it was a tie. He tied them together pushed Joe’s arms up and tied them to the headboard. Pulling harder on the tie making Joe squeal. 

Alex smiled at Joe, “No it is not all I got,” and his body started moving up and down pinning their cocks together between them. He sat up sitting on top of Joe’s cock still pressing hard onto his body and moved his hips in various directions. Joe closed his eyes. Alex smiled and got up. Joe opened his eyes in shock. 

“Now the back,” Alex said taking Joe’s feet to flip him over onto his stomach. Joe’s cock awkwardly pressing against the mattress. Alex moved to the bedside table and Joe knew what was going to happen now. Excitement filling his body. But Alex surprised him again. Pulling his legs apart everything open. Alex kneeled between his legs again but this time his hand grabbed hold of Joe’s balls and moved up and grabbed his cock. Twisting and pulling it down pointing towards his feet. He heard Joe bury his face in a cushion and shout. 

Alex smiled knowing Joe is expecting him. He opened the lube and squirted it into his hand. He lowered himself facing Joe’s cheeks and he bit down hard. This time Joe shouted even harder. He lifted his head and he could see the teeth marks on Joe’s arse. He smiled, “This is what I have got for you,” he said stroking his cock to cover it with lube. His body moving fast and hard towards Joe. 

Joe did not entirely expect this and he gasped and shouted into cushion as he felt Alex penetrate him from behind. Alex leaned in and bit down hard on Joe’s shoulder making him scream again. Smiling he started plunging into his best friend, his love, his everything. He could feel Joe spasm into orgasm and he pushed harder and felt himself release into Joe. 

Alex untied Joe’s hands and rolled of him gasping for air. Joe did not move immediately. When he looked at Alex his face was filled with astonishment, “I did not expect that from you Babe.” Joe said. Watching Alex. “But I will not say no to it again.”

Alex turned his head and smiled. 

“Just not now, my arse feels like it has exploded. I do not think I will be able to sit for a few days. Not comfortably anyway.” Joe said and pulled Alex closer into a kiss.

They lay a little longer then got up, showered and got back into bed. In each other’s arms they drifted off.
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At precisely 6 a.m., Command woke them up. Feeling significantly better than the previous morning, Joe and Alex got up and began their day. While Alex was in the bathroom brushing his teeth, he suddenly heard Joe shout, "Ouch!" from the bed.

Alex leaned around the doorpost, toothbrush still in his mouth, and saw Joe sitting on the bed, smiling sheepishly. "What happened now?" Alex asked, his words slightly muffled.

Joe grinned at him. "It’s your fault," he said. 

Alex couldn’t help but laugh, the sudden burst of amusement causing him to spray toothpaste across the bathroom mirror. He groaned, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand before poking his head back out. “Wasn’t me,” he teased, strolling toward Joe.

Joe smirked, but before he could reply, Alex leaned down and kissed him softly on the lips. "That was for teasing me," Alex said with a playful glint in his eye.

Hand in hand, they headed to the kitchen, where the delicious aroma of freshly baked muffins greeted them. Gran and Sandra were busy arranging trays on the counter.

“Did you two sleep here last night?” Joe asked, grinning at the sight of the two women bustling about kitchen.

Gran and Sandra burst into laughter. “We just wanted everything to be ready for breakfast before Becky and the boys arrive,” Gran explained.

Sandra nodded, wiping her hands on a dish towel. “Family and friends will be here all day. We figured it’s easier if everything’s prepped in advance. Plus, everyone’s going to want to come and see the new boys on the block.”

Joe, suddenly struck by a thought, turned to Sandra. “Sandra, does Peter know about The Sanctum?”

She looked up from arranging the muffins, a curious smile spreading across her face. “I’m not sure,” she replied. “But seeing that Allen is part of us, maybe. Why? Are you thinking of pulling him in?”

Joe nodded thoughtfully. “I had Command pull Peter’s file for me, and it’s impressive. We could use his expertise.”

Alex, already sensing where Joe was heading, agreed. “It makes sense. His skills could be a real asset.”

Before they could continue, Allen walked into the kitchen. “Did I hear Peter’s name?” he asked, crossing the room to Sandra. Wrapping her in his arms, he said with a grin, “My love, how I’ve missed you.”

Sandra blushed and playfully swatted at him. “You’re a nosy, foolish old man,” she said, giggling.

Allen chuckled. “Why do you think Jonathan offered me the job?” he teased.

Sandra shook her head with an affectionate smile, then turned back to Joe. “Maybe you should ask Allen.”

Joe didn’t waste a moment. “Allen, does Peter know about The Sanctum?”

Allen’s smile grew wide, but then his expression turned serious. “No, not really,” he admitted. “I told him stories when he was a child—stories of heroes on missions more than anything else. But with his dad’s influence, I doubt he remembers. Why?”

Joe exchanged a glance with Alex. “We could use his expertise.”

Before they could dive deeper into the conversation, Command interrupted through the intercom. “Benji and Clive have just arrived with the transport.”

“Thanks,” Alex responded.

Allen clapped his hands together. “Well, let’s not keep the babies waiting! We can talk to Peter when he gets here later.”

Joe and Alex grabbed their jackets, and with a final glance at Sandra and Allen, hurried out the door.

Alex and Joe walked toward the vehicles, intending to hop into one, but paused when they noticed the already-installed car seats, leaving space for only one other passenger. Joe raised an eyebrow at Benji, who stood nearby with a proud grin.

“Thanks, Benji,” Joe said, genuinely touched.

“I’m not even going to explain what these beauties can do,” Benji replied, patting one of the car seats. “But trust me, those boys couldn’t be safer. These have the latest technology for protection—they’re even bulletproof.”

Joe and Alex exchanged wide-eyed glances as Benji nodded with pride.

“You two will need to take the other vehicle,” Clive said with a smile. “This one’s reserved for Becky and the boys.”

Joe and Alex climbed into the designated car, watching as the SUV carrying the car seats pulled out of the driveway ahead of them.

It was 7:30 AM when they strolled into Becky’s hospital room. She was sitting up, holding one of the twins, her face lighting up when she saw them.

They leaned down to kiss her on the cheek before turning their attention to the boys. Placing the car seats on the ground.

“Good morning, boys,” they both said softly, but the babies were sound asleep.

Joe sighed, turning to Becky. “But they’re sleeping again,” he said with mock frustration.

Becky laughed, adjusting the blanket over Jonathan. “That’s all they’re supposed to do for the first few months—eat, sleep, and poop,” she teased, clearly enjoying the look of slight disappointment on Joe and Alex’s faces.

Joe grinned mischievously. “When will they be able to braai, though?”

The room erupted in laughter at his question.

Becky shook her head, smiling. “I’m just waiting for Michael to discharge us, and then we can go.”

Alex, ever playful, fluttered his eyelashes dramatically at her. “Becky,” he said sweetly, “we forgot about the cribs... and the car seats... and, well, everything. Will you forgive us?”

She tilted her head, pretending to think, then burst into laughter. “I knew you would forget. That’s why Sandra and the family stepped in to help.”

Joe stepped forward earnestly. “But we want to be the best dads ever.”

She placed a hand on his arm, her expression softening. “You already are. You have your part to play, and I have mine. The family will support us every step of the way.”

Alex raised an eyebrow. “So... you’re not going to kill us like you joked about before the babies arrived?”

Becky smirked, her eyes twinkling. “Hmm... I’m still considering it.”

Laughter filled the room once again as Michael walked in, finalizing the discharge papers. After ensuring the babies were snug in their car seats, Benji double-checked the straps with meticulous care.

With everything secure, the convoy of vehicles pulled out of the hospital parking lot, carrying the new family home.

As they pulled into the driveway, the cheering crowd of family and friends gathered to welcome them. Balloons swayed in the breeze, and laughter echoed through the air. Allen, camera in hand, snapped pictures of the momentous occasion, capturing every smile, tear, and hug.

The ladies immediately swept Becky away toward the babies’ room, oohing and aahing over every detail. Allen, ready to follow, was intercepted by Sandra, who took the camera from him and gently nudged him toward the men.

“Go,” she said with a smirk. “The ladies have this covered.”

Allen chuckled and headed to the braai room, where Joe and Alex were already marvelling at the spread Andrew and Gran had organised. A breakfast buffet stretched across the room, complete with fresh fruit, pastries, scrambled eggs, bacon, and an array of drinks served by waitstaff.

The house buzzed with activity as people came and went throughout the day, each eager to greet Becky and meet the new arrivals. Becky eventually brought the boys out, allowing Joe and Alex their first peaceful moment to cradle their sons amidst the whirlwind. Allen, camera back in hand, took candid shots of the proud fathers.

When the boys began to get restless, Becky scooped them up, accompanied by Abby and Tammy, who eagerly offered their help. With the boys settled, Joe and Alex found themselves standing at the bar, nursing beers and soaking in the atmosphere.

The chatter around them quieted slightly as Peter entered the room. Allen walked over to greet him, guiding him around for introductions.

Finally, Allen led Peter to Joe and Alex, who had their backs turned. Allen’s voice was tinged with a mix of pride and mischief as he spoke.

“Do you remember those stories I used to tell you about the secret family organization?” Allen asked Peter.

Peter grinned, nodding. “How could I forget, Grandpa? I thought they were just bedtime tales to keep me entertained.”

“And do you remember,” Allen continued, “when I told you there was one Admiral at the helm?”

Peter tilted his head, curiosity flickering in his eyes. “I remember, but where are you going with this?”

Allen placed a hand on Peter’s shoulder and gestured toward Joe and Alex, who had turned to face them, their expressions calm but commanding.

“Well, Peter,” Allen said, his voice heavy with meaning, “I want you to meet the Admirals.”

Peter’s eyes widened as realization dawned. “Wait... you’re serious? They’re the Admirals?”

The shock on Peter's face was palpable as he stammered, “But how... you cannot be. You’re so young, and you... you’re gay.”

The room fell into a heavy silence. All eyes turned toward Joe and Alex, who were still leaning casually against the bar counter. But then, as they straightened and stepped forward, the air around them seemed to change. A quiet authority emanated from their presence, filling the room like a tangible force. It was as if Superman himself had shed his tie and glasses to reveal the hero beneath.

Peter’s jaw slackened; his disbelief evident. He turned to Allen, searching for some explanation, then abruptly muttered, “Excuse me,” and strode out of the room toward the ocean.

Allen moved to follow, concern etched on his face, but Joe raised a hand to stop him. “We’ll handle it,” he said, his voice steady. “Nathan, can you pour three doubles, please?”

Nathan nodded and quickly prepared the drinks. Joe grabbed two glasses, handing one to Alex, and they followed Peter outside.

They found him sitting alone by the bonfire, the flames casting flickering shadows across his troubled face. Joe extended a glass toward him. “This isn’t how we wanted you to find out,” he said gently, the aura of authority still lingering in his voice.

Peter looked up at him, hesitated for a moment, then took the glass. “I’m sorry,” he said, staring into the fire. “It’s just... I’ve had some hard times. And now, my childhood dreams, the stories Grandpa told me—they were shattered in there.” He paused, then looked up at Joe and Alex. “By two gay guys younger than me.”

Joe couldn’t help but smile at the irony in Peter’s tone. “Well, Alex and I had it worse our first time,” he said, a teasing note in his voice.

Peter raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite himself. “Oh yeah? How so?”

Alex chuckled, taking a seat beside Peter. “That’s a story for another time. Right now, we need to talk about what happens next.”

Joe sat on Peter’s other side, resting a hand lightly on his shoulder. “You’ve got questions, and we’ll give you answers. But first, you need to understand something: the stories Allen told you weren’t just fairy tales. They were foundations. And you? You’re part of this too.”
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