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      One unforgettable night changes everything. 

       

      Zion Priestly has one regret—not getting the full name of the woman he’d spent the most incredible night of his life with. It’s been almost a year, and not a day goes by without him thinking about her. But when a twist of fate brings them face-to-face, Zion is shocked. Especially when she hits him with unexpected news.

       

      Raven Shepherd thought a positive pregnancy test weeks after returning from Vegas was the biggest surprise of her life. Wrong. Running into Zion, the mystery man who she had a one-night stand with wins that award. Who knew leaving Houston to get away from her unhinged ex-boyfriend would send her into the arms of the man she hasn’t stopped dreaming about? Their sexual chemistry is even more intense than before, but Zion is younger than her—something Raven didn’t realize. As for him, he can’t seem to wrap his mind around the fact that he’s a father. 

       

      Just as they manage to push aside all the obstacles keeping them from being together, Raven’s ex shows up with a shocking revelation. Can Zion and Raven have the future they desire? Or will a master manipulator’s lies and schemes keep them from truly being a family?
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      Zion Priestly tapped his fingers against the steering wheel as he bobbed his head to the music that was playing through the speakers of his police cruiser. For the most part, his twelve-hour shift had been an ordinary day on the streets of Chicago.

      There’d only been one domestic violence call he’d had to respond to earlier in the day. Eight moving violations, and then there was the hit-and-run incident he’d assisted with a short while ago. He might actually end his shift on time for a change.

      He glanced out at the semi-cloudy sky where he could see a hint of the sun as it began its descent. With it being the end of March, it was starting to stay light a little longer, and hopefully, they’d start getting some warmer days.

      “Oh, sh… Dude, what are you doing?” Zion grumbled.

      Car horns blared and more than one person flipped the driver in the blue Dodge Charger off as he weaved from one lane to the other. Good thing traffic wasn’t as bad as it had been a half hour ago. Otherwise, Zion would be responding to a car accident versus a possible DUI traffic stop.

      He watched from a short distance behind the driver, thinking the swerve into the other lane was a one-time mishap. Hopefully, the guy would straighten up, but as soon as the thought entered his mind, the driver weaved in and out of his lane.

      Zion glanced at the time on the dashboard, grumbling more as he noted it was almost seven in the evening. There were twenty minutes left on his shift, and he’d hoped the previous traffic stop would be the last one for the day.

      Apparently not.

      “Son of a…” On reflex, Zion gripped his steering wheel and gritted his teeth when the driver barely missed ramming into the back of the vehicle in front of him. “So much for getting off work on time.”

      He turned on his lights and siren and got right on the driver’s bumper. It took a minute for the guy to notice him in his rear-view mirror, and Zion knew the moment he had. The man jerked and tapped on his brakes before slowing and putting on his turn signal. Instead of pulling over to the side of the road, he made a right onto a residential street before parking in front of a duplex.

      “Just once, it would be nice to get off work on time.”

      Running the license plate, Zion found the vehicle registration to be up to date. Assuming this was indeed a DUI, he called for backup in case things went sideways, which happened often. He already knew a few officers were in the area, including his best friend, Lynix Mathews. He and Lynix first met in the police academy and had been tight ever since.

      By the time Zion climbed out of his cruiser, Lynix was there. His friend gave a head nod, and while Zion approached the driver’s door, Lynix moved to the vehicle’s passenger side, stopping near the rear bumper.

      When Zion reached the driver’s side door, he only asked for the man’s driver’s license, which the guy already had out.

      “Mr. Ryan, do you know why I pulled you over?” Zion asked after skimming the license. The overpowering smell of alcohol drifted from the driver’s window and permeated the air. The scent was so strong that it was as if the guy had taken a swim in a pool of liquor.

      The man shook his head, then peered at Zion with red-rimmed eyes. “Na—nah, man, I don’t know why you’re bothering me. Go chase some real criminals.”

      Though the answer was as clear as crystal, Zion asked, “Sir, have you been drinking?”

      “I had a beer or two,” he said, his words slurred despite trying to hide that fact by speaking slowly.

      “You sure you didn’t have more? Because I can smell the alcohol on you.” The guy said something unintelligible, and Zion moved back. “Sir, please turn off the car and remove the keys from the ignition. Then I’m going to need you to step out of the vehicle. Keep your hands where I can see them.”

      After a couple of minutes of arguing, mainly with himself, the tall, lanky man in his mid-fifties finally conceded and exited the vehicle. The moment his feet touched the ground, he staggered before righting himself.

      There was no need to do a field sobriety test. The guy could barely stand up straight, and he had already admitted to drinking.

      Zion pocketed the man’s keys.

      “Sir, please turn and face your car. Do you have any weapons or needles on you?” Zion asked, preparing to pat him down while Lynix peered through the windows of the vehicle. His friend gave a slight shake of his head, letting Zion know there wasn’t any liquor, drugs, or weapons visible.

      “Come on, Pig, you ain—ain’t gotta take me in. I’ll just walk home,” Mr. Ryan insisted, his fair skin pale while he looked as if he’d pass out at any moment.

      “You should’ve done that in the first place. Now turn around.”

      “I—I think I’m—I’mma be sick,” the man said seconds before he vomited in the street, a couple of chunks hitting Zion’s shoe in the process.

      Ahh, hell. Zion jumped away as if being burned when the guy threw up more, barely missing him. The man slumped against the car and the disgusting, sour smell of beer and something else almost took Zion’s breath away. He’d smelled and seen worse, but he still struggled not to gag.

      “Turn your ass around,” he ground between gritted teeth while jerking the man around to face the vehicle. He carefully patted him down, then read him his rights as he slapped handcuffs on him.

      Zion’s attitude soured as much as the horrific smell of the vomit, even more as he walked the guy to his police cruiser. Knowing he’d have to endure the rank smell for the twenty-minute drive back to the station only pissed him off more. It didn’t help that Lynix was chuckling as he climbed into his own clean, probably fresh-smelling cruiser.

      Sometimes, I hate this job.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, after showering and changing into his street clothes, Zion slung his duffle bag over his shoulder and headed for the locker room’s exit. He had already talked to his neighbor’s kid, asking him to take Onyx, Zion’s dog, out for a walk. Now Zion was heading to his parents’ place.

      He had a couple of days off, and he was looking forward to relaxing. Though it was still cold out, the city was expecting a rare warm day of sixty degrees tomorrow. This time of the year, it could be sixty-five one day and snowing the next. So he planned to do something outside. Maybe he’d see if his dad wanted to go fishing. That was something he and the old man did as often as the weather would allow.

      “Z, wait up.” Zion slowed and turned at the sound of Lynix’s voice. When he caught up, they exited the locker room together and headed to the door that would take them to the employee parking lot. “We’re going to Roby’s tonight. You coming?”

      Roby’s was Roby’s Pub, a cop bar they often hung out at after their shifts. Zion wasn’t in the mood for drinking, though he never had more than two beers. Nor did he feel like hanging out with the guys. It had been like that a lot lately. Perhaps turning thirty a few weeks ago had something to do with it, but he didn’t think so. His lack of interest in hanging with the guys had been like this for months, and he knew why. His mystery woman.

      “Nah, man. I told my parents I’d stop by after work. I’m going to pass on Roby’s.”

      Lynix nodded. “That’s cool, but if you change your mind, I’m sure we’ll still be there watching a couple of basketball games.”

      “All right,” Zion said, though he had no intention of stopping by.

      If his mother hadn’t texted him, telling him that she had put a plate aside for him, he’d be heading home. But no way was he turning down a home cooked meal. Yes, he could hold his own in the kitchen, but his mother’s cooking was second to none.

      “Oh, and bring Dorian if you do come to the bar. She can pretty up the place,” Lynix said of Zion’s youngest sister.

      Zion growled under his breath and pointed at his friend, who’d had a crush on Dorian since they’d met years ago. “You clearly have a death wish. I meant what I said. Stay the hell away from my sister… all of them, asshole.”

      Lynix’s laughter could still be heard when he walked away, strolling across the parking lot to where his truck was parked.

      Dorian could do a lot worse than Lynix, Zion thought as he climbed into his Ford 150. Actually, he couldn’t think of a better guy for his youngest sister, but it would be too weird—her dating one of his best friends. He doubted it would ever happen since Dorian thought Lynix was an egotistical jerk. He wasn’t, but Zion never corrected her.

      A short while later, he entered his parents’ Greystone bed and breakfast. They actually lived in the cottage out back, but when he checked, no one was there. So he assumed they were still at the B & B.

      The moment he stepped inside, the enticing aroma of barbecue had his stomach growling as he shrugged out of his leather jacket. He hung it in the coat closet before he moved farther into the foyer and stopped short. His mother stood near the registration desk, holding an infant.

      “Mom, please tell me you didn’t steal someone’s baby.”

      He was only half joking. She’d been on a mission, insisting he and his sisters get married and give her grandbabies. It started when they all reached their mid-twenties, especially his sisters who were all older than him. However, no one seemed to be in a hurry to settle down and have kids. Including him.

      Zion had recently turned thirty. He had barely blown out the candles on the birthday cake that his mother had baked before she started asking if he was dating anyone. That was code for—do you have a potential baby momma lined up yet?

      Getting married and having children were the last things on his mind. As a Chicago police officer, his workdays were long and exhausting. Some days, he barely had the energy to drag his tired body home after a shift. Going home and having to fulfill husband and daddy duties? No thank you.

      “Well, since my own children won’t give me more grandkids, I’m forced to borrow babies,” his mother said, pulling him out of his thoughts.

      Zion chuckled. “You’re a trip.”

      He kissed his mother’s cheek. In doing so, he glanced at the gorgeous baby girl with big light-brown eyes, a tiny nose, and bow-shaped lips. She was dressed in all pink and had to be the prettiest baby he’d ever seen.

      “She’s a cutie-pie.”

      Unable to help himself, he smiled at the little one and touched her tiny hand, and she immediately grabbed hold of his finger. He couldn’t help quietly baby-talking to her. When the baby offered him a smile, Zion’s heart nearly stopped.

      “See, you’re a natural,” his mother said. “All you have to do is find a wife and start having a few cutie-pies like this one. Don’t you want to hold her?”

      He shook his head, took a giant step back, but couldn’t take his gaze from the baby while saying, “Mom, don’t start.”

      The temptation to hold the child was stronger than he’d admit, but he was definitely tempted. He loved kids, especially when they belonged to someone else.

      “Okay, Mrs. Priestly. Thank you so much for entertaining her while I fixed a bottle. I…”

      The stunning woman stopped talking and offered Zion a quick glance and smile before returning her attention to the baby. But just as quickly, her gaze snapped back to him. When she did, shock roiled inside of him, and his pulse thumped double-time.

      It’s her.

      He’d recognize those gorgeous eyes anywhere. Even though she looked a bit haggard, it was the woman he’d met in Vegas during a conference almost a year ago. He hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her, and now she was standing only a couple of feet away.

      Her mouth dropped open, and if it was possible, her eyes grew as large as dinner plates.

      “You,” she whispered.

      Zion couldn’t believe he was standing in front of the mystery woman he hadn’t been able to forget. At least he was fairly sure it was her. Gorgeous face, though she looked exhausted with dark circles under her eyes. Her long hair was in small braids and pulled back into a ponytail at the nape of her neck. Light-brown, almost hazel eyes—that showed up often in his dreams—stared back at him. And then there were her lips. Kissable lips that he had feasted on, and a body just as alluring as his mouth, tongue, and hands remembered.

      “Andrew?” the woman whispered, looking at him as if she was seeing a ghost.

      He knew the feeling and damn, he had forgotten he’d given her his middle name. Was her name really Raven?

      Too stunned to ask, Zion was stuck on the fact that they’d found each other despite only exchanging first names. Or in his case, a middle name. No last name. No telephone numbers. Nothing. He’d had no way of finding her after sharing the most incredible night he’d ever experienced with a woman.

      What were the chances of them ending up in the same city, let alone his parents’ B & B? No way. There was no way she was really here after almost a year of him dreaming about her.

      “I take it you two know each other,” his mother said in a sing-song voice, which snapped Zion out of his daze.

      Then something else occurred to him. Instead of responding to his mother, his attention remained on Raven. “You have a baby?”

      She glanced at her baby girl who his mother was feeding, and then Raven returned her gaze back to him. “Yeah, actually, I have two.”
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      “T—two?” he sputtered, his eyebrows lifted high enough to touch the ceiling.

      “Yes,” Raven Shepherd said, barely able to keep her voice from wavering.

      Ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod.

      Shock clawed through her body, and she gripped the edge of the reception desk to keep herself from sliding to the hardwood floor.

      It was him. The most gorgeous, sensuous man she’d ever met was standing almost within reach of her. How was that possible? It had been almost a year, and she never thought she’d see him again. Yet, here he was.

      And that voice? One of many things that had attracted her to him that night in Vegas. Whenever he spoke, his unbelievably deep baritone was like that of the R & B singer, Giveon—rich, sultry, and erotic. His voice was still as arousing and smooth, like warm honey drizzled over a hot, buttered biscuit.

      “I have a feeling you two know each other, but just in case, Raven, let me introduce you to my son, Zion,” Virginia Priestly said cheerily. “Zion, this is Raven and her daughter, Zanaya.”

      His mother? Oh my God. This just keeps getting weirder.

      From the moment Raven had arrived, Mrs. Priestly had welcomed her into the B & B as if she’d known her forever. When in reality, they’d just met. An hour ago, Raven, bone tired and hungry, showed up with her babies who’d been just as tired and cranky. Mrs. Priestly and her sister, Gwendolyn Renee, had been a godsend, fussing over the kids and immediately taking them into their care.

      Wait, Zion?

      Raven’s eyebrows pinched together as she looked at him, realizing Mrs. Priestly had said Zion. Not Andrew?

      Raven was tired, but she was fairly sure this was the man she’d met in Vegas. It had to be. No way could there be two men who looked like this adonis standing in front of her. He was at least six-feet tall with a chestnut skin tone, deep, intense amber eyes that stared back at her, as well as a sexy mustache and goatee. The man was so fine. Add that to his sculpted chest, wide shoulders that tapered down to a narrow waist, and long legs with powerful thighs like that of a linebacker, and you had one incredible specimen.

      Yeah, this was him. He looked a little younger than she remembered, but she was confident that she’d know her kids’ father anywhere. Then again, maybe he was a twin. No. No, it was definitely him, and he must think her crazy with the way she was staring at him.

      However, the shock on his handsome face told her that he was just as surprised as her. Or maybe that was a look of fear. She wasn’t sure, but it was possible that he had figured out he was a father times two.

      She had prayed every day, since finding out she was pregnant, that she’d eventually run into him. Maybe God was finally answering one of her many prayers. But just in case…

      “Andrew?” she whispered, hoping she hadn’t lost her mind, that her imagination hadn’t conjured him up. “Or is it Zion?”

      After the long drive from Houston with her babies, she was beyond exhausted. She’d barely slept in the last couple of days, and it was starting to catch up to her.

      God, please let it be him. She had needed him in more ways than one over the last few months, and now he was here.

      “Zion Andrew Priestly,” he said, his shocked expression still in place as he gawked at her. “I can’t believe you’re here,” he said, and her knees went weak.

      He was as quick as lightning when he reached out and gently grabbed her elbow. It gave her just enough assistance to keep her from face planting on the gorgeous hardwood floor. Yeah, she needed some sleep. Or if nothing else, to lie down for a while.

      “Oh you poor dear,” Mrs. Priestly said, hurrying to grab Raven’s other arm.

      But the older woman released her when Zanaya started fussing. The bottle had come out of the baby’s mouth, and she scrunched up her face, but Mrs. Priestly didn’t miss a beat. She returned the bottle to Zanaya’s mouth as if nothing happened and all before the baby could get too wound up.

      “Zion, carry Raven into the library,” she said. “She’s worn out after driving all the way from Houston. It doesn’t matter that she stopped for the night. That’s still a long drive for anyone, especially with two infants.”

      “No,” Raven hurried to say, though Andrew… umm, Zion hadn’t made a move to lift her into his arms. “I can walk but thank you. I would like to sit down for a minute, though.” Her head hurt, her brain was tired, and her body felt as if she was being weighed down by a heavy anchor.

      Yeah, it was time to call it a day, and the number of surprises thrown at her wasn’t helping.

      “Well, at least show her to the library,” Virginia insisted. “We’re expecting some of the other guests to return soon, but rarely does anyone go in there this time of evening. She can rest in there for a while.”

      Zion maintained a hold on Raven’s elbow as they moved slowly across the large living room on their way to the library. The brightly decorated space had butter-yellow walls, with elegant white crown molding, and super tall ceilings. The wood-burning fireplace currently heating up the space and two wing-back chairs, as well as a long, comfortable-looking sofa, made the space warm and inviting.

      Or maybe it was Andrew that had her feeling warm and tempted to pull out of his hold. The intense heat crawling up her arm from his touch was almost too much to bear. It had been like that the day they’d met in Las Vegas. When he’d introduced himself, he had stuck out his hand to shake hers, and the moment their palms touched, an electric jolt of awareness shot through her.

      Actually, that whole night with him had been much of the same after she’d gone to his hotel room. It had been so unlike her to do anything so brazen and reckless. Yet, it was a night she’d never forget. The man had touched, kissed, and licked her whole body into submission, and she’d been on fire for much of the night.

      An involuntary shiver shook Raven, and Zion must’ve thought she was going to drop because he tightened his hold. She was glad because she honestly didn’t know if she could stay upright. The last couple of days had been a lot.

      Thankfully, they finally reached the library, and he guided her over to an overstuffed sofa where Raven practically dropped onto. This room wasn’t as big as the living room, but it was just as cozy with its dark furnishings and hundreds of books on bookshelves that lined three walls.

      Looking past Zion, Raven noted Virginia was standing in the opening, gently rocking Zanaya.

      “I can take her, Mrs. Priestly. Thank you so much for helping me with the twins. I’m sure her brother will be awake shortly.”

      As if on cue, Raven heard Gwendolyn, who’d helped with Andrew, cooing as her voice got closer.

      “Ginny, look who woke up,” she was saying, apparently to Mrs. Priestly.

      Raven still didn’t see her but knew she was almost to the room.

      “Doesn’t this little sweetheart remind you of someone?” Gwendolyn was saying before she made it to the opening into the room. She was smiling down at Andrew who was cradled in her arms. “He’s a spitting image of…” Her words trailed off as she glanced up, apparently surprised to see Zion if her wide eyes were any indication.

      Oh crap. That wasn’t the only reason she was surprised to see her nephew. She clearly saw the resemblance between him and the baby.

      Since learning she was pregnant, Raven had played various scenarios through her mind of how she’d tell Andrew… no, Zion, about his kids. That was assuming she’d ever see him again, but this wasn’t one of them. She couldn’t have planned this reunion if she’d tried.

      Now that she was sitting down and able to catch her breath, Raven’s gaze bounced between the two women. They were around her height or maybe just a little shorter, and watching them, anyone could tell they were sisters, though they had different styles.

      Mrs. Priestly appeared more conservative with her straight hair pulled back into a bun and wearing minimum makeup. The pretty, sage green sweater and black pants complemented her shapely frame.

      Her sister, whose shoulder length braids that were burgundy and curly at the ends, looked like a fashionista. The trendy glasses she wore didn’t hide the fact that her face appeared professionally made up and her lips, painted with red lipstick, looked perfect. She was a little curvier than Mrs. Priestly, but her red V-neck sweater and stylish jeans that hugged her full hips had her oozing sex appeal and confidence.

      An eerie silence had fallen over the room, and Raven almost groaned as she watched the three adults stare at the babies, looking from one to the other. Then she saw the exact moment they all pieced it together.

      “Oh. My. God. Ginny! I think your wish has come true… twice!” Gwendolyn whispered-shouted and then burst out laughing. “Oh. My. God! This is wild! We’re holding your grandbabies.”

      Mrs. Priestly continued to stare at Andrew, and her mouth dropped open. Then she closed it, and a second later, she screeched. The ear-piercing sound was loud enough to crack glass, and both babies started crying.

      “Shh… shh,” Mrs. Priestly and Gwendolyn both said as they cooed and gently rocked the babies, who settled down almost immediately.

      Raven had been truly blessed. She’d been terrified when she learned she was having twins, afraid she wouldn’t be able to handle two babies. But they were, for the most part, good kids. They did their share of crying but usually only when they were hungry or wet.

      She glanced up at Zion who stood frozen as he stared at Andrew. Raven’s heart squeezed. No doubt he saw the resemblance of the tiny version of him.

      They needed to talk, and it was sure to be one of the hardest conversations she’d ever had. She knew without a doubt that he was the father. Not just because she hadn’t been with anyone months before or since meeting him. But also because the moment Andrew was born, and she looked at him, she saw Zion’s face.

      That was one of the reasons she’d named him Andrew. She had thought she was naming him after his father, but who knew Andrew’s first name was actually Zion? Since she thought it impossible to find the man who had rocked her world that night, she’d wanted to honor him with a junior. Since then, every time she stared into Andrew’s sweet face, she thought of Zion.

      And here he was.

      “Umm,” Zion said, and swallowed hard. His shocked gaze darted from the kids to Raven, and then back to the babies. “Mom… Aunt Gigi, can you guys give me a minute to talk to Raven?”

      Knowing the talk was inevitable, Raven started to stand, but Zion stopped her with a hand on her shoulder.

      “I should take the babies,” Raven said, not wanting his mother or aunt to feel like they were being forced to keep the twins.

      “If you don’t mind, let them hold your kids for a little while longer,” Zion said. “I’d like to talk to you in private.”

      Anger stirred inside of Raven at the way he’d said your kids. Yeah, maybe she’d had a little more time to get used to having his babies, but she still didn’t like how he’d said those two words. Anyone could look at him and the kids and know he was the father.

      Mrs. Priestly looked at Raven, her eyes glassy as she bit down on her bottom lip as if trying not to cry. “So… it’s true?” she asked, looking hopeful as she held Zanaya close to her chest. “These are my grandbabies?”

      Before Raven could respond, Zion jumped in front of her and blocked her view of his mother.

      “Mom, please. Just take the babies and give me and Raven a minute to talk.”

      The only reason Raven didn’t shove him out the way and answer his mother was because she could tell he wasn’t happy. So yes, it was best they talked in private.

      Zion’s reaction was totally understandable. Learning that she was pregnant had knocked her sideways, and no doubt he was feeling much of the same. He was also thinking the same—but we used protection. Yeah, they’d used protection for the most part.

      When his mother and his aunt left the room, Zion whirled on her. “What the hell?” he growled, his handsome face an angry mask.

      Though sitting down felt good, she stood. No way was she going to stay sitting while someone raised their voice at her.

      “There’s no way,” he ground out. “There’s no way those kids are mine. We used protection. We were careful!” he snapped.

      “If you want a conversation with me, I suggest you lower your voice and calm down,” Raven said, trying to keep her tone peaceful even though she wanted to lash out too.

      She kept reminding herself that this was a shock to him. That he was just learning he was a father not to one baby but two. Still, she wouldn’t let him talk to her any kind of way.

      “Can you sit down, please?” she asked, pointing at the sofa.

      He was still glaring at her as his chest heaved. Then, as if he were a balloon with a slow leak, his shoulders drooped, and he collapsed onto the sofa. He ran his large hands down his face, then shook his head as if he still couldn’t believe it.

      Raven sat next to him. She wanted to touch him. She didn’t. Instead, she placed her hands in her lap, and before she could speak, he spoke.

      “Two babies,” he said, barely above a whisper.

      Raven stared down at her hands in her lap, bracing herself for what she had to tell him. When she finally looked at him, he was watching her with a guarded expression. “Yeah, two babies, and yes, they’re yours.”
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      Zion stared at Raven, unable to form words because his mind was blown. There had even been a moment when he thought he would pass out at the implication that the babies were his. This all seemed unreal, like a dream. Not a nightmare because he’d been reunited with the woman he’d long for, but still a dream that he wished he could wake up from.

      He had only planned to stop by here and get something to eat, then head home, grab a beer, and wind down with his dog, Onyx. But this? A daddy? Two babies? It was as if he’d stepped into an alternate universe and had gotten swallowed up by it. His world had definitely been flipped onto its axis by this news, and… and…

      What the actual hell? No way he could be a father. It was impossible. Well, it wasn’t impossible, but not now. Not when he’d just turned thirty and still had some living to do. Nope, this had to be a mistake or some sick joke because there was no way he had two kids.

      Or at least that’s what he was telling himself. This couldn’t be true. He was always careful. Even that night with Raven, he had used protection.

      He glanced at Raven, who was looking down at her hands, and shook his head again. The night he’d spent with her had been one of the best nights of his life. They’d hit it off immediately, as if knowing each other forever. One thing led to another, and before he knew it, he’d invited her to his room. They talked, laughed, and had even slow danced before he got her naked and ravished her sexy body.

      Just thinking about their pleasure-filled connection had him silently groaning. Zion couldn’t remember the number of rounds they’d gone in those short seven hours of bliss. All he’d known was that he hadn’t been ready to let her go. Yet, while he’d been in the shower, getting ready to attend the third day of his conference, Raven had disappeared. At least she’d left a note. It hadn’t said much, except that she was glad they’d met, and that the night had been amazing. Then she had signed it, Raven.

      But this? That amazing night supposedly had created two kids.

      “God,” he breathed and leaped from his seat, unable to sit still. Instead, he paced the middle of the floor as if that would organize the fifty-million questions clogging his mind. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t wrap his brain around any of this.

      “There’s no way,” he murmured to himself while he stomped back and forth on the carpeted floor. “I used protection.”

      “Except for when we didn’t,” Raven said, and his gaze snapped to hers. Just that quickly, he’d momentarily forgotten she was sitting there. Yeah, he was definitely going to need that beer, and maybe something even stronger.

      “We used protection every time,” he insisted, shocked he was even having this conversation. He never screwed up when it came to sex, even mind-blowing, out of this world, can’t wait to do it again, kind of sex. Which was what they’d had, over and over again, and each time he had sheathed himself.

      “Let me refresh your memory,” Raven’s soft voice crackled through the room and jerked him out of his thoughts. “Remember the time after we’d ordered room service and before it arrived? Things moved quickly, and you backed me to a wall, and—”

      “Oh, shit,” he mumbled and slammed his eyes shut as the moment came to him like an EF5 tornado, knocking him on his ass.

      He remembered. Oh, how he remembered. Raven had felt so good. Too damn good, and he’d been buried deep inside of her before they realized he hadn’t put on a condom. But still, it had only been a second or maybe ten and he pulled out immediately.

      “No way you got pregnant because of that slip up. I pulled out the moment we realized what happened.”

      She shot out of her seat and glared at him. “So you think I’m lying? I wasn’t with anyone before you came along, and I haven’t been with anyone since!” Her whisper-shouting might’ve been quiet, but there was so much force behind her words that if they’d been bullets, he’d be dead.

      “I don’t know you,” he ground out and got in her face. “For all I know, you can be lying. I haven’t seen you in months. You could’ve been with anyone during that time.” “Listen, jerk-face!”

      Jerk-face? Seriously?

      She jabbed him in the chest with her pointy finger, hard enough to leave a mark. “I’m telling you the truth! I’m not sure what type of women you’re used to being with, but I don’t lie. I would never lie about something this serious. Those are your kids whether you believe it or not.”

      Zion was six-feet tall and two hundred and twenty pounds. Though Raven was tall for a woman, she couldn’t have been more than 5’7”. She came up to his chin and might’ve been a hundred and twenty or thirty pounds. Yet, the anger radiating off her—and the murderous glare she was giving him—had her looking fierce enough to have a man shaking in his boots.

      And damn if it wasn’t a turn on. Yeah, he was a jerk-face, considering that’s what he was thinking about during a serious conversation. A conversation that might be changing his whole life.

      “Listen, I’m not trying to piss you off, but what were you expecting?” he asked. “That I would just take your word that your kids are mine?”

      “God, I had no idea that you were such an unamenable louse! First of all, I wasn’t expecting anything because I never thought I’d see you again. Especially since you insisted we only use first names when we met, and you made it clear that the night was a one and done situation. Which, in your defense, I agreed to like an idiot, but that was a mistake, one of many that night. I blame myself for ever hooking up with your trifling butt in the first place. Then we wouldn’t be having this conversation about our children.

      “But now that I’ve run into you, I want you to take a paternity test as soon as possible. Not because I want to squeeze you for child support, because I don’t need anything from you. I just want it on record so our babies will know you’re their father. Even if you are turning out to be a big butthead. Get the test done, get the results, and then if you want, you never have to see me or them again.”

      She started to stomp away, but Zion reached out and gently grabbed her arm. She snatched out of his grasp and glared even harder than before, if that were possible.

      “Don’t ever put your hands on me again,” she growled, a lethalness in her tone.

      He liked this fiery side of her, but he hadn’t meant to upset her. Yeah, he was being a dick, but what man wouldn’t be in this instance?

      “I’m sorry,” he said quickly. “I’m sorry for everything. I shouldn’t have spoken to you like that, but you have to understand, this is…”

      “Crazy? Shocking? Mind-blowing and scary? Yeah, I know. Imagine my surprise when I found out I was pregnant, then imagine what it was like when I learned I was not only carrying one baby, but two. Oh, and if that weren’t enough, imagine going into labor, scared to death because Andrew decided he wanted out immediately. By the time I arrived at the hospital, they barely had me in a bed before he made his appearance. And then imagine how terrifying it was when I brought them home to my little two-bedroom apartment that was barely big enough for me. Oh, and did I mention I had to do most of that alone?

      “So yeah, I understand how unbelievable all this is, and I’m sorry you found out like this. But forgive me for not feeling sympathetic at the moment. As soon as you get the paternity test done, you’ll know for certain that you and I have a son and a daughter—Andrew and Zanaya.”

      It was still shocking that she named her son, maybe their son, after him.

      “Damn,” he whispered and wiped his hand over his mouth. He had no intention of meeting the guys at the bar, but there was no way he wasn’t going home and having a stiff drink, or
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