
The Boyfriend Zone Bonus Epilogue 
 

 
Preston 
 
Ten years later… 
 
Bex steals the ball from my hand and runs down the blacktop toward the net, where she passes 
the ball to our daughter. MJ looks like me, with her long dark hair and tan skin, but she has her 
mother’s blue eyes.  
 MJ takes the shot. The ball rolls around the rim, and with Bex’s help, it falls into the net.  
 I cup my hands around my mouth and yell down the court. “Cheaters.” 
 My son tugs on my shirt. “Are we losing, Daddy?” 
 I glance down at Damon, who looks like a mini me, and shake my head. “Not for long, 
buddy.”  
 Bex raises her hand for MJ to slap, prematurely celebrating their victory. Sometimes, I let 
the girls win. And sometimes, they legitimately whoop our asses. Now that we live in the suburbs 
of South Jersey, in the same community as the Kanes, we play the game that brought Bex and 
me together well over a decade ago. 
 For the first five years of my NHL career, we lived in an apartment in Pittsburgh. We had 
two babies, with very little room, and crazy busy schedules. Bex traveled back and forth between 
Pittsburgh and Philly to work at my mom’s firm. And after the opportunity to play for the Flyers 
presented itself, I jumped at the chance. Penguins jerseys were the first hockey jerseys our 
children wore, but the Flyers will be their last. 
 “Our ball,” Bex announces, dribbling the ball toward us with MJ at her side. 
 MJ is eight years old and our oldest. Her full name is Mary Jane because of a bet I lost to 
Jamie. Funny how that worked out, huh? My dad was forced to name me after Spider-Man. Now, 
my daughter is named after Spider-Man’s wife. At first, Bex was pissed that I made a deal with 
Jamie, but after she thought about it, she realized MJ could just as easily be her favorite 
basketball player—Michael Jordan. 
 Eying up Bex, I sink into my defensive position and say, “Let’s see what you’ve got.” 
 “If I remember correctly,” she says dribbling the ball in front of her, “you said the same 
thing to me on our first date.” 
 “Was that really a date, though?” 
 She rolls her shoulders, and then switches the ball from her right to left hand. “You 
challenged me to a game of H-O-R-S-E… and now, here we are.” 
 A smile tugs at the corners of my mouth. Bex takes this as a weakness, assuming my guard 
is lowered, which gives me a slight advantage. I swipe my palm at the ball and knock it from her 
hand. Damon is faster than me to react, scrambling to grab the ball. 
 He dribbles toward the basket, and MJ runs after him. She steals the ball from Damon, 
dribbling circles around him as she makes a quick layup.  
 “She shoots, and she scores,” MJ says with her arms raised above her head. 



 I stand at center court with my arm around Bex, watching our children. “She reminds me of 
someone I know.” 
 Bex snorts with laughter. “Yeah, her father.” 
 “Parkers don’t lose, sweetheart.” 

She nudges me in the side with her elbow. “Good thing I’m a Parker now.” 
Hooking my arm around her back, I move Bex in front of me and press a sweaty kiss to her 

lips. 
“Ewww,” Damon groans. 
He’s at the age where he thinks all girls are gross. Bex is dreading the day he goes through 

puberty. If our son is anything like me, he will drive both of us nuts, like I did with my parents.  
I glance over at the kids. “Who wants to go in the pool?” 
It’s the middle of summer and hot enough to fry an egg on the blacktop. All of us are 

drenched, our clothes soaked through from sweat.  
“C’mon.” I offer my hand to Bex. “I’ll help you out of these wet clothes.” 
She presses her lips together, cheeks flaming red. “Preston,” she says under her breath. 

“The kids…” 
“You have a dirty mind, Bex Parker.” I wiggle my eyebrows at her. “Get your head out of 

the gutter.” 
“Please.” She lightly smacks my arm. “I know what you were thinking.” 
“So, you can read minds now?” 
She rolls her eyes, and I lean closer, pressing my lips to her ear. Even in this heat, my touch 

still makes her shiver. 
“Wait until tonight,” I say under my breath. “And we’ll see who can read minds.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


