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      This book contains scenes of a graphic sexual nature and is intended for mature audiences only (18+).

      All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older, because of course they are - what kind of a monster do you take me for?
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      Below are a list of Tropes - which to some, might also be triggers - that pertain to the Best Friends to Lovers series, as a whole. Not every volume will contain all tropes/triggers, but these may be found throughout the series. This list is not exhaustive, I’m sure there are plenty of things I missed, but this is a decent representation of what to expect. Consider yourself forewarned:

      
        
          	
        Serial Romance with Cliffhangers between Stories (Series is COMPLETE)
      

      	
        Quick Emotional Smut Romance
      

      	
        Quick Read Smut Romance
      

      	
        Smut with a TON of Sex (Graphic, Red Hot, 5 Chili Peppers, Incendiary, eReader Device Melting, Molten Hot Magma Sex… a lot of it…)
      

      	
        Menage / Threesome Sex
      

      	
        Male Bisexuality
      

      	
        Friends to Lovers
      

      	
        Enemies to Lovers
      

      	
        Polyamory / Multi-Partner Romance
      

      	
        Why Choose with MM Scenes
      

      	
        Reverse Harem with MM Scenes
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        Group Sex
      

      	
        Rockstars
      

      	
        Sex Club / Sex Dungeon
      

      	
        Public Sex
      

      	
        Dominant Alpha Males
      

      	
        Submissive Males
      

      	
        Anal Sex (M/F, M/M)
      

      	
        Bondage / BDSM
      

      	
        Tied / Restrained
      

      	
        Punishment
      

      	
        Shared / Free Use
      

      	
        Coercion / Dubcon / Dubious Consent / CNC (Consensual Non Consent / Forced Seduction)
      

      	
        Dominance & Submission
      

      	
        Male Dominance
      

      	
        Male Submission
      

      	
        Female Submission
      

      	
        Use of Sex Toys
      

      	
        Knotting
      

      	
        Breeding / Unprotected Sex / Creampie Sex / Pregnancy Risk
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        VERY Spicy / Steamy Smut!
      

      	
        Pregnancy
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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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      I stare out the bay window of our carriage house, watching snowflakes drift lazily down. The twins are finally asleep after their latest feeding, and I sink deeper into the window seat cushions, savoring this rare moment of quiet.

      Two months. It feels like two years since I gave birth. Between the endless cycle of feeding, changing, and soothing two newborns, I've barely had time to process how much our lives have changed. The estate looks beautiful blanketed in snow, but something feels off. No twinkling lights, no wreaths, no tree - Christmas is just days away and we haven't done a thing to prepare.

      I'm grateful beyond words for our unconventional family arrangement. Max has been incredible, never complaining about the 3 AM wake-up calls or the constant demands of newborn care. He's taken to fatherhood so naturally, even though neither twin is biologically his.

      Pace visits Gemini daily, his tough exterior melting away the moment she wraps her tiny hand around his finger. And Foster - watching him with Blaze makes my heart flutter. They have the same serious expression when they're concentrating.

      The rest of The Infidels have been godsends too. Having them all in the main house means there's always someone ready to help. Who knew that my tall, foreboding Viking, Connor, would become the resident "baby whisperer," able to calm even their worst crying jags? Lee and Rex are always offering to team up and share the tough job of keeping the twins smiling and entertained while I shower or grab a quick, much needed nap.

      The studio behind the main house has been buzzing with activity as they work on their new album. Sometimes I hear snippets of their music floating across the snow-covered grounds - a reminder that while everything has changed, some things remain beautifully constant.

      I press my forehead against the cool glass, feeling both incredibly blessed and utterly exhausted. The lack of Christmas decorations nags at me, but between diapers, feedings, and basic survival, holiday prep just hasn't been a priority, or even possible.
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        * * *

      

      The front door clicks open and I hear the rustle of shopping bags. Max's familiar footsteps approach. I feel a strong arm snake around my shoulder, his palm flattening against my heart, gently pulling me against his chest as he leans down to greet me. His chin rests on my shoulder as he joins me in watching the falling snow.

      "Got the diapers. And some of that vanilla and spice lotion you like." He kisses my neck softly. "I've been thinking..."

      "Mmm?" I lean more deeply back against his chest, soaking in his warmth.

      "Maybe we should start looking at dates. For the wedding." His voice is gentle but eager. "Spring could be nice. The twins would be old enough to-"

      "Max." I close my eyes, feeling the weight of exhaustion in every cell of my body. "I can't. Not yet."

      His arm tightens slightly. "Just thinking ahead."

      "I know, and I want to marry you. I do. But right now..." I gesture toward the nursery where the twins are miraculously still sleeping. "I'm feeding them every two hours. I barely have energy to shower or even to brush my teeth most days. Planning a wedding feels impossible."

      "We could keep it simple-"

      "Even simple takes energy I don't have." My voice cracks a little. "Can we just... wait? Until they're a bit older? Until I feel human again?"

      Max scooches in behind me on the bay seat and slides his other hand down my waist. "Of course, Maya. I don't mean to pressure you, but I just get so excited every time I think about making you officially mine."

      "You know I'm already yours." I reply with a tired smile. "Ring or no ring."

      His fingers trace gentle circles on my hip as he continues, not willing to totally give up on this conversation just yet, even though I'm doing my best to shut it down. "We could start small, just pick a month that works."

      I keep my gaze fixed on the snow-covered grounds of Foster's estate, watching the flakes eddy and swirl on the winter wind. "I can't even think straight most days. These two adorable little vampires are sucking the life force right out of me.”

      "I know you're tired, sweetheart.” His arms tighten around my body like he's trying to will his own energy into mine.

      "Tired doesn't even begin to cover it." My voice catches as I sit there in the same pajamas I've been wearing for the last three days, undoubtedly covered in spit up and baby drool, my hair is a tangled rat's nest I've clipped atop my head to keep two sets of tiny, grabby hands from torturing me with it.

      "Max, I love you, and I want to marry you. But right now, the thought of planning anything beyond the next feeding..." I trail off, shaking my head. "I just can't."

      Max's face rests in the sensitive hollow of my neck. "When do you think you might be ready?" He gently presses.

      "Maybe when they're older? When they're not so dependent on me for…everything?" I relax back against his chest, drawing comfort from his solid presence. "When I can string together more than two hours of sleep at a time."

      "That makes sense." His voice is soft, understanding.

      "I'm sorry." The words come out barely above a whisper.

      "Don't be. We have all the time in the world." His lips brush my temple. "I'm just eager to make it official, future wife."

      "I know, me too, future husband. Just... not while I'm a walking zombie."

      Max dips his head to place a kiss soft kiss at the juncture of my shoulder and neck, then nibbles his way around to linger on the nape of my neck, his breath warm and inviting. "Let me take care of you, Maya. Just for a little while." His hands, strong and sure, begin to knead the tension from my shoulders. I can't remember the last time I was touched like this, without urgency or demand.

      When I've fully reached the putty stage, Max gently extricates himself from behind my body then lifts me in his arms and carries me into our bedroom, where the soft afternoon light filters in through the curtains. With a gentleness that makes my heart ache, he undresses me, and places me face down on the bed. I sink into the soft comforter, my body completely relaxing under his touch.

      I hear the rustle of his clothes as he undresses too, the click of the oil bottle opening. The scent of vanilla sugar and spices fills the air, as his hands, slick and warm, glide over my skin. He straddles the back of my thighs, his weight a comforting pressure. His fingers work magic, finding every knot and tension point, and soothing them all away.

      His cock, hard and hot, rests between the relaxed globes of my ass while he continues to make my body melt under his touch. His hands slide down to my lower back and he pays careful attention to my dimples as he begins to gently grind his hips into me, thrusting his well lubricated cock through the cleft of my ass.

      I moan as my lust begins to stir and my center begins to throb with heat. His hands slide further down, gripping my ass cheeks and squeezing them from the sides, digging the heels of his hands in and pushing down with his thumbs every time they are above his hardened shaft, so he can force his length between my cheeks.

      I can't help but tilt and lift my hips as my desire to feel him bury himself inside me increases the more he teases my flesh.

      His strokes lengthen until his his tip is teasing both of my hungry holes on every pass and his rough, heavy balls are grinding into my clit. It's a slow, teasing torture for us both and he goes on like this for several long minutes. With every glide, I keep thinking -hoping- he will finally put me out of my misery.

      My back arches harder the needier I become. Every time I adjust so that his head lodges at my entrance, he readjusts so he can continue stroking himself along the full length of my slippery, engorged slit. There are fitful, needy whines issuing from my mouth that I have no control over.

      My hands are fisted in the sheets and Max leans over my back, scooping them together at the wrists, with one one of his. His other hand is suddenly between us, adjusting the angle of his cock and just like that -after what seems like hours of torment- he's finally sliding into me.

      I gasp at the sudden fullness, the unexpected pleasure. He moves slowly, deliberately, using his cock to massage me from the inside. I love it when he pins me down and takes me like this, deliberately dominating my body. But, all too soon, his hand releases mine and his sits back up.

      All his weight is suddenly resting where we are joined and his next thrust is so deep we both moan with the pleasure of it. My pussy feels so tight with my thighs pressed together and him sitting atop my legs. I feel every centimeter of his steely length tunneling in and out of me and the intensity of sensation makes tears well in the corners of my eyes. I want to always feel this. I want him to never stop moving.

      He places his hands back on me, tracing the curve of my spine, the dip of my waist, the swell of my ass.

      "Just feel, baby," he murmurs, his voice low and soothing. "Let me do all the work."

      The sensation is overwhelming, his cock filling me, his hands worshipping me, his voice anchoring me. I surrender to it, to him, my body responding with a rush of heat and wetness. The first orgasm takes me by surprise, a sudden wave of pleasure that leaves me gasping.

      Max doesn't stop, his movements steady and sure. He knows my body, knows how to wring every last drop of pleasure from it. The second orgasm builds more slowly, a steady climb that leaves me trembling. His hands grip my hips, holding me in place as he thrusts harder, deeper.

      "One more, baby," he growls, his voice rough with his own need. "Give me one more."

      And I do. I come apart again, my body convulsing around him, my cries muffled by the pillow. He follows me over the edge, his cock pulsing inside me, filling me with his heat. His body collapses onto mine, his breath ragged in my ear.

      "I love you, Maya," he whispers, his arms wrapping around me, holding me close. "I love you so fucking much."

      I melt into Max's embrace, my body languid and satisfied. The tension that's been building for weeks has dissolved under his skilled touch. His chest rises and falls against my back, our breathing slowly syncing.

      "Thank you," I whisper, turning my head to catch his lips. "I needed that."

      "I know you did." His fingers trace lazy patterns on my skin. "You've been carrying so much."

      A faint cry pierces our peaceful bubble. I tense, but Max's hand on my shoulder stops me from jumping up.

      "I've got them," he says, pressing one last kiss to my shoulder before rolling away. "You rest."

      I watch him pull on his sweatpants, admiring the play of muscles across his back. He's been my rock through all of this - the pregnancy, the birth, these exhausting first months. The way he's embraced fatherhood, even though neither of the twins shares any of his DNA, makes me fall in love with him all over again.

      The crying gets louder as Max opens the door, then muffled as he closes it behind him. I can hear his voice through the baby monitor, soft and soothing as he talks to the twins. "Hey there, little ones. Let's let Mama rest a bit longer, okay? I'm gonna warm up your babas for you."

      I smile into my pillow, feeling truly relaxed for the first time in what feels like forever. Maybe Max is right - it wouldn't be so awful to pick a wedding date. We could find a way to fit it in and make it work, just like we've found our own unique way to make everything else work.

      My eyes grow heavy as I listen to Max's gentle murmuring through the monitor. The last thing I register before drifting off is his quiet singing. In this moment, everything feels possible and perfect.
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        * * *

      

      Later, I’m curled up with Blaze in my favorite oversized armchair when Foster slips in through the unlocked front door, bringing a gust of crisp late December air with him. His cheeks are flushed from the cold, but his eyes are bright with excitement.

      "Got a minute?" He brushes snowflakes from his hair.

      "Of course." I adjust Blaze against my chest. "Max is just changing Gem."

      As if on cue, Max appears from the nursery, Gemini dozing in his arms. Foster's face softens as he looks at both babies.

      "So," Foster perches on the arm of my chair, his hand automatically going to stroke Blaze's wispy blonde hair. "I've been working on something. A surprise for all of us."

      He tells us about the Christmas housewarming party he's been organizing. His voice stays low and gentle, mindful of the sleeping twins, but I can hear the enthusiasm bubbling underneath.

      "The guys are helping to decorate the estate. We're taking a break from recording right now. Everything's planned, catered, arranged. All you two need to do is just show up with these little angels."

      "Foster, I don't know..." I start, but he cuts me off with a soft kiss to my temple.

      "Not done yet, Maya," he gently shushes me. "This is the twin's first Christmas, and I know how important that is and how much our unconventional family needs this chance to celebrate together."

      He takes a quick breath then keeps barreling forward, not allowing me any more time to protest, and truly, I don't think I need it, or that I could say no to him even if I wanted to. I can see how excited he is for this. Wasn't I just lamenting the lack of Christmas spirit?

      "Christmas morning, I want everyone assembled at the main house. Presents under the tree, big family brunch - the works!" Foster describes his ideal Christmas fantasy with an animation that is utterly unique to him and wholly contagious. "The party will be in the afternoon, so these two peanuts can squeeze a nice nap in before guests start arriving."

      Max moves closer, shifting Gemini to his other arm so he can pull Foster in for a hug. "You've thought of everything, haven't you?"

      "That's what family does." Foster's smile is tender as he looks between us and the twins. "I don't want you guys to have to lift a finger. I just want you to be there to enjoy it with us."

      I lean my head against his side, overwhelmed by the love radiating from him. "Thank you, Foster," I whisper. "This is amazing."
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