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Chapter 1
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ENYA HOLLIDAY SAT THERE watching the phone ring, hoping her man-of-the-moment would finally get the hint. After three straight calls, she heaved a huge sigh and snatched up the phone.

“Yes, Vaughn?”

“Baby, what’s up? I’ve been trying to get at you all day.”

“Yeah, I know. I’ve been a little busy.”

“What’s going on? You all right?”

Enya plunked more sugar into her black tea and mindlessly swirled it with a spoon, leaning a hip against her marbled quartz kitchen counter. “I’m fine.”

“Well, I wanted to see what was up for tonight. You know we have to do it up together for New Year’s Eve.”

“I told you I’m going to my sister Emberly’s for our annual family New Year’s Eve party. And I can’t miss that.”

“Oh damn, that’s right.” There was a pause and Enya waited for what she knew was coming, already preparing her response. “What time does that kick off?”

“Officially eight o’clock. Realistically more like nine or ten.”

“You want me to pick you up? It’d be cool to see your family again.”

“Not necessary. I might go by early to see if Emberly needs help, since she usually fusses about us not showing up until everything is done.”

“Well, that’s cool. I don’t mind helping out.”

Enya took her time responding with a long sip of her tea. Vaughn had no idea that the countdown of his time with her was on its last ticks. He was a cool guy and she liked him just fine, but she had officially grown bored of their relationship. She didn’t get ‘that’ feeling with him. There was no future for them and Enya didn’t need him thinking there was. 

Hopefully she’d be able to be done with him as easily as she wished, though. She just hadn’t been able to make herself find out.

“Actually, Vaughn, I’m going alone,” she finally informed him. “I’ll call you sometime tomorrow, though.”

“Why can’t I go with you tonight? I wanted to bring in the new year together. Some say the midnight kiss is good luck.”

If only she could get the good luck without the New Year’s kiss, because she would surely need it. 

“Yeah, but still,” she replied, putting down her cup. “Don’t take it personally or anything but I’m gonna need to just hang with the family tonight.”

Vaughn was quiet for a few moments and she wondered if he was going to keep putting up a fuss. She hoped not, because she wasn’t in the mood. And the last thing she felt like doing was going back and forth with him. 

“Fine,” he thankfully resigned with a sigh. “Guess I don’t have much of a choice, if you wanna go alone. Can you at least call me at midnight, let me see you on video chat, or something?”

“Sure.” Enya just wanted to get off the phone. “I have to go, Vaughn; there are some more things I need to do before I head over to Emberly’s later.”

“All right. I guess.”

Enya could hear the slight attitude in his voice but she didn’t care. He’d be all right. “I’ll talk to you later.”

She barely gave him a chance to respond before hanging up the phone. She ran her hands down her face wearily before grabbing her cup of tea and heading over to the living room, tucking her bare feet underneath her on the soft white couch. Her brow furrowed as she took another long sip and set the cup on a coaster on the glass coffee table. If she had her way, she’d spend her evening in that very spot, watching old music videos under her huge fuzzy blanket and eating loaded nachos. But she knew her family would raise a major fuss if she did, especially her fellow triplet sisters, Emberly and Evelyn. Her brother Noah might cut her some slack, but he’d still pepper her with enough questions to where she didn’t want to bother.

It was New Year’s Eve and the last thing Enya felt like doing was partying or being around a lot of people; she had too much on her mind. Usually, she lived for going out and enjoying herself, painting her city of Terston red. But not this year. And she didn’t want to spend the evening with Vaughn because he was part of the reason for the mood she was in, though he didn’t know it. 

Glancing at her silver watch, she was thankful that she had a few hours before she’d be expected at Emberly’s. Sliding down and wiggling into a comfortable position, she closed her eyes and hoped to oversleep.

––––––––
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LATER THAT EVENING, Enya grudgingly slipped into a silver top and some skinny jeans, ran a flat iron through her short hair, donned her signature huge silver hoop earrings, and headed over to Emberly’s loft. She’d hoped the anxiousness she’d been carrying around for the past few days would have eased some, but no such luck. 

“This is for the birds,” she muttered, pulling up to her sister’s building. Briefly resting her head on the headrest, she made herself open the door, knowing it would only be a matter of time before one of her sisters started calling or texting her, asking where she was. Usually, she’d already be up there, sneaking some of Emberly’s desserts and grilling whoever Noah’s girlfriend-of-the-moment was. 

“It’s about time!” Emberly exclaimed when Enya finally made it upstairs. 90’s R&B played through the hidden speakers. “I was just about to call you.”

“Hmph.” Enya’s eyes scanned the room. “Where’s Noah?”

“He’s on the way. He had to pick up Kimmy.”

“Kimmy?”

“Yeah, that’s his ‘boo’,” Emberly clarified with a wiggle of her fingers. “For now, anyway. Evelyn and I already have a bet going on how long it’ll be before he finds something wrong with her.”

“I give it a month,” Evelyn called out from where she was lounging on the blue velvet sectional. Her phone was in its usual spot in front of her face. “You want in?”

“Nah, I’ll try to think positively this time,” Enya droned, even though she really didn’t. They all knew about their brother’s tendency to dump a woman once he found a seemingly-dire flaw. “Plus, y’all remember what happened the last time we bet on him like that.”

“Ehh, he got over it,” Emberly dismissed with a wave of her hand. She headed back over to the kitchen.

“Yeah, it’s not like he doesn’t know that he changes women like I change socks.” Evelyn finally looked up from her phone, adjusting her glasses as she glanced at her younger sister by three minutes. “Oh, you look cute.”

“Thanks.” Enya started to join her on the couch but the aromas wafting throughout the room had her detouring to the kitchen area. Emberly was an in-demand pastry chef and owner of an increasingly popular dessert company called Oh My Decadence. She always had a spread of sweets prepared for when they all got together, and this time was no different. Enya snagged a mini apple pie taco from the tray on the counter, earning a brief glare from Emberly. She took a bite, licking the cinnamon sugar from her lips. “Damn, girl, this is good!”

“Why are you sounding surprised?” Emberly asked with a smile. “This is what I do.”

“I know, I know.” Enya surveyed the spread in front of her. “What else you got? Actually, it doesn’t even matter; I plan on eating some of everything.”

“Whaaaat?” Evelyn marveled, turning around. “Usually your skinny behind only wants to nibble on stuff. What’s going on? And how come you didn’t bring Vaughn with you?”

“Ugh. You know I told you I was starting to cool off on him.”

“Oh, so you’re really gonna end it, huh? I thought you were just PMSing when you said that.”

“Wait, you’re dumping Vaughn already?” Emberly asked, her eyebrows shooting up. “Why didn’t I know that?”

“Oh, Ev and I talked about it when we went to lunch the other day, that’s all,” Enya explained. 

Emberly’s expression melted into a slight frown. “You two went to lunch?”

“Yeah. You were busy catering some event,” Evelyn chimed in. “And it was kind of spur of the moment, anyway.”

“Hmm. Okay.” Emberly went about wiping down the already-clean counter, the frown still on her face. 

“Ev, you haven’t put that phone down since I got here. You’re not stalking Travis’s social media page, are you?” Enya asked, taking another apple pie taco.

“No. I am not stalking anything,” Evelyn refuted. “I’m simply trying to see what he’s up to. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“He’s your ex-husband for a reason.”

“So? I’m still Mrs. Holliday-Sears. And we’re still friends.”

“Does he know that?”

Before Evelyn could retort, the doorbell rang. Since Emberly was still busying herself with needless cleaning and made no move towards the door, Enya went to answer it, stuffing the rest of her treat into her mouth.

“E3, what up?” Noah, the triplets’ older brother, greeted Enya when she swung the door open. Enya just shook her head. 

“E3?” the woman on his arm inquired curiously, looking back and forth between Noah and Enya. Her black hair was smoothed into an intricate bun on top of her head. Her curvy body was poured into a tight white scoop-neck top and high-waisted skinny jeans, and she wore strappy stilettos that showed off her pedicured toes. “What in the world is that about?”

Noah glanced at her as they entered the loft. “They’re triplets. All of their names start with E. She was born third of the three of them. So I call her E3.”

“Oh, how cute!”

“Yeah.” Noah closed the door behind him before wrapping an arm around Enya’s shoulders and pulling her in for a hug. “Her name is Enya, though. The one with her face practically in her phone is Evelyn, and that’s Emberly over there in the kitchen.”

“Is she the one responsible for all the yumminess I smell?”

“Yeah. She’s a pastry chef. Hope you like apples ‘cause they’re in damn near everything she makes.”

“I love apples!”

“Good. Oh, little sisters, this is Kimmy,” Noah introduced half-heartedly. 

“Hi!” Kimmy waved enthusiastically. “So if you’re E3, Enya, which one is E2?”

“That’d be me,” Evelyn raised her hand, eyes still on her phone.

“It’s so good to meet you all. I’ve never met actual triplets before.” She peered at Enya, actually squinting. “Are you all identical?”

“Nope.” 

“Aww. Well, it’s still fascinating.”

Enya glanced up at Noah amusingly before sliding from underneath his arm and joining Evelyn on the couch. Kimmy excitedly scurried over to the kitchen, her hands clasped together in front of her chest as she surveyed the desserts Emberly had laid out. 

Noah looked relieved for the brief reprieve as he removed his coat and flopped onto the end of the sectional. “Why am I the only one here with a date?”

“Mine is running late,” Emberly called out. “He should be here in a little bit.”

“Nice. Who is this dude? I didn’t know you were dating anybody.”

“We’ve only met for coffee once. Well, technically it was over webcam, but it still counts, I say. His name is Dallas and I’m really feeling him.”

“That’s great, E1; I’m happy for you,” Noah said with a sincere smile. “Is Camilla coming?”

“My assistant? Why would she be coming? We’re cool and everything but we don’t hang out on holidays.”

“Just wondering.” Noah cleared his throat and glanced over at Enya. “Where’s Vaughn?”

Enya huffed as her hand dropped to her lap. “Y’all sure are worried about Vaughn considering you only met the man once.”

“That’s because of you. You didn’t ever want to bring him around, remember? You’ve been dating him, what, four months? Six months?”

“Six. But it doesn’t matter ‘cause I’m thinking about ending it.”

“Hmph. And y’all talk about me,” Noah muttered. 

“No, don’t even try it, Noah!” Enya sat forward, pointing a finger at him. “You know you’re way worse than I am about that. I wouldn’t be surprised if homegirl over there is gone by MLK day.”

They paused, listening to Kimmy incessantly chatting to Emberly in the kitchen, not seeming to notice or mind that she wasn’t getting much response. 

“But I thought you really liked this one, though,” Noah persisted, attempting to snatch Evelyn’s phone from her hand but she dodged it. “I know you’re not itching to get married or anything like our apple-obsessed sister over there, but you seemed into the guy. And when we did meet him, you two were all over each other. Just wondering what could’ve changed so fast, that’s all.”

Enya slumped in her seat, her head falling against the back cushion. “I don’t wanna talk about it.”

“Why not?” Evelyn glanced at her. 

“Just don’t.”

Just then, Kimmy came over holding two fresh apple chestnut cheesecake turnovers, handing one to Noah before taking a seat on his lap. “What are we talking about?”

“Nothing,” Enya spoke up before her siblings could. It wasn’t any of this stranger’s business and she wanted to change the subject, anyway. “So, how long have you known Noah?”

“About a month. We met at the museum.”

“Yeah? Noah has always been a bit of a nerd. He used to always try to drag us there with him. He practically lives at the art history museum. Is that where you met?”

“No, it was at the selfie museum. I work at the information desk.”

Enya and Evelyn turned slow and curious eyes to Noah. Even Emberly stopped glazing the rest of the turnovers to whip her head around.

“You mean to tell me you actually went to a selfie museum?” Evelyn asked Noah. “What the hell is a selfie museum, anyway?”

Noah sucked his teeth. “Stop sounding so judgmental. It’s more like an art studio; you can go and take pictures and videos in all kinds of different settings. Y’all know I love photography.”

“So why don’t they just call it an art studio?”

“That’s a question for the owners. Send ‘em an email and ask.”

“Ehh. I don’t care that much.” Evelyn turned her attention back to her phone.

“Hey, Emberly, can you bring me some more of those apple pie tacos?” Enya called out over her shoulder. 

Back to her turnover-glazing, Emberly didn’t even look up when she responded, “I bake all this; doesn’t mean I serve it, too. Come get it yourself.”

“Damn, what’s wrong with you?”

“What’s wrong with you?”

“Nothing!”

“You have seemed a little edgy since you got here,” Evelyn noted, her thumbs scrolling the screen on her phone. “Ooh, Travis went to a club last weekend?? He never used to do that!”

Enya snatched the phone from her hands, immediately hiding it behind her back when Evelyn tried to retrieve it. “You’re looking real thirsty, studying that man’s timelines like that. You didn’t pay this much attention to what he did when you two were married.”

“Give me my phone back, Enya!”

“No.”

“Do you think I can’t get it from you? You know you don’t weigh anything. If I cough on you, you’ll blow away.”

“You cough on me and I’ll knock you into Valentine’s Day.”

“She’d probably like that if you knocked Travis there, too,” Emberly muttered from the kitchen.

“Shut up, Emberly!” Evelyn tried to get her phone back from Enya, but was thwarted. “Give it!”

“I said no!” Enya tucked the phone under her shirt and into her bra. “Now, what?”

“Don’t think I won’t go in there!”

“Please. You’re not gonna-”

She screamed when Evelyn practically tackled her, diving on her and trying to yank down the collar of her shirt. Enya tried to fight her off, screaming warnings about snapping Evelyn’s glasses in half if she ruined her shirt, not to mention making her pay for it.

“Well, this isn’t embarrassing at all,” Noah mumbled sarcastically, shaking his head as he stuffed half his turnover into his mouth.

“This is so much fun! It’s like having a front row seat to one of those reality shows!” Kimmy exclaimed, actually clapping her hands excitedly. “Noah, I’m so jealous of you for getting to grow up with triplets as sisters!”

“Yeah, it was a blast.”

“I bet!” Kimmy replied, clearly not catching the sarcasm. “You have no idea how much I wished my parents had some more kids. I hated being an only child. I didn’t have anybody to talk to. I had cousins but they were all older so they didn’t want to spend a lot of time with me. They only did it when our parents forced them to, which of course wasn’t any fun for me because I pretty much got ignored when our parents weren’t looking, or they played pranks on me. One time they actually taped my mouth shut; can you believe that??”

“No kidding,” Emberly droned, coming over with a tray of champagne and glasses. “Did it actually work? What kind of tape did they use?”

Noah shot her a warning glare but she just widened her eyes innocently.

“Duct tape! And that hurts when you take it off!” Kimmy shook her head. “They always tried to say I talk too much and wouldn’t shut up. But that’s silly, isn’t it, Noah Love?”

“Noah Love?”

“Shut up, Emberly,” Noah admonished. “Shouldn’t your date be here by now?”

Emberly glanced at her watch, a worried look flitting over her face before she quickly erased it. “He’s probably just stuck in traffic; you know how crazy it gets on New Year’s Eve. I’m sure he’s probably left a message; I’ve been trying to get everything together and haven’t checked my phone in a while.” She looked at her tussling sisters. “Y’all both have my Venmo if you break anything.”

“Stop playing, Enya!” Evelyn screamed, she and Enya now hanging off the couch. “Or else I’m gonna eat the rest of those damn apple pie taco things!” She pushed Enya to the floor before pouncing on top of her, causing her sister to release a startled yelp.

“Ouch! Damn, Ev, watch my stomach!”

Frowning, Evelyn paused, brushing her long bangs from her face. Her shoulder-length brown hair was in its usual slightly-haphazard high ponytail. “Why should I watch your stomach?”

“Yeah, that’s a specific thing to say,” Emberly added, narrowing her eyes. “What’s up with that?”

“Ooh, are you bloated?” Kimmy exclaimed. “I know I feel like I’ve swallowed a hot air balloon when my time of the month hits. Of course, since I don’t have any siblings, I didn’t have anybody to-”

“We get it; you had a lonely childhood,” Noah interrupted, unwilling to hear any more of her only-child regrets. 

“And it is not my time of the month,” Enya grunted, nudging Evelyn off of her and sliding away a little. She ran her hands down the back of her head. “It’s supposed to be but it’s not.”

Her sisters gasped, and Noah’s head fell against the back of the couch with a groan. Kimmy applauded.

“Congratulations!”

“You’re pregnant??” Emberly exclaimed.

Adjusting her earrings, Enya sighed. “I don’t know. Might be. I haven’t taken a test yet.”

“What are you waiting for?”

“Because it might be positive. And I’m not sure I wanna know if it is.”

“You need to find out. The sooner you know, the better,” Noah spoke up. “Make an appointment with your doctor. In the meantime, I’ll run out and get a test for you. That oughta be fun to be seen buying on New Year’s Eve.”

“No need. I already bought one on the way here.”

“Thank God. Now get up and take it.”

“I’m not ready, Noah.”

“Come on, Enya,” Evelyn encouraged, sliding an arm around her shoulders. “I get that it’s a big deal but you don’t have anything to worry about.”

“Yes, I do. Y’all know I’ve never been gung-ho about having kids. I’m totally fine being the fun sexy cool auntie when y’all have ‘em but I don’t really want any of my own.”

“Wait, is that why you’re talking about ending it with Vaughn?” Noah asked. “Is that whose it is, if you are pregnant?”

“Yeah,” Enya grunted.

“Does he know?”

“No.”

“Enya.”

“There’s no need in telling him anything until I know what the deal is,” Enya quickly defended. “He’d probably propose to me if he thought he’d knocked me up.”

“Yeah, we don’t want that,” Emberly commented, drawing curious looks from everyone. Her eyes widened, as if she hadn’t realized she said that out loud. “I just meant that you’ve always said you didn’t really want to get married, either.”

“I’m not against marriage but I’m not pressed about it. And I wouldn’t want to marry Vaughn, anyway, baby or not. He’s a good guy but he’s not it for me.”

“Regardless, he deserves to know what’s up,” Noah told her. “Just take the test, find out for sure, and go from there. Because either way, you don’t need to be stressing and he shouldn’t be left hanging when he hasn’t done anything wrong.”

Enya glared at him but her expression eventually softened in resignation. “I guess you’re right,” she finally conceded. “I know he doesn’t deserve to be shut out like that. He’s sent me like ten texts since this afternoon.”

“Go on and take the test,” Evelyn instructed, standing before helping her glum sister off the floor. “Just get it over with. You know we’ve got your back, whatever comes of it.”

“All right.” Enya grabbed her purse and with a deep breath, headed for the bathroom. 

“Well, how ‘bout that, huh?” Noah whistled with a shake of his head. 

“I think it’s wonderful,” Kimmy commented. “There’s nothing like a fresh little juicy baby. I know I want to have a whole bunch.”

“Oooh, you hear that, Noah?” Evelyn teased, grinning pointedly. “A whole bunch.”

“Yes, Evelyn, I heard her. She’s sitting right here.” Noah cut his eyes at his sister before patting Kimmy’s hip, signaling for her to get up. “I’m gonna go stuff my face with some more pastries.”

“Did I tell y’all about how Travis and I actually started getting a bunch of stuff for the baby we planned to have?” Ignoring her siblings’ subtle groans and eye rolls, Evelyn fondly continued. “We had a whole trunk full of stuff; onesies, those cute little baby socks, blankets, diapers-”

“I think I hear my phone,” Emberly cut in, scurrying back to the kitchen. 

“Did you want a lot of kids, too?” Kimmy asked, intrigued. She popped the last of her turnover into her mouth and turned fully towards Evelyn. 

“Oh yeah! Travis and I always talked about having a house full. Ever since we were in high school.”

“You were high school sweethearts? That’s so romantic!”

“Yeah.” Evelyn looked off, a smile playing on her lips. “We got married right out of college. He’s definitely my soul mate.”

“I love that! That’s too bad to hear about him divorcing you, though. Hang in there, girl. Maybe he just needs some time apart and will come back. Sometimes men need to experience different women to appreciate the one that’s best for them. That happened to my cousin. Come to think of it, it happened to my mama, too; my dad left her for a while but came back a couple of years later. I think he said he felt suffocated. Mama tried to act like she wasn’t going to take him back but everybody knew she would. She was too sprung over him. But I was glad they got back together because she was really moody when they were apart. And now they’re totally happy and in love so keep hope alive, girl!”

Evelyn smiled, actually looking encouraged. “Thanks, Kimmy. I needed to hear that.”

In the kitchen, Noah shook his head as he cut into a spiced apple pear tart. “Great. As if she needs any more encouragement to keep pining over the man who left her.”

“I know, right,” Emberly muttered absently, staring at her phone with a frown.

“What’s the matter?”

“Hmm?” She glanced up at him briefly. “Oh...nothing. I just thought I’d have heard from Dallas by now. I hope nothing’s wrong.”

“So that wasn’t him texting you a minute ago?”

“No. That was something to do with work.”

“Did you try to call? Maybe he got lost trying to find the place. You know they’re doing all that road construction and there’s a bunch of detours.”

“Yeah, good point.” She called the number Dallas had given her and her face flushed when it went straight to voicemail. “Maybe he’s somewhere with bad reception...”

Noah pursed his lips. He sensed that his sister was getting stood up and figured she probably did, too, but didn’t want to admit it. He watched her brush her waist-length locs that were held back with a scarf off of her shoulder as she chewed her bottom lip. Noah didn’t know who this Dallas guy was but he wanted to twist his neck for doing his sister like this.

“Hey, don’t sweat that,” he advised, putting down the knife and going over to give her a reassuring hug. “Let’s hope there’s an actual good reason for him not being here. And for not taking your call. But if it’s just him being a punk-ass, then he’s the one missing out, not you.”

Emberly smiled up at him before resting her cheek against his chest, hugging him around the waist. She appreciated his words, even though they didn’t totally soothe the sting of being stood up. Noah always had her back, even when they were kids. He was her protector when she’d get teased for being overweight, especially since her sisters were always thinner and people would wonder if they were actually related. 

Her mind briefly flashed to when she and her sisters were thirteen and there was a sleepover that all the eighth grade girls wanted to be invited to, Emberly included. Evelyn and Enya got an invitation; Emberly didn’t. Noah, who was seventeen at the time, cancelled his date so he could stay home with her and keep her company. They had a cookie baking contest, ordered pizza, played cards, watched movies; they even made a couple of prank phone calls to some girls at the party. Emberly ended up having a blast that night, all thanks to Noah. It was just one of many times he’d stepped up for her, and it hadn’t stopped once they became adults.

She and Noah were sharing the tart and Evelyn and Kimmy were sharing love stories when Enya finally emerged from the bathroom. Everyone looked at her expectantly. 

“I couldn’t do it,” she announced, shame-faced. “I think the anxiety of it locked up my bladder. Maybe if I stop thinking about it for a little bit, I can try it again. Emberly, you have any juice? And please don’t say apple.”

“No, I have other kinds,” Emberly replied, nodding towards her stainless steel refrigerator. “Knock yourself out.”

“It would help if we all just continue on and have a good time and not focus on this,” Enya announced, strutting to the kitchen. “Let’s talk, let’s laugh, let’s dance, let’s pig out and drink-”

“Maybe you should hold off on that until you know what’s up,” Noah suggested. 

“Whatever. I just don’t need to be reminded about my possible...you know. I’m still gonna take the test, though, I promise, ‘cause now I wanna know just as much as y’all do.”

Everyone mumbled their agreements and continued to enjoy the evening. After the siblings completed their Holliday tradition of each naming the top five things that had happened to them that year (which Kimmy insisted on joining), Evelyn poured the champagne and Kimmy proceeded to dance around the living room, eventually getting Noah to grudgingly join her. Emberly tried to stop checking her phone and get into the spirit, chugging the champagne and popping caramel apple puffs like candy. Enya finally acknowledged Vaughn’s texts, letting him know she’d call him soon and apologizing for being so standoffish; she really did like him. But the novelty had worn off for her and she was ready to move on, which only made her more anxious about her possible pregnancy. 

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. As everyone else laughed and ate and danced, she skitted off to the bathroom in her stilettos a few minutes to midnight. 

Chapter 2

––––––––
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“JUST BECAUSE THEY HAVE apples in them doesn’t mean fritters are a good breakfast, Emberly.”

Emberly glared at her sister. “Just because I let you crash on my couch doesn’t mean I need nutrition advice, Evelyn.”

“I’m just saying. You lost all the weight and the way you’re eating, it’s like you’re trying to gain it all back.”

Emberly slammed down her glass of mango-lime juice so hard she was surprised she didn’t break it. “Go home.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Evelyn quickly replied, rolling off the couch and scurrying to where Emberly was hunched over the kitchen island in the same clothes from the night before. She ran a hand through her disheveled hair. “I didn’t mean to be insensitive.”

“Well, you were. And for the record, I don’t have those hangups about my weight anymore, thank you. I’m more than proud now to be the sister with the curves.”

“I have curves, too.”

“Where?”

“Enya is the super-thin one, not me.”

“You’re not far behind her.”

“Anyway,” Evelyn huffed. “I know you’re upset about your date not showing. That’s terrible, that he’d do that to you. He never even texted or anything?”

“No. And I see he read the ones I sent him but was apparently too busy to grace me with any responses. I just...I don’t know what I did to deserve that.”

“Girl, you didn’t do anything. It’s not on you that he didn’t have enough courtesy to be honest. Don’t start blaming yourself for this.”

“It’s just so embarrassing. Not to mention infuriating. This can’t be good for my love luck for the year. I can’t afford to lose that time.”

“What does that mean?”

Emberly started, as if realizing what she just said. “Nothing. I’m just delirious right now.”

Evelyn eyed her strangely for a moment before shrugging it off. “Whatever. I still say you have nothing to worry about with that. Davis obviously wasn’t it.”

“Dallas.”

“Davis, Dallas, Doofus. What-the-hell-ever. Forget him. Now quit eating this stuff and get some real food.” She took the rest of the apple fritter that Emberly was about to bite into out of her hand and stood. 

Pouting, Emberly dropped her chin into her hand. “It’s real funny that you’re telling me to get over Dallas when you can’t get over Travis.”

“That is not the same thing,” Evelyn quickly insisted, whirling around. “Travis and I were married. He was my high school sweetheart. We have years of history. All you and Dallas have is drinking coffee together on camera one time. You can’t compare the two.”

“It’s essentially the same thing.”

“It’s not. And Travis and I are getting back together once he sows whatever oats he needs to sow. He’ll realize he already had what he needs and come back home before we know it.”

Emberly started to dispute that, but decided against it. Her sister was clearly still delusional about her divorce. Travis had left Evelyn because he felt their relationship had run its course and they were better off as friends. So he asked for a divorce after eleven years of marriage and eighteen years of being a couple, and Evelyn hadn’t been able to let it go. 

“Do you have something I can wear for today? I didn’t plan on staying over here and I don’t feel like driving back home,” Evelyn asked, pulling some eggs from the fridge. 

“Yeah. Though I wouldn’t be mad if we skipped the hike today. I’m not really feeling up to it.”

“You know that’s not an option. Our New Year’s Day hike is a family tradition and you’re not gonna miss it just because you’re in your feelings over some man.” Evelyn glanced at her watch. “I guess Enya and Noah will be back pretty soon.”

“Umph. Yeah.” Emberly slid off the bar stool and pushed her tangled locs over her shoulder. “I’m gonna take a shower.”

“Yeah, go do that. I’ll have some breakfast fixed for you when you come out.”

“Great.”

Emberly did thankfully feel better by the time she took a long hot shower and changed into a hoodie and some leggings. She tried to make herself put Dallas out of her mind and trust that she would find someone else sooner rather than later. 

The doorbell rang as she rejoined Evelyn, and Enya practically danced in as soon as the door was opened for her.

“Still riding high off that negative pregnancy test, huh?” Emberly surmised, closing the door behind her. 

“You better believe it! I’m not knocked up, Vaughn is a fling of the past, I’m about to hang with my family for the day. Life is too good!”

“Did you tell Vaughn that you thought you might’ve been pregnant?”

“For what? I’m not, so there was no need to mention that.”

Just then, Noah made his appearance, and everyone was surprised to see he was alone.

“Where’s Kimmy?” Evelyn asked. 

Noah went around hugging his sisters. “I left her at home. Needed a break from her.” 

“Come on, Noah, she’s a nice woman.”

“Yeah, she is. But she oftentimes doesn’t know how to shut up. I can only take so much of that.”

“So why are you with her, then?”

“I like her. In relatively small doses. It’s not like I expect people to be flawless.”

“But if you can’t even spend two days in a row with her, maybe that’s a hint,” Emberly observed. 

“Hmph. I guess we’ll see.”

The siblings congregated in the kitchen to eat Evelyn’s breakfast of fried eggs, cinnamon toast, and smoked sausage before they moved into the living room to do their New Year wishes. 

“Who’s gonna go first?” Enya asked.

“You know we always go from oldest to youngest,” Evelyn reminded. “You ask that every year. You just don’t like going last.”

“Hush.”

“Well, my first wish for the year is to have more time for my painting,” Noah commented. “Work has been so busy these past few months that I haven’t been able to get to it. And I need that ‘cause it calms me down.”

“Understandable,” Emberly replied. “Mine is simple: find the man I’m gonna marry. And I hope the good Lord doesn’t wait all year to send him.”

Evelyn shook her head. “I know y’all probably think my wish is gonna be something about me and Travis getting back together, but since I already know that’s gonna happen, there’s no need to waste a wish on that. What I wish is to get back to doing splits. I haven’t been able to do those since I was a teenager.”

“That’s your wish?” Enya marveled. 

“One of ‘em. We get two more.”

“Uh-huh. Well, anyway, my wish is to get a promotion at work before the second quarter hits. Then I’ll be the only Black woman in management at my brokerage firm.”

They all went through two more rounds of revealing their wishes, since their family tradition was that they each get three for the year. Once that was done, Noah said a prayer of thanks for them getting through the previous year and into the new one, and asked for protection and grace so that they each got what they wished for and more.

“Y’all ready to hike?” Evelyn asked, rubbing her hands together. 

“Not really,” Emberly droned. “But I already know y’all will trip if I try to stay home, so...”

“Hell yeah, we will. You know the deal,” Noah told her. “We’ve been doing this since we were kids; it’s one of the things Mama and Dad made me promise to keep going after they passed.”

“I know,” Emberly replied, her voice softening. Their parents had died within months of each other almost ten years earlier, and she missed them something terrible. Pneumonia had taken their mother while stomach cancer claimed their father’s life. They were huge on family and being together, and had drilled it into her and her siblings since before they could talk. For them, it was family over everything. 

“So let’s get going!” Enya exclaimed with a clap of her hands. “It’s a beautiful day and I have a lot of apple pie tacos and champagne to work off. By the way, Emberly, when are you gonna be making some more of those?”

“I don’t know. That was just something I was trying out. They’re not on any of my menus.”

“They should be. I’ll gladly pay you for those things.”

“You know those are the magic words.”

They headed out to Buttercup Mountain to do their annual New Year’s Day two mile hike, some of them enjoying it more than others. Emberly had always been the least athletic of her siblings and never looked forward to this as much as they did, but at least she didn’t have as hard a time of it as she did in her overweight years. She didn’t see stars or feel like she was going to pass out by the time they got to the top.

Once they arrived, Noah handed them all bottles of water before they began their trek. Emberly, unable to let Dallas’s brush-off go like she thought she could, tried to call him to see if she could get an explanation. She told herself that there had to be one; they had hit it off too well for him to just leave her hanging like that for no reason. While she waited on him to respond to her subsequent texts, she checked her dating profiles to see if there were any more viable inquiries. She was on a mission this year and was determined to achieve it, and having to start all over meeting someone new would only set her back.

Her siblings either didn’t notice that she was preoccupied or didn’t comment on it, because they just talked amongst themselves as they trekked along the trail. It was mostly Evelyn and Enya doing the talking, while Noah led the way as he usually did. When he looked up and noticed someone familiar a few yards ahead of them, he cursed under his breath.

Turning towards his sisters, he tried to appear cool when he asked, “Y’all ready to head back?”

“What? We’re not even halfway to the end,” Enya pointed out.

“Yeah, I’m actually enjoying this thigh burn I’m getting from all the walking. Let’s keep going,” Evelyn suggested, starting to walk past him.  

Noah stopped her with a gentle grip of her arm. “I just figured we could hit up the pancake house, get our grub-on...”

“We just ate, Noah.”

“So?”

“What’s up with you?” Enya asked. “You’re usually the one getting onto us about not being able to keep up and now you wanna stop in the middle of it?”

Emberly stayed quiet, since she wouldn’t have minded cutting the hike short. She glanced at her phone for the hundredth time.

Noah moved in front of Evelyn, trying to turn her back in the other direction. “I just realized I don’t have on the right shoes for this. And you really don’t, either, E2.”

“Since when has that mattered? We aren’t training for the Olympics.”

“Still-”

“Oh my god,” Emberly muttered, having noticed who Noah was trying to avoid. She grabbed Evelyn’s other arm. “Yeah, um, we should head on back now. My knees are hurting so it must be about to rain.”

“What are you, sixty?” Enya joked. It wasn’t until Emberly subtly jerked her head towards what they needed to get away from that she got the message. “Oh damn...uh, yeah, let’s go, Ev. I think we’ve gotten enough steps in today. Ooh, let’s go shopping!”

“What is wrong with y’all?” Evelyn exclaimed, looking back and forth between the three of them. “You’re acting weird. That’s usually my area.”

Sighing, Noah finally turned her forward and stepped to the side. Evelyn’s almond brown skin paled when she saw Travis up ahead with his arm around another woman.

“Oh...”

“Let’s just go,” Enya suggested. “We can walk another trail.” 

“Why should we change anything? This is the trail we always walk and Travis knows that; he’s come with us plenty of times,” Evelyn retorted. “He must’ve wanted me to see him so I’m gonna make sure he knows I did.”

With that, she took off running uphill towards her ex-husband. Noah groaned before going after her, with their sisters close behind. Just as Evelyn got within a few feet of Travis, she slipped and fell, skewing her glasses and kicking dirt into her face. 

Travis turned at the commotion and upon seeing Evelyn sprawled on the ground, immediately went to help her up. Noah and Enya caught up right as he was easing her to her feet, with Emberly just behind. 

“Evelyn, what in the world...” Travis began curiously. “Are you all right?”

“I’m fine,” Evelyn muttered, her face burning as she adjusted her glasses and brushed off her clothes. “I’m surprised to see you here. Today of all days.”

Enya quickly moved over and took her sister’s arm from Travis’s grasp, giving him the evil eye. “Yeah, it is pretty curious timing, isn’t it, Mr. Sears?”

Travis’s eyes flitted to all of the Holliday siblings, seeing the displeasure in their expressions. He glanced at his date, who was looking around at all of them curiously. “It’s an unseasonably warm day so Perla and I decided to take advantage of it.” 

Everyone’s eyes turned to the afro puffed-woman standing next to Travis. The triplets’ gazes narrowed, studying her. She was clearly older than Travis, which filled Evelyn with questions. Since when did he like older women?

“Aren’t you gonna introduce us?” Enya demanded, folding her arms across her chest.

“Oh, yeah...” Travis adjusted his baseball cap and cleared his throat, forcing a smile. “Everyone, this is my date, Perla Fowler. Perla, these are my...my friends, Noah, Enya, Emberly, and Evelyn.”

Evelyn felt her face flame hotter than the sun beaming down on them. Friend? Not only was he downplaying who she really was to him, he introduced her last?

“It’s nice to meet you all,” Perla greeted politely with a smile. “Have you known Travis very long?”

“Oh yeah, we all go way back,” Evelyn replied before Travis could. “Maybe Travis will tell you all about it sometime.” 

“Okay...”

“We should get going; we have plans in a couple of hours,” Travis hurriedly informed, taking Perla’s hand. He looked at the siblings, deftly avoiding his ex-wife’s glare. “It was good seeing y’all.” 

They continued on up the trail, Travis pulling Perla along swiftly. Evelyn stood and watched them, her face crumbling with every step they took.

“Girl, I’m so sorry,” Emberly soothed, coming to stand next to her. 

“Me, too,” Enya concurred, flanking her other side. “It’s so jacked up that he’d come here to rub his new fling in your face like that.”

“Come on now, y’all...we don’t know that’s what he was doing,” Noah countered. “Let’s not assume anything.”

“Noah, stop. Travis was around us long enough to know what we do every New Year’s Day,” Enya argued. “He absolutely brought his raggedy date here on purpose to show Ev up.” She turned her eyes to Evelyn. “Which is another reason why you need to put him in your rearview mirror, sis.” 

“Yeah, you don’t need to be crying over him like that, come on,” Noah added, smoothing Evelyn’s quiet tears with his thumbs before pulling her into his chest for a hug. “He’s moving on. You need to move on, too. Don’t let him have so much power over you.”

“That’s right. And I’m gonna help you get past that high-yellow chump. I can think of at least three guys off the top of my head I can hook you up with tuh-day.”

“No thank you,” Evelyn immediately dismissed, her face still buried in Noah’s chest. 

“What do you mean, no thank you?”

“I’m not interested.”

“Hell, why not? You need to quit pining over Travis. He’s clearly doing his own thing. I bet he hasn’t even told that cougar that he used to be married to you. Why would you want to get back with somebody like that?”

“I don’t expect y’all to understand; especially you, Enya,” Evelyn replied, lifting her head and swiping a hand across her cheek. “You’ve never been with anyone longer than a year, if that. But Travis is my soul mate; regardless of what’s happened, I still believe that. And I don’t want to waste time with anybody else when my heart is still with him.”

“I still say you’re wasting your time. All you know is Travis; he was your first boyfriend and then y’all got married when you were barely adults. You need to experience someone new. Maybe if you did, you wouldn’t be so glued to your ex-husband.”

“She’s got a point, E2,” Noah agreed, rubbing her shoulder.

“I don’t know,” Emberly spoke up, rubbing the back of her neck. “Maybe Evelyn is doing the right thing, holding out like she is.”

Enya’s head snapped to her. “What?”

“I know what it’s like to be with someone who isn’t all in. If Evelyn is just gonna be going through the motions with whoever you set her up with, why bother?”

“Are you serious??”

“Totally. If you ask me, she should just stop worrying about Travis or any other man and just put her focus on something else. Take up a hobby, get a pet, take some night classes in something you’re interested in. Everything doesn’t always have to be about men.”

“You’re actually saying that, when two of your three wishes for the year were dick-focused?”

“Ugh...” Noah groaned.

“You didn’t have to say it like that,” Emberly muttered. “But Evelyn and I are in different places; I’m emotionally stable enough for a relationship.”

Evelyn’s jaw dropped. “Hey!”

“Girl...you know what I mean. And anyway, Enya, if you should be trying to hook anyone up, it’s me. Of the three of us, I’m the most ready. Yet I notice you haven’t even offered.”

“Because I know you wouldn’t like the men I’d suggest.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“They’re not your type.”

Emberly’s eyes narrowed. “Are they not my type, or do you not think I’m theirs?”

“That is not what I meant!”

“I think it is. I think you don’t believe I’d be good enough for any of the precious men in your arsenal.”

Enya reeled. “Don’t put words in my mouth, Emberly!”

“Let’s not act like you’re not quick to share everything with Evelyn but get all stingy when it comes to me. It’s always been like that and is clearly still the case. But that’s all right. Trust, I’ll find my own man. I don’t need your damn leftovers, anyway.”

“What the hell is wrong with you??”

“Y’all, chill out!” Noah cut in before Emberly could respond, stepping between them. He gave them both admonishing looks before letting his frown rest on Emberly. “All that wasn’t even necessary, E1.”

Emberly rolled her eyes. “Sure, take her side. It’s not like that’s anything new, either.”

“Emberly!”

“Look, can we all just take a few chill pills and calm down?” Evelyn spoke up, her hands raised. She grabbed an arm of each of her sisters, trying to pull them closer together. When they each resisted, still glaring at each other, Evelyn yanked harder, sending them crashing together. “We should not be fighting, especially not about men. This is our family time. I promise not to mention Travis for the rest of the day if you two kiss and make up right now.”

“No,” the stubborn sisters immediately chorused. 

Noah cleared his throat, giving each of them stern looks with his arms crossed. Huffing and sucking their teeth in concession, Emberly and Enya mumbled apologies before letting Evelyn push them together in a half-hearted hug.

“That’s more like it!” Evelyn grinned triumphantly.

“Yeah, whatever,” Emberly muttered, turning her attention back to her phone as she stepped away from her sister. 

Noah shook his head as he took a swig from his water bottle. “Y’all done acting like little girls now?”

“Shut up, Noah,” Enya snapped. “And anyway, Emberly started it.”

“Yeah, real mature.”

“Just one last thing on the subject and then we can all forget about this for the day,” Evelyn announced. “I know y’all think I’m delusional for being so attached to Tr-,um, to my ex-husband, but I’m not. I’m not putting my life on hold; I’m just being patient. There’s a difference. And I look forward to all of your apologies when Tra-, he and I get re-married. We might even have the ceremony up on this mountain, at sunset. Romantic, huh?”

“Totally,” Enya droned.

“You’re mocking me.”

“Yes, I am. ‘Cause you still sound delusional. It’s wild how you can’t realize that.” 

“Just take the next few years and be by yourself,” Emberly deadpanned, bored with the conversation. “That’ll fix all of this.”

“The next few years? There’s no way,” Enya shook her head.

“That’s not a lot of time. Really, I think you just need to go celibate and close up shop indefinitely. You clearly have some issues, Evelyn.”

Noah peered curiously at Emberly. “What’s up with this advice, E1?”

Emberly tried to keep her face even, despite the nervousness that instantly coursed through her. “What?”

“I get the part about E2 shifting her focus, but basically telling her to become some kind of nun?”

“Nothing wrong with that. I bet she’d be a lot happier than she is now.”

“Hell no,” Enya grunted. “Ev, don’t listen to that. Emberly has clearly been out in this sun too long.”

Sucking her teeth, Emberly stepped around them and continued up the trail, even though she’d rather have headed back to the car. “Let’s just keep going.”

Her siblings wordlessly followed her, with Noah still wondering what was going on with his sister.

Chapter 3
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