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      IT’S MAYA HERE. I’M IN DEEP DOO DOO AND THE DIRTY DIAPERS HAVEN’T EVEN BEGUN YET. NOPE, THIS IS A WHOLE OTHER LEVEL OF DIRT, AND WE MIGHT JUST GET BURIED IN IT.

      I’ve been bred for love by an entire stable full of doting alpha males. As if the prospect of one reverse harem baby wasn’t terrifying enough, I’ve got two secret babies on the way and I’m not sure which of my rockstar friends to lovers is the father. Maybe none of them? Maybe, by some miracle, I conceived them with my actual boyfriend, Max?

      Max and I have been tackling this whole pregnant-with-twins thing like bosses, ever since I was forced to leave The Infidels’ tour bus —and most of my harem— behind a few, very, very long months ago.

      But just when I think I’ve got a handle on almost everything within my power to control, Foster calls and our whole world is once again turned upside down. With all of our secrets threatening to be exposed, how will we possibly all make it out of this scandal with our hearts and souls intact?

      You won’t want to miss the epic and thrilling, long anticipated conclusion to Best Friends to Lovers rockstar romance series! Buckle your safety belts, it’s going to be a bumpy ride: scandal, blackmail, a shocking proposal, six possible secret baby daddies, and a one crazy plot twist that you will not have seen coming…
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      As terrifying, overwhelming and final of a decision as it was, I decided to give motherhood a shot.

      For the last five months, I'd been good-naturedly allowing these twin parasitic jellybeans to feed off of my body and grow inside of me at nature's pace. I'd been taking all of my vitamins, drinking the recommended amount of water, and getting a full eight hours of sleep. I went to all of my doctor's appointments, as many with Max as he could get away from work for, and cut out all the crap they told me I had to.

      Max was being an absolute angel, but I was under no illusion about the inevitable outcome of my pregnancy and how it could shatter the tenuous bubble of domesticity that we found ourselves suddenly thrust into. If the twins weren't his, this happy couple life we were leading could end in a heartbeat.

      Clean living is just about as much fun as it sounds, especially when compared with the lifestyle that immediately preceded it. My life now was total night and day from what it had been just six short moths ago. I went from party girl to party pooper. And I missed my band. My harem. I missed them with an intensity that felt like I'd been left with a shotgun blast sized hole in my chest. My heart was in tatters.

      To take my mind off things, and also because I knew I needed to be prepared to take care of myself and my children, no matter what king size drama unfolded in the near future, I'd immediately thrown myself into an online medical billing certification program. I chose it because it was quick and because I could work from home, wherever that proved to be.

      Between studying for that and also What to Expect When Expecting, and a whole host of other pregnancy and parenthood materials, I had barely enough free time left over to start shopping for all of the things I would soon need. This included new clothes that might have a chance at containing this ever expanding, 7ish months pregnant with twins belly of mine. Sitting on the couch and looking down at the elastic waistband of what had been my favorite pair of comfortable yoga pants stretched to maximum capacity and threatening to give out at any second had me in despair. Or maybe that was my hormones? Otherwise, why would I be crying right now over some cheap athleisure-wear?

      I needed something to take my mind away from its current, ridiculous, track. Looking at the clock, I realized the eagerly awaited time to check my final grade was upon me. I opened up my laptop and logged into my school portal with a sense of hope and dread. I had chosen this particular program because it had a high placement rate, but the better placements were offered to the highest scorers. I thought I'd been doing well, but now that it was time to find out for real, my confidence began to crash.

      What if my pregnancy brain was affecting both my schoolwork and my ability to judge how well I'd been performing it? What if I was way off base and I was actually at the bottom of my class? What if the feedback my professor was providing was the same generic feedback she provided every student with, to avoid conflict, while churning enough underwhelming students through the program mill at a fast enough pace to satisfy her employer?

      All these unreasonable fears hit me all at once and the tears fell even harder than they had before. I think I'd managed to get the correct screen open, but I was in no shape to read what was on it. I was a totally hormonal, blubbering mess.

      That's how Max found me when he got home from work.

      I didn't even realize that he'd gotten home until I registered him diving for the couch to rescue the laptop. Belatedly, I felt it sliding from my thighs, on its current trajectory of doom, towards the hardwood floor.

      "What's wrong, Maya?" Max's concerned voice asked, while placing the rescued computer on the coffee table, before parking his beautiful ass next to me and pulling me into his comforting embrace.

      "I-I-I-I'm the w-worst st-student ever," I wailed and buried my face in his chest.

      "What would make you say that?" Max asked in a calm, soothing tone I'd begun to dub his 'crisis management' voice. He'd been using it a lot more frequently of late. Its spike in use appeared to correlate directly with the increased frequency of my tears and increased girth of my waistline. "I thought you said classes were going well and the professor liked you?" He asked, using cool logic and calm reason, that I felt were utterly uncalled for, and totally unappreciated.

      "I know I f-f-failed," my muffled voice stuttered against his warm, now wet, chest. I was at least ninety-five percent certain that not all of the dampness on his dress shirt was due to tears, but he didn't seem to mind when I rubbed my dripping nose against him. He'd probably make a great dad if my boogers held such little concern for him, I thought, which only renewed the force of my tears …“ because he probably wasn't.

      "Have you even looked at your grade yet?" He asked me. I was really beginning to get annoyed with how reasonable and practical his arguments were. Were we arguing? I don't know. Yes? If I was mad at him, then we must be.

      "Shut your stupid mouth," I told him aggressively, because it seemed better than admitting that I had not found the courage to look yet and that I'd totally given into a fit of hysterics without even knowing if they were warranted.

      He made no more comment, but the sudden tremors wracking his body made me think that I was being silently laughed at, so I did the only reasonable thing I could in a situation like this. That's right. I gave him a charley horse. And I do not have a single regret.

      "Jesus, Maya!" He exclaimed, releasing me and jumping away from the couch like it was lava. "Ow," he said rubbing his offended leg.

      "Don't laugh at me," I warned him.

      "I swear, I would never," he replied, but the smirk he failed to contain made me think he was less than solemn in his oath.

      I struggled to lever myself up off the couch, with every intent of making him pay even more, but he thwarted me when he helped me up and pulled me back into his arms.

      "Have I told you yet today how radiant you are and how much I love you?" He whispered into my neck, just below my ear, while sliding his hand into the silky tangle of hair at my nape. "Your skin is fucking luminous," he continued. "And your hair is so thick and silky and shiny," he whispered as his other hand travelled down my back to cup the extra juiciness of my pregnancy ass. "These fucking curves are driving me insane," he told me just before beginning to nibble on my neck.

      One thing I can say for pregnancy, it makes me horny AF. If you thought I was insatiable before, just think again. I don't know how Max alone managed to satisfy me, when I was used to having my needs met by so many men, but he did. And this tactic he had of diverting rogue hormones from meltdown territory straight into sexual territory was one I was whole-coochedly on board with.

      Which is why, when he reluctantly began to disentangle himself from me, I whined in protest.

      "Let's check those grades first, Maya," he urged.

      Again with the logic and reason, I thought disgustedly, but in my heart of hearts, I knew he was right. Adulting before bang-festing was the right choice to be made here.

      So, being the total adult I am, I covered most of my eyes with my hands, allowing for just a peep of sight, with my right eye, between my middle and ring fingers on my right hand, when I told him, "you look. I can't do it."

      This time, when he laughed at me, very much out in the open and without even the slightest effort to hide it, I allowed it.

      "I knew it!" Max exclaimed, grabbing me in a one armed hug, while he held the laptop aloft with his unoccupied arm and commenced reading the words on the screen to me.

      Not only had I passed with flying colors, but I'd achieved the top slot out of everyone in my class. I had my pick of available jobs. A weight I didn't know I was carrying suddenly lifted and I felt more free than I had in a long time. Since finding out I was pregnant. Now, no matter what happened, I knew I'd have a flexible position I could use to support myself after the twins were born.

      Max and I had talked about it so much over the last few months. He didn't seem to get why I needed this, telling me he would support me and that I didn't need to worry. But worry I did. I just wasn't prepared yet to believe he was fully committed to this choice I'd made - on my own ...“ if things didn't turn out a certain way, and if Max didn't turn out to be the twins' father. And until that changed, I knew I needed to be prepared for anything life threw at me.

      Now I felt like I was, or at least like I'd made a big step in the right direction.

      Max may not have fully understood my murky motives, but he still supported all of my choices anyway. That's just the stand up kind of guy he is and one of the many reasons why I love him so fucking much.

      "This calls for a celebration," Max said, bringing me back from my thoughts and to the present. "What should we do?" He asked.

      "I've got a few ideas," I smirked back at him.

      The hand I'd managed to covertly slide into place along the growing bulge of his beloved cock left no room for doubt those thoughts were naughty by nature.
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        * * *

      

      "What are you doing?" The question came out of me as a surprised squawk, that quickly turned into a fit of the giggles, as Max swept me off my feet and carried me into the bedroom. The extra weight I'd put on didn't seem to have any effect on his ability to manhandle me with an ease that turned my insides to molten hot desire.

      I gasped when he suddenly tossed me onto my back on the bed then stalked towards me with obvious hunger.

      "Flip over," Max demanded, and I instantly complied without thought. Though I must confess, my idea of what constituted 'instant' these days was a far cry from quick, or graceful. I rolled onto my belly, beginning to push myself to my hands and knees, anticipating that he was in the mood for doggy-style. Lately he'd become obsessed with the extra meat padding my ass.

      "Stop," he growled. "I want that pretty face pressed into the sheets, Maya."

      I had been propping my front half up on my elbows, but I slid my arms forward and lowered it back down to the bed, pressing my cheek into the soft cotton sheets and presenting my ass to his lustful gaze.

      In this position my t shirt began to ride up my back and I felt Max climb up onto the bed behind me and help it along with a gentle hand along my spine. I had no bra on and my ripe tits were now swinging completely free. His hands curved around my body to cup them and he groaned as he gently squeezed and massaged my soft flesh.

      "They're getting so fucking big," Max said, grinding his hard cock along the valley of my ass and making my sex clench and ache for him to fill it.

      He released my breasts with a firm pinch of each sensitive nipple, making me gasp with pleasure, and I felt him straighten up behind me. He slid both knees between mine and firmly nudged my legs apart.

      "Oh fuck, Maya," Max groaned in need. "You're not wearing underwear are you?" he asked.

      I felt his eyes on my ass, and I could imagine his view. Skintight dark gray leggings, stretched to capacity, and firmly molded to every crevice and fold of my ever expanding body.

      "You're soaking wet," he whispered as his hand ghosted over the damp material covering my needy sex.

      There was no further warning before he sunk his fingers into the wet material and ripped a giant hole in the seat, exposing my pussy and ass.

      "Those were my favorite pair!" I screeched, sliding my hands back to try and assess the damage by feel. They were most definitely ruined.

      "They were practically threadbare and didn't fit you anymore," Max replied almost absently. I could tell his focus was more on my body, and on his immediate plans for it, than my words. "We need to buy you new clothes," he added against the backdrop of his zipper being lowered.

      Max took possession of my wrists and folded my arms up behind me, positioning them against the small of my back and out of the way of his questing dick. Seconds later I was impaled on his steely shaft and drooling my pleasure into the absorbent sheets.

      "Fuck yes!" Max gritted out between clenched teeth. "I've been craving this all day," he added, beginning to thrust inside of me in long, smooth strokes as I pushed back against his abdomen to take him in deeper and harder.

      "That's it Maya," Max urged me on. "Take that dick like a good little slut."

      My cunt bore down hard on his invading flesh, squeezing him like a vice whenever he uttered anything filthy that turned me on. So he kept doing it.

      "You like me pinning you down and fucking this juicy pussy into submission, don't you?"

      He got his answer when my pussy spasmed. I heard him knowingly chuckle above me.

      He let go of my arms and I let them fall to my sides with the next thrust of his hips. He leaned forward then, and I could feel the buttons of his dress shirt digging into my back as his hips flexed and he drove his cock in deep. He wrapped his arms around me. His left arm sliding around the lower curve of my pregnant belly and the other encompassing my swelling breasts, with his right hand gripping my left tit. Then he leaned backwards, forcing me into an upright kneeling position, while he continued to pump into my very well lubricated pussy.

      "Yes, Maya," he groaned into the side of my neck. "Milk that fucking dick," he urged as our hips ground against each other in utter tandem while my internal muscles continued to give him the cock massage of his life.

      "I'm going to flood this pussy with so much fucking cum, Maya," Max warned, while picking up the pace.

      I was in a state. I couldn't respond with anything but whimpers and moans. The feel of Max simultaneously inside of me and wrapped around me, gripping my fertile curves and loving me with every inch of himself, was making me lose my mind. All I could do was give myself over to the orgasm I could feel barreling its way toward me at full steam.

      "Are you ready for my cum, Maya?" Max whispered directly into the shell of my ear, his breath sending goosebumps all over my flesh. He bit down on my lobe and sucked it into his mouth, then began running his talented tongue along my ear and neck, at the same time as the hand holding my belly slid down to cup my mound, stroking over my clit, and that was it.

      I detonated within his strong grip, into a quivering, quaking mass of orgasmic flesh, on a wordless scream, as thick blast after blast of creamy spunk splashed against my insides, coating every bit of my slick tunnel until it was forced to ooze out around our joined flesh.
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