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Dedication

For everyone who came along for the ride…this is for you!




Prologue

 They say your handicap in life is that you can’t
choose who you will be born
to. And, if you can’t pick your parents, you sure as hell can’t
pick the rest of your relatives. The family you’re born into is a
family created by fate.

But, scanning the
backyard, taking in everyone who was here, I realized I was one of
the lucky ones. I was born into a family of great men and
remarkable women.

They were all
equally ridiculous, but their
love, loyalty and devotion to one another was the stuff made of
legends.

Today was my
21st
birthday and my family felt it was a
milestone worthy of a big family get-together. It felt ridiculous
seeing as how in two months it would be Aiden’s
21st
birthday and then two months after
that, Gabriel would be 21, as well. But I guess being the
first-born son of the next generation of Buchanans was sort of a
big deal. However, I imagined the party that was sure to bring the
cops by would be with the twins, Mason and Shane, when they turned
21 in a few months.

Those
two guys were felonies just
waiting to happen.

I glanced
around the yard and I saw my Aunt Denise helping my Aunt Sophia
setting up the table with the condiments, plastic
ware and paper plates. Uncle Michael
and Uncle Gabriel were setting up the volleyball net for later.
Aunt Justice, my Grandma Natalie and Grandma Maggie were bringing
out the side dishes from inside the house, while my mom, dad and
Grandpa Adam were manning the grill. Well, my dad was manning it,
Mom and Grandpa were just bullshitting. Uncle Aiden was off
scolding one of my cousins.

The rest of the
backyard was littered with Buchanans as far as the eye could see;
all my cousins and my four siblings. If you weren’t part of the family, you literally needed a
diagram to know who was who and who belongs to whom.

And, Jesus, when you
threw in the five sets of twins? Well, my Aunt Sophia jokes that
all our shirts should be embroidered with our names on them.

It’s
not necessarily a bad
idea.

What amazed me
most about my family was that,
while we all had our fair share of fights and arguments and got on
each other’s nerves, we didn’t have one bad seed. There were about
a billion of us running around, and not one of us was a black sheep
or a problem child. Sure, Mason and Shane were destined to spend
time behind bars at some point, but they had good hearts. Not to
mention, while my Uncle Michael didn’t rule with an iron fist like
my dad did, every last Buchanan knew he’d drop you in an unmarked
grave, if you dared to upset Aunt Sophia.

And that went double
for his children.

So, while Mason
and Shane pushed the envelope a lot, they both knew jail was a
better option for them instead of freedom if they ever upset their
mother.

But they were the most
challenging of us all. Everyone else was as mentally stable as you
could be, being raised by our fathers. Luckily our mothers had
balanced us out.

But, as I
scanned my parents’ backyard, one thing was evidently crystal clear
here. In all my 21 years, I
never doubted how my parents and all my aunts and uncles felt about
one another. If anyone who ever doubted the existence of true love
could just peek into this backyard, they’d be proven wrong and know
it.

Love was in how
five kids (1 set of male
twins) later, my father still looked at my mother as if she’s the
hottest, sexiest woman on the planet and he can’t breathe without
her near him.

Love was in how
six kids (2 sets of female twins) later, my Uncle Aiden still looks
at my Aunt Denise as if no
other women exist in the world and he doesn’t know how to without
her. function

Love was in how
four kids (1 set of male twins) later, my Uncle Gabriel still
caters to my Aunt Justice as if she’s the most delicate piece of
China and he’ll die if she
cracks even a little.

And love was
really fucking evident in how
five kids (1 set of male twins) later, my Uncle Michael lives for
my Aunt Sophia as if she was the only thing that kept him sane
every second of every minute of every goddamn day.

I
knew the odds that we’d all each find
that one true love were slim to none because there were just too
damn many of us. Some of us were going to find the loves of our
lives and some of us were going to crash and burn in the love
department.

But one
thing I did know?

When we
found the real thing, we would to
know what to do with it thanks to our parents.




Chapter 1

 Mason Buchanan~

I stared at my
wife, and the woman still took my breath away, five years later.
Shane stole my heart and soul the first time I ever laid eyes on her.

And she
definitely stole my motherfucking sanity along with the other two.

“I hope you
realize that those six weeks are, quite likely, going to drive me
insane, right?” I said, knowing she really didn’t care.

Shane
smiled up at me from the
couch, where she was laid out, with her e-reader in her face. “I
know how you hate it when the Universe refuses to bend to your
will, Mason, but I’m sure you’ll get through this as confidently as
you get through everything else in life,” she responded, sarcasm
lacing every word.

I grabbed her
juice and walked into the
living room to cater to her.

I always catered to
her.

I’ll die catering to
my wife.

I loved her that
much.

I placed her
juice on the coffee table next to her, lifted her
legs, sat down and then placed
her legs back down over my lap. I reached over and started rubbing
her protruding belly.

Our baby was
due any day now, and the wait
was torturous. We decided against finding out what its gender was
early and opted for being surprised. And, while I really just
wanted a healthy baby, I wished for a baby girl who looked like her
mother.

She’d be the
firstborn and the light of my
life, no doubt. Well, next to her mother.

“You’re making
fun of me now, but just wait until you have to admit me into a mental institution and have to
explain to your only child why their father is cuckoo.”

Shane arms
dropped and her book lay over her big fucking tits. “Did you just
really use the word ‘cuckoo’?”

“Jesus, woman!
I’m over telling you I’m going to go crazy and that’s what you’re focusing on? That I used
the word ‘cuckoo’?”

She cocked her head.
“It’s just that you’re not the ‘cuckoo’ word saying type of man,”
she replied.

“You’re
cuckoo,” I accused, pouting. Actually, motherfucking, pouting.

Shane
laughed, and I watched as she tried
to sit up, but was so adorably unsuccessful. I reached out, clasped
her hands in mine, and helped pull her up into a sitting
position.

She looked
magnificent pregnant with my child. But, then, Shane always looked
magnificent to me. Shane
patted my knee once she was sitting upright next to me. “I’m
absolutely confident you’ll be okay, Mason. You’ll be so busy
loving on our baby, you won’t even realize you’re missing out on
daily sex.” She was lying, but she wasn’t. I was going to be busy
loving on our baby, but there’s no way I’d forget about our sex
life.

Shane and I
have been together over five years, and from the day I married her,
we’ve fucked every goddamn day. We even sneak some in at work.
Well, not so much now that
she’s in charge of her own division of Buchanan Industries, but
before she took over The Morgan Corporation, she worked for me and
I had her in my office multiple times a day.

There’s no way
I was going to be so enraptured with the baby that I
wouldn’t miss sliding inside
my wife’s pussy.

“How about I
lay you out right now and lick
on that sweet pussy of yours before I can’t anymore?” The second
Shane had reached her due date, we stopped fucking like animals,
and concentrated more on oral sex and slow, soft lovemaking. And I
was satisfied with that, but the no touching her at all for six
weeks?? Yeah, not going to happen.

She looked over
and smiled at me. “I have no idea how you can still be so turned on
by me when I look like this,” she laughed.

“It’s a grand
mystery for sure,” I teased.
“How about we worry about solving that mystery for a later date,
and you let me eat your pussy, baby.”

Her eyes fell
to my lips, and I knew I had
her. Shane had been a virgin when we first met, and over the years,
I’ve learned every tell she has when she’s wanting to get fucked.
And I knew, right now, she was more than willing to settle for some
eating pussy and sucking dick.

“Mason…” she
moaned.

I smirked. “Fuck,
yeah.”




Chapter 2

 Shane Buchanan~

I already
started squirming with the
anticipation of things to come.

While
Mason and I have taken it easy
on the sex these days, there were still plenty of other things we
did. Things we would continue to do after we had the
baby.

Five years
later, Mason was still the anchor for my life. I had gotten my business degree, thinking it
held the key to my happiness and security, but it turned out to be
Mason who held the key to those two things.

My late term
pregnancy had made romance a pretty nonexistent dream, so I
looked over at my husband and
asked, “So, how did you want to do this?”

Mason
laughed, and the sound was
still the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard. “Shane, we’re not
moving furniture, for Christ’s sakes.”

“I know, but it-”

The sensation was
instant.

I felt
a little pop and warmth flooding the
couch cushions beneath me.

The second my
body stilled, and my hand
reached over and clamped onto Mason’s thigh, he knew something was
wrong. “Shane?” My eyes widened and my voice got caught in my
throat. Mason’s hand grasped the one I had on his thigh. “Shane,
baby, what’s wrong?”

“Ma…Mason, my
water just broke,” I answered, not sure it I was excited, anxious
or scared all to hell.

Mason jumped up off
the couch and loomed over me. “Are you sure?”

I couldn’t stop
the sarcasm. “It’s that, or I
really can’t hold my pee any longer.”

The second he closed
his eyes in patience, I knew it was going to be okay.

Mason made everything
always okay.

He reached down
and pulled me up off the couch, helping me to stand. As soon
as I was steady, we both
looked down and saw that I was, indeed, soaked.

Mason cradled my face
in his hands. “Are you even having contractions?”

I couldn’t help but
wince. I knew my answer was going to upset him. “Yeah…”

“Since when, Shane?”
he growled.

“I
started feeling them yesterday, but
they weren’t very strong, and they were really far apart,” I
reasoned. “I just…” I just hadn’t wanted to turn him into a raving lunatic sooner
than need be.

“And today? Now?”

Even though I
knew Mason would never hurt me, the man was all hell, fire and brimstone when he was pissed.
It was rather scary. “A little closer…”

He stepped back
from me and dug his fingers in hair and pulled. That’s when I knew
he was close to losing it. “Goddamn it, Shane! Why the fuck
wouldn’t you tell me you were
contracting?” Then his eyes widened. “Holy shit, woman! What if I
had had my face buried in your pussy and your goddamn water had
broken then?!”

I couldn’t help
it.

I started
laughing at the picture he just painted. I laughed and I couldn’t stop, and the laughs were
putting pressure on my stomach.

“This is not
funny, Shane,” Mason added, trying his hardest to keep a straight
face, but I knew my husband well. It was all of ten seconds later
and he was laughing right along with me. “Shane!”

I finally
stopped laughing. “Mason, can
you yell at me later?” I pleaded. “I think we need to get going
here.”

His face
paled like, suddenly, he
realized we were about to have a baby. “Oh, shit!” Mason started
stepping left, then right, and I was surprised he hadn’t turned in
a circle, he looked so confused.

It was the sweetest
thing I’d ever seen.

Mason Buchanan in a
panic.

I reached out
and grabbed arms, sliding my hands downwards, until I was holding
his hands in mine. “Mason…breathe. It’s going to be fine.”

Mason stopped and took my
face in his hands. Looking into my eyes, he said, “It better damn
well be, Shane.” The desperation in his voice warmed my heart. “It
has to be, baby. You two have to be fine or I’d never survive
it.”




Chapter 3

 Aiden Buchanan~

“I still can’t
believe you let them beat us to it,” I said, my voice full of
accusation. “Hell, you even let Gabe and Justice beat
us.”

Denise turned
around, from where she was making lunch, to look at me. She pointed
the knife she was using to cut
sandwiches with at me. “Will you get over it already?”

I narrowed my
eyes at my wife from where I sat at the kitchen island. “No, I will
not,” I retorted. “Gabriel and Justice should have been third as
God had intended.” Denise rolled her eyes and turned her back on me.

How rude.

“If you’re
capable of being serious for
one second, in all actuality, Gabriel and Justice should be first
since they’ve been together the longest,” she said, trying to sound
all sane and logical.

I had already
put out the drinks and
napkins, and I sat waiting for Denise to finish putting together
our roast beef sandwiches so we could eat a nice, quiet
lunch.

When she turned
around, with a plate in each hand, my eyes automatically dropped to
her waist and my heart dropped, like it always did, when saw her little baby bump. I
ignored the subject of Gabriel and Justice long enough to say, “You
shouldn’t be doing manual labor, Dibtab,” I grumbled. “I hate
watching you do stuff.”

She rolled her
damn eyes again and set the plates down. “I’m four months pregnant, Aiden,” she chuckled.
“I’m hardly an invalid. And making lunch is not manual
labor.”

“I disagree,” I
argued.

“You’re also
nuts, so your opinion doesn’t hold much value in the real world,”
she countered. I didn’t comment on her warped way of thinking. Instead, my eyes followed her
as she made her way around the island to come sit next to me. “And
how many times do I have to tell you to quit calling me that
ridiculous name?”

I stood up and
pulled the stool out for her and scooched her back in place before sitting back down. “If
Michael and Gabriel can call you that, then so can I,” I retorted.
“And quit trying to change the subject.”

She
sighed as if talking to me was
exhausting or something. “Isn’t it enough that all of our children
will grow up together?”

It was true.
Shane was about to pop any day
now with their first child, and Gabriel and Justice were six months
along, while we were only four months along, effectively putting us
in third place.

And, yes, this
was a goddamn race. If Mason
and Shane had the first baby girl in the family, Denise had better
run.

Or waddle, as would
be the case here.

I
knew most guys wanted boys to
carry on their last name and legacy, but I wanted a little girl so
damn badly. I wanted 17 trillion little girls with dark brown
ringlets, light caramel complexions and smiles that lit up my
entire world.

It really wasn’t too
much to ask.

I mean, really.

Denise finished
chewing and swallowed a bit of her food before adding, “Besides,
I’d think you’d be happy with
that godawful orange nursery you decorated,” she
grimaced.

I don’t know
what my family had against the color orange.

My lunch
completely forgotten, I kept eyeing my wife until there was only one thing she could do to make
this right. “How are you feeling today?”

She paused, her
sandwich stopped midway towards her mouth, and looked over at me. “I’m fine,” she
replied warily.

“Good,” I
smirked. “How about we put lunch on hold for a while and you let me
have my way with your delectable body?”

I saw how she
tried to hide her smile, but
even if her face hadn’t betrayed her, her eyes always did. Denise
fought me a lot when I first went after her, but once she gave in,
it didn’t take much to get her naked beneath me. “I don’t know,”
she hedged, pretending to be thinking it over. “This is a damn good
sandwich, Aiden. You really should try it.”

I was off my barstool
and her ass was perched on the kitchen island before she even knew
what hit her. “I know exactly what I want to try, baby.”




 Chapter 4

Denise Buchanan~

I
was such a sucker for this
man.

It didn’t
help any that he was hot as
sin and could create miracles with that penis of his,
either.

Aiden stepped
in between my legs and I shamelessly opened my legs farther apart,
not hesitating at all. Lately,
I’ve been wearing light dresses and skirts because my baby bump was
more prominent and the dresses and skirts felt more comfortable,
and, thank God, I opted for that fashion choice today.

I ran my hands
up his arms until I anchored
them around his neck. “What did you have in mind?”

His hands slid
up my thighs until they rested
on my hips. “I was thinking I could spread you wide and eat you for
lunch.”

It sounded like
a damn good idea to me. “Hmm…that’s got me kind of rethinking my earlier assertion of
labeling you nuts.”

Aiden smiled,
and it was so full of love and
adoration, it reminded me never to take him for granted. “Oh, but I
am,” he teased. “I’m nuts about you.”

And I knew it to be
the truth.

Aiden revered
the female species, so I knew he appreciated me from just that alone, but the way the man loved
me was beyond your usual girl meets boy scenario. Aiden’s
appreciation for women made him a wonderful husband and an
impeccable lover.

I can remember
every reason why I thought dating Aiden had been a bad idea, but I thank God every day, that he
had ignored my protests and chose to love me, anyway. Granted, at
the time, I hadn’t been convinced pursuing our relationship had
been worth it, but Aiden proved me wrong.

“I’m kind of
nuts about you, too, you
know,” I teased back.

He wiggled his
brows. “Enough to lay back and
let me taste you?”

“Oh, I’m definitely
nuts about you enough to let you do that,” I said, wiggling my
brows back at him.

Aiden leaned
and planted a soft kiss against my lips. “Then lay back, baby.”

I
did as he asked, and my entire
body broke out in chills in anticipation of what I knew he was
capable of. “Like this?”

“No,” he answered,
right before he flipped my skirt up over my little hill. “Like
this, baby.”

I was about to
lift my ass so Aiden could
pull down my panties when his phone rang. I let out a muffled
laugh. “Of course…”

“It’s Mason,”
he murmured, as he began placing kisses along the inside of my
right thigh, completely ignoring his ringing phone. And he was
right. I recognized the
ringtone. Since there was eight of us in our little self-made
family, we all had individual identifying ringtones, so we’d know
who was calling and whatnot.

“Are you sure you
don’t want-”

“Fuck no, I
don’t want to answer,” he groaned, interrupting me. “My brother can wait.”

I
closed my eyes and relaxed against
the countertop, ready to let Aiden continue, when a second ringtone
sounded, and I knew it was over.

Aiden had no
qualms about ignoring his brothers, but he never ignored his
sisters; specifically,
Shane.

The
Buchanan men absolutely adored
Shane.

“Shit,” he
grunted, but went for his
phone, anyway. Now, most women might be upset that their husband
would stop in the middle of making love to answer another woman’s
call, but not me. I had no insecurities when it came to Aiden.
None, at all.

Plus, even if
Shane wasn’t my sister-in-law,
she was a special type of person and I loved her dearly.

I sat up as I
watched Aiden answer his phone. “What’s up, Sis?” I watched his
face morph into confusion. “Mason?” And then I watched Aiden’s eyes widened and his face
pale. “Yeah, sure…No. Yeah, we’re on our way.”

I waited until Aiden
hung up. “What’s going on?”

Aiden looked at me
with wonder and excitement. “Shane’s water just broke.”

I clasped my
hands over my mouth.
Oh, my God!
We’re going to have a baby! “Help me
down!” Aiden grabbed me by my hips and set my feet on the floor.
“Oh, Aiden!”

“I hope my
phone is charged so I can
record all of this,” he said, his voice laced with laughter and
excitement, “because, if that phone call is any indication, Mason’s
a goddamn mess!”




Chapter 5

 Gabriel Buchanan~

“Oh, God,” my wife
moaned. “That feels so good, Gabriel. So, goddamn, good.”

I smirked, then
lifted Justice’s left foot and placed a kiss on the arch, right
before I went back to
massaging it. “You do realize all your moaning is making my dick
hard, right?”

She let out a sweet
laugh. “Your hard dick is the reason you have to massage my feet
now, Gabriel,” she quipped.

She wasn’t wrong.

Justice was six
months pregnant-much to
Aiden’s dismay-and I tried to pamper her as often as I could,
especially since she was still working. “I still don’t understand
why you girls just don’t all go out on maternity leave already,” I
grumbled.

She was lying
flat across the couch with her
feet in my lap, and she did a half-ass sit up to stink-eye me.
“We’ve been over this already, Gabriel,” she said, before relaxing
her body to fall back down.

Justice and my
sisters-in-law, Denise and Sophia, all worked for Shane in her
division of Buchanan
Industries. A couple of years after Mason gave Shane The Morgan
Corporation, Shane had recruited Denise as part of her team, and
then shortly after that, Justice and Sophia.

“I still don’t
understand,” I complained again. “Once Shane has her baby,
then you, and then Denise,
who’s going to be left to run the division? Sophia’s expected to
run it alone?”

I could hear
her snort. “She’s probably already pregnant as we speak with the
way you ridiculous men have turned the miracle of birth into a
Buchanan race to the
finish.”

Again, much to Aiden’s
dismay, we got pregnant before he and Denise did, and he swore it
was upsetting the natural balance of life, since he was the second
oldest. “Truth be told, we should have gotten pregnant way before
anyone else,” I pointed out. “We’ve been together the
longest.”

“Uh, not a fan
of teenage pregnancies,” she
retorted. “Besides, would you really have wanted to be a father
while you were off at college?”

I placed her
foot in my lap and picked up her left foot to massage
that one to give myself a few
seconds. I knew she didn’t mean anything by it; Justice didn’t hold
grudges. She dealt with her shit and then she moved on. But the
unintentional reminder that I left her to work out her life on her
own, while I went off to college to get my degree, brought on that
pang of regret I always felt whenever I thought about all those
years I had taken her for granted.

“You getting
pregnant while we were in high
school is probably the best thing that could have happened to me,”
I snapped, not really intending to, but I still felt guilt over my
treatment of her to this day. It doesn’t matter that I’ve
worshipped the ground she walks on for the past few
years.

I’ll spend the rest
of my life proving to her what she means to me.

Justice
pulled her feet off my lap and
sat up to look at me. “Gabriel…”

“Don’t
Gabriel me,” I growled as I
reached over to haul her into my lap. It wasn’t an easy feat trying
to hold her straddled across my lap when her tummy put a foot of
space between us, but I managed. I held her as close as I could and
took in her beautiful face. “I don’t care what you say, or how much
you claim to be over the fact that I was such a dick, I’ll never
stop making it up to you.”

She leaned in
as far as she could and kissed the side of my face. “Gabriel, we’re past all that,” she said,
all the love she has for me, clear in her voice. “Yeah, you were
super stupid back then, but I want us to focus our energies on the
now and what’s to come.”

I didn’t
deserve my wife. Sure, lots of men say that, but in my case it was true. I had taken Justice for
granted way beyond what was normal, and I was lucky enough that she
had given me a chance to make up for it.

I decided to
let my guilt go back to living
in the back of my mind and give my wife what she wanted. “How about
we focus our energies on you riding my cock?”

Justice
let out a sweet laugh. Once she
settled down, she gifted me with one of her brilliant smiles. “Not
so sure I can do that on this couch,” she teased. “Perhaps we
should take this to the bedroom if it’s a ride you’re looking
for.”

I arched a
brow. “So, is that a yes to
refocusing our energies?” She tilted her head and her blonde locks
fell in a curtain to the side. I reached up and entwined a few
strands around my fingers. “Because I want to focus the hell out of
my energies on you, Just.”

She sighed and
leaned in to kiss my lips.
“Sounds like a great idea,” she agreed. “But are you sure you’re up
to carrying me?”




Chapter 6

 Justice Buchanan~

Gabriel laughed
at my question. “Baby, there
will never come a day when I can’t carry your hot little body,” he
countered, as he stood up, his hands and arms holding me firmly,
proving his point.

I wrapped my
arms around his neck and held
on with my legs tangled around his waist. “You say that now, but in
a couple of months I’m going to be as big as a house,” I reminded
him.

Gabriel walked
us towards the bedroom without one labored breath. The man was fit
and strong, with a six-pack
that was so damn sexy, it was my screen saver on my phone. “If
Mason can still carry Shane, then I’ll be able to carry you no
matter how big that belly of yours gets,” he grumbled.

Warmth flooded my
soul at how sweet he was. “How do you know he can still carry her?
Or that he even does?”

We passed the
threshold of the bedroom door.
Gabriel waited to answer until I was lying across our bed with his
body over mine. “Because there’s no way Mason will ever not carry
Shane; literally or figuratively.”

He wasn’t wrong
on that account. Mason Buchanan was a borderline
sociopath who scares the shit
out of anyone who ever meets him. He was cold, calculating, and
unfeeling. But that man loved his wife like something out of a
goddamn fairytale. And all three brothers absolutely adored Shane
Buchanan.

And what’s not to
adore?

I
loved all my sisters-in-law,
but Shane was special. She was the type of person people wanted to
be a part of. I knew Gabriel loved me beyond what I ever expected,
but I also knew that if Shane ever needed anything, he’d be at her
side in a heartbeat. Now, most women would think that put them in
competition with the woman, but not me. Hell, if Shane ever needed
anything, I’d be at her side in a
heartbeat.

The best way I
could describe it was…Shane was the glue that kept us all together.
Lots of families become
distant once spouses and children come into the picture, what with
being busy and all, but not the Buchanans. We were a tight-knit
group and a lot of that was because Shane made sure we all got
together often. It also helped that she hired all her
sisters-in-law to work for her.

“You
don’t have to carry me, Gabriel,” I
told him. “You just have to love me.”

He
snorted, and I laughed because
I already knew whatever he was about to say was going to be utterly
ridiculous. “Says you,” he quipped. “But Mason would kick my ass on
a daily basis, if he ever heard I was failing you. So, yeah, no
thank you to that.”

I smiled into his
beautiful green eyes. “Mason is too busy to kick your ass daily,” I
reasoned.

He snorted
again. “That’s what he has Aiden and Michael for,” he countered. “They’d pick up his slack.
Jesus,” he groaned, “especially Aiden.”

I leaned
up as best I could and started
trailing kisses down the column of Gabriel’s neck. He moaned and my
lips curved upwards. Gabriel was a sexy sonofabitch. “Well, how
about you fuck me so hard, deep and uncontrollably, that I can’t
help but praise to anyone who’ll listen, how well you take care of
me?”

His hips
automatically pushed against my center. “God, I love when you talk
dirty,” he whispered against
the exposed skin of my shoulder, then, ever so randomly, said, “I
miss your sno-cone hair.”

I arched my
neck so he could keep kissing
my body. “I told you I wanted to look more
professional.”

“And I told you Shane
doesn’t give a shit,” he growled.

I
was about to comment when
Gabriel’s phone rang. “Shit,” he exhaled. “It’s Mason.”

Gabriel was
already lifting himself off my
body. Now, normally, he wouldn’t stop what we were doing to answer
his phone, but Shane was so close to going into labor, we all
answered our phones if the ringtone identified either Mason or
Shane. Well, we did. I wasn’t too sure about everyone
else.

I propped
myself up onto my elbows as Gabriel held the phone to his ear.
“What’s up?” I could see Gabriel’s body tense and
butterflies fluttered around
in my tummy.

This was it.

I just
knew it.

“We’ll be right
there,” he said into the
phone. “And, Mase…breathe, dude. Just breathe.”

As soon as he hung
up, I squealed, “Is Shane in labor?”

He turned to
look at me and his smile took
up his entire face. “Shane is, indeed, in labor and Mason is
flipping the fuck out.”




Chapter 7

 Michael Buchanan~

Sophia was probably
going to divorce me.

It was only a matter
of time before she went to see a divorce lawyer.

Or a Mafia hit
man.

“Jeeze Louise, Michael,”
she uttered. “You’re driving me insane.”

She was
currently standing in front of
the bathroom mirror trying to throw her hair up in a knot on top of
her head, while I was on my knees in between her and the cabinets,
with my arms wrapped around her waist and my head pressed up
against her stomach. “Don’t care,” I replied…of course, not that
she didn’t already know that.

“You don’t care if I
go insane?” she deadpanned. “How are you going to explain a crazy
wife?”

“The same way
Aiden explains Dibtab and
Gabriel explains Justice,” I deadpanned back. Shane wasn’t included
because Shane was too special to be officially labeled as
crazy.

“Ooooohhhhh, I’m
going to tell them you said that,” Sophia threatened.

“And I’ll deny it,” I
warned her.

She
let out a deep sigh. “Seriously,
Michael,” she said, trying again to bring reason into our
household. “I cannot go the next six months with you wrapped around
my person.” I had just found out yesterday that Sophia was
pregnant, and I haven’t left her side since. Well, I let the woman
go pee without me, but that was the extent of freedom I was
allowing at this point.

After the shock
and excitement had worn off, we agreed that we would wait a few days to tell everyone. Not that
we didn’t want to share our news, but Shane was so close to
popping, we didn’t want to usurp her big moment with news about our
pregnancy. I was certain she’d pop within a week, so the news could
wait until then.

“Pebble needs
to know me and my voice just as much as it needs to know yours,” I retorted.

“Pebble?” She
asked.

“Yeah, Pebble,”
I confirmed. “You got a
problem with that?”

Sophia laughed.
“No, Crazy Man,” she chuckled. “I have no problem with it, at all.
However, you still can’t just be attached to my stomach,
Michael.”

“All the baby
books I read claim otherwise,”
I argued. The second Mason and Shane had shared the news of their
pregnancy, I had ordered damn near every book on pregnancies and
child rearing. I had intended to be a full hands-on uncle, and I
wanted to make sure I returned their baby to them alive and well
every time we babysat.

Sophia finished
tying her hair up in a bun,
and placing her hands on her hips, she looked down at me. “I’m
pretty sure there weren’t any chapters on latching onto the
pregnant momma like a goddamn barnacle.”

I looked up at
my wife and hit her with the
truth. “Yes, there was,” I informed her. “There were all kinds of
chapters on how to cater to the mother and making sure she feels
loved, comfortable, calm and relaxed.”

Her eyes
widened. “And you think
wrapping your arms around my waist, plastering your ear to my
stomach, while you talk gibberish to Pebble is the way to
accomplish all that?”

“Yep,” I replied,
unreasonably.

Sophia let out
one of those sighs that let me know I was exhausting her. “And when everyone asks why you’re on
your knees in front of me? We’re going to hardly be able to keep
things hushed then.”

I lifted her
shirt and pulled down the waistband of her pajama pants, placing a
kiss on her hipbone. It was well past noon, but we were being lazy today. “My brothers won’t
ask why I’m on my knees in front of you,” I replied. “They’ll just
assume I want to be close to your pussy.”

She gasped. “Michael
Buchanan!”

I shrugged a
shoulder, but finally got up off my knees. “What?” I asked her. “It’s not like they don’t live
on their knees in front of Shane, Justice and Denise, too, you
know.”

“You are completely
insane, Michael,” she said, shaking her head at me.

“Maybe,” I
mean, the facts of my mental state weren’t a secret.
“But that doesn’t change the
fact that I’m going to make sure you want for nothing during these
delicate times.”

Sophia’s face softened
and her eye warmed over. “Michael, you always make sure I want for
nothing, anyway. You couldn’t be more perfect.”




Chapter 8

 Sophia Buchanan~

My husband
smirk and it made my knees
weak.

Even
after all this time, I
couldn’t believe how blessed I was to have Michael Buchanan as my
husband. He could do so much better than me.

“Just remember
how perfect I am when we can’t have vaginal sex anymore later in your pregnancy and you have
to keep giving up that sweet, tight ass of yours,” he replied as
his arms went around my waist.

“Jesus Christ,”
I grumbled. “I can’t believe I let you talk to me like that.” And
because I was honest, if nothing else, I added, “And I cannot believe it turns me on
the way it does.”

Michael and
I had both been virgins when
we met, but since then, I don’t think there’s anything we haven’t
explored. It was a little surreal knowing that what we shared has
never been shared with anyone else. It helped with my insecurities
and I needed that from time to time. Michael was a great husband,
but some days I still felt like that plain, fat, boring loser I was
before Michael and his family came into my life.

“Trust
me,” I said. “I don’t turn you
on half as much as you turn me on, baby. And I can’t wait until
Pebble grows and grows and I can see you waddling around
beautifully pregnant.”

I brought my
arms up to wrap around his neck. I played with the strands that
tickled the back of his neck.
“Michael, I’m already…not slim,” I whispered, a little embarrassed.
“I’m going to be so hugely overweight as the months progress and it
won’t all be baby weight like Shane.”

It might have
sounded like I was jealous of Shane, but I wasn’t. I believed my sister-in-law to be the most
perfect human on the planet. She was beautiful, caring, loving,
strong, and she snagged Mason Buchanan, who, by all accounts, was a
goddamn psychopath. If Shane could tame Mason Buchanan, that made
her beyond special, and boy, did she have him tamed. There wasn’t
anything Mason or his brothers wouldn’t do for her. And that
included my husband.

I knew early on
that Shane was special to Michael and he was special to her. They
had a connection that was different from the rest of the family. It was beautiful, and it was
a miracle to witness. But I wasn’t jealous, nor would I ever be.
What Shane and Michael shared was special, but what Michael and I
shared was live, living passion that he couldn’t control no matter
what.

Michael
worshipped me in a way that scared me sometimes.

His arms
tightened around my body, and
then he turned around, placing my ass on the bathroom counter. He
kept his hands on my hips as he leaned in to kiss my forehead.
“Sophia, even if it takes until I am on my deathbed, one day you’re
going to see yourself through my eyes and you’re going to be amazed
at how truly beautiful you really are.”

My eyes watered
and I wrapped myself around him so tight, I wondered if he could
breathe. “I love you, Michael,” I said into his chest.

His arms wound
around me just as tightly.
“Enough to let me fuck the shit out of you on the bathroom
counter?” he murmured, trying to lighten the mood. And he was right
to try. This was a happy time.

We were
pregnant!

Before I could give him
the go ahead, his phone rang, and I recognized the ringtone. It
belonged to Mason. Michael dropped another kiss on my forehead. “I
gotta answer this, baby.” I just nodded. I knew he had to. “What’s
up?” The smile that lit up Michael’s face confirmed what I had
hoped. But I also knew this was doubly good news for Michael. It
meant we could share our news sooner rather than later.

Holy crappola. Shane
was in labor!

“Okay…yeah…yeah, sure,” Michael said into the phone. “Let me
talk to Shane first, Mase.” I
smiled at his tone. I was so lucky to be married to this man. “Hey,
Pretty Girl, I hear you’re finally ready to give all of us a baby?”
He was quietly listening to her, then said, “Sophia and I are on
our way and everything is going to go perfectly, Shane. It has to,
you hear me?” He listened for a few seconds, before saying, “I love
you, too, Pretty Girl. Now go and shoot out a healthy
baby.”

He hung up and
looked over at me. “Shane is going to give the world the most
perfect little Buchanan,” I
gushed.

Michael
chuckled. “Hopefully, Mason doesn’t drive her insane in the process. He sounded like he was
losing his goddamn mind on the phone.”

I hopped off
the counter as Michael took a step back. “What are we waiting for?”
I asked, gleefully. “I want to
witness The Great Mason Buchanan losing his shit!”




Chapter 9

 Mason Buchanan~

It took six
hours and seventeen minutes
for me to finally meet my son.

Michael Adam
Buchanan.

We hadn’t told
Michael or Shane’s foster dad, Adam, what we were naming the
baby if it turned out to be a boy.
Just like the sex, we wanted the entire experience to be a nice,
loving surprise.

We were in a
private birthing room that I donated a shit ton of money to the
hospital to have. Everyone was waiting on the other side of
an adjoining room, where they
sat-or paced-until Shane and I gave them the okay to join
us.

Watching Shane
give birth was a miracle and
horror all at once. I hated how she was in so much pain-she went
drug-free-but, at the same time, what she was doing was astounding.
Witnessing what she was capable of made every one of Aiden’s
revered comments about women make complete sense now.

I looked down
at my wife, while cradling our son, and told her the only thing I
could say. “You are the most perfect thing in my
life, Shane. And I’m going to
fucking love you forever.”

Her eyes
watered and spilled over, but
her smile was captivating. “Should we let them in now?”

I nodded and
gave her a quick once over to make sure she was as presentable as
possible. Once I was satisfied, I walked over and opened the door to the adjoining
suite. I immediately stepped back and over to Shane’s bedside when
I heard Michael let out a whoop.

He was coming full
speed.

And,
just as I expected, he stopped
next to Shane on the other side of the bed, leaned down and kissed
the shit out of the top of her head. “Hey, Pretty Momma,” he
murmured against her hair.

Shane’s arms
reached up and around to give him the best hug she could from her
sitting position. “Hey, You,” she whimpered, her entire
demeanor full of love. I took
the baby so everyone could hug her.

One by one,
everyone else filed in after
him; Sophia, Aiden, Denise, Justice, Gabriel, Adam, Maggie and our
mother, who was wise enough to leave our father at home. I scanned
everyone’s faces, and it was incredible how much love was in this
room.

“Oh, Shane,”
Justice muttered, “you did it.”

“How are you
feeling, babe?” Denise asked
her.

“You look horrible,”
Sophia grimaced, honestly. “But you look so damn happy
and…perfect.”

“Fuck that
shit,” Aiden boomed. “What do
we have, damn it? A niece or a nephew?”

Shane laughed
as I cradled Little Michael
closer to my chest. She took mercy on him. We all knew Aiden wanted
a tribe of little girls. “You have a nephew, Aiden,” she
beamed.

“Oh, thank
you, Jesus,” he rushed out,
while everyone else laughed around him.

“A perfect,
healthy, bouncing baby boy,” I
confirmed.

“Oh,
my,” Maggie muttered as tears
ran down her face. She reached over and grabbed Adam’s hand. “We
have a grandson, Adam.”

I looked
towards my mother, and Natalie
Buchanan did something I’ve never seen her do, she let tears run
down her face, ruining her perfect makeup. She smirked at me.
“There are four of you, so I expect, at least, ten more of these
perfect little creatures to fill our lives, Mason.”

My brows shot
up. “Shane and I can give you three more, but that’s it,” I compromised.

“Gimme, gimme,
gimme,” Michael chanted as he
elbowed his way around the bed to get to the baby. I already had my
arms out, passing him to Michael’s outstretched hands. He stared
down at the little bundle and then up at me. “He’s beautiful,
Mase,” he choked out.

I glanced down
at Shane and she gave me a
small nod. “Uhm, I’m glad you think so, Mike.” He looked up at me
and grinned. “Uh, because…well, it would suck if you didn’t like
him seeing as how his name is Michael Adam Buchanan,” I said,
finally revealing the little guy’s name.

Gasps and
whimpers could be heard around the room. I glanced over at Shane’s
foster dad and he was doing his best to keep the tears at
bay, but his eyes showed us
everything he was feeling. “I…oh, God,” he stuttered, and because
he couldn’t speak, he just walked over to the bed and hugged the
shit out of Shane. After a few seconds, he whispered, “I love you,
kiddo.”

“I love you,
too,” she whispered
back.

When I returned
my attention back to Michael,
the look on his face said it all. At this point, the women were all
a crying mess with Denise wrapped in Aiden’s arms and Justice in
Gabriel’s. Sophia was standing next to Maggie and my mother, all
three women crying happy tears. Sophia was looking at Michael with
so much love in her eyes, I was immensely grateful that she was in
my brother’s life.

Michael’s green
gaze kept swinging back and
forth between me and Shane, until it finally landed on mine and he
asked, “M…Michael? You named him Michael?” His eyes were watering,
and he wasn’t embarrassed by it at all.

“Yep,” I
confirmed. “We named him Michael, because…every one of us, me,
Gabriel and Aiden wouldn’t know the true meaning of love without
you, Mike.”

Michael handed
the baby back to a weeping Shane and dragged me into his embrace, hugging the holy fuck
out of me. I hugged him back, hoping my little brother knew how
special he was to all of us. “I love you, Michael.”

“I love you,
Mason,” he returned. “I love
you guys so fucking much.” He let me go and took a step back.
“Sophia.”

I watched
Sophia make her way over to
Michael, and as soon as he felt her by his side, he reached over
and pulled her into his arms. They stayed like that for a few
minutes as everyone else took this time to pull themselves
together.

This
moment; this occasion was as
emotionally intense as I thought it might be.

Once Michael
gathered himself, he stood to his full height, threw his arm around
Sophia’s waist, and said, “We’re pregnant.” Squeals and laughter engulfed the room, but
once everyone settled down, Michael continued, “We weren’t going to
say anything, because we didn’t want to steal Shane’s spotlight,
but,” he glanced over at her, and then me, “I’m calling dibs on
Mason’s name now.”

“You can’t just
call dibs on his name,” Aiden
protested. “Mason belongs to all of us, damn it!”

“Yeah,” Gabriel chimed in.
“What kind of bullshit is that?”

Sophia planted
her hands on her hips. “Thought you were only having girls,
Aiden?”

That stumped
him for a bit, but then he countered with, “What if you have a girl?”

She shrugged a
shoulder. “Doesn’t matter,”
she replied. “We’ll still be naming her Mason and we’ll just call
her Masey for short.”

“What’s wrong
with naming your son after me,
you asshole?” Gabriel barked at Aiden, and then added, “And if it’s
a girl, you can name her Gabriella with Gabby for
short.”

Aiden pointed
his finger at Gabe. “Then you better do the same, jackhole,” he
countered. “And if it’s a girl, her name will be Aiden, too. Period.”

Justice raised
her hand. “And us mothers have
no say in the naming of these children, I take it?”

“No!” came all four
Buchanan responses, including mine.

She threw her hands
up in surrender. “Just double checking.”

“Calm down
everyone,” my mother
instructed. “What with you all giving me about 16 grandchildren,
there will be plenty of kids and names to go around.”

“You’re expecting
four a piece?” Aiden asked.

“You boys are
forgetting that there is a great probability that there
will be a few sets of twins thrown in
the mix,” she reminded us. “Reaching 16 won’t be that hard to
do.”

Sophia’s
eyes immediately began
studying her feet.

I narrowed my eyes at
her. “Sophia?”

And then Michael
narrowed his eyes at her. “Sophia?”

Her arms
dropped and her head was thrown back
in quite a dramatic fashion as she announced, “I wanted to wait
until things were past the…delicate stage, but…ugh, fine,” she
huffed and then looked at Michael. “I did an actual ultrasound at
my appointment the other day and,” she grinned, “there were two
heartbeats, Michael.” The entire room was shrouded in a second of
silence before the whoops and hollers became deafening.

I looked down
at my wife and her face was positively radiant in the glow of the
aftermath of birth and with
the love evident in this room. I jerked my head to the side, and
she immediately scooted over to make as much room for me as she
could. And, with no shame at all, I crawled into the bed with my
wife and son.

Shane nestled
into the crook of my arm, and
feeling her relax against me, knowing she felt loved and safe,
meant everything to me. “I’m going to worship everything about you
until the day I die, Shane.”

“I love you,
Mason,” she whispered against my chest. “I love you, so much.
You’ll never know just how
much.”

I didn’t need
to know the extent of her love
for me. Hell, I didn’t care if she only liked me a little. All that
matter was my love for her and how I was going to prove that love
to her forever.

Well, my love for her
and for my family.

Always my
family.




Epilogue


And they lived happily ever
after, with many more Buchanans added
to the mix!

 


The End.
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