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EPILOGUE

I Never Meant to Get Pregnant at My Best Friend's Wedding

Noah Chen has spent three years running from his feelings for Killian Mercer—his best friend's business partner, the Alpha who makes him want things he's sworn he doesn't need. But at Liam's wedding, with champagne flowing and his Omega heat hitting unexpectedly, Noah finally stops running.

One night of giving in changes everything.

Now Noah's pregnant, terrified, and moving in with a man he's officially been dating for less than a week. Killian says he wants forever—the marriage, the baby, the whole package. But Noah's watched too many Omegas get left behind when reality doesn't match the heat-fueled promises.

Except Killian keeps showing up. Through morning sickness and doctor's appointments. Through late-night fears and early-morning cravings. Through every moment Noah expects him to realize this is too much, too fast, too complicated.

Maybe three years of wanting was worth the wait. Maybe love doesn't have to be scary when you find the right person. Maybe the best things in life are the ones you never planned for.

A friends-to-lovers omegaverse romance about taking chances, building families, and discovering that sometimes the biggest risks lead to the greatest rewards. Features an unplanned pregnancy, a wedding (or two), a stubborn Omega learning to accept help, and an Alpha who's been patient for years but is done waiting.

Content note: Contains explicit sexual content, mpreg, knotting, and a happily-ever-after with a baby.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part One: The Wedding

Chapter One
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The problem with being a near heat Omega at a wedding wasn't the romance in the air or the open bar or even the inevitable questions from distant relatives about when I'd settle down. The problem was the heightened awareness of every Alpha in the room, and the way my traitorous body responded to their pheromones like a compass needle swinging north.

Especially when one of those Alphas was Killian Mercer.

I'd been doing so well avoiding him. The ceremony had been easy - he was up at the altar as Liam's best man, and I was safely tucked into the third row between Liam's aunt and a college friend I barely remembered. The cocktail hour had been manageable because he'd been occupied with photographs and I'd hidden behind a decorative topiary with a plate of bacon-wrapped scallops.

But now the reception was in full swing, the dance floor was packed with swaying couples, and I was running out of places to hide.

Riverside Manor had been transformed into something out of a fairy tale. String lights crisscrossed the garden terrace, casting everything in a warm golden glow. Flowers - cream roses, blush peonies, sprigs of something green and fragrant - spilled from every surface. The band played something slow and jazzy, and through the French doors I could see Liam and Marcus swaying together on the dance floor, foreheads touching, lost in their own world.

My best friend was married. To an incredible man who looked at him like he'd hung the moon. And I was genuinely, overwhelmingly happy for them both.

So why did I feel like I was going to cry?

"You're going to wear a hole in that glass if you grip it any harder."

I jumped, nearly sloshing champagne onto my rental tux. Killian stood beside me at the bar, close enough that I could smell him - cedar and rain and something uniquely Alpha that made my Omega instincts sit up and pay far too much attention.

He'd shed his jacket at some point during the reception, and his white dress shirt was rolled up to his elbows, revealing forearms that had absolutely no business being that distracting. His dark hair was slightly dishevelled, probably from Liam's younger cousins who'd been pestering him for dances all evening. He looked unfairly good.

He always looked unfairly good. It was infuriating.

"I'm fine," I said, taking a deliberate sip of champagne that I absolutely did not need. This was my third glass, and I was already feeling pleasantly fuzzy around the edges.

"You've been avoiding me all day." It wasn't a question.

"I haven't been avoiding you. I've been busy. Wedding guest duties. You know." I gestured vaguely toward the dance floor, nearly knocking over a centrepiece in the process.

Killian steadied my hand with his own, his fingers warm against my wrist. The touch sent a jolt of awareness through me that had nothing to do with the champagne. "Careful."

I pulled my hand back too quickly. "Thanks. I'm good. Totally good."

His mouth quirked at the corner - not quite a smile, but close. "Noah."

"Killian." I matched his tone, aiming for casual and probably landing somewhere around mildly panicked.

The problem one of many problems - was that I'd known Killian Mercer for six years. Six years of group dinners and movie nights and late-night coding sessions where I'd bring pizza and he'd explain whatever technical crisis was keeping him and Liam up until 3 AM. Six years of watching him move through the world with this quiet confidence that made people naturally defer to him, even when he wasn't trying.

Six years of telling myself that wanting him was a spectacularly bad idea.

"Dance with me," he said, and it somehow wasn't a question even though it should have been.

I should have said no. Should have made up an excuse—needed to check on Liam, had to find the bathroom, suddenly remembered an urgent email that required my immediate attention in the middle of a wedding reception at 9 PM on a Saturday.

Instead, I found myself setting down my champagne glass and following him onto the dance floor.

The band had shifted to something slower, more intimate. Around us, other couples swayed together - Marcus's business partners with their wives, Liam's parents locked in the kind of comfortable embrace that came from thirty years of marriage, a pair of bridesmaids who'd clearly had more champagne than I had.

Killian's hand settled at my waist, warm and sure through the fabric of my dress shirt. His other hand engulfed mine, and I tried very hard not to think about how perfectly we fit together. How his height—several inches taller than my five-nine—meant my head would fit just right against his shoulder if I let it. How his scent was stronger now, wrapping around me in a way that made my pulse kick up and my Omega biology start whispering things I'd spent six years trying to ignore.

"See?" he said softly, guiding me through a turn. "This isn't so bad."

"I never said it would be bad."

"You didn't have to. You've been running from me since the cocktail hour." His thumb traced a small circle against my hip, and I fought down a shiver. "Actually, if I'm being honest, you've been running from me for about three years."

My stomach dropped. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"No?" He pulled me slightly closer, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from him. "What about that night at Liam's birthday party? You disappeared before I could talk to you. Or New Year's Eve two years ago you left right after midnight. Or last summer at the cabin, when everyone went swimming and you suddenly remembered you had a work emergency."

"I did have a work emergency," I protested weakly.

"On a Sunday. In July. For a freelance project that you told Liam wasn't due until September."

Damn it. I'd forgotten how observant he was. How he noticed everything, filed it away, remembered the tiny details that most people missed.

"Maybe I just don't like swimming," I tried.

"Noah." The way he said my name low and rough, with something that sounded almost like frustration made heat pool low in my belly. "Why won't you just talk to me?"

"We're talking right now."

"We're dancing. And you're deflecting." His hand pressed more firmly against my lower back, and suddenly we were even closer, close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in his dark eyes. "I want to know why you won't let me in. Why you pull away every time I get close."

Because I'm terrified, I thought. Because you're my best friend's business partner and letting you in would complicate everything. Because I've watched three of my friends fall for Alphas who promised them the world and then left when things got difficult, and I swore I'd never put myself in that position.

Because wanting you feels dangerous in a way I can't quite articulate, even to myself.

"I don't pull away," I said instead.

"You're doing it right now." And he was right I'd been gradually increasing the distance between us, trying to create space that he kept eliminating. "What are you so afraid of?"

"I'm not afraid."

"Liar." But he said it almost gently. "You're a terrible liar, Noah. Always have been."

The song was ending. Around us, couples were breaking apart, applauding, drifting back to their tables. This was my chance to escape, to put distance between us again, to retreat to the safety of the friend zone where I'd lived for six years.

"I need some air," I said, stepping back.

His hand caught mine before I could fully pull away. "Noah. Wait."

"Please." The word came out smaller than I'd intended. "I just I need a minute."

Something flickered across his face—concern, maybe, or disappointment. But he let me go, fingers trailing against mine in a way that felt deliberately reluctant.

"Okay," he said quietly. "But Noah? This conversation isn't over."

I didn't wait to respond. I turned and walked—not quite running, but close—toward the terrace doors.

The night air hit me like a blessing. It was cooler out here, away from the press of bodies and the warmth of the reception hall. The terrace overlooked the manor's gardens, all manicured hedges and artfully lit fountains. String lights wrapped around the pergola posts, and in the distance, I could hear the faint sound of the river that gave Riverside Manor its name.

I braced my hands against the stone railing and tried to remember how to breathe normally.

This was ridiculous. I was twenty-nine years old, not some hormone-addled teenager. I could handle a simple dance with an attractive Alpha without having a minor breakdown about it.

Except Killian wasn't simple. He never had been.

The first time I'd met him, I'd been twenty-three and fresh out of design school, crashing on Liam's couch while I built up my freelance client base. Liam had dragged me to one of his startup's Friday night gatherings - pizza and beer and a bunch of tech bros arguing about frameworks I didn't understand. I'd shown up in my favourite hoodie with the cartoon cats on it, figuring I'd stay for one slice and then escape back to my laptop.

Then Killian had walked in, and I'd forgotten how to form complete sentences.

It wasn't just that he was attractive - though he absolutely was, in that understated way that somehow made it worse. It was the way he moved through space like he belonged there. The way people naturally deferred to him without him having to demand it. The way he'd looked at me across that crowded apartment, dark eyes assessing, and I'd felt seen in a way that was both exhilarating and absolutely terrifying.

I'd spent the entire evening hyperaware of exactly where he was in the room. And when Liam had roped everyone into poker and I'd somehow ended up winning hand after hand - more luck than skill - Killian had watched me with this small smile that made my stomach flip.

"You're either very good or very lucky," he'd said when I'd collected my winnings - a pile of crumpled singles and loose change that amounted to maybe fifteen dollars.

"Definitely just lucky," I'd admitted.

"I don't think so." And the way he'd looked at me then - like he was trying to figure out a particularly interesting puzzle - had made me make up an excuse and flee before I could do something stupid.

Six years later, and I was still fleeing.

"There you are. I was starting to think you'd made a break for it."

I turned to find Liam leaning against the terrace doorframe, bow tie undone and jacket slung over one shoulder. He looked ridiculously happy, practically glowing with it, and despite my own complicated feelings, I couldn't help but smile.

"Congratulations," I said. "You're officially an old married man."

"The oldest." He crossed to stand beside me, following my gaze out over the gardens. "It's a good wedding, right? Marcus's mother was worried it was too understated, but I think it's perfect."

"It's beautiful, Liam. Really."

We stood in comfortable silence for a moment. Liam had been my best friend since freshman year of college, when we'd both been assigned to the same impossible group project and bonded over our mutual hatred of business majors who didn't pull their weight. He knew me better than almost anyone. Which meant he definitely knew something was wrong.

"So," he said eventually. "Want to tell me why you practically sprinted away from Killian just now?"

"I didn't sprint."

"Noah. I saw you. You moved faster than you did that time we thought we saw a spider in your apartment and you climbed onto the kitchen counter."

"It was a very large spider."

"It was
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