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        Three mates. One set of parents set on breaking them apart. And one long journey nobody is going to forget any time soon…

      

      

      
        
        Nathan

        The day started off so well, I went to see a house I was interested in and even put an offer on it. I just want a place where we can be together as a family, somewhere we can be safe.

        So I didn’t expect it to end sitting in a chair, on a stage, about to be interviewed on live TV and with no idea about what’s going to happen next…

      

      

      
        
        Zeke

        After a couple of days of quiet, my mom reached out to me again, demanding I go with them or they’ll ruin my friends and family.

        I can’t let that happen. I really can’t. But, sitting in these bright lights, I’m not so sure this is the right way to go about getting free of them…

      

      

      
        
        Wes

        There is no way I’m going to let anyone hurt my family, no way. But I’m also not going to allow anyone to use my crappy past to vindicate their actions.

        The best defence is an offence, right?

      

      

      

      
        
        This collection includes the final four novellas about Alpha Nathan and Omegas Zeke and Wes in Omegas’ Destined Alpha, The Lovers’ Offence, The Friends’ Support, The Parents’ Strength and The Omegas’ Destiny, which takes place in the non-shifter Omegaverse Mates World and contains mpreg (male-pregnancy).
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            Chapter One

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      Five days of being locked up inside the house and no way to really know what’s going on or what to do was too much for me.

      So, instead of letting me go back to the normal cafe that I work at, Clay has allowed me to work at one of the cafes that I haven’t worked at before. At least that’s some measure of safety… I guess.

      It doesn’t help that Clay will be babysitting me all day while I work here… But again, that’s the price of being protected. That’s the price I’m going to have to pay for wanting to get out of the house and not being locked inside.

      Nathan pushes open the door of the cafe and looks up, smiling at me.

      My heart flutters and I quickly go over to him. “You’re not supposed to come here.”

      “I’m just here for a moment. Don’t worry, I’ll leave soon.” He steps close, running his fingers over my hand. “I had to show you something before I went to work.”

      “What is it?” He looks a little more serious now, though he’s still smiling.

      “I put an offer on a house.”

      “You did, what?” I stare at Nathan, not sure I heard him right.

      “I put an offer on a house.” He keeps my gaze, no doubt in his eyes.

      “Why?” I shake my head. This is so not a conversation to have in the middle of the cafe, definitely not.

      “I’m not leaving this city any time soon. Seemed like a sensible next step.” He shrugs.

      I sigh, closing my eyes. “Come with me.” I grab his arm and he takes his bag with him as he lets me drag him off to the back of the cafe and into one of the empty workshop rooms.

      I close the door, turning to him. “Why?”

      “Why not?”

      “Eh. Many reasons.” I lean against the door. “For one, why would you? Why here? Why now…?”

      Why would he do this when we don’t even know what’s going to happen with me?

      He doesn’t seem impressed. “Any other reasons why I can’t?” He sits down on one of the chairs, his bag in front of him, his hand on the bag.

      “Why would you buy a house? You’ve got your apartment. Isn’t that enough?” I cross my arms in front of my chest, trying to keep the feelings inside. This is too much, too big.

      “Not if I want to live together with my family.” He’s so calm. How can he be so calm? It’s getting annoying, really annoying.

      “I don’t get it.” I sit down on the opposite side of the table. “With everything… You just…” I shake my head.

      Nathan opens his bag and pulls out a folder. It’s a realtor’s folder. He puts it in front of me, closed, as he slides his bag onto the floor. Then he simply looks at me, his eyes steady.

      “You want me to look at it?”

      He nods. “Take a look.”

      My heart beats loudly as I carefully open the folder.

      The first page is a page with all sorts of text and details about whatever stuff, but in the middle is a picture looking out over the water and a row of houses on the other side. They’re really colourful and it looks so cheerful.

      “Which one is it?”

      “The grey one with the glass room on top, like a lighthouse.” He points it out in the picture.

      “It looks nice.”

      I’m impressed. I’ve seen the neighbourhood a couple of times, it’s on the edge of the city. But I never really considered that I’d ever see one of the houses up close. I swallow hard.

      “I thought so too. I took a look around inside this morning and made an offer.”

      “Why?” I just can’t understand why he’d make such a big step out of nowhere.

      Nathan leans over the table, his hands outstretched. “Because I want us to become a family. All of us.”

      When I look at him this time, his eyes aren’t so sure, they’re filled with fear and anxiety. “I don’t want to lose you, or Wes. I don’t want anyone else but you two in my life.”

      Fuck. Tears spring to my eyes. I’d promised myself that I wouldn’t do this, wouldn’t let this happen.

      But I reach up and slide my hands into his, squeezing a little. I don’t have any words to answer him.

      I can’t promise him anything, he knows that, not now. Definitely not now.

      “Are you trying to make me feel bad for not even being able to tell you that I’ll stay with you there?” I want to be angry, upset, but I’m just filled with love and a sense of security.

      Nathan shakes his head, his eyes downcast. “No. I want you to have something to call home. I want you to have a place that’s home, your home. A place where we can all live together.”

      “Nathan…”

      “No.” Nathan shakes his head. “No, you don’t get to… You don’t get to do that. This is about all of us. This is so we can all live together in one place.”

      I just can’t believe it, why would he do something like this. Why would he… Why? “I can’t promise anything.”

      “I don’t want you to. There are many things that I could do, many more things that I wish that I could do to help you, but… Right now… This is the best I have. This is the only thing I can provide for you.”

      There is a pain in his eyes, a pain that I can’t ignore. “Why do you… Why do you keep doing that?”

      “Doing what?”

      “You… You keep doing these things that…” I shake my head.

      How do I explain it to him? How do I explain that… How do I explain that wanting to be with him hurts even more? That him doing these things makes knowing that it could all be taken away from me in a moment so much more painful?

      “Zeke… Zeke, look at me.”

      I look his way and Nathan’s eyes are… They’re filled with pain too.

      “I don’t want to hurt you more than you already are. All I want is that, no matter what happens, I want there to be a place that’s yours, that’s ours. A place where you can come back to us. A place where you belong. No matter what. I’ll always be there for you.” He reaches out and I grab his hand tightly.

      I can’t stop the tears anymore, they keep coming, my heart is so filled with emotions it’s almost bursting.

      How… How can they both be like this? Both Nathan and Wes, how can they be so sure that… That I’ll return, even if I’m taken away? That I’ll be able to return to them.

      “We’d fall apart if we didn’t do this.” Nathan’s words are only soft but the way he looks at me… “That hope is the only thing keeping us going.”

      My breath gets caught in my chest. How did I deserve mates like this?
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      My shift at work went pretty well, nothing bad happened and I was able to just work like I normally do, mostly…

      But as I’m getting back into the apartment and find Wes staring at me as I step inside, my heart hurts again. They’re both so good, so honest, and now that I’m here, I’m putting them in danger. I really have to do better. A lot better.

      My phone starts ringing and Mum’s name pops up on the screen. I frown, what now? I look around, and step back into the hallway as I accept the call, closing the door behind me. “Yes?”

      “Is that any way to greet your mother?”

      “It is when I’m really not interested in taking your call, but I have to anyway.”

      She makes a dismissive sound. “Jonah called, he said that you refused to come with him. And he told me that you actually got yourself mated by someone else. I even heard that you were marked.”

      Oh, great, they now know… “Hmmm, hmm.” I’m not going to confirm or deny anything right now.

      “I thought that you were smarter than that. I thought you knew better than that?”

      I don’t give her an answer this time.

      “Well, it doesn’t matter anyway. We’ll come with him next time. You can’t break your promise. You can’t just push Jonah away because you think that you have any control over your life.”

      Fucking hell… How does she always know what to say to make me feel the worst?

      “I’d advise you to pack your bags and get ready to leave. Or, better, don’t pack anything, it’s not like you’d have anything suitable to take with you anyway.” Her voice… It’s cold like ice, making me shiver.

      I lean against the wall, trying really hard not to let her know how close to crying I am.

      “Oh, and if you don’t come with us. We’ll see how well ‘Away from Home’ deals with allegations of mistreatment of Omegas and kidnapping. Don’t even try to call our bluff on that, you know that it’s no use.”

      “Mum, please…” They can’t hurt Clay. They can’t hurt him. If they do that, it would ruin not just Clay but also Wes, Aiden, everyone. “Please, don’t. Don’t hurt them.” I can’t hide the gasp, the cry I let out, this time.

      “Like I said, if you come with us without a struggle, nothing bad will happen to them. It’s up to you. See you tomorrow. I expect you to be waiting downstairs at your apartment complex at seven in the morning.” She disconnects the line and I slide down the wall, my legs giving out.

      This can’t be happening… This can’t be true… I let out another gasp, wrapping my arms around myself.

      No. This is… No.

      With shaking fingers I search for Nathan’s number, hitting the call button.

      “Hi, missing me already?” His voice is light, happy, and I let out a sob.

      “They… Help.” I don’t even know what I should tell him, what I should ask him.

      “Where are you?” He’s serious immediately, I can hear him starting to move.

      “Home.” For now.

      “Clay’s?” I hear a door slam on his side of the call.

      “Yes.”

      “I’ll be right there. Don’t move.” And he disconnects the line.

      The next moment the door to the apartment opens and Wes and Felix come out, Wes still has his phone in his hand. “Yes, he’s here. See you soon.”

      Felix kneels next to me, his hands touching my arms, trying to soothe me.

      Then Wes is on my other side. “What happened?” I can hear the upset in his voice.

      I shake my head. I can’t do it. I can’t tell them right now. I can’t… This isn’t happening. This isn’t… No.

      “Shh. Shh.” Felix pulls me closer, holding me tightly, and I realise that Wes is stepping a couple of steps away, and my phone isn’t in my hand anymore.

      “Hey. Yeah. Bad news.” How can Wes sound so strong right now? “His Mum just called him. I don’t think it was good news. Yeah.” Wes walks off a little. “I don’t know the details yet. He’s… He’s not in a state to talk right now. Yeah. Yeah. See you soon.”

      Then he’s back at my side. “Zeke?”

      I open my mouth, but all that comes out is a squeaky sound. I’m shaking all over. My brain all over the place.

      My parents know where I live. Of course, they do. They knew where I worked, so of course they’d know where I live too. And they also knew that hurting Clay’s company would hurt all of us.

      They can’t hurt them. I can’t let that happen.

      Felix and Wes help me back to my feet, taking me inside the apartment, and putting me on the couch. Evan comes over immediately, patting my leg, his eyes filled with worry.

      “Ow?” He asks, looking me over.

      “Just on the inside,” I whisper, not able to talk louder.

      Evan nods, climbing on the couch with me, and gives me a kiss on my cheek as he wraps his arms around my neck. “Pain away.”

      I wish it what that easy, though, having Evan in my arms does make me feel good, even just a little. I wish it was as easy as a kiss on a cheek to make everything go away, to make everything go back to the way it used to be.

      Wes and Felix don’t ask me anything, instead, they’re doing things around the apartment. Probably getting papers and stuff together to help me. Whatever they think will help me anyway…

      But how can they help when I know the only way to solve all of this? How can I help when I know exactly how to make my parents stop?

      The only way to make them stop is if I go to Jonah, if I go with him and do what I’ve been expected to do all my life. That’s the solution.

      No matter how much it would hurt everyone. If I stay here, they’re only getting hurt even more and I can’t let that happen. I really can’t let that happen. Not now, not ever again. I can’t.

      I can’t let my parents hurt my family, no matter what I need to do for that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      I find Zeke on the couch, all wrapped up on himself, as Wes and Felix are at the table.

      Wes immediately comes over, giving me a quick hug and a kiss. His eyes are dark, worried. I guess we could call it a miracle he’s this clear right now, and not falling apart. I guess we’re lucky that he’s gotten stronger over the weekend, though I can still see the panic in his eyes.

      When Zeke called me, I just knew that things were wrong, even as I picked up the phone. Even if I’d hoped that they wouldn’t be.

      But now, being here… I’m not ready. I’m not ready to deal with losing Zeke. And, the way he’s now… It’s got to be really bad.

      “He’s been like that the whole time.” Wes looks at Zeke and I nod.

      I go over to Zeke, sitting down next to him and wrapping my arms around him. “I’ll protect you. I promise.” I don’t know what else to tell him, not now.

      Zeke shakes his head. “I need to protect all of you,” he whispers and my stomach drops at the surety in his voice.

      “No,” I whisper back at him. “You can’t do that on your own.”

      “There is only one way.” He looks up at me and there is a defeat in his eyes that I haven’t seen before.

      What did they do? What did they tell him? There is only one reason he’d look like that. Only one way he’d give up like this. They threatened us, they threatened Wes or Clay or me. That’s the only reason he’d give up.

      “Zeke…”

      “No. I can’t…” He shakes his head. “I can’t let them hurt you.”

      Of course, this would happen today. Today of all days. When I go and put an offer on a house, Zeke gets the call from his mum. He gets the call just after I told him that I wanted him to have a place to return to.

      I had hoped that this would never happen, that we’d be able to prevent ever being in that situation. But Zeke being taken away from us and having to deal with trying to get him back home, it may now become reality.

      Wes comes over and kneels down in front of Zeke, looking up at him. “We’re going to make this right. We’re not going to let anything happen.”

      But when Zeke looks up, I don’t think he believes us anymore. There is something going through his head, something that he’s so scared of that he can’t even look Wes in the eyes. He jumps as his phone buzzes and he picks it up.

      I can just catch sight of the notification that he’s received a message from his mum, it’s an image, no text. Zeke starts to shake and I reach for his phone, offering to look at it instead.

      He shakes his head, but then he unlocks the phone and I catch a glimpse of the image he’s been sent.

      No. No way.

      “Zeke. Give me the phone.” My voice drops and I can feel the power that I unintentionally put into it.

      I shouldn’t use my Alpha powers, but right now, I can’t let this go on. I need to do something about this, I need to protect Zeke from more pain.

      Zeke gasps, but then gives his phone to me anyway. “Please… No…” He starts shaking even harder and Wes immediately takes him in his arms as I take the phone and stand up.

      “They can’t… They can’t do…” Zeke’s voice is so small that I can barely hear it anymore.

      The picture his mum sent him is a collection of news article titles.

      
        
        Popular Cafe Owner Accused of Mistreatment of His Omega Employees

        Rich Alpha Thinks He Can Just Take Whatever He Wants, Including Other Alphas’ Omegas

        ‘Away From Home’ Maybe Better Called ‘Taken From Home’

        

      

      and the worst of all

      
        
        One Omega Not Enough for Newlywed Alpha Guarde, Steals Bowen’s Promised Omega

        

      

      I’m feeling sick. I can’t quickly figure out if these are real headlines or just made-up, or a combination of both.

      Fuck.

      This is much worse than I expected. I didn’t know what Zeke’s parents would try to do to get him back, but why didn’t I suspect that they would try this route?

      No wonder Zeke is in such a state.

      I quickly save the picture to Zeke’s phone and send it to myself, just to keep it as evidence. Then I screenshot the whole image again, with time and sender, and also send that to myself. I don’t like it, but if it comes to it, I need the proof.

      I need to be able to prove the things that they’ve sent to Zeke. Collection of evidence is never the fun part of all of this.

      Then I call Clay with my own phone, still staring at the screen of Zeke’s phone.

      “How is he?” Clay is immediately alarmed.

      “I’m sending you a picture that Zeke’s mum sent to him, from his phone. I need you to go somewhere that nobody can see you, right now.”

      “Why? What’s going on?” But I hear him move.

      “You’re not going to like this.” I wait a little longer.

      “Okay.” I hear a door close. “I’m in my office. What is this about?”

      “I don’t know if this is real, or if this is just planned or whatever… But they… Zeke’s mum sent him some headlines of articles. You’re the target of them. They’re threatening Zeke by threatening you.”

      “Right.” Clay’s voice lowers and I can hear him take a deep breath. “Send it to me. I’ll take a look.”

      “You need to stay calm. You can’t do something rash. Zeke can’t afford that right now.”

      “Yeah. I know.” Clay’s voice is intense. “I know. But…” He lets out a breath. “If they’re attacking me, at least I can do something about that. I’ve got lawyers who can deal with those things. Just… Yeah. Send them.”

      I look for Clay’s number on Zeke’s phone, which is easy enough with Clay being just one of three favourited numbers, and I’m a little pleased to see that I’m also in there, together with Wes.

      Then I send the image from Zeke’s phone to Clay. “You should be getting it at any moment now.”

      “I think they just came in.” Clay’s voice disappears a little as I hear him tap on the screen. “Fuck. This… Fuck.”

      I wait until he’s fully understood the headlines.

      “Fuck. Okay.” I hear Clay move more. “I’m going to check if these are live right now or not. And then I’m going to call my lawyers, some of these could be libel. I’m pretty sure they are.”

      “Clay…” I try to get his attention back.

      “Yeah.”

      “Zeke saw them. He’s…” I look at my mates. “Not doing too well. If you can, I think it would be best if you come home quickly.”

      “Yes. Of course. I’m going to check, call my lawyers, and come home. Fuck.” The frustration in his voice is obvious. “He doesn’t need this.”

      “Yeah. That was my reaction too.”

      “Okay. I’ll be home soon. Keep him safe.”

      “I will.” I disconnect the call and jump as the bell rings. I go over to the receiver and pick up. “Yes?”

      “Sarah here, I’ve got Lilly with me and someone else who may be able to help.” Sarah, Wilder’s Alpha’s sister, and Lilly, Wilder’s sister, are here.

      They’ve been trying to help Zeke all weekend, as they’re a little more familiar with laws surrounding mating and marriage and things like that.

      I was a little surprised when I found out, since they’re both Betas, but it seems that they’ve been involved in these types of cases for a long time. I suspect that Wes called them after I called him earlier.

      I hit the button to open the door downstairs. “Come on up.” I open the apartment door, waiting for the elevator to arrive, as I try to keep the kids inside.

      After comforting Zeke for a moment, Evan is now all about wanting to greet everyone, especially those coming up with the elevator.

      When the elevator doors open, Sarah comes out, her eyes wild. “How is he?”

      I shake my head. I don’t know exactly what Zeke’s mum told him, but he’s been defeated, and with the image that she just sent… We’re now looking at a whole new level of intimidation and trying to get Zeke to do what they want. I let them into the house, the last person with Sarah and Lilly is a male Omega.

      He holds out his hand. “I’m Ezra.”

      I take his hand. “Nathan. Thanks for coming.”

      He nods, looking serious. Ezra doesn’t seem very imposing, but the look in his eyes and the way he carries himself tells me that you do not mess with this guy.

      I close the door again and go back over to Zeke. “Hey,” I whisper, leaning in close. “We’re going to make this right. Help has arrived.”

      “They can’t… They…” Zeke gasps, his body still shaking. “They’ll…”

      I look at Wes, who’s got tears in his eyes.

      “I don’t know how much help Zeke will be right now. He’s… They broke him.” Wes stands up, wiping his cheeks. “I’ll get Sarah and the others something to drink.” He goes over to the kitchen where Felix is already helping the others set up.

      “Zeke…” I slide next to him, holding him close. “Sarah is here, she’s going to help. We’re all going to help.” I keep trying to get through to him, but I’m not sure that it’s any use.

      Zeke grabs me and pulls himself even closer, his whole body tight.

      I wish I knew how I could help him, but all I can do is hold him, make him feel as safe as possible. All my focus is on him, trying to soothe him, trying to get him to calm down, just a little.

      “Fifteen hours. That’s all we have. Fifteen more hours. After that, it’s over.” Zeke’s voice is quiet, but my heart starts beating like crazy.

      “Why fifteen?” I didn’t know anything about a timeline.

      “They’re coming to take me by then. If I don’t go with them… They’ll ruin everyone.”

      The articles. There’ll be more of them, especially if Zeke doesn’t go with his parents and his promised Alpha. Fuck. “We’re not going to let that happen.”

      “There is no ‘letting’. I go with them, or they’ll ruin everyone.”

      I nod, keeping holding him tight. But inside I’m fuming, putting this kind of strain on my mate, putting this kind of strain on anyone… It’s evil, nobody with even a shred of humanity would do this.

      Fifteen hours. That’s all the time we have to solve this.

      Fifteen hours.
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      Zeke and Wes are in their bed. Zeke had to be moved to somewhere more comfortable, somewhere quieter. And Wes joined him to keep him company, to make sure he’s safe.

      I’m sitting at the table with Clay, Sarah, Lilly, Felix and Ezra. Wilder, Sterling and Aiden all know what just happened, but they’ve been asked to stay at Wilder’s place for now, to wait until there was more news.

      If Zeke is right, and his parents are coming to take him tomorrow morning, it’s better if we don’t put any extra people in danger, especially not the kids.

      Ezra looks at his files. “Sarah already explained about how the mating of Nathan, Zeke and Wes could put everyone in a dangerous position. Especially when it comes to who ranks over whom with mating and promised mates and things like that. These cases are never pretty. It’s the rich fighting the real.”

      Ezra shakes his head. “Zeke’s family is very influential, and so is his promised Alpha’s family. This will work to their advantage, especially since their families have a long history of promised marriages and Zeke already knew about his mating far before he made any bonds with anyone.”

      “How can promised mates rank over bonded mates?” I can’t wrap my head around that part. “They…”

      I shudder, remembering the few bits and pieces that Zeke has told us about his past. “Bonded mates always rank higher than anything, but it seems that this isn’t the case when there is a rich promised mate involved?”

      “Yeah. That about sums it up.” Ezra nods, his eyes sad. “Promised mates are… Well, they’re arranged marriages of the worst type. Generally, they’re arranged when the Alpha and Omega are still young. And as soon as the Omega comes of age, they’ll be forced to be mated. It’s not uncommon for this to involve drugs that will basically allow the Alpha to mate any Omega, no matter their bonding status.”

      Clay nods. “They did that to Zeke. He didn’t react well to the drugs. He… He still has nightmares.”

      Ezra also nods. “That’s not uncommon. It seems that Zeke was lucky, if you could call it that, that they didn’t force the issue and that they’d let him live his own life for a while longer. But none of that helps us now, I know.”

      He opens the folder in front of him. “With some help, I’ve been able to collect some documents, mostly about the promised mating and when and how and stuff like that. And I’ve been able to get my hands on some documents about Jonah, Zeke’s promised Alpha. He’s…”

      Ezra shakes his head. “He’s a piece of work. That’s for sure. And, of course, Zeke’s family… Yeah… I’m not sure if I even have to explain anything about them.” He spreads some folders in front of him on the table.

      I pick up the one closest to me. It’s a document of mating, signed ten years ago. It has Zeke’s parents’ signatures on it, Jonah’s parents’ signatures and Jonah’s signature, but none of Zeke. It just has Zeke’s name as part of the agreement, there isn’t even a place for him to sign on the form.

      This just proves how horrid this whole thing is, Zeke literally had no say in all of this. He was just a ‘thing’ being moved from one set of owners, his parents, to a new keeper, his Alpha.

      I stand up, needing to move before I explode. “What about the picture with the headlines?” I look at Clay.

      “They’re not live, yet. I don’t know if they’re real or not. Depending on the actual content of the articles, if they do go live, I could get my lawyers involved. But there isn’t really much I can do right now. It’s all a waiting game right now. I can’t do anything until things are live, apart from having someone keep an eye out for them, of course.” There is a fury in his eyes too.

      What the hell are Zeke’s parents doing? Do they really think that they can get away with this? Do they really think that’s possible?

      Although, they just have to hurt us enough that Zeke will come to them without question, and they can just keep us up in court for however long they want. It’s not really like they have to face too many penalties with their money and status.

      “What can we do right now? We’ve got fourteen hours. If the articles aren’t live yet, I’m betting that they will go live the moment Zeke isn’t standing in front of the doors at seven tomorrow morning. I wouldn’t put it past them.”

      I stalk over to the window, looking down over the parking lot way below, then I turn back. “We need to keep him safe. We have to keep Zeke away from them and make sure that they can’t hurt him. I’ll fight them all the way to the end. I know that they may have more influence with the courts and maybe the law, but I’m an author, generally loved and I could go live on TV in twenty minutes, if needed. We don’t have to sit around waiting, we can fight them at their own game. I’ll fight them.”

      Clay smiles a little. “I’m pretty sure I’ve got some invitations for interviews laying around. I can arrange something too, no problem.”

      That at least sounds like some of a plan. An offence instead of having to wait around. If they plan to go to the newspapers, we’re going on air. We’ll argue our case there, let the viewers decide who to listen to. Because if it’s between archaic systems only the rich can use or people who are in love… We may actually stand a chance.

      We may actually stand a chance to keep Zeke.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      I keep Zeke tightly to me, holding him as he’s still broken apart. I don’t know what else to do, but having him here with me in bed seemed like a good idea.

      In bits and pieces, I’m starting to understand what happened just now, what Zeke’s mum told him. But for now, Zeke is just curled up, barely responding to any of us. I’m not sure what’s going through his head, but I do know that I want to hug him, help him, hold him as close as I can for as long as I can.

      I need to make him feel safe.

      I’m not sure how I’m keeping myself together today, but I seem to be able to hold on to my sanity.

      Maybe because this is different. This is not losing Zeke, this is him being taken away from us, and that I can fight against. I can fight when it’s someone else taking him. I’m holding onto that, onto the knowledge that I can do something about this.

      “Wes…” Zeke moves a little.

      “Yeah?” I lean in closer to him.

      “Can we… I want…” His hands slide under my shirt. “I…” They keep sliding, until he tweaks one of my nipples.

      I grab his hands. “Zeke…” My breath comes out harsh. I wish I could turn my brain off right now, I wish I could do this, but I can’t.

      A lump forms in my throat. I didn’t think I’d ever not want Zeke with all my being, but right now, I can’t. There is too much going on, too much going on in my head to do this right now.

      “But, I really… And maybe… Maybe this would be the last time.” His voice is raw, broken.

      “It won’t. It won’t be.” I pull him closer, wrapping my arms around him tightly. “It won’t be.” My voice breaks.

      “I can’t do this and not know if you’ll be here when I wake up tomorrow.” I said it. There, I said it. My biggest fear.

      Zeke shudders and buries his head against my chest.

      I can’t get turned on when I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to hold him again.

      I don’t care what I keep telling him, I just can’t. I can promise him that we’ll get him back all I want, and I really wish with all my being that he won’t even be taken away, but that doesn’t stop my brain from imagining the worst things possible.

      My phone buzzes and I reach for it, taking it and trying to figure out what I’m exactly looking at, until it sinks in.

      It’s a message from Tim, in it is a picture of a note on the counter. The message with it is ‘Turned around to a client and found this next to the register’.

      I don’t want to look at the message again, but I’ll have to, because just the first couple of words make the hairs in my neck stand up.

      
        
        ‘Away From Home’ supports the abuse of Omegas, both in professional and personal settings.

        The CEO supports the breaking of mating bonds and the exploitation of Omegas in the workplace.

        This practice needs to be abolished.

        Omegas need to be given the freedom to be Omegas and not exploited for the gains of one Alpha.

        

      

      Fuck.

      I sit up.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      I know this has to come from Zeke’s parents or his Alpha. And the fact that someone just left it at the cafe, the cafe Zeke normally works at. It’s a bad sign.

      Definitely not good.

      I quickly send a message to Tim. ‘Thanks. I’ll show this to Clay. Can you pick it up with a napkin and slide it under the counter? It could hold evidence, fingerprints and stuff.’

      “What’s going on?” Zeke sits up too, his eyes red-rimmed and wide in alarm.

      I open my mouth, but I don’t know how to explain. “I need to show this to Clay.” It’s the only thing that comes to mind.

      “What is it?” Zeke reaches out but I keep the phone away from him.

      “You don’t need to see this. Really.” I climb out of bed, but Zeke grabs my arm before I can stand up.

      “What is it?”

      “Someone left a message at the cafe, claiming that Clay is doing horrible things to Omegas.” And this whole thing has become even more personal now.

      Not only are they talking about Zeke, but the ‘breaking mating bonds’… Yeah, that’s me. This is about me now too.

      If there’s one thing I won’t allow it’s for someone to profit off the horrible choice I had to make. “I need to show this to Clay, really.”

      “It’s my parents, isn’t it?” Zeke looks down again, his eyes darkening. “They won’t stop. Ever. Please, trust me.”

      “You’re not giving up. Zeke, look at me.” I touch his shoulder, and when he looks up his eyes are filled with tears.

      “You’re not giving up. We’re not letting you go. That’s final.” My voice gets harsher than I mean it to, but I’m not getting bullied into giving up on the love of my life.

      “You don’t…” He shakes his head.

      “No. I do.” I lean in closer to him, waiting for him to look up again. “I do understand this.” I swallow hard, tears springing to my eyes.

      “I understand bullying. I understand being bullied into doing things I don’t want to do. I’ve had enough of that. I’m not letting your parents do that. And I’m not letting you go, because I’m not letting what happened to me ever happen to you.”

      The fire inside me burns bright. I remember the fear, the constant fear of doing something wrong and being hurt. I remember losing myself and not knowing if I’ll have to hide more bruises for the coming week. I remember the fear, the pain.

      And I’m not allowing anyone to do that to Zeke. Never.

      There is a spark in Zeke’s eyes, something that may be enough to pull him out of this. He was there to help me when I was at my lowest, I’ll be there for him to prevent the same thing from ever happening to him.

      I won’t let that happen.

      Zeke nods, taking a deep breath. “Thank you.”

      “I love you.” I give him a quick kiss. “I love you more than you could ever imagine.”

      “I love you too.” He reaches out, running his fingers over my lips. “I’ll always love you.”

      “Then let’s make sure that we stay together.” I smile a little, and stand back up.
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      When I come down the stairs, everyone is at the table, looking very serious and having discussions about talking to lawyers and newspapers or something.

      Nathan is the first to realise that I’ve come down the stairs, he stands up immediately and comes over. “How are you? How is he?” His words are soft, his eyes dark.

      I shrug, shaking my head. I step closer and Nathan wraps his arms around me. I lean against him for a while, regaining my energy, because I know that I’m going to need it.

      “You want me to go be with him?” Nathan pulls back a little, but I shake my head.

      “No. I… I need you here. You need to see something.” I step away and Nathan lets me go, his eyes even darker, more worried.

      “Okay.” He steps to the side and I walk over to the table.

      Everyone is now looking at me, but I go over to Clay immediately, pulling the picture back up on my phone. “Someone just dropped this off at the cafe.”

      I give him my phone and Clay’s face falls already when he sees the first words. Then he takes it and reads the full message.

      Clay’s jaw sets as he stares at it, rereading it just like I had. Then he looks at me. “You told Tim to save that?”

      “Yes. He put it somewhere safe.” My heart beats loudly. This isn’t good. This definitely isn’t good and I don’t know what they’ll keep doing to hurt my family, to hurt Zeke.

      “Okay.” He nods, but I can already see him think as he hands the phone to Sarah.

      “Someone dropped this off at the cafe. The cafe Zeke normally works at. I don’t know about any of the others, but for now, I’m assuming they’re doing this very specifically to hurt us, so I don’t think they’d drop messages off at the others yet. Yet.”

      Clay stands up, looking at me, holding out his hand and I take it. “You know I don’t do what they’re saying, right? I… They’re just twisting the truth.”

      “They’re backwards small-minded traditionalists. That’s what they are.” I barely recognise my own voice, so harsh, so shrill.

      They don’t get to pass judgement on Clay, not when they drugged their own son to mate him to an Alpha they chose for him. Zeke’s parents do not get to pretend like they have the moral higher ground.

      Clay smiles a little. “Well, that’s one way of putting it. But their views on divorce, remating, and the fact that I do let Omegas work at my cafes no matter if they’re mated or not… Those views are not uncommon, and twisting the words this way… It could hurt us, a lot.”

      He frowns again, looking over to Sarah. “We need to do something. We need to stop letting them do this to us. I don’t know how, but we need to do something to stop them. Not just that they’re going after Zeke, but they’re going to involve all of us soon enough. That’s just… too much. We never know what they’re going to do next, and that’s not good for us.”

      “Well, they’re obviously trying to get us all riled up and put Zeke in a bad position.” Nathan comes over. “I’m not against our previous plan.”

      He looks over to Clay. “That could actually work for us, and by then…” He shrugs. “I’m not sure what they could do that they’re not already threatening to do anyway. News articles, lawyers, cops… I don’t think they can make it any worse than we’re already expecting.”

      Clay thinks for a moment. “We can’t put Zeke, or Wes, or his kids, in any danger. We need to make sure that they’re safe, no matter what.”

      He looks at the door of the apartment. “If we’re going to do that… We need to make sure they’re somewhere safe, because when we do it, they’ll be exposed to a lot of negativity too.”

      “Doing what? What plan?” I look between my brother and my mate, both men looking grim but determined.

      “They want to go on TV.” Felix has his arms crossed in front of him, frowning.

      “What? Why?” I glare at Clay. “Why? You never want to do those things.” He’s been very much against getting any type of spotlight on him.

      “Because it may be the only way to get our story out before Zeke’s family pulls something new.” Clay sits down again, sighing.

      “If we can appeal to the public, trying to get them on our side, let them know why I let Omegas work for me, or why I supported your divorce. We may stay ahead of the story.”

      “And you?” I look at Nathan.

      “I broke off an engagement and then got involved with a divorced Omega, who has multiple kids already and who is going to class and works… All things that those traditionalists hate. People listen when I talk. If I could talk about why none of those things make you any less to me… Maybe…” He shrugs.

      I shake my head. “You haven’t even marked me yet. But you marked Zeke. So that won’t show well for you. You marked one Omega, the one who hadn’t been with someone before, but you’ve not marked me yet.” I turn to Clay. “I should go with you.”

      “What?” Clay stands up. “No. I can’t do that to you.”

      “It’s not about ‘doing something to me’ or not. This is my story. I’m not letting you talk about my divorce without me there.”

      I turn to Nathan. “Or let you talk about dating ‘sloppy seconds’.” Nathan opens his mouth but I shake my head.

      “No. This is not your story to share. Not that part. That’s mine.” I’m shaking.

      “I’m the one who was abused by my mated Alpha. I’m the one who was put under so much pressure to have more and more kids that my body almost gave up. I’m the one whose kid was abused by their mated Alpha and whose kid now has epilepsy because of brain damage. I’m the one who had to fight to be allowed to leave my abusive Alpha, who had to fight to keep my kids away from the Alpha who…”

      My voice breaks and I have to take a deep breath. “I’m the one whose story that is. Mine. You can be there. Both of you. But you’re not allowed to talk about those things. Not a word.”

      Nathan and Clay look a little overwhelmed, but they both nod.

      “Then I’m coming too.” Zeke’s voice comes from the stairs and I twist around, my heart almost bursting out of my chest.

      What? No!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      I’m not letting them fight for me. I’m not letting them do that! If they’re putting themselves in danger, so will I.

      I walk further down the stairs. The room is totally quiet now and everyone is staring at me.

      “If you’re going, so am I.” I go over to the sink and pour myself a glass of water, giving myself something to do, because I’m shaking with fear.

      “You can’t put yourself in danger like that. What if…” Nathan comes over. “We’re trying to protect you, not bring even more danger to you.”

      “And you think that my parents won’t find out what you’re trying to do? You think that they have no clue? They’re going to try to bury you, they’re going to try to make you look stupid.”

      I shake my head. “You can’t go there on your own, not when they’re doing things like that. It’s just… No.” I don’t know how else I can make them realise how bad my parents really are. Though, I think they’re getting an idea right about now.

      “Still… Going out and putting yourself in danger like that…” Nathan’s eyes are sad, worried.

      I reach out to him, putting my hand on his chest. “I’m at just as much at risk here. You don’t think they’re going to get the police or whoever to break down that door, especially when they know that the most prominent Alphas in my life aren’t here?”

      Nathan shrugs, and I know that he won’t argue with me over this anymore.

      “Zeke…” Wes looks at me, the pain in his eyes makes me waver for a moment. “Do you really think it’s a good idea? You’ve been under so much stress, especially…”

      His eyes dart down my body, making me very aware of what he’s referring to. Especially if I’m already pregnant…

      “The stress won’t get any less just because I don’t go. And I think…” I sigh. “I think this may be a good idea. There is only so much that I can do when it comes to protecting myself. But going there, showing the world that I’ll keep my head up high, that I can choose my own life.”

      I swallow hard and step over to Wes. “I love you. I want the world to know that. I love you and I don’t want to have to keep hiding it all the time. There is only so much that I can do, but making a stance now… I think I may have to do that.”

      “You’ll…” Wes’ eyes grow. “You’ll say that? You’ll tell total strangers that you, an Omega, are in love with me, another Omega? What about…” He looks away. “What about work or stuff like that?”

      I step in closer, putting my finger under his chin. He cares so much, he really only wants to do what’s best for me, I know that. “I don’t care. I love you, and not only that, but I want to be with you. If that means that people will act weirdly to me at work for a while.”

      I shrug. “If it’s between losing you or people acting awkwardly. My choice is easy to make. It’s not like my boss has any issues with this, right?” I look at Clay, who shakes his head.

      “Pretty sure that it’s company policy not to discriminate. But also, why would I fire my best friend over telling people that he loves my younger brother?” Clay grins.

      Sarah stands up at the table. “So, that’s it? All four of you are going?”

      I look around. Going on TV to try and appeal to the public to get our story out before my parents can twist it? I don’t think I’d want any other people there with me, fighting for me. I nod.

      “Let’s do it. Let’s do this. Let’s turn some heads and get people talking. This has been going on for long enough. Let’s stop my parents from using our complicated connections to hurt us any longer.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Saying you’ll do something and actually doing it are two totally different things. Of course, I knew that, but in this case, I may have underestimated how different those two are.

      First, both Clay and Nathan reached out to people trying to get us invitations for TV shows or something like that. I’m not exactly sure because I’ve spent most of the time staring at Wes and thinking about what the heck we got ourselves into.

      Is this going to be a good idea? Will it really help? I don’t know. I really don’t know.

      As a kid, I was always unhappy… I can’t remember it any other way. But most of the time, I just shrugged and moved on. I didn’t really do something about it. I just… went with it.

      Of course, my parents always used this against me later, they’d say things like ‘Well you didn’t disagree with it before so why are you disagreeing with it now?’ and ‘You’ve always listened to us so why are you misbehaving now?’.

      There are just so many things that I never questioned, that I never really thought about, until I didn’t live at my parents’ house anymore and didn’t go to the school that they chose for me.

      It wasn’t until I got some freedom that I realised what they’d done, how much they were influencing me. It wasn’t until I had some freedom that I started questioning their behaviour and their motives.

      And in the years after I was allowed to leave, instead of fighting them, I took what I had and I just tried to move forward in my life. I don’t know how I would have survived otherwise…

      Nathan slides his arm around my waist pulling me against him a little. “You don’t have to panic. No matter what happens, you can step away from doing this at any time.”

      “I’m not letting you do this on your own. I’m not letting you… I’m not letting you get hurt by this.”

      Nathan pulls me a little tighter. “I don’t mean it like that. I mean…” He takes a breath. “I mean that if at any point you become uncomfortable, it’s okay to step away for a while. We may have our own feelings about all of this, but this is your life.”

      I shake my head. “It isn’t. Everything that happened to me until the point that Jonah let me go for ten years, everything up until that point, it was about the most generic type of life an Omega in a family like mine could have.”

      “Is that why you’re doing this?” Nathan’s voice is low.

      “A little. Yeah. It is a little. Even if this doesn’t work out for me, I need this discussion to start. I need people to start talking about these things. The people involved in promised and arranged mating are rich, powerful, they’re the ones making the rules. But, while on the one hand, they make laws about…”

      I look at Wes, needing to take a breath. “On the one hand, they make rules that say that Omegas have full choice of who they marry, of what they do with their lives. But at the same time, they…”

      It’s all so frustrating, so hypocritical. “They make it so hard for people to, no, for Omegas, to get away from really harmful situations. And then… They have systems like this. Nobody on any normal income can pay to be part of the arranged marriage list. It’s only the elite who can, the same elite who insist that all Omegas should have their own choice as to who to spend their life with.”

      “I don’t think I would even be able to get on that list as an Alpha.” Nathan nods. “And I’ve got a good amount of money. Maybe not as much as Clay but…”

      I nod. “Yes, and that’s the thing. You need to make an insane amount of money, or be part of a very old powerful family, to even get an account there. Without an account you can’t be part of the system. So, while arranged marriages are technically forbidden by law, very very technically, they get around it. Just like inducing mating with an Alpha is technically forbidden, they know ways to get around it.”

      I think of Seb and of Felix and of Abby and Josie. Just because their parents aren’t rich enough, they get to choose their own partner.

      But if any of them had grown up like me. Felix would have already been married off, he’d already have been mated to someone. And even Seb, who’s not even two years old, someone would have chosen an Alpha for him already, or, at least there would be a shortlist of about three or four Alphas.

      “I want to prevent this happening again.” I look up at Nathan. “No matter if I get out of this. I don’t want this to happen to anyone else. I really don’t.”

      Nathan smiles a little, leaning in close. “And that’s why I love you.” He gives me a quick kiss.

      I feel my cheeks heat up a little, it’s just…

      Wes stands up, coming over. “I think I may have an idea.” He eyes me, but I don’t like the look in his eyes.

      “What were you thinking about?”

      “Well… You know that your listing is still on the website, right?”

      “Yeah, it should be.”

      Wes nods. “I think we need to screenshot it and print it off. Like, right now.” He looks over to Clay, who is still on the phone. “If your parents hear about this, they may try to take it off the website.”

      I nod. Yes, that makes sense. And we need a screenshot and a printout that shows that my listing is still there, today. I let out a sigh. “Yes, let’s do this.”

      I don’t want to look at the website, but it’s the only way to have proof that my parents can’t take away right now, that they can’t get rid of with just some money and pressuring the right people.
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      As we’re nearly done with the screenshots and the printouts, enough of both and with backups, Clay also comes into the room.

      He looks… Well, not exactly excited, but… He looks ready to fight.

      “One hour. We have one hour to get over there and get ready to be on TV.”

      Everyone is silent for a while, and I don’t think I even fully register what he just said, what the implications are of this.

      “I guess that we should get a move on then.” Nathan puts his hand on my shoulder, squeezing a little. “Anything that we should do, that we should wear?”

      “Something nice?” Clay shrugs. “Wilder and Sterling will be coming here to look after the kids. Sarah will be coming with us, together with Ezra.”

      I nod. “I guess… I guess I should put on some clean clothes then.” I stand up. Wes also stands up next to me, taking my hand.

      “We can do this. This will work out.” He tugs on my hand a little and I follow him down the stairs, to our room.

      When we’re in our room, Wes closes the door, and immediately wraps his arms around me.

      I slide my arms around him too, holding his body close, taking in his scent. I bury my nose into his neck, feeling safe. “I love you.”

      “I love you too.” Wes’ voice is soft. “I don’t think I could have done any of this without you.” Wes shakes in my arms.

      “I wouldn’t have been able to do it without you either. Your strength has given me so much courage.” I nuzzle his neck again, trying to imprint his scent, the sense of him, into my memory forever.

      We don’t know what happens next. We have no idea what’s going to happen now. But I’m glad that I’ve got Wes at my side. I’m so happy to have him with me here.

      I’m glad to have the support of everyone, but this all started with Wes, all of this.

      If it hadn’t been for Wes, I may never have stood up to my parents. If it hadn’t been for Wes, I may have left for my parents’ place weeks ago. Without him, I would have been pregnant with Jonah’s baby right now, not Nathan’s.

      And just that thought, it pushes me into action.

      Because I don’t want that to happen, ever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      The drive to the TV station is just forty-five minutes. It feels too long, and, at the same time, it feels far too short. It feels too short for something that’s potentially going to change our lives forever. Something that could change a lot of people’s lives forever.

      I’m sitting up front with Clay, Zeke and Wes are in the back. Sarah and Ezra are in a different car. I look at the back through the mirror, staring at my mates.

      Their strength, their will to live, their willingness to fight. It makes me feel like I’ve not done anything with my life, or, at least, not enough.

      When I was calling around to find a place for an interview, there were some who were interested. But they either didn’t want Zeke and Wes to come along with us, or, it wouldn’t be for another couple of days. Luckily, Clay was able to get a spot tonight.

      I know that it isn’t perfect, and it’s some talk show, not a big news thing. But it also feels like this could be the start of more, at least, once our story gets out into the world.

      “Do you have any idea about what we’re going to do?” Wes meets my eyes.

      I shake my head. “I guess we’re going to have to answer their questions, hoping that they won’t be too bad.”

      Clay starts talking, his voice measured. “I explained some of what happened to someone on the staff. And I asked them to at least mostly talk about how we have all these laws for equality, and how people are saying that Omegas do not get the short end of the stick. And I hope that they got it. But that doesn’t mean that they won’t try to ask different questions.”

      Clay shrugs as he drives onto the parking lot. “But, I don’t think that any of us have to worry really. We are here to make sure that Zeke’s parents can’t get their hands on him. We’re here to make sure that they won’t ruin me or our family. We’re here because Wes has been treated unfairly in the divorce and trying to get away from his ex. And…”

      Clay looks at me. “Nathan is here because he’s good with words, generally. So, if we do get ourselves into trouble, hopefully, he’ll be able to talk us out of it again.” Clay grins.

      I can’t help but smile too. “Well, I can at least try. I can try and also…” I look at my men in the back. “I can be here to support my mates. I can be here to make sure that they get to tell their side of the story, and that they, not me, not Clay, not the presenters, but that they get to tell what happened. I can help amplify their voices, especially because people are so used to talking over them.”

      I take a deep breath. Yes. It’s stupid that I would have to take on such a role. If the world was right, Zeke and Wes’ concerns, their stories, they would be heard.

      But in a world like this, they need someone like me, someone like Clay, to help them get their story out.

      I take a deep breath. “Let’s do this.”
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      Getting from the car, then to the dressing room, where they put some make-up on us, and then to the side of the stage, all of it didn’t even take ten minutes.

      Everyone is nervous now, the show has started, and they’re about to announce us. I have no idea what’s going to happen from this point on. I’ve been on these shows before, but usually, it was after I’d released a book, so the content of the questions and such was pretty obvious.

      On one side, Wes’ hand slides into mine, and, on the other side, Zeke’s hand slides into mine too. They both hold on tightly. And I’m suddenly glad to have them here. We can do this.

      Someone from the crew waves at us to come over. He motions for us to be quiet, and then point out a couple of chairs on a stage just a little bit over. I look back at Sarah one last time, and she nods.

      Then we go over to the stage, and sit down in the chairs. I’m with Clay on one side, and Zeke and Wes are on the other side of the table. And somehow, I’m not sure if I’ve got a good feeling about this.

      I look over to Clay, and he looks pretty serious too. He motions for the crew member who just showed us here, mouthing and pointing that he wants to swap places with Zeke. But the crew member shakes his head.

      I hear some voices and suddenly there is movement everywhere. Camilla, the main host of the show, comes over to us. She holds out her hand to me. “I’m Camilla. Nice to meet you. You are?”

      “I’m Nathan.”

      Then she goes over to Clay. “Camilla. Then, you must be Clay. You talked to someone on my staff. Right?”

      “Yes, that’s correct.” Clay nods.

      “Okay, good.” She sits down in the chair at the head of the table. Waving at Zeke and Wes. “You must be the Omegas. Nice to meet you.”

      My stomach drops. This does not look like this will be going over well, this looks like we may have to fight tonight. I eye Clay and I can see the same frustration on his face. Yeah, this doesn’t seem like it’s going to go according to plan.

      Someone from the crew comes over. “We’re starting in ten seconds.” He walks back of the stage, counting down the seconds on his fingers.

      Camilla takes a deep breath and puts on her presenter’s face. “Tonight, I want to welcome cafe chain owner Clay Guarde, author Lewis Robbins and Omegas Zeke and Wes, to the show. This was a last-minute event, as apparently there have been some problems lately for Clay Guarde. Tonight, they want to talk about Omegas, mating, and who has the right to accept or deny mating.” She looks at everyone at the table.

      Then her eyes stay on Clay. “So, Clay, you sort of explained your situation to us already, but could you just, in a few lines, explain why you’re here, for our viewers?”

      Clay nods. “Of course, I’d be happy to.” He puts on a smile that I haven’t seen before, I suspect he shows it more often when he has to be nice in a professional situation when he rather not be there at all.

      “I would like to start by thanking you for letting us be here. I know this was very last-minute and that makes this situation, and you accepting and doing this, even more important to me.” He keeps that smile but I can see right through it.

      “Today, my main reason for being here is that my best friend Zeke is in a difficult situation at the moment.” Clay looks over at Zeke. “I’ve known Zeke for years. We met as he just started his job as a barista at my first cafe, and in these last years he’s become one of the most important people within my company.”

      Camilla raises her eyebrows, interrupting Clay, “one of the most important people? Is he by any chance your own Omega?”

      Clay blinks. “No. He’s just a friend. I have an Omega. He’s at home right now, with our kids.”

      Alpha nods. “And what does your Omega think about you being so close to Zeke?”

      I have to hand it to Clay that he doesn’t seem to falter one moment. “I don’t think that these questions have anything to do with what I’m here for. I am married, I have an Omega, and Zeke has been my best friend for years. We do not have a relationship like that. And with that, I would like to ask Zeke to explain his situation, since this isn’t about me.”

      Zeke nods. “I’m Zeke Keller, most people will know my parents. I grew up knowing that there was an alpha promised to me, well, more that, that I was promised to an Alpha. And, right now…”

      His eyes go to Wes and to me. “Right now, I’m in a situation where my parents want me to leave my mates, the men I love, and be with the alpha that they chose for me, without me having any say about that.”

      “But, how old are you?” Camilla raises her eyebrows.

      “I’m twenty-eight.” Zeke swallows. “Ten years ago, my parents drugged me. They kidnapped me. They locked me up in a room that was soundproof. There was no light. I was strapped to a bed, and then I was administered mating and heat-inducing drugs.” His voice goes tense.

      “All to mate me to an Alpha that who I’d never seen, who I didn’t know, and who they’d chosen to be my Alpha when I was just a small kid.” He keeps his eyes on Camilla as he speaks, his gaze intense.

      Camilla swallows, not expecting this, probably. “And what happened after that? You weren’t mated obviously, or we wouldn’t be here.”

      “I had a severe allergic reaction to the medication. My parents let me go through hell. I was burning up inside, I scratched my arms open, my whole body was covered in my own scratches, and they didn’t do anything about it. In the end, I was apparently so unattractive with all those wounds, that Jonah, the Alpha my parents chose, couldn’t get it up. So, he …”

      Zeke swallows. “He said that it may be better for us if we lived our own lives first, but that he did expect me to come back to him ten years later. Which, is now.”

      “Why didn’t you?” Camilla leans to him a little, she seems almost annoyed. “You made a vow to your promised Alpha, and then you decided to do something totally different? You broke your promise to him?”

      “Are you asking me why I don’t want to go back to the Alpha my parents chose for me, the one who was willing to rape me, but didn’t do it because I was too disgusting at the time? Are you asking why I choose to be with my real mates, instead of a rapist?” Zeke keeps her eyes.

      “You were already as good as married to Jonah Bowen. The fact that you weren’t yet marked was a formality.”

      Camilla looks to the camera. “Because we talked to Zeke’s parents, and his Alpha. Their story is a little different. They asked me to please tell the viewers that what Zeke is saying are the confused memories of a teenager who is still trying to rebel against his parents, and his alpha, even ten years later.”

      She looks over to Zeke again. “Would you have anything response to that?”

      I can see the flash of horror on Zeke’s face. This is unbelievable. This just… But Zeke hides it as soon as he can.

      “Are you asking me if I’m trying to rebel against my parents? Maybe. Are you asking me if the memories are fake? Are you questioning what I remember? Because you don’t have to.” Zeke looks up and Sarah comes over from the side of the stage, a stack of papers in her hands.

      “Because you don’t have to take my word for it. These are my medical records. They record everything from when my parents drugged me to kidnap me, used drugs to induce mating and heat, and were willing to let someone rape me, just to make him their son-in-law. You don’t have to believe what I’m saying. But this isn’t about belief. This reality.”

      We’ve been able to collect the medical papers in the last week. They weren’t easy to get our hands on, but with a couple of phone calls we got pretty far, and Sarah was able to get the rest with those. They collaborate what Zeke said.

      Camilla is quiet, staring at the papers in front of her.

      “Stop. Stop recording.” One of the crew members comes over, his movements fluttering. “This was not in the agreement. This is not what we agreed to.”

      I stand up. “No. But this is also not an interrogation, and we didn’t agree to let Zeke’s parents spread lies about what’s being said. We didn’t agree on an attack on an Omega who’s been through so much already.”

      Camilla is still sitting in her chair, slowly opening one of the folders. Then she closes it. “Okay. Fine. Let’s… Let’s move on. I won’t ask about this.” She’s about to hand the papers to the crew member but Sarah quickly comes over and takes the papers instead.

      Zeke flashes her a smile.

      “Okay, if everyone would please sit down again, I’ll continue the interview.”

      We all sit down again and the crew member starts counting down from ten.

      “And we’re back. Sorry about that. That was not expected.” Camilla puts on a smile. “I think it’s better if we move to a different subject now.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      I knew that this interview wouldn’t be easy… I knew that they’d probably try to twist our story. But I’m not sure why I’m still surprised by the way Zeke was questioned. Though, he kept strong and didn’t let them intimidate him.

      Camilla seems to recollect herself. “We just had a small miscommunication between some of the parties involved. But we’ll move on from that right now.” She looks over to Nathan and then me. “When Zeke talks about his mates, he’s talking plural, right?”

      Nathan looks at me, and I take a breath. “Yes. We are in a polyamorous relationship.”

      “All three of you? Or are you both in a relationship with Nathan? How does it work?” I know that there’s something behind her questions, but I don’t know how to catch her out just yet.

      “We are all in a relationship together.” I take a breath, making sure to name everyone in the right order, for me, not the order that Camilla might expect or try to get out of me.

      “I’m in a relationship with Zeke and with Nathan, and Zeke is in a relationship with me and with Nathan, and Nathan is in a relationship with both of us. We’re all in this together.”

      “Do you think that you’re open to this arrangement because of your past?”

      I blink. “My past?”

      “You previously shared your Alpha too, right?”

      My Alpha? My ex? Is she serious? “My ex-Alpha abused me, cheated on me, and left my children forever scarred. I’m not exactly sure how that would make me ‘open’ to ‘sharing’ my Alpha?”

      “Well, you did share your Alpha before, you just confirmed it. It wouldn’t be that much of a leap this time.”

      “He cheated on me behind my back, that isn’t sharing, that is cheating, very different. He was gambling our money away, as our children starved, and he wouldn’t let me get a job to be able to feed or clothe our children. Again, how does that open me to sharing my Alpha now?”

      Of course, that’s her angle. Blame me, pin this all on me, make me look like I’m the one at fault or the one doing the ‘wrong’ thing.

      Camilla holds up her hands, her eyes wide, like she’s surprised by my reaction. “You don’t have to get all emotional. I’m just trying to understand what’s going on. I’m not trying to attack you.”

      I don’t reply, because nothing I could say would be correct right now. She’s trying to manipulate me and the audience at the same time, riling me up and then saying that I’m reacting in the wrong way. Exactly the way she wanted me to, and I stepped right into it.

      “Right. So, you share an Alpha, isn’t that like… Complicated with your… You know, when you’re going into heat?” What does that woman have in her head?

      “There haven’t been problems.”

      “So, what does your Alpha think of all this?”

      Is she… She isn’t, is she?

      “He’s right there, you can ask him yourself.” I point to Nathan.

      “No, I mean your Alpha. The Alpha whose children you’ve had. Your real Alpha.”

      “Nathan is my real Alpha. He’s my mate. Daxton is my ex-Alpha. I haven’t talked to him since my brother saved me from him.”

      “Isn’t it sad that his children don’t get to see him? Don’t you think that’s bad for their development? Poor kids.”

      “Daxton is in jail for money laundering, abuse of me and my children, and attempting to kill me, twice. I’m not convinced that my children need an Alpha like that around, and the court agreed with me.”

      Fucking hell. Like I need to share this all on TV… Like I need to share my crap story with the whole world…

      “Instead, they grow up with Alphas like my brother Clay, who is not just an amazing brother but also an amazing husband and father. And Nathan, who not only has a successful career but who has shown, on multiple occasions that he’s also great with children.”

      Do not fuck with my past, or my family, woman. Alpha or not, you do not get to dismiss me so easily.

      “Right. Nathan, or as most people know you, Lewis Robbins the fantasy author. What is it like to become involved with an Omega who already has kids? Another Alpha’s kids. Do you… Do you feel envy over that?” She now turns on him, and I feel like we all really need to stay on high alert right now.

      “Wes’ kids are amazing and lovely. I’ve been getting to know them and they’re great. I guess that’s easy for me to say, when they’re all out of the stage of just crying and sleeping and pooping all day.”

      He grins, his eyes shining, a perfect picture of parental joy. “His youngest is such a chatterbox sometimes, and she’s just the most precious little kid.” Then he looks at Camilla, daring her to ask more.

      “Don’t you wish they were yours? Or that he didn’t have kids from someone else?”

      “Why? Why would I wish these children weren’t who they are now? They’ve had a rough couple of years growing up, and I get to be there for them to show that those years don’t have to be their future. What’s more amazing than that?”

      My heart swells hearing Nathan say those words so honestly. And I know that he means them.

      “Well, it’s not like this is your first relationship. Your engagement to model Viola Reed, and then you breaking off that engagement, that was big news. The media followed you two every step of the way. Do you think it’s easier to choose Omegas who are already mated to other Alphas? Do you think it’s easier when you know that you won’t be the one with the biggest burden? That it will never be as serious as being real fated mates?”

      Oh, hell, no. She didn’t just do that.

      “Okay.” Nathan takes a deep breath and shakes his head, sitting up straighter, his smile disappearing. “This stops now. This whole attacking us, trying to push at us, trying to twist our relationships or our words to fit some idea you already have out us. This stops. Now.”

      He looks towards the camera. “Keep filming. I’m not done.” He looks at Clay, then at Zeke and finally at me, his eyes filled with love and connection. “I’m here, we’re here, because someone is trying to pull us all apart. Spreading lies, spreading dishonest information, corrupting our real stories for their own advantage.”

      He takes a breath. “Let’s be real. Clay is an amazing Alpha who runs a chain of cafes where Omegas can safely work and where they can come with their kids so that they don’t have to pay for expensive babysitting while getting some work done.” He nods towards Clay, respect in his gaze.

      “He saved Wes, his younger brother, one of my fated Omegas, when Wes nearly died giving birth to his fourth kid in six years. Both Omega and child nearly didn’t make it that day. Wes’ ex-Alpha then came after Wes and tried to kill him with his bare hands.” His voice shakes at those last words, but he keeps going, his voice stronger again.

      “Wes got a divorce from that Alpha because nobody should wake up fearful that it could be their last day alive, especially not at the hands of their partner. Don’t twist this situation into something it’s not. If Clay hadn’t taken him in, Wes would likely not have been alive anymore, and…”

      Nathan looks at me again as my stomach hurts and my eyes burn. “And potentially neither would his kids have been. They’re flourishing now, doing great in school and everything.” He takes a breath.

      “Zeke has been Clay’s right hand for years, together they’ve made the chain of cafes what they are now. Zeke’s parents took away his personhood when they promised him for mating to an Alpha. When he was eighteen, they drugged him, locked him up and wanted an Alpha to rape him and forcefully mark him —which are both crimes under law, just to remind you— and because of some unforeseen circumstances, they let him go.”

      Nathan looks at Zeke and I have a hard time not bawling, just too emotional. Fucking hell… This is all just so wrong…

      “Now, ten years later, they’ve sent threats to get him to ‘come back to them on his own’. They want him to come back so that he can be raped and forcefully marked by the Alpha who they chose for him. They’ve sent threats to him to get him to comply.”

      Nathan turns to the camera, like he’s speaking directly to whoever might listen to his words. “They’ve threatened to bring down the company that he worked so hard for. They’ve threatened to get Clay convicted for ‘kidnapping’ Wes and him, for taking these Omegas from their supposedly ‘rightful’ Alphas. They’ve threatened to kidnap Zeke again.”

      He takes a long breath, still intense, but also calmer. “And, somehow, I’m also on the list of people they’re going to try to get locked up, because I marked, I mated, both my fated mates. They’re my fated mates, but somehow that makes me the bad guy?”

      Nathan’s voice lowers, sadness in it. “How is it that Zeke’s parents can literally give him away to an Alpha, can break the law of his personhood, his mental and physical safety, they can get away with facilitating rape and forced marking, and I, his actual fated mate, could be facing years in prison?”

      Nathan now turns to Camilla. “Tell me. How is it that rich people can get away with breaking the law so often, but me, someone who fell in love with such amazing Omegas, my actual fated mates, could be facing jail time?”

      Camilla opens her mouth a couple of times, though no words come out. Then her eyes harden. “You shouldn’t have gone after someone else’s Omega. It’s that simple.”

      “So, my nature, the sacred fated mate bonds between Alpha and Omega, becomes obsolete as long as someone’s parents have enough money?” Nathan nods. “You heard it, folks.”

      He looks at the camera again. “You heard it right here. As long as you have enough money, it doesn’t matter that everything you do goes against the Alpha/Omega nature, against all our Alpha/Omega laws, against all that we’re supposed to believe in.”

      Anger tinges his voice. “You can have your kids raped by an Alpha who you think looks good in your family tree, and everyone will protect your right to do so over the Omega’s sacred fated mate rights. I think that this is enough. I think that I’ve been insulted for long enough.”

      He stands up, pushing his chair back. “Have a good evening.” And he walks off the stage.

      I swallow, pride in my chest, even while my heart also hurts. I didn’t want it to get to here, to get it to go this far. But at the same time, I know that if he hadn’t done that, then this would never have stopped.

      People start moving and I realise that the cameras must have been turned off by now.

      Fuck. My heart is still beating like crazy. Fuck.

      If there wasn’t a target on us before, there definitely is now.

      Until Zeke’s hand moves, I’ve totally forgotten that I’m even holding it. I look to my side and see a dazed look in Zeke’s eyes, a combination of pride, adoration and pain.

      Yeah. I probably look the exact same way…
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      We get moved along, out of the building, not too long after. I think that we’re all in a daze right now, too dazed to really think about what’s going on until we step out the back door of the building and are swarmed by reporters. People pushing cameras into our faces and asking us questions.

      I immediately grab hold of Nathan and Zeke, not wanting to let them both go. We push our way to the car and climb inside, trying to prevent people from dragging us back, trying to prevent them from taking our phones from our pockets and stuff like that. Trying to get through this without too much damage.

      When we’re all in the car, Clay starts driving, getting us out onto the streets, away from the reporters. Oh, fuck. This was… Fuck.

      As soon as my fingers have stopped shaking, I call Aiden. “Aiden? How is everyone?”

      I need to make sure that my kids are safe, I need to make sure that they’re not in any danger. After all of this… I need to make sure. I need to be with them right now, just remembering the danger they’ve been in before makes me really wish I was with them right now.

      “They’re safe.” But there is still a tenseness in his voice.

      “What’s going on?” My voice hitches and I feel Zeke’s hand on my arm immediately.

      “It’s nothing big… Just that… There are reporters all around the apartment. I’m not sure if it’s a good idea to come home right now.” I can hear the strain in his voice.

      I look around the car. The only thing we want to do right now is going home, but if we get there, we’ll be swarmed by reporters again. How did they know? How did they get to our place so soon? No way. No way. No.

      “Wes?” Aiden pulls me back.

      “Yeah. I’ll talk to the others. I’ll call you after we figure something out.” I disconnect the call, not feeling any better at all, I feel even more nervous, even more stressed out. “There are reporters at the apartment. Aiden said that he wasn’t sure it was a good idea if we went back home.”

      “Fuck. Okay. A hotel then?” I can almost hear Clay think as he keeps driving.

      “Where? Now?” Zeke slides his hand over mine. “How are we supposed to find a place right now?”

      I see Nathan tap around on his phone. “There are a couple of places nearby with free rooms. If we can get away from the reporters and get there quickly enough, it should work.”

      “Are you sure? I just…” I want to go home. I need to see Oliver, Josie, Evan and Mia. I have to see them right now.

      “I know.” Nathan’s voice is soft. “But I’m afraid Aiden is right. We may want to stay away for the night, just so we can recover from what just happened and hopefully sit out the biggest part of the storm.”

      I lean against Zeke, who slides his arm around me. “I just wish I could go home right now.”

      “I know.” Zeke’s voice is soft, as he pulls me closer.

      Clay suddenly goes to the side of the road, stopping the car. Then he turns to me, I’m not sure what I expected, or if I expected him to be angry or anything. But the look on his face… He reaches out, putting his hand on my knee.

      “We’ll go home tomorrow. But tonight, we need to protect them. Wilder, Sterling and Felix are with Aiden and the kids. They’ll be okay. I promise you. But right now, we need to do what’s safest for them, for us.” His voice also breaks as he looks at me.

      I wish this wasn’t happening, I wish this all wasn’t happening right now. To see my big brother, my big strong brother reduced to tears, it hurts.

      I wish we could just be at home with everyone. But now… What will happen?

      Zeke tightens his arm around me. “Let’s go to a hotel. I think that we need a safe place to watch what’s going on.”

      I nod, closing my eyes, needing to shut the world out for a while. I feel Zeke’s lips on the top of my head, leaving behind a kiss.

      We’ll be okay. I’ve got to believe that. I’ve got to believe that right now.

      We’ll be okay.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      When we get to the hotel, we don’t see any reporters or anything around. Good. We’ll be on our own for a few moments.

      I keep my arm around Wes as we get out of the car. I can’t let go of him, not now. I’m still too raw from the interview and everything that happened. As soon as we’re out of the car, Nathan takes us in his arms, pulling us close.

      Then, a few moments later, Clay also does the same, squashing us between the two of them. I can’t help but smile, feeling loved, feeling protected. Really needing that feeling right now.

      “Okay, let’s go inside.” Clay’s voice is low. “I’ll get us two rooms. I’ll book one with Zeke, and Nathan, can you stay at Wes’ side? I don’t want to raise any eyebrows right now.”

      “I actually think it’s better if I do it.” I hear the smile in Nathan’s voice. I don’t think that ‘Clay Guarde’ checking into a hotel will keep reporters and everything at bay right now. But my real name is a lot less known.”

      I feel Nathan move.

      “But I agree with you on the rest. That’s probably a good idea. Going in as two couples won’t look as strange. I’m sorry.”

      I nod against him. It’s a good idea, I know that. It’s just… I don’t want to be away from my mates. I can’t be separated from them right now.

      “Let’s go.” Clay steps away. “I feel like we need to go somewhere where we can check the TV and sit down and stay on top of the news. Somewhere that isn’t out in the open.” I look at him, but his eyes keep going around the place. “I don’t like being out in the open right now. There is just too much… View of us.”

      “Yeah.” I don’t want to think about it. But he’s right. We’re too much out in the open and that can only bring us problems. “Let’s go.” I try to step away, but Wes keeps his hand in mine, not letting go, and I don’t want to shake him off either.

      Clay and Nathan start walking ahead of us and we follow them. I don’t want to think about anything, because as soon as I really start to think about what happened today, what happened in that interview… My brain goes to bad places.

      Nathan checks us into the hotel, and although the staff looks a little strange at our lack of bags, they don’t say anything at us wanting rooms side by side or double beds.

      We go up to the top floor and walk down the hallway, stopping in front of our rooms. The hotel is otherwise quiet, which isn’t strange in the middle of the week.

      “What do you want to do?” Clay looks at me. “Want to check the news together immediately or do you want to spend some time for just the three of you first?”

      I swallow hard, I know what I want to ask him, but I’m not sure if that’s going to be okay… They’re in this situation because of me, I should be the one who takes the main role in what we’re going to do going forward, but I can’t do it right now.

      “You know what?” Clay shows me a soft smile. “You go have some time together, relax a little. I’m just going to do a video call with Aiden and check in at home. Yeah?”

      I nod. “What about Sarah?”

      I speak the words and Clay’s phone rings. As he gets it from his pocket, Sarah’s name is showing.

      Before we went to the interview, we made sure to set our phones to mute all the calls from people who weren’t immediately involved in this, just our family can get through to us right now. Well, them, and Sarah and the others helping out.

      “I’ll talk to her. Let’s see what she knows and if she has better ideas.” He eyes Wes. “Are you going to be okay?”

      Wes squeezes my hand a little and when I look his way, he nods. “I’ll… I’ll be okay. Tell them I love them.”

      “Will do. I’m going to take this call now.” He slides the key card into the door and opens it as he connects the call. “Hey.” The door closes behind him.

      I turn to Wes, Nathan is on his other side. “Let’s get inside.”

      Nathan nods, sliding the key card into the door and opening it. When we get inside it’s a simple room, the bathroom is on our right and most of the room is taken up by a double bed.

      As soon as the door closes behind us, Wes sags against me and I wrap my arms around him, pulling him close. He starts shaking a little, shivering in my arms.

      I guide him to the bed, letting him slide onto it and then climb in next to him and hold him. His tears start soaking my shirt and I can feel the tension in my chest break as my own tears start sliding down my cheeks too. I curl up against Wes, holding him as tightly as I can.

      Then Nathan climbs in with us at my back and I feel his hands slide over us until he wraps his arms around the both of us.

      Even more tears appear. This was… I don’t even know if this was a good idea. I’m so exhausted. I’m so scared. How did this happen? How did we survive that?

      And what was with all the attacks on us? What was up with that? How did I forget the way that people look at us? At Wes? At me? At Nathan?

      People really do see us as ‘broken’, as if we’re not ‘whole’ without our ‘first’ Alpha or when we choose what we want ourselves.

      What’s up with that? What’s up with all that?

      But somewhere inside, I just hope that we didn’t make it all so much worse.

      That we didn’t just bring a whole lot more problems to Clay, to his family, to everyone around us…
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      After we’ve all calmed down a little, I slide my hand up and down Wes’ back, trying to get his attention back to me, away from all the bad things.

      “Hmmm.” He pushes closer, but he doesn’t feel as tense anymore. He feels a lot more relaxed.

      “Anyone knows where my phone is?” I try to move, but being stuck between Nathan and Wes, I don’t really have a way to look around.

      “On the table at the end of the bed.” Nathan’s low voice moves against the back of my neck. “I put it there when we came in.”

      “Okay.” I breathe. I relax a little again. It feels good being between them. It’s been a strange couple of days and this is the first time in over a week that we’re all in the same space like this, in the same bed.

      And somehow my body has taken notice too. It feels strange, but I can’t help the arousal building inside me.

      “Zeke?” Wes hums, and he comes even closer, pushing against me too, and I can feel that he also isn’t unaffected by this all.

      I remember that he didn’t want to do anything this afternoon when I was so desperate, but maybe that’s changed now…

      “Do I hear a naughty voice?” Nathan’s hand moves, sliding down Wes’ arm.

      “Maybe.” There is a small smile in Wes’ voice. “Maybe.”

      “Oh.” Nathan rolls his hips against my ass and I can feel him too.

      “Isn’t this… weird?” But my voice betrays my own arousal too.

      “Why?” Nathan hums, his lips at the back of my neck, slowly moving over my skin.

      “We’ve just…” We’ve just been through things, rough things.

      “It’s the perfect stress reliever.” Wes moves and now his hand slides over my side.

      Whoa, okay, bold Wes, very bold Wes. I slide my hand under his shirt, his smooth skin comforting under my touch.

      Then Nathan’s hand slides between us and I feel him cup my dick and I can’t help but buck up into his hand, letting out a sound.

      This is good, this feels good. This makes me forget everything, just for a while.

      Wes’ lips are on my jaw, going over to my lips, leaving behind kisses as he moves. I angle my head, taking his mouth in a kiss, he tastes so good. He feels so good. I pull him closer, Nathan’s hand now really caught between us, but he doesn’t seem to mind that.

      Wes lets out small sounds as I invade his mouth with my tongue, his gasps pushing me on, making me bolder, making me want even more from him.

      I nibble on his lip, his sounds becoming more needy and he starts moving his hips against mine, grinding us together. Then he pulls back, pushing at my shoulder, pushing me onto my back.

      When he looks at me, his eyes are dark with lust, lust and a desperate need. He leans over, kissing me and I wrap both my arms around him, one around his waist, the other hand I slide into the back of his hair, pulling him closer, taking his mouth in a rough kiss, a desperate kiss. I need to feel him, I need to taste him. I need.

      Nathan slides my shirt up and I feel his lips on my chest, going over to my belly, going down and down as he keeps his mouth on me.

      I can’t help but wanting to get closer to him. I can’t help but wanting to get even closer. He feels so good. Nathan’s hands are on my jeans now, opening them slowly.

      “Nathan.” I gasp as I pull away from Wes a little, my head filled with so many emotions.

      “Yes?” Nathan looks up at me, his eyes filled with so much lust.

      “Come up here.” I tug on his shirt. “I want to kiss you too.” I need to feel him on me more. I need to make sure that this really is real.

      Nathan moves, pushing his body against mine, and Wes also pushes against me. They’re so good. They’re so good together.

      I first kiss Nathan, then I kiss Wes, and as they both lean in the kisses go from just two people to three people. Lips, tongues, teeth, all in the mix, pulling low moans from everyone. They feel so good.

      I wrap my arms around both my mates, pulling them as close as I can as we start moving together, grinding our hips together.

      “Wait.” Wes gasps, pulling away.

      “Why?” I look at him, his cheeks are flushed, his eyes wide.

      “We can’t ruin our clothes.” He worries his lower lip as his blush deepens. Then he climbs off the bed, going to the bathroom and coming back with a stack of paper towels.

      “How much were you expecting?” Nathan grins, but then he pulls Wes onto the bed with us.

      “Just got to be prepared…” Wes ducks his face against my chest, then his hand slides under my shirt up, tweaking one of my nipples and I let out a small gasp.

      Naughty. I sometimes forget that Wes can really get like that when he’s not trying to be all grown up around the house. I reach for his jeans and open them, pulling them down a little before I cup his dick in my hand. Wes is hard, so hard.

      Wes lets out small gasps as he moves against my hand, as he keeps pushing against me.

      Then I feel Nathan’s hand on my jeans again, continuing what he’d already started, pulling them down more, until they’re off my ass. Then he leans back a little and pulls his own jeans down before he comes closer again.

      “We can’t go all the way, don’t have the time, or really the brain space, but there are other ways…”

      I swallow hard, looking down between us, we’re all this wearing our boxer briefs, but they’re all tenting pretty heavily.

      Nathan’s right, going all the way right now just isn’t in the cards, but that doesn’t mean we can’t do anything. I reach out for Nathan’s cock, sliding my hand under the top of his boxer briefs, wrapping my fingers around it.

      He’s so hard and heavy, it makes everything inside me tense. It makes me even harder than I already am.

      Wes tugs on my boxer briefs, pulling them down until my dick is freed, then he pulls his own down too and wraps his hand around both our dicks at the same time.

      Oh. Fuck. I close my eyes, letting out a moan. This feels good. This feels so good.

      “Shhh. The walls are thin.” Nathan’s lips are close to my ear, I can feel them move, then he takes my mouth in a hard kiss, pulling sounds from me, taking them into him.

      Fuck. Good.

      The next moment Nathan’s hand is also on our dicks, jerking us off, and I feel the tension build inside me. Fuck.

      I slide up and down Nathan’s cock faster, trying to get him in the same place as us, trying to get him so turned on that he can’t think anymore too.

      “Zeke.” Nathan’s voice is rough, barely more than a moan, and his cock pulses in my hand.

      Wes lets go of our dicks and I feel him join me in jerking off Nathan.

      This is… Wow. Fuck.

      Nathan lets out another moan, his hand around our dicks tightening.

      Then I feel Wes dump the tissues on my chest, between us. I almost let out a laugh, but Wes catches it as he kisses me hard, plunging his tongue into my mouth, overtaking all my senses, and somehow, it’s enough to push me over the edge.

      I moan out, moving my hips, my hand, trying to make my men feel as good as I do. But it’s no use, I can’t keep it off any longer.

      I tumble over the edge, coming hard in Nathan’s hand, over the tissues on my own chest.

      The next moment, Wes moans out too, his hips moving, his dick pulsing. I can feel him come right next to me.

      And then, Nathan rocks his cock into our hands. “Zeke… Wes…” Our names sound rough as he moans them. But then he comes too, hard.

      The room is filled with the scent of sex, with our hard breathing as we’re calming down. But, most of all, it’s filled with a sense of calm.

      For however long that’s going to last…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      When I check my phone, I find that a lot of people have tried to contact me, including my agent.

      I sigh. I knew there would be fallout, I just didn’t want to think about the type of fallout it could bring. Instead of returning the call, I check my email. If Rex tried to contact me and it was really important, he’ll have emailed me too, he knows that that’s the best way to contact me anyway.

      My inbox is full of emails, but only a single one from Rex. I open it, of all the people I trust, of all the people I know that care for me and who will always try to do their best for me, Rex is always at the top of that list.

      
        
        Nathan,

        What the hell? It would have been nice if you’d given me a heads up about this. I got multiple calls from stations that you contacted them for an interview and then they saw that mess of an interview just go down.

        What the hell were you thinking?

        When I told you to go find a new muse, a place that would give you inspiration, I didn’t mean for you to go out and blow all the hard work we’ve put into your career up into our faces.

        I wish you’d told me this before.

        I would have helped you plan this more carefully.

        Call me as soon as you can.

        Rex

        

      

      I smile a little. Well, that wasn’t bad, right?

      I see that I’ve also got messages from my mum, from people in publishing and from some people at the college, but I ignore all of them.

      They can wait. They can wait a couple more hours, until we’re sure that we’re safe.

      I look over to the bed, where Zeke and Wes are both checking their own phones, not looking very happy either.

      “You think it’s a good idea to go see Clay?” I sit down on the bed. “He may want us to, you know, check this together with him.”

      Wes nods. “Yeah, that’s a good idea. We can’t just hide out here. We need to start moving and stuff.” He takes a deep breath.

      “It seems that at least we’re no longer unknown people… If I thought that the looks we got at the school were bad, I don’t think that will ever compare to now.” But even as he says it, he smiles a little.

      I’m once again surprised by his strength, by his ability to bounce back, by his ability to fight.

      “Yeah, let’s see what Clay has found out.” Zeke gets out of the bed and, as he stands up, he stumbles a little.

      I grab for him, holding him close. “Are you okay?” I look at him closely.

      Zeke nods. “Yeah, just tired and a little hungry.” He shrugs, but doesn’t step out of my arms.

      “We should probably see if we can get something to eat.” I nod, then I wrap my arm around Wes too. “But I think that Clay is probably hungry too.” I start tugging on my men and we go over to Clay’s room.

      Wes knocks on the door, but when it opens it’s not Clay, instead, it’s Sarah who’s standing there. Her eyes are dark and she silently steps aside.

      My stomach drops when I find Clay and Ezra inside. I never even realised that they’d come in at all. I guess we were too focused on other things to realise that they’d also arrived.

      “You also staying here?” I look at Sarah.

      “Yeah, we’ve got a room down the hall. I thought it would be better if I stayed close. That way we can immediately step in when needed.” She lets out a breath.

      “Any news?” Wes immediately goes over to Clay, who is staring at a laptop.

      Clay looks up at his younger brother and shrugs. “Depends on the type of news you’re looking for. The interview is all over the internet, and people are responding to it. I’ve called Aiden and he says that everyone is safe, but that the media is all over the car park of the apartment building and that he’s staying inside with everyone.”

      Clay pulls a face. “We should have seen this coming. We should have known that they would swarm the apartment. We should have sent them to Wilder’s place, they would have been safer there.”

      Wes nods, looking up at everyone.

      I acutely remember what I told Zeke this morning, what I did, putting the offer on the house… With this going on, that may just as easily fall through and I don’t know if I feel bad about it.

      But it wouldn’t have mattered, even if we would have been able to get everyone to that house, my name is on the place, so they would have found it anyway.

      “Anything else? Any retribution from Zeke’s parents?”

      I still feel bad for the way I said things when I walked out, but I was just so tired of this whole charade, I just couldn’t deal with it anymore.

      Why would I have to sit there, listening to people twisting reality, twisting our story, and say bad things about the men I love, about the family that has accepted me and who have been so good to everyone?

      “Nothing conclusive.” Sarah walks past me. “I checked some articles, but for now, they all just discuss the interview, nothing else.”

      Which could be a good thing, or not.

      Sarah turns on the TV, putting it on silent as she switches it to one of the news channels. Of course, right then a piece about us is starting.

      “As soon as we got into the car, I put on the radio and Ezra checked the websites. For now, it seems that people can’t seem to decide what to think, what to believe. But, on social media, not the official media channels, there is a growing group of people who are raising their voices about the treatment of Omegas, and telling their own stories.” There is a pride in her voice.

      The TV program runs a clip of me standing up, speaking to the camera, my face intense, and then I stalk off. You can see everyone looking at me, stunned, before the camera turns off. That was…

      Yeah…

      I know that I promised that I wouldn’t interfere with Wes or Zeke’s story, but I just lost my temper at the constant attacks on them. I feel a little bad at it, but I also can’t deny that it felt good, that it felt right.

      Then the show turns to a different location and Zeke gasps. At the bottom of the screen is a message saying ‘Keller family speaking out about accusations’.

      Sarah turns the sound on so that we can hear what’s being said. A man steps up to the microphone at the front, three people stay in the back.

      I recognise Jonah and I suspect that the others are Zeke’s parents, and the guy in front is probably a lawyer or spokesperson or something.

      “My clients would like to express their regret about the things that they’ve been accused of. They had no idea that their son felt this way about what has happened and they want to express their deepest remorse about that.”

      I eye Zeke, who is quickly turning really red, furious.

      “They wished that their son had reached out to them to express his concerns instead of going to the media like this. They had no idea that their son held any bad will or that he had any frustrations about the man he was mated to. They are very saddened that the rest of the country has been forced to witness this family problem.”

      “Turn it off.” Zeke’s voice is low, threatening. “Turn it off.” He walks to the TV and hits the button to turn the whole thing off.

      “Zeke?” I go over to him, but the fire in his eyes stops me.

      “This…” He shakes his head. “I should have known. I should have known they’d pull something like this.” He walks from one side of the room to the other. “I should have known they’d twist it like this. I should have known.”

      When he looks at Wes, the fire from his eyes disappears, instead now a sadness that takes my breath away. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

      “No.” Wes stands up, wrapping his arms around Zeke. “You don’t get to apologise for their crappiness. You don’t get to do that. They’re the ones at fault and they’re counting on people trusting their word over yours. But we’re not going to give up the fight. We’re not going to.”

      “Zeke?” Clay’s voice is unsure.

      “Yeah?” Zeke looks up at him, his voice weak now.

      “Someone messaged me, they said that if I mention their name to you that you would understand what it’s about.” He keeps looking between Zeke and the screen in front of him.

      “Who is it?” Zeke is wary now.

      “They said that their name is Elly Clarke.”

      Zeke’s eyes go wide and he swallows hard. “Oh, fuck.”

      “Do you know them?” Does Clay even have to ask? Though, I’m sure it’s more the surprise at Zeke’s reaction.

      “Yeah. They…” He sighs, he looks almost relieved. “Yeah, I know them.”

      “Anything we need to know about that?” Clay raises an eyebrow.

      “I went to high school with them. They were also promised to someone…” Zeke shakes his head, taking Wes’ hand. “They…” He sighs. “They’re good people.” He’s smiling, but there is still a sadness in his eyes.

      I nod, going over to Zeke and Wes, taking them in my arms.

      Everyone in the room is quiet and it’s not until Clay’s phone rings that we look up again.

      “Aiden.” Clay looks up before he picks up the phone. “Yes?” There is a tension in his voice. “They did… What?” He looks at us, his eyes big. “Fuck.”

      That doesn’t look good. That doesn’t look good at all.

      Nope.
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      Zeke’s parents sent a lawyer over to Clay’s place. Though, of course, Zeke hadn’t been there to accept whatever the lawyer had.

      The lawyer also had something for Clay, a demand that he hand over Zeke to them so that they could ‘deal with’ this ‘family affair’ within the family and that if he didn’t do that they would take him to court. Not good, but at least we now had proof of what’s going on, now we have proof that we can use in court ourselves.

      This was one of the final things we needed, an order like this, on paper, where they’re threatening Clay to give Zeke over to them. Because Clay can’t comply with it, not without breaking the law.

      With the proof that we already have in combination with this final piece, we can argue that Clay can’t comply without breaking the law. Since he’ll knowingly put Zeke in danger by complying, which also means that Zeke’s parents are breaking the law, even if they argue that they don’t mean to.

      We have evidence that Zeke’s parents already did really harmful things to Zeke when they first tried to mate him to Jonah, we already have that proof. And with a document like this, we now have enough evidence that we can argue that they willingly want to put Zeke in more danger.

      No matter the reasoning that somehow promised Alphas rank over fated mate Alphas. Their insistence that they want Zeke to come back to his ‘real Alpha’ and our evidence that Zeke doesn’t respond well to the drugs that they’ll be giving him to do that, means that not because of the argument of which Alpha is more important, but the simple law that you cannot willingly harm someone without repercussions now gets us the advantage.

      It could be all that we need to make sure that they will never get their hands on Zeke ever again.

      Of course, that was also the moment that the pizza Clay ordered came in and Zeke rushed into the bathroom and we heard puking sounds a couple of seconds later… Wes soon followed him, all worried.

      Wes comes out of the bathroom, a small smile on his lips. “He’ll be fine in a moment. It seemed that everything caught up with him, but he’ll be fine again.” He looks up at me, his eyes starting to shine. “It seems that you may become a father. Congratulations.”

      I nod. Stunned, not really able to understand what he’s saying for a moment, not able to say or think anything. With everything that has been happening in the last weeks, Zeke’s whole pregnancy kind of got pushed to the back of my mind.

      But now it’s right at the front.

      Zeke’s pregnant. I’ll be a father. Wow.

      We need to keep Zeke safe. We need to, because he’s pregnant and he will need all the help that he can get. I can still barely believe it myself, but it’s a good thing, it’s a good thing that he’s pregnant. At least for us.

      When Zeke comes out of the bathroom, I wrap my arms around him, holding him tightly. Then I also pull Wes close.

      My family. My men.

      I’ll do anything to protect them.

      My family.
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            Chapter One

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      I’ve barely slept last night, everything was just too much. There was just too much going on in my head and I couldn’t relax. I’m pretty sure that Nathan and Zeke haven’t slept either.

      We’re all sitting at a table in the restaurant of the hotel, staring at our breakfasts. Quiet, not saying anything, because I’m not sure we’ve got the energy to even think up something to talk about right now.

      All the things that happened yesterday, last night, are still going through my head. Zeke’s parents’ threat, the TV interview, Zeke’s pregnancy. Bad things, good things…

      “Wes?” Zeke’s fingers slide over my hand. “You have to eat something. Please.”

      “You too.” I look at him, and the exhaustion in his eyes breaks my heart. I wrap my hand around his. “You have to eat too. Especially now.”

      He nods, but doesn’t let go of my hand.

      “Zeke?” A voice behind us makes us all look up.

      Zeke stands up, turning around. Behind us is a man, dressed impeccably, and I immediately recognise him. Emil Harper, a pretty popular TV personality, he was voted ‘most handsome Beta on TV’ last year.

      Zeke goes over to the man, wrapping his arms around him, grinning widely. “Emil, you came. You look great.”

      “And you look like crap.” Emil lets out a laugh, flashing one of his famous smiles. “Of course, I’d be here for you. You know that.”

      Zeke nods, and then he lets the other man go, pulling him along to the table. “Everyone, this is someone I want you to meet. Though, it’s better if he introduces himself.”

      Emil leans his head our way. “Hey. I’m Emil, I went to high school with Zeke. I’m also the one who messaged Clay last night.” He looks over to Clay. “Sorry for giving you a different name, I wasn’t sure anyone was going to trust me if I gave this name. Not after what had just happened, anyway.”

      “Wait. You’re Elly?” I look him up and down, confused for a moment.

      Emil smiles at me, his eyes kind. “I was Elly when I went to high school with Zeke. We were in the same classes. I was still trying to fit in as a female Omega back then. Which didn’t work out so well.”

      His smile turns sad now. “When I saw the interview and everything that happened after… I knew that I had to help. I knew that I couldn’t let one of my best friends get treated like that. Not… Not if I could do something about it.”

      “Sit down. Sit down.” Zeke pulls an extra chair to our table. “I’m glad you’re here. You can’t imagine how relieved I am.”

      Emil nods. “I can sort of imagine, though. I know how important friends are when you’re fighting situations like that, when you know you’re going to anger a lot of people.”

      He sighs. “I watched last night’s interview multiple times. So, there isn’t much I really want to ask about that. Unless you need to add something? And Zeke’s parents’ performance… Yeah, pretty standard for where we come from. I wish it wasn’t this predictable, but our parents did all send us to the same schools and such.” He shrugs a little, looking sad.

      “You said that you could help?” Nathan leans over.

      “Yeah. I know exactly where we need to go. Preferably as soon as possible, to make sure this whole situation ends quickly. You’ve probably got a lot of proof on Zeke being mistreated and things like that?” Emil looks around the table.

      Sarah nods. “Yeah. I’ve got copies with me, but we’ve got backups in different places, just to be safe.”

      “Good. That was smart thinking.” Emil nods. “We’re going to need them.” Emil reaches up and pulls on the collar of Zeke’s shirt like he does it every day, far too familiar, anger flashes in my chest.

      He lets the collar go. “Like I thought, two marks.” Then he looks at me, though he doesn’t reach out.

      Which is good, because he’s getting on my nerves, the way he’s so friendly with Zeke.

      “I’ve also got two marks.” Though, Zeke’s is over the old one… Like he was trying to erase my past, claim me for himself.

      “Your ex and Zeke’s, right? I thought so.” Emil looks thoughtful.

      I eye Nathan, but then nod. “How did you…?”

      “Nothing to do with Nathan. Okay, well, a little bit. Nathan doesn’t seem like an Alpha who would just force his mark onto you. So, I expected that he wouldn’t have marked you yet. But I knew that Zeke would have marked you. Zeke…”

      Emil looks at Zeke, something soft in his gaze. “Zeke has got that in him. He wants to protect you at all costs. He marked you over your ex’ mark, right?”

      I nod, my hand going up, covering the marks, the place hot on my skin even though it’s all healed up now. “Yeah.” My voice is suddenly rough and I clear my throat. “Yeah.”

      “Do I have to mark him? Wes? Will I have to mark him?” Nathan’s voice is unsure. Emil is right, Nathan isn’t like that.

      “No. That hasn’t got anything to do with this issue with Zeke’s parents right now. I just had to be sure. I just had to be sure that the three of you were linked, all mated together. Zeke’s marks are enough proof of that.”

      Emil takes a folded piece of paper from his jacket pocket, putting it on the table. “This isn’t going to be easy. But I know a way to get you all out of this. I know a way to get Zeke’s parents off your backs, and to dissolve this ‘promised mates’ contract once and for all. But I need to know that you’re all willing to do whatever it takes.” He looks around the table.

      “Yes.” Zeke’s voice is a little rough too. “We have no other choice. I’m not leaving them.”

      “Good.” Emil sounds satisfied. “I’d hoped you’d say that.” He opens the piece of paper and it’s a printout of some law book or something.

      Sarah lets out a laugh, her whole stance relaxing. “Of course. Yes. Of course. We should have done that from the start.”

      I can’t make much sense of the page, it’s too much complicated language for me, but if Sarah thinks it’s a good idea, then I guess it’ll be fine.

      I have to believe that, I have to believe that everything will work out.
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      After we got our last items from the hotel rooms, we’re now on our way to our home city. Though, I wish we could actually go home. Instead, we’re going to the courthouse.

      Of all the places, this isn’t one I expected us to go immediately, or that I really wanted to go visit.

      Sterling will be meeting us there, he was able to get out of the apartment safely, since nobody knows who he is. A random guy coming out of the apartment building didn’t really raise any eyebrows. He’s got the papers that the lawyer brought over for Clay with him.

      It turns out that there are more ways to break a promised mating. One of them is a little obscure, and Sarah didn’t even think about it at first because it’s really unpleasant and really rough on an Omega.

      To break a promised mating like we’re hoping to do, you need people from the Omega’s past who can testify that the Omega in question would actually be a poor choice to be promised to the Alpha.

      Zeke’s poor reaction to the mating and heat drugs and his parents pressuring him and threatening the rest of us are great proof of why Zeke’s safety and health would be in immediate danger if he returned to his Alpha. Which can be used as part of the argument of getting him out of this promised mating.

      But it’s not enough, just that alone isn’t enough to break it. But with Emil here, and they’re now trying to reach other people from their past, they could make the argument that Zeke would be a poor match for Jonah.

      I think I heard something about poor grades on Omega-specific classes, but also his history with problems with his parents, him being too defiant, and not conforming to the rules that a society like his parents and Jonah’s would put on him.

      It’s an unusual choice, especially since the ruling is usually used the other way around by Alphas trying to get rid of their promised Omegas because of perceived flaws in character and ability.

      While in reality they just tried to get rid of them because they weren’t beautiful enough and shit like that. It’s not a guaranteed ruling and it means that Zeke has to sit through a lot of crap from a lot of people to get to the end of all of this, but that doesn’t mean that it won’t work.

      Emil even seems pretty convinced that it will work out in this case, because we’re making our argument from two sides at the same time, and that may work to our advantage.

      Also, the things that Zeke’s parents said about Zeke and being disappointed in him and such can work in our favour now.

      Before, their words were meant to make Zeke appear to be an unreliable character, but we can use their words to our advantage by saying that Zeke’s image is now tainted. Something an Alpha in Jonah’s position shouldn’t be associated with.

      It feels stupid, it feels like a dumb idea, but it may actually work. Because if we’ve got one thing, it’s enough negative and degrading statements about Zeke from his own parents.

      Zeke holds my hand tightly, his palm sweaty. I run my thumb over his hand, trying to soothe him.

      “Oh.” Nathan looks up in surprise, then he looks behind him at Zeke. “You know that thing we talked about yesterday morning?”

      “Yes?” Zeke frowns now.

      “It seems that it may actually happen.” Nathan starts to grin. “I just got the email.”

      “Really?” Zeke blinks. “Are you sure?”

      “Yeah. I’m surprised too.” Nathan grins.

      “What are you two talking about?” I look from my one mate to the other.

      “Nathan put an offer on a house yesterday. It seems the offer just got accepted.” Zeke grins. He’s not looked this happy in days.

      “A house? Why?” What’s going on?

      “I can’t move in with your brother.” Nathan nods to Clay, who is driving. “Sorry.”

      “No, I get that. I don’t think I’d feel comfortable either.” Clay smiles.

      “But, why? You’ve got an apartment.”

      “Zeke asked the same thing yesterday.” Nathan keeps smiling, then he takes a breath. “I want a place for our family. I want to live with you, all of you, in a house. I want us to be a family in more than just name. And I can’t do that at the apartment, and I’m not moving in with Clay and his family.”

      Nathan reaches behind him to me and I take his hand. “I just thought it would be a better idea. The house is big enough for all of us. It’s smaller than Clay’s place, sure, but it’s ours and I get to share it with you, my family.”

      I swallow hard. Moving out of Clay’s place, the one place I’ve felt really safe. It’s scary. Could I really do it? I squeeze Nathan’s hand and Zeke squeezes mine.

      “You don’t have to decide immediately.” Nathan’s voice is soothing. “It’s not about doing something right now. The house will still be there next week, next month, next year. I just want a place for us, a place where we can all live together, even if it isn’t full-time.”

      He’s so calm, how can he be so calm about this? Is he not sure?

      “You don’t really want it?” I meet his eyes in the rearview mirror.

      Nathan smiles a little. “I want it more than you can imagine. But I know that I’m just on my own, for me, these things are easy to decide. But you’ve got your own children, the rest of your family, to think of too. And I know that living at Clay’s has many advantages, like safety. And I also know that moving kids from place to place all the time isn’t a good idea either.”

      He softly squeezes my hand again. “It’s not that I don’t want it. I want it so much that I’m willing to let you do things at the pace that’s right for you and your family.”

      I nod, a lump in my throat. I don’t know what to think right now. This is so overwhelming.

      Nathan is so much more than I ever expected from my Alpha, more than I ever expected from a mate. It’s like I’m not just his Omega, I’m his partner, his equal, and he respects that.

      Wait. But did he get a house without our input? “Where is the house? What does it look like?”

      “It’s near the edge of the city, so it’s a little away from Clay, but the location is beautiful.” He looks so happy.

      I raise my eyebrow at him, that’s not really a description.

      Zeke tugs on my shirt, showing his phone. “It’s the one at the end of the row.”

      The picture he’s showing is breathtaking, it takes me a while to realise what neighbourhood I’m looking at. Then it clicks in place. I’ve seen pictures of it before. The area is really new and it’s really pretty, though also expensive. Nathan got us a house there?

      I look up again, meeting Nathan’s eyes, but he just smiles. I can’t believe he’d do that. I can’t believe he’d just do that.

      I sigh. I guess that’s one of those things that I’ll have to get used to. To Nathan, money isn’t really an issue, which is severely different from how I used to live, how I still think.
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          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      Emil messaging Clay that maybe he could help out was one thing, but the idea he came up with to get me out of this situation was… Well, yeah, it was a little unconventional.

      Not that I mind that much. I need to get out of this, and any way is better than what we’ve got to get through right now. The insults, the threats, the possibility of my mates, and me, getting arrested just for being in love… Anything is better than that.

      But the way we’re doing this… a lot of my past is going to get brought up, things I don’t really want to think about, parts of myself I’ve tried to better, stupid things I did when I was a kid…

      Though, I guess that if I really want to break this promised mating with Jonah, then this is probably our better and safer option. Even if it’s not really a fun way to go around things.

      When we reach the courthouse, Sterling is already waiting for us, a folder in his hands. He looks so relieved when we get out of the car and come over to him.

      He quickly wraps his arms around Wes and me. “I’m so glad to see that you’re both well.” His grip is tight and I wrap my arms around him too.

      “We’re good. Safe.” I take a deep breath. “I’m sorry for putting you through all of this.”

      I feel Sterling shake his head. “No. Don’t worry. You know that I’ll always help you.” He steps back, looking at me, his eyes kind, then he looks at Wes. “Your little ones are doing okay. They weren’t happy that you weren’t coming back home yet, but they’ve been behaving.”

      Wes nods, tired. “Good.” His voice is tight and I can see the strain of the last day on him.

      I slide my arm around his waist and pull him against me. “We’ll be going home as soon as possible. I promise.”

      He nods, but I can feel how he’s not so sure about that himself. It hurts to see him like this, to feel his body break down like this again under all the stress.

      “I promise,” I whisper into his hair, keeping him as close as I can.

      Then Sarah, Emil and Ezra also come over, they were driving behind us. Sarah immediately takes Sterling in her arms and she relaxes against him a little.

      “Do you have an appointment set up?” Nathan looks at Emil.

      Emil nods. “Yeah, I was able to pull a couple of strings. We’ve got an appointment in half an hour and I was able to get in touch with a few more people from high school.” Emil turns to me.

      “Our teacher, Mr Moore, is coming over, and I’ve got two more people who can give testimony, but they will have to use a video feed. That’s all I could do for now.”

      I nod. Yeah, it makes sense that he probably couldn’t find that many people. We all went to the same school, had the same type of parents.

      So, the pressure of being mated to someone who is a promised mate and having to comply with whatever they want, means that trying to find them and get them to argue against me having to mate my promised Alpha probably isn’t going to be easy. Especially since they could get a lot of crap over this themselves. But anything will help.

      “Even Mr Moore?” The guy had been so strict, especially with me when I was growing up, he looked like one of those people who weren’t just born into the whole ‘promised mates’ society, but who believed in it too.

      Emil smiles a little. “He left the school not long after we graduated. It turns out that he totally didn’t agree with everything going on, especially the whole ‘preparing Omegas for married life’ part of our education. He now works at a mixed school and is very involved with organisations that provide classes and help to prepare Omegas for college and things like that.”

      “That’s… That’s quite the change.” I look over our small group.

      Each and every one of us here doesn’t conform to the roles that we were forced into when we grew up. Every one of us is fighting to be able to live the life that we want, not the life that others want us to have. And it’s never been easy, but it feels good that we have so many friends like this.

      It feels good not to be alone.

      Really good.
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      It’s just five more minutes until the appointment starts, and I’m getting nervous, more nervous than I was before.

      Providing the evidence of what my parents did to me, of the things they want to do to me, that’s going to be scary enough on its own. But to have to listen to people talk about the not-so-good sides of me, I’m not really looking forward to that.

      Someone comes over to us, first looking at Emil and then his eyes fall on me and it takes me a moment to recognise him. It’s Mr Moore. He’s changed, quite a lot too. It’s been almost ten years since I last saw him, but still, the change is pretty significant.

      I stand up, going over to Emil, and so does Mr Moore.

      “Hey.” He nods at me.

      “Hey.” I nod back, not sure what I should say next.

      Luckily, Emil doesn’t seem to have the same problem. “Thank you for coming here. Thank you so much. This will definitely help.”

      “Yeah.” Mr Moore eyes me for a moment. “I feel like I should always try, even when things may not work out in the end.” He sighs, finally really facing me.

      “I’m sorry I participated in the horrible things that happened to you when you were in high school. When I heard what happened to you after you graduated, and to some of my other students, including Emil, I realised I couldn’t stay. I knew that what that school was doing was wrong. It may have been tradition, but that doesn’t make it right.”

      He looks away again for a moment. “I’m sorry.”

      I take a breath, something inside me relaxing. I didn’t realise how much tension I had in me until now. “Thanks. Thank you for being here. It means a lot to me. It means a lot to know that someone else from my past is here with me.”

      “Of course. People should be able to choose who they mate and marry themselves, they shouldn’t be forced by their parents.” His eyes wander over to Wes. “And they also shouldn’t be forced to stay with people that aren’t right for them.”

      His voice is low. “I’m still trying to make up for all the things I said and did while I was at the high school. It took me years to see what was going on was in that school was in no way right and I’ve done a lot of harm in those years. I’m just glad that you’ve found people to love and who love you back.”

      He looks at Emil. “And you too. I’m glad you’ve become the Beta man you’ve always been meant to be, and also to have an amazing partner.”

      Wait, what? I look at Emil, who now colours a little.

      Emil holds up his hands. “It’s just in the early stages, nothing significant yet. We’ve only just started dating. Also, how did you know?” He narrows his eyes at Mr Moore.

      “She’s a friend of a friend. I heard your name, just had to snoop.” Mr Moore laughs. “You two make a lovely couple.”

      I need to know more, this sounds like great news. “Show—” But right at that moment, a set of doors open.

      A very serious looking man steps out. “Emil Harper?”

      Emil turns around, dragging me with him. “Yes, we’re here.”

      “You have one hour.” The man steps to the side.

      Emil pushes me into the room, and then motions for the rest to follow me. Wes and Nathan are at my side immediately, sliding their hands into mine.

      The courtroom is gloomy, the furniture sparse, and the judge is sitting at the other side of the room, looking out over all of us. She looks severe, but when I get closer, I can see the sadness in her eyes.

      She probably already knows why we’re here, I can’t imagine Emil not having told her already.

      When I look behind me, everyone has already filed into the room. We’re only a small group and suddenly I’m no longer convinced that this is going to work out, that we can really do this.

      But just as I’m losing courage, both Wes and Nathan squeeze my hands, holding me tightly, giving me their strength. Just because we’re with just a few people doesn’t mean that we can’t do anything. You only need a few people to bring about change.

      And, in the middle of that room, so scared that I’m not even sure that I’m breathing, I make a promise to myself; I’m going to help others. I’m going to help others like me, or like Wes, other Omegas who need help, who need help fighting against the rules around us. When this is all over, that’s what I’m going to do.

      I have to. I have to do it not just for me, but for those coming after us, I have to do this for Wes’ kids, for Aiden’s brothers and sisters, for everyone.

      I have to.

      And just that little spark of energy makes me straighten my back.

      I have to get through this so I can help others too.
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      The judge first asks me some questions about why I want to break the promised mating, and I explain that I don’t want to be mated to someone who isn’t my fated mate.

      She seems to accept this easily enough, then she asks Sarah, Emil and Ezra questions that have to do with proving that my returning to my parents and promised mate would be unsafe for me.

      They all try their hardest, I know that, but even as I’m listening to their explanations, I start to lose my resolve.

      Am I asking for too much? Am I just being spoilt? Do I just want things to go my way because I feel like that’s how things are supposed to go? Am I just not used to not getting my way? Is this really just me trying to force my will onto others?

      Why do I feel so silly now? There are people in this world who go through so much worse, so why should I make such a fuss about these things? Not everything in life can go as I want them to go.

      Why should I be the one who has to go upset so many parts of our world just to get my own way?

      Am I being egotistical? Too spoilt?

      Then the judge looks up at me, motioning for me to come over.

      I carefully stand up, slowly going over. I kind of started to zone out what’s going on around me for the last couple of minutes as the dread started to set in and I don’t really know what they were discussing exactly.

      The judge waves Sarah and Emil away for a moment, then she motions for me to come even closer. “Are you scared?” Her voice is soft.

      I nod.

      “Of what?”

      “I want to be with my mates, I really want to be with them. But I also know that not everything in life will go the way I want it to. Am I not just acting spoilt? Wasting everyone’s time like this.” My eyes go around the room.

      “You’re not being spoilt for demanding the same right to choose your mate, or mates, like everyone else. Really.” Her voice stays soft.

      “Keep your head up. I’m going to try to help you in any way that I can, I promise. Today is just the start. You will have to come to the courthouse many times before this is all over. But don’t give up.”

      She gives me an encouraging smile. “I personally wish that this whole arranged marriages and promised mates and things like that would have been fully banished long ago.”

      She makes a quiet sound. “I’m not asking Sarah, Emil and Ezra difficult questions because I want to, but because they’ll not just have to argue their case to me, but to a lot less progressive judges in the future, so they need to be prepared. I need to know how strong your case is right now. Do you understand?”

      I look at her, the look in her eyes calms me down a little. “Yes. Thank you.”

      “Now, keep your head up. You’re not here because you’re the flaw. The system that we live in is flawed and you’re just demanding to be treated fairly, to be treated like everyone else would be. Keep that in mind. No matter what happens. You’re in the right.” She smiles a little, which almost looks strange on such a stern face.

      “Thank you.”

      “Now, go back to your mates. I’m going to ask a few more questions of your great team and then we’ll move onto the part that’s less fun. I know this is hard, but you’ll get through this. At the end of this meeting, if I’m satisfied with their evidence, I’ll sign the request to start the procedure to dissolve the promised mating, and after that the whole circus will really start.” She waves me away again.

      I take a deep breath as I sit between Wes and Nathan again, holding their hands. The judge is right, I’m not doing this because I want something ridiculous, I’m doing this because I want the same as everyone else. I just want to be able to live my life with the people I love the most.

      I just want to be able to marry my mates and start a family with them.

      That’s all I want.

      Nothing strange or ridiculous.

      Just love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      The hour we had with the judge was over in no time. It felt much too short for how important this meeting was, but I know that this is just the start. After we got back out of the courthouse, suddenly there were reporters waiting for us outside, again.

      Fuck. I’d totally forgotten about them for a moment. Why did I think that they wouldn’t swarm us as soon as they found out where we were again?

      We push our way through the reporters again, trying to get to our cars without losing anyone, or losing our phones and stuff like that.

      This time, Emil is in the car with us. Clay starts driving, just to get us away from the crowd, and we soon spot Sarah’s car behind us.

      I grab my phone, calling Ezra, who is in the car with her. “Hey.”

      “Hey, you got out of there safely?” Ezra sounds a little out of breath.

      “Yeah, we’re good. I think we may need to go somewhere to just stay low for a moment.” I look around.

      “My cafes aren’t going to be a good idea right now.” Clay shakes his head. “I got a couple of messages from managers, they seem to have extra customers today. All trying to somehow get info on us and all.”

      “We can try my place?” I shrug.

      “I don’t want to chance that.” Clay shakes his head. “If they already know about it, they’ll be there waiting for us, and if they don’t know about it, they may follow us there. You don’t want either.”

      “Yeah.” I sigh, trying to come up with another location.

      Then Ezra speaks up again. “Sarah says that Wilder offered the cottage, since they’re all at Clay’s apartment anyway.”

      “I’m not sure…” I look to the back, Zeke and Wes definitely need a place that feels safe, somewhere they can relax. They look so exhausted and I really need to protect them now.

      “She says that the other place that we can go to is her… Wait. That’s not safe.” He’s obviously not talking to me anymore.

      “Tell Clay to drive to my place.” Sarah’s voice is loud over the phone.

      “Did you hear that?” I look at Clay, who nods, smiling a little. “He heard that. We’re going there right now.”

      Clay signals to turn right at the next crossing.

      “Okay. See you in a moment.” Ezra breaks the connection, sounding a little annoyed.

      I put my phone away. Sarah knows what happens if we go to her place and we’re followed. The reporters will go there too. She’s taking a big risk with this. But she’s aware of this, or she wouldn’t have offered it.

      I’m not that happy about the idea either, but I know that it’s probably better than my own place.

      Probably.
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      We drive into a quiet neighbourhood. The houses here were all built in the middle of the last century, family houses. Meant for young families just starting out.

      Sarah is on her own, as far as I’m aware. I don’t know, it feels a little strange for her to choose this place, then again, maybe she likes the space or is hoping to find someone soon. I don’t know, maybe.

      Clay parks his car in one of a handful of empty spots and we stay inside the car until Sarah has parked too, and a short while later, Sterling also parks here. Of course, I almost forgot that he got here in his own car.

      Sarah is the first one who leaves her car, she is looking around, probably trying to see if we’re followed. But it seems that it’s pretty quiet right now.

      We carefully get out of the car too, I immediately wrap my arms around Zeke and Wes. Then we all go to one of the houses, I can’t even differentiate it from all the other ones in the row, but I guess that’s the best hiding place we could hope for right now.

      Sarah lets us into our house, waiting until we’re all in before she closes the door meticulously. The inside of the house is cosy, comforting, it feels like a safe place.

      There are pictures of people all over the walls and shelves, I recognise Wilder and Sterling and even pictures of her younger brother, Logan. It feels safe.

      “Do you want anything to eat? Anything to drink?” Sarah looks at us as we make ourselves comfortable in the living room.

      I shake my head, I’m not sure I can eat anything right now. I’m still way too wound up.

      Sarah nods, shrugging, and then she sits down too.

      “So…” She looks around. “That appointment went pretty well.”

      “Yes, I think it did.” Emil sits up a little. “That judge is one of the more progressive ones, she is really trying to help. I’ve met her before on a case.”

      “On a case?” I look at him.

      “Yes.” Emil smiles. “Actually, I went to college to become a lawyer. That was before I got into TV and everything. I met her a couple of times a few years ago, she’s always been great at helping when we needed certain things to happen.”

      I nod. Yeah, I guess that makes sense. But I really appreciate that Emil has these types of connections, because I don’t know what we would have done without him.

      Zeke leans into me. “But those reporters, they were waiting on us. They were there waiting for us to come out. How did they even know?”

      “They probably had someone who called them.” Clay sighs. “Someone at the courthouse probably trying to make a quick buck. They probably thought that they could make some money off telling reporters that we were there.”

      Zeke sighs. “And they probably did. They probably made quite a nice amount of money.” His voice turns bitter. “Lots of people are probably making some nice money over our backs.” He stands up.

      “The judge said that… She said that I’d probably have to be in there quite a few more times. But all I want right now is to go home. I just want to go home.” He walks to the window, the rest of us are silent.

      Emil stands up too, going over to Zeke. “You will. You will be able to go home.”

      “When?” Zeke sounds so exhausted. “When will I be able to go home again?”

      Everyone is quiet. When is a good question. I wish I had an answer for him.

      “I’m not going to let those insects keep me out of my own house.” Clay’s voice is hard. “I’m not letting them keep me away from my family. I just… I need to get back to them soon.”

      In my arms, Wes also nods. I can’t imagine how hard this is on him. I can’t imagine how much he’s going through, having to be away from his kids, not being able to see them, barely even being able to talk to them.

      “When I left this morning, there were still quite a lot of reporters around. Luckily, they didn’t know I was, you know, to you guys.” Sterling looks around. “But I have no idea how we can get past them. I have no idea how we would get all of you past them without them noticing.”

      “Yeah.” I nod. “I guess that the only way to actually do it would be to force our way past them.” It could turn ugly, but what other way do we have?

      “But, when?” Zeke sounds so exhausted.

      “As soon as possible.” Clay also stands up. “We’re going to make plans, as much as we can plan with what we have right now. If we need to collect more paperwork, find more people, anything like that. We need to make a list and a plan now.”

      Emil nods. “Yeah, we can do that. But, I’d prefer it if I didn’t join you guys going back to your place.”

      Zeke puts his hand on Emil’s arm. “I understand. Just, thank you for everything already. Thank you so so much.”

      Emil smiles at Zeke softly, and I can see the friendship they used to have.

      “Okay, let’s start.” Sarah grabs the folders, putting them in front of her. “Time to make a plan.”

      Yes, a plan. That sounds like a good idea.
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      The ‘plan’ that we came up with wasn’t really a plan, to be honest. Much of the next couple of days we’ll be waiting to see if Zeke’s parents try to do something in return, just waiting around. Because these types of things go really slow.

      But that’s not going to stop me from doing other things that need taking care of, like the house. The offer on the house got accepted and it doesn’t look like the sellers are going to back out of that right now.

      So, this is getting real, and that means that I can maybe start building more of a life with my men.

      As soon as we drive onto the parking lot of the apartment building where Clay lives, the reporters spot us. We’re just the five of us right now, Clay, Sterling, Zeke, Wes and me.

      Everyone else who was with us this morning is now at their own places. We don’t want to drag them into more right now, and we can take care of ourselves well enough.

      I open the car door, the sounds of people asking us questions gets louder. I get out, opening the back door to let Sterling, Zeke and Wes out from the back, trying to shield them from the reporters. Clay is at my side in just a few moments, also trying to protect them.

      Our way to the door of the apartment is slow going, everybody’s being loud, but we keep going. We keep going, no matter what.

      As soon as we’re in the elevator, I feel like I can breathe again. I feel like I’m going back to a safe place, back to my family, our family.

      The door to the apartment is already open, Wilder and Aiden are waiting for their mates, exhaustion also obvious on their faces, in the way they’re holding themselves.

      As soon as we’re inside the apartment, arms surround us. Everyone wants a hug, needs a hug. It feels good being back home. It feels so good.

      But, right now, we’ve done as much as we can do. Zeke’s fate, our fate, is now in the hands of others. For the next while, we’re locked in the apartment.

      Wes’ kids all cling to him and Zeke as soon as they step inside, but, after a moment, Mia comes over to me, her arms outstretched.

      I lift her up, pulling her close. “Hello, little lady. Have you been behaving well?”

      “Hello.” Mia giggles. At least she doesn’t seem to have lost any of her spunk, her happiness.

      I sit down at the kitchen table with Mia on my lap. She leans against me, her thumb in her mouth, and looks over the rest of the room. She seems to like that, just observing people.

      I grab my phone, checking my emails again. I’ve got another two emails from Rex, my agent, and I quickly read them.

      Apart from some choice words about what I’m doing, it doesn’t seem to be very important. Then I check the email that I saw this morning, the email from the realtor. This really seems to be happening. They really did accept my offer.

      I am a little worried that they may still try to get out of it after they see my, well our, TV appearance or hear about the court case. But I’m just hoping that they won’t. I’m hoping that this really will go through.

      “Nathan.” Felix is at my side. “How are you doing?”

      I shrug. “Okay, I guess. Why?”

      “I just…” Felix shrugs, he looks a little uncomfortable now. “I just never realised that you were Lewis Robbins, the author. I just…” His cheeks start to colour.

      “Are you a fan?” I raise an eyebrow at him.

      Felix shrugs. He does look more awkward now. “I guess… A little?”

      “Thanks. I guess.” I smile. “Anything you want to know?” Because people always want to know things when they find out I’m an author.

      “Is there going to be a new book?” Felix flashes me a grin.

      “Probably. I just don’t know when.” I look around the room, at my newfound family, at my mates. “I lost my inspiration a few years back. I lost my ability to write, and do things. But… I think I found them back.”

      Yes.

      I may have lost a lot of things over the years, but I’ve now found a family.

      My family, and I’m not going to give them up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      We’re lucky that the weather is good today, it would have been really bad luck if it had been rainy or just cold or something.

      Today is Sterling’s birthday. This means that we’ve been holed up inside Clay’s apartment for the last two days now.

      And, even though the weather has been quite bad for those days, today it’s beautiful again. Which is good, since Sterling’s party is going to be outside at the orchard that Wilder bought him.

      Yesterday, my mums came by. As soon as I told them that most of the reporters had gone, they immediately came over. They were so worried, and so angry at the same time.

      I guess that we’ve been living inside this cocoon these last weeks, inside this bubble. But they were only seeing it from the outside, and what they were seeing was something else from how we were experiencing things.

      Of course, they were furious with how the TV interview had gone. That their sons had been treated like that.

      Mummy was luckily able to prevent Mum from calling the TV station and ripping them another one. And I’m glad that she stopped her because I’m not sure what would have happened to the recording of that phone call. It could have been really bad if the station would have used that in some negative way during one of their stupid features about us.

      But to see my mums so upset, it was both good and kind of alarming. There was just so much… So much pain.

      Mum offered to drive us to every court meeting that we’ll have to go to. I already know that they love Zeke. I know that they love him just as if he was their own son.

      And then, them meeting Nathan. Yeah, that was… That was impressive. But it seemed like they’d already accepted him when they saw him on TV.

      They told us how proud they were to watch him stand up for everyone, how proud they were that he would do all that. That felt really good, my mums being so accepting of Nathan felt so good. Especially since they haven’t always been so easily accepting of things that were a little out of their ‘normal’.

      And when my mums left in the evening, I felt sad to see them go. We don’t get to see them very often, but I do love having them near from time to time.

      The party at Sterling’s new orchard is growing quickly. It feels like there are new people coming in every moment. But I guess that’s what happens when you’re such a loved person.

      And I also know that this is the first time he’s celebrated his birthday since he lost Logan, his first Alpha, a couple of years ago. So, this is also a little bit of a bittersweet party. But I’m pretty sure that’s not stopping anyone right now.

      I’m sitting on a blanket on the grass, Mia on my lap, Evan right next to me. Aiden’s twins are with us too, looking very, very happy. Between us is a bowl with pieces of fruit, and they’re all happily munching on whatever they can get their hands on. It’s just so fun to watch.

      Soft fingers play through my hair, and then Zeke sits down next to me. He leans in a little. “How are you holding up?”

      “I’m out in the sun.” I grin. “How do you think I’m holding up?”

      “Pretty good, I guess.” Zeke gives me a quick kiss. “I was just wondering… Could I tempt you to, you know, join me for a stroll beneath the apple trees?” His eyes shine.

      I let out a laugh. “Sure, just gotta find someone to look after these little ones then.”

      “Oh, don’t worry about that. I’ve got that taken care of.” Zeke waves someone over, it’s Felix. “He promised me that he’d do it for me.”

      I raise my eyebrow at Zeke but I’m not sure I want to know what the two of them were talking about when they made this deal.

      “Sure.” I carefully lift Mia out of my lap, putting her on the ground. She looks a little miffed, not that happy that she’s out of my lap now. “Don’t worry, Felix will sit with you.”

      Felix kneels down next to her. “Yeah, I’ll be here for you.” He smiles up at me, and shoots Zeke a glare. “I’ll sit with you while these two are going off to do their own thing.”

      Now I really don’t know if I want to know what they were talking about. But Zeke grins, taking my hand, pulling me along to the apple trees at the back.

      As soon as we’re even a little out of view, he pushes me back against one of the trees, his hands on my hips, his lips very close to mine.

      “I’ve been wanting to do this all day.” Zeke’s voice is low. “I’ve been wanting to touch you all day.”

      “Oh?” Is that what’s been on his mind? “And why did you wait until now?”

      “Because we could use a little change of scenery.” Zeke grins, his eyes shining. “I thought that we could use like, you know, a space that is new and exciting.” He rolls his hips against mine.

      I can definitely feel his excitement. Not sure if we need a new and potentially dangerous place for him to become like that

      I slide my arms around him, pulling him a little closer. “And you thought that doing it in the middle of an orchard is the right thing for that?” I can’t help grinning.

      Zeke can be so… He can be such a horny teenager sometimes.

      “I don’t know, it just sounded good when I thought of it. I didn’t really… I didn’t really have a plan.” Zeke’s hands slide up under the back of my shirt.

      “And now?” I tease, leaning more to him. “Do you have a plan now?”

      “Maybe.” Zeke grins. He puts his lips to mine, softly kissing. Then he pulls back. “I may have a plan.” He bites his lower lip a little, his eyes starting to shine even more.

      “I do hope that plan includes me.” Nathan’s low voice startles us as he shows up around the tree, smiling. “I was wondering where my men were going off to together.”

      I feel Zeke harden against me, and I look at him. Really? He got extra excited getting caught like this by Nathan? This man… I slide my hand down Zeke’s front, cupping his dick in my palm.

      “I think Zeke may like to be watched by you.” I keep my voice a little low, but we’re far enough from the others that we shouldn’t be overheard now.

      “Wes.” Zeke gasps, putting his hand on my arm, but he doesn’t pull it away.

      “Is that so?” Nathan’s voice lowers even more, then he looks behind him to the party. “I guess it can’t be helped then.” He steps behind Zeke, trapping him between us.

      “But I do think that if you want to keep doing this, we may want to move a little further back. I heard there is a more secluded location at the back.”

      “Where did you…” I look at him, but Nathan is just smiling. It wouldn’t surprise me if Wilder or Sterling told him that themselves… How did I end up with such horndogs around me? And how is it that I really really want to know about that secluded location?

      Nathan leans over Zeke’s shoulder, giving me a quick kiss, though it’s in no way soft. He nips my lower lip as he pulls back again, his eyes dark.

      “Sure.” I sigh, I’ve been way too stressed these last days. At the hotel we just did what we could, trying to release pressure, but I need my men, I need more from my men.

      “Okay.” Nathan’s voice rumbles. “If you walk down the path, to the back, then, on your right, you’ll find a gate, go through it, and you should find a secluded area there. I’ll wait here for a couple of minutes and will join you soon.”

      “Why?” Zeke’s voice is rough, sexy rough.

      “Because I want you two to get into the fun things, and I’ll catch you two. I’ll watch before I’ll join in too.”

      Zeke closes his eyes, swallowing hard, and I feel him harden against me even more. I know that he’s trying really hard not to make a sound, but the look on his face, the way his body reacts, it’s already enough to know what’s going on.

      “Is that a yes?” Nathan kisses Zeke’s shoulder.

      “Yes.” Zeke’s voice is almost entirely a moan.

      “Good.” I feel Nathan’s hand between us, cupping my hand over Zeke’s dick. “Now, I’d start to get moving if I were you. I’m getting hot just looking at you two.” He steps away, and Zeke steps back too, grabbing my hand.

      “You sure about this?” Zeke eyes Nathan, though his eyes are already dark with lust.

      “Oh, yes.” Nathan leans back against the tree where I was just standing. “I’m already looking forward to finding you two.” He rubs his hand over his cock, which is very obvious in his jeans now.

      Zeke nods, then he starts to walk down the path to the back, but after a couple of moments he starts walking faster before he breaks into a sprint.

      I laugh as he keeps dragging me along with him. I’m not sure if it’s the excitement or if it’s just the fact that this is such a strange idea, but it seems that Zeke is definitely up for it.

      Like Nathan told us we would, we find the gate, and when we walk through it, there is a closed-off area right there. The outside is surrounded by bushes and there are flowers and a few trees in the clearing.

      It’s beautiful even in the fall, and I can imagine how magical this spot is in the middle of summer. I almost feel bad defiling it, but then I spot a low bench and a small green box under it. I eye it, I shouldn’t snoop, but it looks pretty new…

      I pick up the box, only to find it filled with condoms and some wipes to clean up with. I feel not just my cheeks heat up, but my whole face, down to my neck. It was definitely no accident that Nathan knew about this place.

      Oh, for fucks sake… Well, definitely fucks, yes.

      “What is it?” Zeke pushes against my back.

      “This.” I show him the contents of the box.

      “Ah.” He laughs. “Well, I guess that we won’t have to worry then.”

      He takes the box from my hands, putting it on the low bench, then he wraps his arms around me and walks me back so I’m with my back against a tree again.

      He starts kissing my neck, my jaw, until he reaches my lips. “You’re amazing, you know that? I love you so much.”

      “I love you too.” I wrap my arms around him, kissing back, trying to deepen the kiss, but Zeke won’t let me. Then his hands are on the top of my jeans. “Zeke?”

      “I’m pretty sure that I know what to do next.” He smiles, but his voice is a combination of sexy and sweet. “Can’t wait too long with starting this, or Nathan will find us being just boring and all.”

      “Right.” I close my eyes, remembering the way Zeke responded and the look in Nathan’s eyes. I love it when they play games like that, I love it when they just… When they find new experiences, new things. When it feels so natural to try new things too.

      Zeke opens my jeans, pulling them and my boxer briefs down to my knees, then he wraps his hand around my dick.

      I let out a gasp, somehow still surprised by his touch. But he feels so good.

      Then Zeke pulls down his own jeans and boxer briefs, stepping close so that he can take both our dicks in one hand.

      Fuck. So good.

      I wrap my hand around his hand too, moving with him, feeling how my dick is sliding between his hand and his dick, the space warm, getting slippery. I can’t help the moan escaping me. I can’t help the moans that keep coming from me.

      “So sexy,” Zeke whispers. “You’re so sexy.” He gives me a sloppy kiss, then he lets go of our dicks, looking down between us.

      Fuck. That look in his eyes…

      Fuck.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      The excitement is rushing through me. The idea of doing naughty things with Wes and then Nathan finding us, watching, but not touching…

      Why does it turn me on so much? Why does it make me feel so… So naughty? So sexy?

      I put my hand on Wes’ hip, slowly lowering myself to my knees. Doing this out in the open, my bare ass visible for anyone coming in through the gate right now.

      Knowing that Nathan will be the one doing that… It turns me on more and more, the pressure inside me building.

      I wrap my hand around Wes’ dick, slowly moving it up and down. I look up at him and he stares back with such intensity… I move in closer, wrapping my lips around his dick, slowly taking him deeper and deeper.

      Moving up and down a couple of times, getting used to the feeling, getting used to Wes. Then I increase the pressure, and start sucking him off in earnest.

      The small sounds Wes makes almost disappear into the sounds of nature around us, though I’d recognise his little moans anywhere. They turn me on like little else does.

      Then I hear the sound of the gate opening and closing and Wes tenses up. I falter for a moment, but then I keep going, my whole body tighter, my whole body now primed to listen to what’s going on.

      It must be Nathan, though nobody is saying anything. But Wes hasn’t pulled back yet, so it can’t be anyone else.

      Wes moves his hands, sliding them around my head, moving with my movements, guiding me a little. But it also means I can’t look around me anymore and his hands cover my ears, so the sounds around us are even more muffled.

      Slowly, he starts to guide me more than I’m doing myself, and I give in to it, only making sure I keep the pressure up, giving Wes the best blowjob that I can.

      One of my hands starts moving down, wrapping around my own dick. I’m so hard. I just need to touch myself, I just need to. I can’t not.

      This whole scene makes me almost lose my mind. I’m too wound up, I’m too much in need.

      Then I feel the footsteps more than I hear them. Nathan is coming closer, standing behind me. He slides his hand over the back of my neck and Wes lets me go with one hand.

      “You two are so sexy. Too sexy.” Nathan’s voice is rough and I can feel his arousal settling inside my own body too. “I want to fuck you, Zeke, while you suck off Wes.”

      A moan escapes me, Wes’ dick still in my mouth. Yes, please. Yes. I want him so badly.

      Nathan’s hands slide down my back, and I feel him kneel behind me. “Is Wes okay with this too?”

      I look up, but Wes is nodding really fast. Yeah, he’s good. His eyes are going everywhere, from where I’m sucking him off, to my hand around my dick, to Nathan behind me. He’s definitely enjoying it.

      Nathan’s fingers slide over my ass, kneading it. Then he slides one finger through my crack. “You’re very wet, are you that turned on?” His voice is low.

      Like he doesn’t know that already. Like he doesn’t know how he makes me feel, how they both make me feel.

      Then he slowly breaches me with a finger, sparks shooting through my body. Fuck. Fuck. Too good.

      Nathan slowly moves his finger, but I know he’s being impatient. He pulls his hand away and I feel his cock, already covered by a condom, against my ass. “Are you ready?”

      I let Wes’ dick go, not wanting to accidentally hurt him, but I keep my head against his hip. “Yeah.” My voice is hoarse. I want him so much.

      Wes’ fingers play through my hair, sliding over my shoulders. He keeps soothing me, keeps touching me.

      Nathan moves again, this time the head of his cock is against my entrance, carefully increasing pressure.

      I take deep breaths, trying to relax a little. I want this. I need to feel him. I need him. I need to feel both my men.

      Then the head of his cock is inside me, and we both let out deep moans. Fuck. So good. I love the feeling of Nathan filling me up.

      Nathan slowly starts to move his hips, every movement pulling moans from the both of us, no, from all three of us. It seems like Nathan fucking me is also turning Wes on like crazy.

      This makes me even harder, so much more harder. Fuck.

      When Nathan is fully inside me, he stays still for a while. I can feel him so well, I can feel how he’s filling me up, how he stretches me. How my body is pushed to the limit for him. For the man I love.

      “You good?” Nathan’s voice is right next to my ear.

      “Yeah,” I whisper. “Yeah, good.” I lift my head a little, looking up at Wes.

      He’s looking down at us, his eyes dark, filled with lust, his lips slightly apart as he takes harsh breaths. Oh, sexy, so sexy!

      I wrap my hand around Wes’ dick again, sliding it up and down and even more sexy sounds escape from him. I grin, it feels so good to be the one doing this to him. To turn him on like that.

      Then I run my tongue over the head of his dick, and he groans, his fingers tightening in my hair, his eyes closed tightly. Oh, yes.

      Of course, right then Nathan moves his hips too, sliding in and out of me and I have to take a breath, the sensations so high, so good. Fuck.

      Nathan keeps one of his hands on my hip, but he slides the other one around me and wraps his fingers around my dick. “You’re so hot. So sexy. I love you.”

      My whole body tenses at his words, his touch, and I hope that that is enough response for him, because I’m not letting Wes go right now.

      Not when he’s so close to coming.

      “Do you like it, two dicks in you?” Nathan keeps moving his hips, but I know that I won’t be lasting much longer anymore.

      “Do you like that? Does it feel good? Does it feel good to be loved by your two mates?” His breathing is getting harsher as his movements are speeding up.

      I try to keep to the same speed in sucking Wes off, but I can’t seem to keep up.

      Wes grabs hold of my head again, guiding me more, faster.

      We’re surrounded by the sounds of moans, gasps, slickness, sexy sounds. I get all swept up in it, until I can feel it, the point of no return.

      I increase the suction on Wes, hoping to get him to that point too, but I don’t really have to. I can feel him grow in my mouth, I can feel him grow and his movements get more erratic.

      He lets me move away, but I don’t want to. I want all of him.

      “Zeke…” Wes gasps. “Nathan. Fuck.” His hips buck and his dick pulses as he comes in my mouth, as I try to swallow it all down, but I have to pull away because it’s so much.

      Ah, fuck.

      I tumble over the edge too. Bright lights behind my eyes, my whole body tensing, shooting my cum right in the grass under us. My whole body keeps tensing, keeps pulsing.

      Nathan lets out a deep moan and I feel him grow inside me, shooting more sparks through my body, then I feel how he comes, shooting inside.

      It feels so good. They feel so good. My whole body keeps sparking, keeps shooting sparks all through me. This feels good. This feels so good. I try to catch my breath again. I try to come back to myself.

      But then Wes’ arms are around me and he pulls me closer. His hands all over me, his lips on my neck, on my cheeks. Nathan pulls out of me and after a moment, his arms are around the both of us.

      This, being here with them. This feels good. This feels so good.

      “I love you.” I close my eyes, so safe.

      “I love you too.” Wes and Nathan answer me at the same time.

      Yes. This feels good. This is right where I belong. Even if we do silly things like having sex during a party, at the back of an orchard, and totally exhaust each other like this.

      But it’s good, it’s safe.

      I love them. I love them so much. I never realised how much until I faced the possibility that they could be taken away from me.

      I’m theirs, they’re mine. That’s all there is to this.

      I love them.
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      It’s been two weeks, well, almost three, since we were at court the last time, but this time we’re better prepared. Which is good, because I’m going to have to face my parents today. I’m going to have to face them and Jonah.

      Today is the first meeting of many to really break the promised mate contract and the first step that will allow me to marry my real mates. Finally.

      This morning I felt so sick, I wasn’t sure if it was from the nerves or just the morning sickness, which has been getting worse, not exactly better lately.

      Wes brought me breakfast in bed, which was really sweet, and Nathan came over early too. He really gets really uncomfortable when he sleeps at Clay’s apartment.

      I guess I never realised how that works for Alphas… But he’s been coming over here every morning anyway, no matter if he has to work or not.

      It’s been nice, though I feel a little bad for having him come over here every morning and then he has to go all the way back to college for his classes. But he says that he doesn’t mind, so I try not to let it get to me too much.

      I hold Wes’ hand as we leave the apartment, needing his courage so much. Nathan is right behind us and so is Aiden. Clay will meet us at the courthouse, as he has to get to his office first because of some things with the company, one of the downsides of owning a chain of cafes, I guess.

      Sarah, Emil and Ezra will also meet us at the courthouse. They’ll be going there from their own places. They were at the apartment yesterday to talk today’s strategies through and it sounded so logical, it sounded like this would really work.

      But now that this is really happening, I’m just not as strong, I’m feeling so much weaker.

      We get into the car, and I sit close to Wes, needing to feel him.

      “We’ll be okay.” Wes’ voice is low, his arm tightening around my shoulders. “This will be okay.” He nuzzles against my hair, like he does when he tries to soothe one of the kids.

      “Hmm.” I don’t know what else to say. I’m just not as sure as he is.

      Luckily, my parents and Jonah didn’t try anything else anymore after we went to see the judge, and I’ve been able to get back to work now that there isn’t an immediate threat on my life anymore, which has kept me busy enough.

      It was good to keep busy, to keep doing things. If I hadn’t had my work, I would have gone crazy.

      “I know that you don’t feel like it will be. But I promise you, it will be okay.” He keeps his voice low. “If we get back home later today, maybe we can talk to Nathan about the house he bought? Maybe we can look into maybe moving in there in the not-too-far future?”

      I move up a little, looking at him. For Wes to say that… Is he just trying to say something that he thinks I want to hear, or is he being truthful? He’s been scared about moving out of Clay’s place, and I get why, but maybe he’s changed his mind?

      “Why?” I also keep my voice low.

      “I think it’s time. And…” He looks out the window, his eyes far away. “I don’t really want to have to say goodnight to him each night and then sleep with only you at my side.”

      He looks my way, his cheeks colouring. “I want to sleep with him at my side too. I want him with us when we fall asleep, I want him with us when we wake up.”

      I turn my head, kissing the hand around my shoulder. “I’d like that too.” Sleeping with both my men in the same bed, I’d really like that.

      Like a family. All of us together. When we fall asleep, when we wake up. Side by side. Of course, it wouldn’t be just the three of us, Wes’ kids would be there too and even… Though that’s still months away. But, when the time comes, our family will be eight people, a really big family.

      Moving into the house with Nathan would be a really good first step for that.

      It keeps my mind off today for a while, until we drive onto the street where the courthouse is, and I remember that I can dream all I want, but there is a reality that I still have to face.

      My parents, my promised Alpha…

      My past.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      The courtroom is a lot more filled today. There are a lot more people around and I’m convinced quite a few of them are just here to watch everything go down. Just to enjoy whatever shitstorm is about to happen.

      I keep my mates close, holding them tightly, not wanting to let go. When we sit down at the table at the front, I let my eyes go over the room.

      There are a lot of people who I recognise, a lot of friendly faces, and of course the not so friendly faces. But above all, there are a lot of people who seem to be just onlookers, and I’m pretty sure that there are quite a few reporters around too.

      I already saw the articles this morning, talking about what’s going to happen today, talking about who’s right and who’s wrong. But, I’m pretty sure that most of the reporters and people writing those articles don’t care, they just want the drama, they just want people going off at each other.

      And, of course, that pissed me off quite badly. Can these people just not just mind their own business? But that was just me, that was just me thinking about things.

      Because I was right. I was right when I said that the media will be all over us: the son of very influential political family, the younger brother of a new millionaire, and a famous author.

      Sure, famous may be a big word right now, but that doesn’t mean that people don’t like the gossip, that they don’t like to chat about these things.

      Zeke’s parents come in, joined by his promised Alpha, and they sit down at the table on the other side of the aisle.

      They’re trying to look like they don’t care, they’re trying to like this whole case doesn’t mean that much to them but the way they move, the way they act, it’s obvious that they really don’t want to be here.

      It’s obvious that they really have no idea how this going to end. They’re scared. They’re scared that Zeke will really be able to get away from them.

      And just that, just that little bit of fear, gives me courage. Just that little bit of fear from them gives me the courage to think that we really could come out of this the winning party.

      Zeke squeezes my hand, pulling it closer.

      “How are you holding up?” I lean to him.

      Zeke swallows, shaking his head a little. “I’ll be fine, I think.”

      “I’m right here, we’re all right here.”

      Right at that moment, a judge comes in. This is a different judge than we talked to before, but we already knew that.

      Ezra warned us that this judge is a lot more conservative than the other one. He said that this judge would be on Zeke’s parents’ side, unless we could convince him otherwise.

      Today is not going to be easy. Today is really not going to be easy.

      I take a deep breath, trying to gather all my courage, and then the judge talks, opening the session.
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      It’s been three hours since this all started, it’s been three hours since we came into the room, and we finally got our first break. I wrap my arms around Zeke and Wes, holding them close. It’s exhausting, exhausting and upsetting.

      Up until now, we’ve only talked about the evidence that Sarah and Ezra have collected, the proof of Zeke’s parents intentionally harming Zeke, the proof that in any sane world should have put Zeke’s parents, his promised Alpha, and his doctors behind bars immediately. In a sane world, these people wouldn’t be walking around anymore, they would have been punished.

      But in this world, all of that is useless, because Zeke is an Omega, and his worth only exists in his ability to have children, he has no human worth. In this world, his parents can quite literally abuse him and then hand him over to someone else who will keep on abusing him, who will keep…

      It’s so wrong. It’s just… Wrong.

      “Do you want to go outside?” My voice is low, I’m not even sure they can hear me.

      Zeke nods. “Yes, please. I need some fresh air.”

      We start moving, slowly making our way to the doors, and Clay joins us.

      We don’t go out to the front, instead, we walk further into the building. There is a small courtyard between the buildings, a place that can’t be reached from the outside, but it will give us some privacy.

      It will give us a quiet place to just take a break. It means we won’t have to face reporters right now.

      The space is enclosed and quiet, there are some plants and a couple of chairs and tables. I guide Zeke and Wes to one of the tables, but they don’t let go of me when we reach it.

      “Nathan?” Zeke’s voice is soft.

      “Yes?” I tighten my arm around him.

      “I think Wes wants to tell you something.” There is a small smile in his voice and I feel Wes poke Zeke, who jolts a little.

      “Hush.” But there is a smile in Wes’ voice too.

      “What is it?” I look between my men.

      “Tell him, Wes.” Zeke leans into him, giving him a quick kiss.

      “Fine.” Wes rolls his eyes, his cheeks colouring, then he glances up at me for a moment. “I told Zeke that maybe we should seriously start to look into moving into the house. Your house.”

      “Our house.” I can’t help my own smile. “It’s ours.”

      Is this what they were whispering about in the car? They were looking pretty happy, and it would be really nice if this is what they were actually talking about.

      I haven’t brought up moving again since we went to the courthouse last time. I just didn’t know how, and we’ve been very busy, so it never felt like the right time again. And to take Zeke or Wes away from a place where they feel safe right now, it didn’t feel okay.

      So, while I’ve been low-key trying to do some planning for it, I haven’t really discussed it with my men.

      “Our house.” Wes colours even more, then he pulls us both closer, squeezing his head between us.

      I kiss Zeke’s hair, nuzzling. My men. They can be so cute, especially when they’re being awkward like this.

      There are footsteps behind us, and then I sense something, something bad.

      “I’m not sure you should be here.” Clay’s voice sounds dangerous, though it’s not directed at us.

      “I can go wherever I want. You don’t get to decide where I go, no matter how much you seem to try to.” Jonah’s voice is as annoying as I remember it being, and fury sparks inside me immediately.

      “I’m only saying this for your own safety.” There is an edge to Clay’s voice and I can’t keep my back to them anymore.

      I carefully untangle myself from my mates, turning around so I can face what’s going on while keeping Zeke and Wes at my back, shielding them.

      Clay is standing close by, between us and Jonah. Jonah keeps looking over to us, probably trying to get his eyes on Zeke.

      “My safety?” Jonah lets out a laugh that has no humour in it. “I’m pretty sure that my safety isn’t an issue. If you even dare to lay a finger on me, I’ll get you arrested for assault. And with all the other shit that’s already being written up, I’m sure that you can join that kidnapper over there in jail for the next ten decades.”

      Something in my chest constricts, but I’m not letting him intimidate me, not now.

      “Are you sure about that? Because from where I’m standing, you following us around like this would make a nice addition to the list of stalking and intimidation charges against you.” I can’t help it. I know that I shouldn’t say things, but this guy just pisses me off too much.

      “Recovering and saving my Omega or stalking and intimidation…” Jonah cocks his head to the side, smirking. “I’m pretty sure that the judge will see it the correct way, not the way you’re trying to twist the honest concern I have for my Omega.”

      “You—” But I stop myself.

      Behind me, I feel Zeke shaking and Wes’ arms tighten around him. We need to get him out of here, we need to get him…

      Then Zeke pulls free from Wes and is standing right at my side. His eyes are blazing, his jaw set. “How dare you? How dare you treat my family like that? How dare you threaten my family?”

      Okay, so maybe it wasn’t fear that was making him shake…

      “Tssk.” Jonah snorts, looking very happy with his result. “Your family? I’m your family. I’m your real family. These are just impostors.”

      “Impostors?” Zeke is starting to look even more furious.

      “You want to talk impostors? How about no matter what you told anyone, or implied heavily, you never mated me. You didn’t mark me. You’re making claims on me that you can’t even back up. You’re the impostor here. No matter what anyone thinks, you’re a lousy Alpha, not worth anything.” Zeke’s eyes blaze.

      Jonah’s eyes go wide, his mouth falling open. Then his whole body tenses and he takes a step towards Zeke.

      Clay steps between them immediately. “I don’t think so.”

      Jonah’s eyes shoot to me, disgust peaking in them. “Your Alpha isn’t even fighting for you, he lets you and this other guy do that for him. What kind of Alpha is that?”

      This is just steam, this is just Jonah trying to get a rise out of us.

      “Oh, you don’t want him to turn angry.” Zeke’s voice is cold as ice now. “You see… He’s an author, a writer. He’s got friends all over the media, one word from him and you’re history. Remember, I know you. I know things about you that you don’t want out in the open. I know things that could ruin any future you’re imagining for yourself right now.”

      Zeke seems to turn even darker, angrier. “If you think that my parents will protect you when they hear about them… If you think that they will protect you any longer after I break this ridiculous ‘promised mates’ deal, you’re dreaming.”

      “Like that’s going to happen.” But Jonah’s voice isn’t as sure anymore. “You can’t just break a ‘promised mate’ arrangement.”

      “Oh, but I can.” The smile on Zeke’s face is evil, pure evil. “And I will. And then I’ll fight for the rest of my life to make sure that nobody has to go through what I had to go through, ever again.”

      “Pff.” Jonah shakes his head. “Like people like you can change anything.”

      “Oh, hey, Zeke, there you are.” Emil sounds way too cheery for a guy walking into an argument like this.

      Jonah’s eyes shoot to the guy, alarmed.

      “I was talking to Sarah Hunter, and she’s saying that we should probably go back inside soon.” Emil is standing with his back to Jonah, and I see how he’s trying so hard not to smile.

      Sarah’s name did make Jonah look a little less happy. She comes from a very influential family in the finance world.

      “And I was wondering if you, with your mates, would like to come to tonight’s prime time show.” Emil keeps going, totally ignoring Jonah.

      Like we haven’t agreed on that already. Part of our strategy to get more love from the public and to maybe get more people to speak up against the forced mating of Omegas.

      “Of course. Always happy to talk to a friend.” Zeke’s voice is dripping with sweetness.

      “Good, well then, gentlemen. Let’s get back, better not make the judge wait, right?” Emil winks at us before he turns around. “Oh, and you may want to go back inside too, there have been a couple of changes to what’s going on.”

      Jonah is starting to look less and less happy, more unsure and annoyed by the moment. He turns around, not saying a thing, and then stalks inside.

      When he’s out of hearing range, Emil turns back to us, his stance relaxing a little. “Don’t worry. We’ve got time. I just wanted to check in on you guys. How are you holding up?”

      Zeke nods, his whole stance deflating. “It’s okay. How much longer?”

      “Few hours, probably. Sorry. I wish you didn’t have to be here for all of this.” Emil sighs. “But we’ll get through it. Actually…” He smiles a little.

      “I found some people who are willing to talk tonight, speaking out against the forced mating. They’re politicians and judges and stuff like that. Even if some of them chicken out before we start filming, it’s looking promising.”

      “Good.” Zeke smiles a little. “That’s good.”

      Finally, Wes steps from behind me too, wrapping his arms around Zeke, holding him close.

      Zeke turns around, wrapping his arms around Wes, then he frowns. “What’s wrong?” There is distress in his voice.

      Wes shakes his head, though I can’t see his face.

      Zeke looks up at me, tears in his eyes. “He needs to go home. Now. Please.” His voice wavers and he swallows hard. There are few things that can change Zeke like this…

      “Wes?” I’m immediately at their side, wrapping my arms around them both.

      Then I feel it, the heat coming off Wes’ body, the way he’s leaning on Zeke.

      Fuck. This is bad.

      Wes hasn’t had one of these panic attacks in weeks, but, of course, one would happen today.

      “Please. Get him home.” Zeke’s voice breaks. “He can’t be here when he’s like this.”

      “I can’t leave you.” Wes’ voice is rough. “I can’t. You can’t.”

      No. No, no, no. This is not happening now.

      “Wes…” I try to get him to get go of Zeke, but it’s not working.

      Now what? We can’t go back inside when Wes is like this, but he won’t let go of Zeke either.

      Just when things seemed a little easier…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      I don’t want this. I don’t want to feel like this. But the yelling, the words… They broke something in my head, and I can’t seem to get out of it.

      I can’t lose Zeke. I can’t lose him. I can’t lose Nathan, or Clay. I can’t lose any of them.

      Why don’t they get that? Why don’t they see that? I can’t be without them.

      I feel sick. My stomach’s hurting, my whole body burning up, everything around me is so blurry. I can’t even make sense of what’s going on. I just…

      No.

      I can’t lose them. Never.

      Never.

      Zeke and Nathan’s arms are around me now. I can feel them, I can sense them. They will make me feel safe. This will be okay. Just as long as they stay here with me. I will be okay.

      I thought this was over. I thought this didn’t happen anymore. I thought that the panic attacks had stopped. I thought that things were better now. But this… I don’t feel good. I really don’t feel good.

      If I’d had anything in my stomach right now, it would have already come out, but I couldn’t eat anything this morning. I should have known…

      “Wes?” Zeke’s voice comes through the fog in my head.

      “No.” My voice feels too weak to even exist. I can’t lose them.

      “We need to move.” He sounds so worried. “We need to get you out of here.”

      “No. Don’t leave.” I’m crying. I’m pretty sure I’m crying now. I try to hold onto Zeke as much as I can, but I feel my arms slip.

      “I’m here.” Nathan’s voice this time. “Hold onto me.”

      “Zeke…” I can’t let him go. I can’t let him leave.

      “He’s right with us. Hold onto me. We’re all leaving together. Zeke is coming with us. I promise.” Why does Nathan sound so stressed? Why does he sound like that?

      But no matter if I want to keep holding Zeke, my arms give up. I don’t feel good. I feel too weak.

      “Zeke…” I can’t leave him behind.

      Strong arms lift me up, Nathan’s arms. Then someone takes one of my hands.

      “I’m right here.” Zeke’s voice is close, but I don’t know where he is. “Right here.”

      We start moving. Nathan starts walking.

      The voices around us get louder, panic rising in me. I don’t want more voices. I don’t want to go to more people. People can take Zeke away, they can take Nathan away, this can’t happen. No!

      “His ears.” Nathan’s voice rumbles in his chest. “The sounds are scaring him.”

      Then someone throws something over us, blocking out sounds. I recognise Zeke’s jacket, the weight, his scent. Zeke’s jacket. Zeke!

      “I’m right here.” Zeke squeezes my hand, but we keep moving.

      More sounds, more loud noises. I don’t know what to do. I just want to be with my mates, I just…

      I’m moved, Nathan is holding me differently, and the space is getting a lot smaller suddenly.

      “Zeke.” He’s still holding my hand, but I can’t let him go.

      “Right here.” He’s still here. “Right here. I’m not letting you go.”

      A bang, and the noises become quieter. Like they’re shut out.

      Better. Safer. Much better.

      Everything starts vibrating, humming. We’re in a car. We’re in a car, all three of us are in a car.

      Okay. Okay. That has to be better. Right?

      Right?

      If I’m in a car with my mates then I’m here with them.

      If they’re taking them somewhere, I’m going there too.

      That’s good.

      Right?
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      When the fog finally rises, I’m in bed. Nathan is on my one side and Zeke on my other side. They’re quiet, their breathing slow, but their hands keep softly sliding over me.

      I panicked. I panicked so much that they had to take me home. Fuck.

      Dread settles in my stomach. I ruined today. I ruined Zeke’s case. I ruined everything.

      “Wes.” Zeke’s voice is soft, just a whisper, but his hand stops moving.

      “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” My breathing comes out in gasps. “I ruined everything. I’m so sorry.”

      “Shh. Shh.” Zeke wraps his arms around me, pulling me close. “It’s okay. Nothing is ruined. I promise.”

      “But… Today…” Today was so important. I ruined everything.

      “There will be another day, and Sarah, Emil and Ezra haven’t left. They’re still there, they’re still fighting for us.” I know that he’s trying to soothe me, but I’m not sure I can do that. “It will be okay.”

      I shake my head. “I’m so sorry.”

      “It’s okay. I’m more worried about you. What happened?”

      I look up as best as I can, trying to see if Zeke is angry or not. But when I meet his eyes, I only find worry, nothing else. “Everyone was yelling. Saying bad things. It…”

      It set something off inside me. I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t stop the panic, and I just couldn’t let Jonah see me like that. I couldn’t let him see me weak like that, like I can’t protect my own mates.

      But the things he said… He was going to take them away from me.

      “You freaked out.” Zeke nods, kissing the top of my head. “Okay. I’m sorry that we yelled like that. I’m sorry that that happened.” He tightens his arms around me. Why is he sorry now?

      “I’m sorry too. I should have stopped it. I should have realised what would happen.” Nathan comes closer too, his body strong, safe.

      I shake my head. They shouldn’t be apologising, it was my own fault. But I’m tired, exhausted. I don’t even know how to tell them that they weren’t at fault, this was my own fault.

      This just happened because I’m the one who those things happen to. I’m the weak one.

      I’m the weak one. How can I even stay at their side when I keep breaking like this.

      “I love you.” Zeke’s voice is soft, filled with kindness. “I love you so much.”

      “Me too. I love you both.” Nathan’s voice rumbles.

      “I love you too.” The words feel frail in my mouth. “My mates.”

      I have no strength left. I’m too tired.

      Too exhausted.

      Too weak.
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      When I wake up again, I’m surrounded, not by my mates, but by my kids. All of them squashed against me as closely as they can.

      My heart fills with love as I carefully move, trying not to disturb them. But it seems like Oliver isn’t even asleep.

      “Morning.” He smiles carefully.

      “Morning.” I smile back at him. “Though I’m pretty sure it’s not morning anymore.”

      He shakes his head. “School is already over. So it’s not morning.”

      “No, it’s not. It’s the afternoon.” I lift Mia a little so I can turn onto my back, she barely wakes up. “Where are Zeke and Nathan?”

      “Downstairs. With Clay and Sterling and Aiden and very seriously looking people.” He frowns a little. “I don’t like it. I don’t like that they always frown.”

      “I know.” I reach out to him, ruffling his hair. “I don’t like it either.” I wish this was all over too, but I know that it won’t be, and that makes me feel so hopeless.

      “Are you sick?” Oliver looks at me with worry, and I realise how tender my little boy is. How protective.

      “I’m just really tired. Sometimes you get sick when that happens.” Easier to explain than having to talk about things like panic attacks.

      Oliver nods. “You need to sleep when you’re tired.”

      I nod too. “Yes. A lot of sleep. And eating well. Remember?”

      He nods again. Then he looks around the bed. “Do you need to eat something? I’ll bring it up to you.” He’s already climbing out of the bed.

      “If you tell Zeke that I’m awake, I’m sure he’ll bring something to me.”

      I didn’t expect the deep frown Oliver is shooting me now. “I’ll bring you something. I’m not a little kid anymore. I can do it.”

      “I know that you can.” Change of tactics. “If you tell Zeke that I’m awake, he’ll know what you have to bring me that helps me get better.”

      He thinks this over for a moment, but then nods. “Okay.” He leaves the room, his footsteps much louder than you’d expect of a six-year-old.

      He’s getting so big and serious. I keep forgetting that. I keep forgetting that he’s growing up too. I keep forgetting that he’s sensitive when it comes to protecting me, caring for me.

      A couple of minutes later, Oliver is coming back up the stairs, and he shows me a sandwich as he climbs onto the bed, waking up his siblings.

      Zeke follows him moments later, holding out a bottle of water, his eyes are full of worry, but he’s no longer looking so stressed.

      “Thanks.” I take the sandwich and then the bottle of water. It’s nice to feel loved like this. It feels good.

      “Can I have a sip too?” Josie is sitting next to me, still a little bleary-eyed.

      “Sure.” I carefully open the bottle, and help her drink from it. Then I look at Zeke. “How are things downstairs?”

      Zeke shrugs. “After we left, they just went round and round over the same things apparently.” He sighs.

      “Though, it seems that the judge got really annoyed with my parents and Jonah when they kept insisting that all the proof Sarah and Ezra kept showing them was real, it just shouldn’t have been used. Or, apparently, they shouldn’t have found it in the first place. Something like that. Something about yes, the evidence was real, and honestly obtained, but we/they still shouldn’t be allowed to use it.”

      “Not much improvement, then?” Great… Maybe if we hadn’t left because of me things would have gone better.

      “Actually… There is.” Zeke smiles a little.

      “The judge got so annoyed with them that he now insists that they keep their questions and accusations to facts and not trying to talk their way out of everything. It seems that they got on his nerves.”

      “Is that better for us?”

      He nods. “Much. The judge is now so irritated with them that we make a better chance at making this all go away. The chance that he’ll actually look at what we’re saying and our evidence is now much higher.”

      “It shouldn’t be a chance. Not being hurt shouldn’t be an exception, it should be a right.” I feel tears burn in my eyes. “I just… Sorry.”

      Zeke slides in closer, putting his hand on my knee. “You’re right. Our humanity shouldn’t be dependent on some judge being annoyed with the other party. I know. But that’s why we’re fighting. Right?”

      I nod. “Yes.”

      When I was trying to get away from my ex, so many of these same things happened. My ex kept insisting that he was in the right, just because he was my Alpha and he’d marked me. So I was his property, the law shouldn’t meddle in how he was treating me.

      He kept insisting that what he was doing was well within his rights as my Alpha and that he shouldn’t have to explain himself to some judge about his ‘strict methods’.

      The only reason I got any leverage at all, the only reason that I could prove that he wasn’t treating me fairly and why I should be allowed to divorce him, was because I had proof from the hospital that the strangulation marks on my throat combined with the bruises from his beating were not in accordance with ‘corrective’ behaviour. They were proof of assault, they were proof that he’d tried to kill me. Me, the one who gave birth to his children.

      I only got any leverage at all because of the fact that if he’d succeeded in killing me, he’d have left his children without an Omega to care for them.

      My hand goes up to my throat, my swallowing painful at the memory.

      Why is it that our abuse, abuse of Omegas, is taken as normal? Why is there a standard for how much abuse is allowed before someone will say something, before someone will speak out?

      Why is our humanity, our safety, only ‘true’ after it reaches some unknown level? After it endangers our ability to have children or to care for our children?

      Why is our safety only dependent on proving that the other party went over a certain threshold, instead of being taken seriously immediately?

      Why?

      “Daddy.” Oliver’s face is suddenly really close, his hands at the sides of my face. There is a panic in his eyes, but also a strength. “He’s gone. He won’t hurt you anymore.” Then there are tears streaming down his cheeks. “Right?”

      I try to blink my own tears away, wrapping my arm around him, pulling him close. My heart breaks for him, not only that he remembers the fear, but that just a small movement like me reaching up to my throat would make him remember something bad.

      “Yes, he’s gone. I promise.” My voice is rough, it hurts to talk, but it’s the truth. He won’t hurt us anymore.

      And I’m going to make sure that things will get better, not just for us, but for others too. I can’t let anyone go through the pain that I’ve gone through, or the pain that Zeke has gone through and is still going through.

      I won’t let it happen again. Never.

      “I love you, Daddy.” Oliver is blubbering into my shirt.

      “I love you too.” And I keep hoping that with time, Oliver will lose some of those bad memories, that they won’t make him fearful for the rest of his life.

      That he will be able to grow up happy, like his siblings.

      I hope we can all be happy for the rest of our lives.

      I really hope so.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      I’m not sure if I can really believe what I’m seeing. I blink. Staring at the page in front of me again.

      “Nathan?” I slide the page over to him. “Read this, please.”

      He looks at it, frowning, opening and closing his mouth a couple of times. “I guess that’s good?” He looks up, a smile breaking out all over his face.

      The article Emil just brought over details how the doctor who ‘treated’ me ten years ago was arrested at his house this morning.

      Apparently, I wasn’t the only one who complained about him, and now there was enough proof that they could actually arrest him. A lightness bubbles inside me, pushing to the surface, before I let out a laugh, a weight falling off me.

      This is good. This is really good.

      Wes opens the door to our new living room, looking into the kitchen. “What’s going on? Oh, hi Emil.” He smiles, coming over, looking very content.

      “They arrested the doctor this morning.” I feel a grin starting to spread over my face. “We really got him.” I can barely believe it myself.

      “Wow.” Wes blinks a couple of times. “Really?”

      “Yeah.” Emil smiles, sliding the article over to Wes. “They got him.”

      “Good.” Wes nods, letting out a deep breath. “That’s good.” He slowly starts to smile, but I can still see the worry on this face. I don’t think it will go away any time soon, if ever.

      It’s been four weeks since he had the panic attack at the courthouse, and it’s been a week since his last panic attack. It’s not been easy on any of us, but I think the stress of this whole case is really taking its toll on Wes.

      I hope this is over soon, I don’t want to see my mate suffer any longer. I’m so done with all the suffering. So done.

      I stand up, sliding my arms around Wes, nuzzling him a little. “How are you feeling?”

      He shrugs a little, but leans against me. “I’m okay. Just tired.”

      I nod, putting my head on his shoulder. It’s not strange that he’s tired, we’re all tired.

      We’ve been painting the new house for the last week.

      The previous owners had some strange ideas of what was a good colour for their house. Almost every wall was either a shade of pink or grey, and not soft colours, but like the really harsh hard shades too.

      We’re now painting the second layer of white to cover it up, and I think some walls may need a third layer. But we’ll get there, I know we will.

      First, we’re bringing everything back to white, and then we’ll see what colours we’ll choose for each room.

      Working on the house together is fun, deciding what to do in each room and how to put all the things we’ll need into it. We’ve been working on and off for over a week, having to work around everyone’s schedules.

      Though, Clay has given Wes and me fewer hours this last week, just so we could make some good progress on the house.

      We really want to move in here in not too long. Hopefully, just another week or two before the real moving starts.

      All of us living in one house, all of us living together, falling asleep together and waking up together. It feels almost like a dream if it will ever come true. But it may be reality in not too long, and that’s a good distraction from the whole crap with my parents, the stress, the frustration.

      We’ve had to go to court two more times since that first time, and the next one is next week. Each time my parents just kept repeating the same stupid things, they kept trying to distract from why we were really there.

      But last time we did get to the whole plan with bringing in people from back in high school to explain why I wouldn’t be a good Omega for Jonah. The judge was a little surprised by it, but he didn’t stop it. He even commented on how this was a creative but productive way to use the specific law.

      He couldn’t really say anything against it, since so many Alphas have used it to get rid of their Omegas, promised or otherwise, and nowhere did it state that the Alpha was the only one would could use that specific law.

      Emil got out of his promised mating via this same ruling. Though, his case was a little simpler. He was promised to the Alpha back when he was still an Omega girl, but he was a Beta man now, so the contract was void by the simple fact that it was no longer true.

      His own and his Alpha’s family had not been impressed by it, but Emil got a doctor to go on the stand and explain that Emil wasn’t the girl who was promised to the Alpha. So the contract was voided.

      It almost seemed too simple. But when the rules of what people’s roles are as Alphas, Betas or Omegas are this constrictive and strictly applied. It was actually a pretty smart move.

      Of course, none of this ever got out into the media, too many people paying money to keep things quiet. And Emil changed his last name so that he wasn’t connected to his family anymore.

      Which was probably more because of him not wanting to be connected to his family than anything else, but it worked out well both ways.

      I pull Wes closer for a moment, and then step aside, looking around the kitchen. “So, what are we going to do? Finish painting, or are there some celebrations to be had?” I can’t help my smile. This feels good.

      If they arrested the doctor, and the article really did make it seem like it was for him being involved in forced mating, like they tried to do with me, then that means that our fight to get people to declare my ‘promised mating’ invalid could get a lot easier. Could…

      But I’ll take anything right now. I’ll take anything promising.

      “Celebrations sound good.” Nathan grins, rubbing his paint-covered hands on some piece of cloth. “I think I’ve been splattered by enough paint for today.”

      He stands up. “Let’s clean up and we can go home for some celebrations. Are you joining us, Emil?”

      “Of course.” Emil grins. “As long as I can bring someone special along.”

      “Oh.” I turn to him. “We finally get to meet the special girl who has got you blushing all the time?”

      Emil opens his mouth a couple of times, probably trying to come up with some witty response, then he sighs. “Yes. If that’s okay.”

      “Of course, it’s okay. The more the merrier.” Wes takes his hand. “We have to celebrate when good things happen.” He grins.

      I take a breath, yeah, this looks good. This looks like things may finally be moving into the right direction.

      Finally.
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      I look around the table, at all the faces of the people who showed up today. We’re in one of the meeting rooms at the third cafe, and today is our first meeting to talk about how we can support other Omegas who are in bad or difficult situations.

      After Wes and my stories became public, both Wes and I have had people come up to us to tell us how brave they think we are. Some even expressed that they wished that they were brave enough to do something like that themselves and others very quietly asked us to help them.

      I talked to Wes about this and he agreed that he wanted to do something real with all this, and we talked to Clay and asked him to give us one of the rooms for a couple of hours a week.

      This way we can meet with other Omegas who need help and can actually help them without it looking suspicious. Which is very important when you’re dealing with abusive and harmful situations, especially when the person asking for the help could get in real trouble if they were ever found out.

      I’ve given workshops in the past and it wouldn’t be strange for Wes to help me out with them either. And I’m hoping that by keeping it Omega-only and by doing them at the cafes that we can keep people safe.

      That we can make sure that nobody gets in trouble over coming here and talking to us. Well, that’s the hope anyway.

      The door opens and Wes pushes a cart with coffee, tea and snacks on it in front of him through the door. He puts everything on the table and then puts a glass of water in front of me.

      I’ve been getting nauseous when I drink coffee, which is annoying as I really do like coffee. Well, it was one really quick way to break my coffee addiction, that’s for sure.

      Then Wes puts the cart out of the way and sits down at my side at the table. He looks a little nervous, but there is a strength in him that I rarely get to see.

      It almost makes me emotional, actually it does and I blame it on hormones.

      I can see the strength of an Omega protecting their loved ones in him, and it’s the same strength I get to glimpse at from time to time when he’s protecting me, or his kids.

      “Welcome.” Wes’ voice is gentle. “Thank you for coming here, and thank you for trusting us. I’m hoping that together, we’ll be able to help each other make things easier and not as scary. We’ll help in any way that we can.”

      He looks at me, taking my hand. “And I hope that together, we can do many things.” He’s a bit vague, but I guess that’s best when you’re talking to a group of people who have experienced so many different but all difficult things.

      “Thank you all.” I look around the group. “It means a lot to us that you’ve reached out, either because you can offer help, because you need help, or both. Because just because we may not be in a good situation ourselves, we can definitely offer support and safety to others.”

      I squeeze Wes’ hand a little, nervous now.

      This feels more like something Wes should be talking about, not me. I don’t know, it feels strange to say these things when my experience with… With abuse… Is from ten years ago and came from my parents, not a partner.

      “I guess I’ll start.” Wes takes a deep breath. “It’s been nearly two years since my brother saved me from my ex-husband. At the time, I didn’t know who to turn to, who I could reach out to. I’d been married since I was eighteen years old, I had four kids. I thought that while things were a little uncomfortable, that there was worse out there, that I wasn’t in as much trouble as I thought I was.”

      He swallows hard. “It wasn’t until my brother and his Omega visited me at the hospital after I gave birth to my youngest, and I saw their fear, that I realised that things maybe weren’t as normal as I thought that they were.”

      Someone at the table makes a sound and Wes meets her eyes, tears appearing in his. “With help from my brother, Zeke and other people around us, I was able to get away from my ex-husband.” He clears his throat. “It saved my life.”

      The same woman as before makes another sound, trying to hide a sob behind her hands.

      Wes is on his feet immediately, going over to her, and she allows him to hug her. I have tears in my own eyes and I can see the same around the table.

      This isn’t just some fun project. This could really help. Getting together and being there for each other could really help them, and it could really change the lives of so many people, just like it saved Wes’ life.

      If I wasn’t convinced about how important this all is, how important speaking up and speaking out and offering safe places really is, I’m convinced now.

      Wes stands up again, keeping his hand on the woman’s shoulder. “It’s okay to cry. It’s okay to feel vulnerable. It’s safe here. We’re here not to judge but to help. No matter what you’re up against, we’re going to try to help you. No matter what.”

      “How can you help, when you’re still not safe yourself?” A man looks at me, meeting my eyes in a challenge.

      “Because that has nothing to do with this.” I talked with Wes about this, I talked with Nathan and Clay. We all knew that this was the best thing. “I may not be safe myself. But even—”

      My voice breaks and I have to take a deep breath. “Even if I… Even if my parents are ruled to be the ones in the right, I won’t stop fighting. Not for myself and not for others. We have mechanics in place if that would ever happen. I’ve discussed it with Wes, and with others involved. Even if they take me away from my mates, this place will keep existing. I promise.”

      My chest hurts and the pain in Wes’ eyes is so raw, but we knew that this question would come.

      We knew that we would have to deal with that possibility somehow, because if it did happen, we didn’t want everything to fall into nothingness. But as long as I’m still here, as long as I’m still with my mates, I’m going to fight.

      When your own struggle to get away from an Alpha is this publicly visible in the media, then the questions will come and people will both wonder and worry about it.

      “Anyone else have a question?” Wes comes back over to me, his hand on my shoulder, soothing a little.

      “Yes.” Someone else speaks up. “I was wondering about making some money so it’s easier to make ends meet. I know that my Alpha isn’t really keen on the idea but…” She sighs. “It’s just so hard right now. What can I do?”

      I take a breath, relaxing some. This is right. This is why we set up this group. This is the type of help we want to offer. This and so much more, but one step at the time.

      This is our first step.

      This is our first step to not just make a safer world for us, but also for others.

      I flash a smile at Wes, who smiles back.

      Yes, this is good. We can use our own struggles to help others and to not feel as useless sitting at home, knowing that there are people out there who need help.

      I can’t believe how amazing my mates are, not just in their support, but also in their own drive to help others too.

      They’re so amazing.

      Now it’s just hoping that things will go right with my own case in court and that my own fight won’t have been in vain.

      Hoping.

      We’re living on hope here now.

      Hope, kindness and the support of others.
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            Chapter One

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      The next few weeks are going to be so busy, but I know most of it is going to be good things. Only, today, we’ve got to be back in court again.

      Zeke’s parents have brought in some experts or something and I know that it’s probably going to be very emotional and heavy again. Luckily, after that, we’ve got a lot of fun things to look forward to.

      On Thursday we’ve got a Christmas recital for Oliver and Josie at their school and on Saturday Clay and Aiden’s little boys, Danny and Mikey, are having their first birthday party and then a couple of days after that, we’ve got Christmas dinner with the whole family.

      Oh, yeah. And we’re starting to move things into our new house.

      Our house.

      It’s real.

      We finished the painting last weekend and the kids chose their own colours and everything for their rooms and we’ll hopefully be moving their beds and other things during Christmas break next week.

      But that’s a week away. That’s not today. Today, our focus is on less fun things. Like the court case.

      I take a deep breath as I open the door of Clay’s apartment. I’ve got a key now, made things a little easier since we’re all family anyway and I ‘drop by’ a lot, aka I basically live here.

      Zeke is carrying Danny around the living room, bouncing him up and down a little. The little boy is crying and looking very unhappy.

      At the kitchen table, Aiden is sitting with Mikey, who doesn’t seem to understand what’s going on with his twin at all.

      “Morning.” I close the door and Zeke comes my way.

      “Morning.” He leans in and I give him a quick kiss.

      “What’s wrong with the boy?” I take my jacket off, it’s really cold outside, though there’s no snow yet.

      “He woke up unhappy and has been crying almost all morning.” Zeke pulls the boy closer again. “Hey, little man, do you want someone else to carry you?”

      He looks up at me. “Please? My arms are tired, but as soon as I stop moving, he starts screaming.”

      “Sure.” I reach out and Zeke hands Danny to me.

      The little boy starts sniffing and I can already feel him tense his body to start screaming, like Zeke said. I start bouncing him up and down a little, and then follow Zeke back to the kitchen table.

      “Morning.” I nod at Aiden, who looks exhausted.

      “Morning.” He yawns. “Sorry about the crying baby.”

      “It’s okay.” I keep walking through the kitchen. “Is Wes around?”

      “Wes and Clay are dropping the kids off at school, and they’re going to do some grocery shopping after that. Seemed easier now than doing it after we get back from court.” Zeke sighs. “I wish this was over yet. It’s… It’s tiring.”

      “Yeah.” I slow down my movements a little, it seems that Danny has calmed down some. “We all wish this was over.”

      Over and done with. Our lives shaping into some resemblance of normal, even though we’ve not had that before.

      This craziness has been our ‘normal’ from the start, but I’d like for all of it to settle down so that we could at least get some time in together that’s calmer.

      I guess that we’re getting all the stress out of the way before we get to normal, it has got to make life easier later on.

      Has to, right?
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      I keep my arms around Zeke and Wes as we walk into the courtroom, getting to our places at the front.

      Wes has been really quiet the whole way here and I know that he’s taken something to calm himself down, but I’m still a little worried about him.

      If we never have to be in court again, if Wes never has to have a panic attack about losing Zeke ever again, it would be far too soon. I hate seeing my mates like this.

      Sarah is already sitting in her chair at the end of the table and she takes Wes’ hand for a moment. “It’ll be okay.”

      He nods, but I still feel the tension in his body.

      We sit down and Ezra quickly joins us too.

      “Any news?” Zeke looks at Ezra.

      “Some. But I don’t know how it’ll play out.” Ezra doesn’t look very happy though.

      Last week, the doctor who ‘treated’ Zeke when his parents were trying to force him to mate with Jonah was arrested. But apart from some news that day, we’ve not heard anything since.

      I don’t know if that should be worrying us or not. But it does make today a little less predictable in terms of what’s going to happen.

      “Okay.” Zeke nods, looking at me a little. His eyes are dark with worry. Then his eyes flit to Wes.

      “Let’s swap chairs.” I squeeze Wes’ arm a little.

      “What?” He looks up, confused.

      “You and me, let’s swap. That way you can sit next to Zeke.” I know that that usually calms Wes down more.

      No matter how much I like being in the middle of them, it’s usually safer for me to let one of them be in the middle. Their bond is much too strong to get between. And I know that this goes double for Wes.

      “Why?” Wes blinks as I stand up.

      “I’d prefer it.” Zeke smiles softly at Wes.

      Wes nods and stands up, sitting in my chair as I take his. The difference in Wes is immediately visible as he takes Zeke’s hand.

      Sarah taps me on my shoulder. “How are they?”

      I look at my mates before I look back at her. “I don’t know.”

      She nods, her eyes dark. “This can’t be good for them. For anyone, but especially for them.”

      “I know.” I’m hoping that after this is all over that I can take my mates to our own home, at least for a couple of hours.

      That way I can just be with them without any interruptions. We’re going to need it. I know that already.

      Looking at Zeke and Wes, we’re going to need some quiet time together later, because they seem extra stressed today, both of them.

      Zeke’s parents and Jonah come in, sitting down at the other table. Zeke eyes them for a moment, but then deliberately looks away from them. Zeke’s parents also look a little rattled, though Jonah still looks as sure of himself as ever.

      The room goes quiet as the judge comes in. It’s starting.

      Another day in this room, another day of being told some of the most horrible things.

      Another day in court.
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      “Wes.” Zeke leans to him, a note of anxiety in his voice.

      Zeke’s parents’ lawyer doesn’t look back at the table, instead, he asks the next question of their ‘expert’. “So, in your research, did you find that Omegas who are in promised mate relationships do better or worse emotionally and physically than those who are not?”

      This ‘expert’ apparently was able to validate the arranged and forced mating by somehow insisting that Alphas and Omegas in them were happier or healthier or something like that.

      It’s bullshit. But of course, if you just poke or squint at the research enough, you can basically prove anything, even insist that marriages based on inequality and oppression are somehow good for the abused partner.

      I don’t know where they found this guy, but I’m not surprised that they did.

      “After interviewing Alphas and Omegas in promised mate relationships and those that found their mates some other way, I found that Omegas in promised mate relationships were more secure in their role and that their Alphas also were more content with the relationship.” His answer makes my stomach churn.

      This is not even… ‘More secure in their role’? What the hell?

      I take Wes’ hand and feel how much he’s shaking already. Oh, no.

      “Do you believe that a promised mating is better for an Omega? That it’s healthier?” Zeke’s parents’ lawyer keeps asking these stupid questions.

      “Yes. I do believe that. Omegas growing up and living in a system where they feel secure in their role and in their purpose in life are happier and healthier.”

      How can the guy be so convinced of this? How can he just sprout these utter lies?

      Wes’ hand tightens around mine and when I look at him, he’s really pale.

      I meet Zeke’s eyes, who nods at me.

      “Wes. Let’s step outside for a moment.” I slowly stand up.

      “I’m good. I don’t…” Wes’ voice is tight.

      “It’s okay,” Zeke whispers.

      “What’s going on?” The judge’s voice is strict, interrupting whatever the ‘expert’ was saying.

      I quickly look at the judge, not sure what to answer.

      “My partner isn’t feeling too well. It would be better if he could leave the room for a while.” Zeke’s voice is steady and strong.

      The judge looks at Wes for a moment before he nods quickly. “That looks like a good idea.”

      “Zeke,” Wes whispers, keeping his hand.

      “It’s just so you can have a little quiet. Nathan is going with you. You’ll be okay.” Zeke gives him a quick kiss and then looks at me. Let’s hope we can avoid a full-blown panic attack.

      Wes nods, just a little, and lets me guide him out of the room.

      Clay almost stands up as we pass him by, but I shake my head.

      He needs to stay. He needs to be there with Zeke, he needs to be here to keep an eye on things. I know he wants to protect his younger brother, but that’s better done by staying here and making sure that things here go according to plan or at least an extra pair of eyes in case things do go wrong.

      The hallway is quiet and I help Wes sit down on a bench.

      “Love?” I kneel down in front of him, trying to get him to look at me.

      Wes shakes his head, still really pale.

      “It’s going to be okay.” I go up a little, wrapping my arms around him and pulling him close.

      “How can it. How can things be okay when that guy is…” Wes’ voice breaks. “He’s saying that…”

      This has got to be extra hard on Wes today. The ‘expert’ is somehow claiming that Omegas who are forced into marriages they don’t want and being abused by their ‘mates’ to conform to certain roles are happier than those who choose their own mates freely.

      Wes was abused by his ex-husband. He may have originally chosen the guy and mated with him, but that doesn’t take away that what happened after that was messed up, especially the ways that his ex forced him to be the ‘perfect Omega’.

      To hear an ‘expert’ say that Wes’ ex was doing the right thing by forcing him to conform to stupid roles is horrible.

      I keep my arms around Wes tightly, trying to keep him grounded, trying to make sure that he doesn’t go down the dark road in his mind. I’m not sure how well it works, but I’ve got to try something.

      Wes is quiet, very quiet, not moving.

      “Love?” I pull back a little, trying to see his face.

      Wes has his eyes closed tightly and the shaking of his body starts again.

      “Love?” I touch his face, but he’s not responding. “Wes, please.” This isn’t good.

      The whimpering starts low, slow, and it breaks my heart to watch it happen.

      “Love?” I sit down next to him and then pull him into my lap.

      How can anyone advocate for people to be abused? How can anyone advocate for people to hurt others so much that they’ll live with the scars, emotionally and physically, for the rest of their lives, forever casting a shadow over everything that they do?

      I hold Wes tightly, trying to let him know I’m there for him, but I know that when he’s this deep inside the panic that it doesn’t help anymore. But it’s the only thing I can do right now.

      “I love you. I love you so much. I love you more than anything in the world. You’re safe. You’re safe here.” I keep whispering, I keep repeating the words, hoping that at least hearing my voice may help somewhat. Hoping that it may get through to him on some level.

      We’d hoped that leaving the room when it got too much would help. But it was already too late. It was already too late to stop it again.

      Now I can only try to help him feel better and wait until he pulls out himself.

      I hate it when my loves are in pain and I can’t do anything about it.

      I hate it.

      I wish I could protect my mates better. But it’s not always as easy as it seems.

      And that’s fucked up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      I feel so silly. I feel so stupid for yet another panic attack. I was sure that I could hold out this time, I was sure that it wouldn’t happen today. But it still happened.

      Listening to some ‘expert’ talk about how abusing Omegas was good for their health and personality, how it was actually better than Omegas who chose their own mates and were in an equal relationship. It reminded me too much of the shit we had to go through when I was trying to get a divorce.

      I’ve already heard it all before. Omegas in relationships with strict roles are supposedly happier. Omegas without higher education are supposedly happier. Omegas staying at home and not working and having a real social life are supposedly happier.

      And all it ever meant for me were bruises, broken bones, a body broken down so much that…

      Yeah.

      It never brought me any good and now this guy is saying that a relationship like mine is supposedly an example of ‘perfect happiness’ for an Omega.

      I couldn’t do it. It brought back too many memories, and even though I didn’t have any panic attacks and such when I was in court myself, not before or after, but this whole thing with Zeke is somehow triggering them all the time.

      I’ve been seeing someone about them. But all they could do right now was trying to figure out if they could be prevented or at least made less severe if I took medication.

      Because just the thought of not being with Zeke in that courtroom, not being with him when he’s under attack, when other people are trying to convince a judge to let them take him away from me… Just the thought of it would set on an attack.

      So, yeah, trying to avoid the things that trigger it was no use.

      “Wes?” Zeke’s fingers play over my back. We’re in our new bed, in our new bedroom, in our new house.

      Neither the bed at Clay’s place nor the one at Nathan’s place was going to work for us. So we bought a new bed last weekend, immediately putting it in our new bedroom.

      We went to the new house after we left the court, taking some time for ourselves, which we really needed. I don’t think I can face the world right now.

      I feel too raw, too naked, too vulnerable to be around too many people right now.

      We’re curled up in the bed, comfortable, though we’re all still dressed.

      “Love?” Nathan’s voice is low, quiet.

      “Hm?” I open my eyes, looking straight at Nathan’s chest. Then I slowly turn onto my back before looking at Zeke.

      They’re worried. I know that they’re worried about me. And that makes everything I’m feeling even worse.

      They shouldn’t be worried about me. They shouldn’t be worried about me, but instead be worried about the court case, about Zeke. But they still are. And they’re still here with me.

      “How are you feeling?” Zeke leans a little closer, playing his fingers over my arm.

      I shrug. “I’m okay.” What else should I answer? I wish this didn’t happen, but it still happens.

      “I love you.” I reach up, hooking my hand behind his head and pull him closer, kissing him. I love him more than anything in the world, I don’t want to lose him, I can’t lose him.

      When I pull back, there is a small smile on Zeke’s lips.

      Then I turn the other way, pushing myself up a little, and I push close to Nathan. “And I love you.” I kiss him too, making him feel exactly how much I love him.

      This is good. Feeling like this is good. This is right.

      There should never be another way, never something else.

      I love my mates, and I don’t want to have to imagine a world without either of them, or remember a past without them.

      They’re mine.

      Now and forever.

      Mine.
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      It’s Thursday evening, and we’re all crammed into a single van as we make our way to Oliver and Josie’s school.

      In a couple of hours, every class in their school will do a little play or something else related to Christmas or the middle of winter.

      Oliver has been practising his lines for weeks and Josie has been trying to remember all the words to the songs that her class will be singing. It’s adorable to watch, but I’d also be very happy for all of this to be over.

      Oliver and Josie have been so stressed out for the last two days, severely stressed out, and it’s not making anyone any happier.

      “Daddy?” Oliver pulls on my jacket from the back seat.

      “Yeah?” I turn to him.

      “Did you remember to pack the cape? And the crown? Did you pack them?” The panic in his voice and eyes is hard to watch.

      “They’re in the bag. Both of them. We packed everything.” I touch his hand for a moment, holding it, before he pulls back again.

      “Okay.” He sits back. “Okay.” This time it’s more to himself than to someone in the car. “Right.”

      I’d be so happy for all of this stress to be over. Really. But it’s also fun to see my kids on the stage and I don’t think it’ll be that bad, we’ve just got to get through the last few hours until this is all over.

      At least tonight we can just enjoy ourselves and watch all the other kids, all the other classes who will be showing up.

      It’ll also be a little bit of a goodbye, as Oliver and Josie will be attending a school closer to the new house after Christmas break. Though I’m not sure they realise that just yet.

      We can’t park in the school parking lot, too many people here tonight, so we park a little down the street. I get out of my seat and open the back door.

      Oliver and Josie immediately jump out of the car, by now good enough at opening their seats that I really don’t have to help them out anymore. I then unbuckle Evan and help him out of the car before turning to Seb.

      In the seat behind me, Mia is pouting in my direction as she’s trying to break out of her own seat, but Aiden already helps her.

      “Hey, little girl. Let’s not do that? Okay?” He smiles, lifting her out and putting her on the floor so she can get out of the van herself.

      “You want a stroller or just the carriers?” Clay appears behind me, but he’s talking to Aiden.

      “Stroller.” Aiden turns to the side, getting to their little boys.

      Clay taps me on my shoulder. “You want one for Mia too?”

      I look at Mia and at my mates. “We’ll be fine. I’ve got two men with me who are perfectly capable of carrying her if she wants it.” I grin.

      “Hey.” Zeke apparently heard me. “Pretty sure I’m not a mule.”

      “No, but you’re her daddy.” I wink. I heard her call him that right before we left, and it’s a great excuse.

      “Fine.” He rolls his eyes at me. “Fine. Just know that I’ll be expecting that from you too in about six to seven more months.” He grins.

      “They won’t be able to talk until much later than that.” I get out of the car, stepping close to Zeke. “But I’d be happy to, you know that.”

      “I know.” Zeke’s voice is low and he reaches for my hand, holding it. “I know.”

      “Daddy!” Oliver comes over. “We have to go.” He points to the row of people walking into the school.

      “I’ll be right there.” I turn back to the car, to Aiden and Clay.

      “Go.” Aiden smiles. “We’ll be right behind you. You go ahead with them.”

      “Thanks.” I grab Oliver and Josie’s bags. “Okay. I need the older kids to come with me. The rest will be waiting on the youngest set of the family.”

      I turn to my mates. “You too. Don’t lose each other. I’ll find you again later.”

      Oliver grabs the hand I’m holding his bag in. “Come onnn…” He keeps pulling.

      “Josie?” I look at my girl, holding out my hand for her and she takes it. She’s nervous, looking around her a little skittishly.

      We go to the front door of the school. There are a lot of people around, some pushing to get inside quicker, but we make it inside safely.

      The first room we pass is Oliver’s classroom. I stop in front of it and Oliver’s teacher is already waiting at the door.

      “Hey, you’re here.” She waves at Oliver. “Do you know your lines?”

      He nods seriously. “I know them all.”

      “Good.” She smiles. “Go get changed into your costume. I’ll be right there to help you.”

      Oliver takes his bag from my hand. “See you after the play.” He grins at me and is off to his classmates.

      His teacher looks at me more seriously now. “How is everything going?”

      “Good. We’re moving over Christmas break.” I nod.

      “That’s nice. I’m happy that he’ll still get to do this, as a final event at this school. It’s a good memory.” She eyes him.

      “Yeah. It seemed wrong to not let him do this, especially since he was looking forward to it so much.” Josie pulls on my arm, frowning up at me a little. “I’ll talk to you later. Gotta drop the lady off at her own room.”

      “See you after. Enjoy everything.” Oliver’s teacher smiles.

      “You too.” I smile back at her and then let Josie pull me to her room at the back of the school.

      Her room isn’t as busy, but they split the first two years into two smaller groups instead of keeping them in one big group, makes things easier on the teachers.

      “Hey, Josie.” Her teacher holds out her hand and Josie high fives her teacher. “Are you excited?”

      “Yes.” Josie grins now, the shy girl from before gone now she’s with her own class.

      “Good.” Her teacher looks around the room. “Just a few more and we’ll be complete.” Then she kneels down to Josie’s level. “Is your daddy going to help you get changed?”

      Josie nods, her eyes shining.

      Then her teacher looks at me. “Just you?” She raises her eyebrow.

      “No. I’ve left the rest outside. I didn’t think it would be a good idea to drag the whole clan along into all the classrooms.” I grin, opening Josie’s bag.

      “Smart move.” Her teacher smiles. “Though, I’ll have to say goodbye to the others after the evening is over. I’m sad to see everyone go. I loved having Oliver and then Josie in my class. They were great.”

      I nod. “Thanks.” Yeah, it’s strange to leave this place behind.

      After moving into the apartment with Clay, this is the school where Oliver started attending, and then later on also Josie. And they’ve loved it here. But it’s too far from the new house, and I’m convinced that they’ll love the new school just as much.

      But it’ll be sad to say goodbye to the teachers who have been there for them and for us in the last years.

      Moving to a new part of our lives, leaving behind things, some good, some even better. But we’re going towards a new and even more exciting future.

      “Let’s get you dressed up.” I walk away from the door, taking the angel wings from the plastic bag and then the white ‘dress’ from the other bag.

      “Angels.” Josie’s voice is soft, though I can hear the excitement in it.

      “Yes. Angels.” I help her take her jacket off. “Do you know what angels do?”

      “They bring souls to heaven.” She grins.

      It’s actually something from one of the songs she’ll be singing. Talking about angels and such is not really something that would have come up otherwise for us, we’re not religious and we don’t really celebrate holidays apart from making it special family occasions.

      But one of the songs is about how all the angels in heaven dance with the people who they’ve brought up there.

      I hold out her white ‘angel dress’, it’s actually a big white t-shirt that has some glitter sprinkled on it. But it’s good enough for five-year-olds in a school recital.

      “Are angels dancing with my brothers and sisters tonight?” Josie’s voice is quiet now, but she doesn’t seem to find the question very strange.

      My breath catches in my throat, tears springing to my eyes and I look away from her, trying to hide them. “Why do you ask that?” Her brothers and sisters in heaven, where did she learn this?

      “When we were in the big room, with all the people and…” She leans in closer. “With other Alpha Dad, the bad one.”

      She steps back again. “They said that. They said that there were more babies. That you were supposed to have more babies, but that they died. Are they in heaven with the angels?”

      I’m surprised she even remembers something like that. Though, maybe the courtroom and the whole case with my divorce just left a really big impression on her.

      I didn’t think she’d remember anything from that time since she was still so small.

      I quickly wipe my tears away, trying to give her a smile instead. “Yes. They’re in heaven dancing with the angels tonight.”

      To think that I’d be having a conversation with my daughter about this on her school’s Christmas recital evening.

      “I’ll sing for them, really pretty.” She nods seriously.

      “Good. But let’s keep this about your brothers and sisters in heaven between us, okay? Not everyone needs to know that.”

      I don’t really want something like that spread around the school, especially not tonight. I know that I’ll have to have a talk about this with her when she’s a little older, but I’m not ready to do that tonight.

      “Okay.” She nods like she understands why and then smiles again. “I need my wings.”

      “Of course. Wings. How else are you going to carry all the souls to heaven?” I motion for her to turn around and help her put the wings on her back.

      She looks adorable and her smile keeps growing.

      “Okay. Wait a moment.” I grab my phone. “I’m going to need a picture of this.” I pull up the camera app on my phone. “Smile.”

      Josie flashes me a big smile, and then twirls. “I’m an angel.”

      “Yes, you are.” I grin, quickly sending the picture off to Zeke and Nathan, then I put the phone away again and hug Josie close, who wraps her small arms around my neck too.

      She’s so precious, so sweet and she makes a great angel.

      Tonight is truly an interesting night. A night of many goodbyes, and apparently surprises.

      But having my whole family here, having everyone here. It’s also so special.

      This is what I love the most, all these people.

      My family.

      The people I love most.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      The Christmas recital at the school is looking to be interesting and I loved seeing the list of all the different things that all the classes will be doing. Some songs, some plays, all sorts of fun stuff that the kids are going to be doing.

      Though, as Wes joins us, he looks a little odd, but no matter how I look at him, he promises that he’ll explain it later.

      The picture he sent of Josie as she had changed into her angel outfit was totally adorable and she looked so cute.

      I’ve got Mia in my lap, though she’s trying to climb onto Aiden’s lap instead, where Danny is already sitting.

      “What is it with you, young lady?” I pull her back into my lap so she won’t fall. “Why do you need to get over there?”

      She points at Clay, who is sitting on Aiden’s other side.

      I check Clay, but it doesn’t seem to be anything interesting that I can see. “Clay?”

      He looks my way. “Yeah?”

      “Mia wants to get over to you.” I can stop her, but she’s just going to keep fighting me.

      “Oh. Sure.” He smiles, shrugging a little. He doesn’t have anyone on his lap anyway, so it’s not like it’ll be much of a problem.

      I lift Mia up, carefully handing her over to Clay, who puts her on his lap. There, she settles down, happy.

      Clay raises his eyebrow at me, and I shake my head. I also have no clue why she wanted that.

      Josie’s class steps onto the stage, and they start singing one of the songs I’ve been listening to for weeks now. In Clay’s lap, Mia is sort-of singing along with the song, as best as she can, and I smile. It’s very cute.

      Wes takes my hand, squeezing it a little, and as I look at him, there is something in his eyes… I don’t know exactly what, but he seems so moved by it, so emotional. When I lean to him to ask him something, he shakes his head a little, closing his eyes.

      He’s really listening to the song, and nothing will apparently disturb that.

      This is strange, there is definitely going something on.

      Something happened as he dropped Oliver and Josie off at their classes and it’s got Wes all emotional.
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      For a change, Nathan is staying over at Clay’s. We were having a lot of fun and there may have been some alcohol involved. So Nathan driving home right now would not have been safe.

      Sure, I could have driven him, but nobody asked and I didn’t offer. I like having him with me, with us, so I didn’t do anything to change people’s minds.

      Wes has been a little quiet all evening, quieter than he normally is anyway, and there is something ghosting around behind his eyes.

      Something I don’t know how to place, and also, something I don’t know how to ask him about. It sometimes seems to get worse when he looks my way and sometimes better.

      “So, who is sleeping in the middle?” Nathan smiles as we close the door to our bedroom behind us.

      After that night, months ago, he doesn’t sleep in the middle himself. He says he won’t chance being strangled by us in his sleep again.

      “Wes.” I step closer to Wes, wrapping my arms around him and he leans back against me.

      “Why?” Wes’ voice is quiet.

      “Because I love you.” I kiss his shoulder.

      He turns my way a little, eyeing me before he kisses me back. “Right. I love you too.”

      I tighten my arms around him a little more. While I wish I didn’t have to say anything, I just can’t ignore how Wes has been acting all evening. “What happened?”

      “What do you mean?” Wes frowns, and Nathan frowns too.

      “You’ve been off all evening. Something happened when you dropped off Oliver and Josie. What happened?”

      “Do we have to?” Wes’ voice drops, an edge of pain to it.

      “Yeah.” Definitely now. I thought I imagined the pain in his eyes, but to hear it in his voice, I know that it’s real. “We have to.”

      Wes steps out of my arms, sitting down on the bed. He doesn’t look up at us, instead looking down at his hands.

      “Josie, she… She asked me something and I don’t know how to deal with it. I don’t know how to answer her, to really answer her.” He shakes his head, defeated.

      I sit down next to Wes on the bed and Nathan sits down in front of him on the ground.

      Nathan puts his hands on Wes’ knees. “What happened?”

      I see the flash of heartache go over Wes’ face as he sees Nathan, just a short moment, and then he looks at me, his eyes sad, dark.

      “Wes?” What’s going on?

      “Josie asked if her brothers and sisters were in heaven with the angels.”

      It’s like I’m punched in my gut. Of all the things, of all the painful things Wes went through, of all the pain. This is what she somehow remembers?

      “When did she…” How did Josie even know about that? She’s so young.

      “Court, apparently. When I had to be there for the divorce. The kids were there with us a couple of times. She may have heard it again later, but that’s what she remembers.”

      “Fuck.” For Josie to remember that and to even think about it…

      To even put two and two together with the lost babies and the angels…

      “Yeah.” Wes nods. “It caught me off guard. It just… I didn’t know how to really react to that.”

      “I can understand that.” Nathan comes up a little. “I’m so sorry that happened.”

      Wes shakes his head. “I’m just sorry she remembers. That she remembers something so horrific from that time. She even referred to her Alpha father as ‘the other Alpha Dad, the bad one’. I don’t know. It just… What have I put my babies through?”

      There are tears in his eyes now, his voice breaking a little.

      “You were trying to do what’s best for them.” I tighten my arm around Wes, trying to keep all these sad feelings inside. “You were doing what was best for you and your family.”

      “But what if it wasn’t? What if it wasn’t the best? Will they forever remember these things? These horrible things?”

      I remember the time when Oliver asked if his Alpha father could really not hurt them anymore. It was just a small movement made by Wes, just the touching of his throat, and Oliver also remembered the bad times.

      “They may never forget. But that doesn’t mean that we can’t give them more happy memories. That doesn’t mean we can’t make things better for them.” I look at Nathan, who has kept mostly quiet, but he seems to be thinking, then he looks up.

      “Her wanting to know what happened is normal. She’ll probably want to know more when she’s older. Oliver probably too. They remember more. But I guess that this whole court case with Zeke is probably also triggering memories for Josie from before. You can’t help that, you can only support them.”

      He leans in and kisses Wes’ hands. “You’re amazing, and you’ve always done what was best for your children. Don’t ever think something else. You’re amazing. Really.”

      Wes nods a little.

      I’m not sure if Wes wants to hear this, but I know that I need to tell him.

      “I still remember certain things from when I was little. Some things from when I was close to Josie and Oliver’s age when you fled from your ex. Most of them weren’t fun memories either, but that doesn’t matter. To me, the parts that were most important were the good things that people showed me later.”

      Growing up like I did, things have always been a little… A little odd. “My parents have never been very loving towards me, never. I couldn’t understand why as a child, but it did make the friendships I made with others so much more important. The handful of bad memories will not be what they remember the most, at least not if we show them that they’re not the normal state of things. You have such a strength in you and that’s what really counts. Focusing on that is what really counts.”

      I kiss Wes’ shoulder. “I promise.”

      Wes looks up at me. “I… I don’t want…” He shakes his head. “I don’t want them to ever go through that again. Or…”

      He licks his lips, squeezing his eyes shut. “Or…” He lets out a frustrated sound.

      “Wes?” I put my hand on his arm. “What is it?”

      “I don’t want you to lose your baby, now or ever.” His tears fall on my hand, on his arms.

      I swallow hard, the pain inside me so intense. “I’m hoping it won’t happen either. But we can’t see the future. We can just do our best.” I wish every day, multiple times a day, that what happened when I was eighteen did not ruin my chances of ever having children. Like it did for my mum.

      “We can all just do our best. That’s all we can do.” Nathan comes up fully, wrapping his arms around us. “We can all wish for things like that. But we can only trust our own bodies and trust the doctors who help us.”

      I nod. Pregnancy is one of those things that you only have so much control over, and those are things we’re trying our best on anyway.

      “I love you two.” Nathan’s voice is low. “I will do everything to make things as best for you as I can. I promise.”

      “I love you too.” Wes and I say it at the same time and I let out a little laugh.

      Yeah. We’re doing okay.

      We really are.
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      Danny and Mikey’s birthday on Saturday was really beautiful, but we hadn’t made a big party out of it.

      Firstly, Christmas was only a handful of days after and secondly, they’re so small that they don’t really care much. We kept it mostly within the close family and some friends. Not too much. I don’t think any of us could really handle that anyway.

      We’ve been working really hard on the Christmas dinner, and this year there are even more people who are coming and we’re also moving out of the house. It’s been a little crazy.

      As we’re sitting down at the table for the first part of the Christmas dinner, there are almost more kids than adults around.

      Aiden’s whole family is here, his parents, his siblings, everyone, including Hailey. Clay and Wes’ whole family is here too, with all their kids. Their youngest sister’s Omega husband, Colin, just gave birth to a healthy little girl a month ago. She’s so small.

      And, of course, Wilder, Sterling, Sarah, Lilly and all their kids are here too. We’re lucky that the apartment is so big, or we wouldn’t have been able to fit everyone.

      My family isn’t here, and neither is Nathan’s, but we didn’t expect or want them anyway. When you have such a big chosen family of people who actually care for you, it’s not as hard to leave complicated and abusive families behind.

      Not easy, but it does make it less hard.

      “No alcohol for Sterling.” Hailey comes around with a bottle of red wine to go with the steak we’re having. Then she steps past Maddy, Sterling’s eldest, to get to me.

      “You like wine, right?” She smiles at me, already holding out the bottle, but I put my hand over my glass.

      “No alcohol for me either.” I smile.

      “You don’t have to drive, right?” She’s a little confused.

      “No, not driving tonight.” At least, it’s not the plan.

      “You…?” She narrows her eyes at me for a moment but then a smile breaks out all over her face. “Please tell me yes.”

      “Yes.” I grin.

      “Oh. My. God. Congratulations!” Hailey puts the bottle down on the table, wrapping her arms around me. “Congratulations.” She keeps grinning. “How long?”

      “About eleven weeks.” I can’t help my smiling.

      It’s good when people react positively to my pregnancy. It’s been so stressful with the whole court thing, that it’s not been easy to tell that many people.

      Most people at the table already know, but that’s because they were there when we just found out and because it kind of made everything a little more complicated for us.

      But it’s good when someone just genuinely reacts happily to the news.

      “That’s so special.” She hugs me again. “Okay, yes. No alcohol for you then.” She grins.

      “What’s going on there?” Aiden’s father looks our way.

      “Can I tell?” Hailey eyes me.

      “Go ahead.” Like it’s going to stay a secret much longer, it’s not really like we’ve been trying to hide it…

      “Zeke’s pregnant!” Hailey’s so excited about this. “There’s going to be another little one in this family. Also, congratulations to Nathan and Wes, of course.” She goes over to them, hugging them too. “This is so sweet.”

      “Wait.” Wilder stands up. “I think we need something else for this. I brought them along to store here until New Year’s. But I guess this special occasion deserves something extra special.”

      He goes over to one of the boxes he brought over with food and drinks. “I have champagne.” He looks at Sterling and me. “And, of course, without alcohol for those who aren’t allowed alcohol right now. And I’ve got special ones for the kids too.”

      He brings two bottles of champagne over to the table and then returns to the box for more.

      “You don’t have to…” I stand up, but Sterling takes my arm.

      “He wants to. He kind of hoped this was going to happen anyway.” Sterling’s eyes sparkle. “That’s why he brought them over already. He’s really happy for you and your little family.”

      I sit down again, nodding. “Thank you.”

      “Always.” Sterling smiles, squeezing my arm a little. “Always.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      The new year started out really cold. It’s been freezing most days since early January and it’s one of the last days of February now. While we as adults may not have liked it, the kids haven’t been complaining that much.

      This week, because it’s been freezing so hard and long enough, the water next to the house froze over, and the kids have been playing on it a lot. It’s so fun to watch them, it’s been great to see them enjoy themselves.

      But, today, we’re on a schedule. It’s Oliver’s birthday, but Zeke’s also going in for his twenty-week scan. We’re going to see the baby again and it’s gotten everyone double excited.

      “Can we have cake for breakfast?” Oliver pulls on my shirt as I’m making a couple of sandwiches. “It’s my birthday.”

      “I know it’s your birthday.” I ruffle his hair. “But we’re having cake when you get back from school. It’s too early for cake.”

      I put the sandwiches in front of Josie and Evan. “But, I can make you something else? What do you want?”

      Oliver thinks for a moment. “Can I have peanut butter and chocolate sprinkles?”

      “Sure.” I lean over so others can’t overhear us. “But don’t tell your daddies, they won’t like it.”

      “I won’t,” he whispers back, grinning.

      “Good.” I start making Oliver’s sandwich too.

      It’s not like I think Zeke and Wes will mind, it’s the kid’s birthday after all. But I like the way Oliver reacts when we do things like this, have our own little ‘secrets’.

      “Here you go.” I put it in front of him.

      Then I quickly start making a couple of lunch boxes for Josie and Oliver for them to take with them to school, since we’ll probably either be at the hospital or about to go back home when they’ve got their lunch break.

      It’s not unusual for Oliver and Josie to stay at school for lunch, since we all work and Wes also still attends classes.

      “Morning.” Zeke comes into the kitchen, Mia on his arm, the girl still a little sleepy. Zeke’s belly is becoming very noticeable, even under his thick winter clothes.

      “How is the birthday boy?” He goes over to Oliver, giving him a quick hug with his empty arm. “Happy birthday.”

      “Thank you.” Oliver grins. “I’m a really big boy now.”

      “Yes, you are.” Zeke grins, putting Mia in her high chair. “And that’s why we’ve got a really cool present for you when you go to school.” He winks at Oliver and the boy grins.

      Oliver turns seven today and we got him a bigger bike, that way he can more easily ride his bike to school and to get to his friends. He made friends quite easily at his new school, which was something Wes had been worried about.

      It seems that this school is very good for Oliver, or that he’s just such a more happier boy than he was when he started attending his previous school. Either way, the end result seems to be a very happy boy with a lot of friends around him.

      “Wes still in the shower?” I put a cup of orange juice and a cheese sandwich in front of Zeke.

      “Yeah, he’ll be down in a moment. I think he just has a slow start today.” Zeke’s voice is soft, his eyes a little sad.

      We went to court again yesterday, hopefully one of the final times, but it always exhausts Wes and he’s always a little more broken and fragile the day after.

      “Okay.” I kiss the top of his head. “Eat up, you’re going to need the energy today.” I flash him a grin.

      “Of course.” Zeke shakes his head. “I always need it these days.”

      Yeah, he’s been very tired. But between his pregnancy, the court case, and taking care of four kids, sure that’s with two other adults, it’s got to be very exhausting for him. I can’t imagine it.
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      We step into the obgyn’s, Stephen’s, office. It’s not our first visit, not by far, but it always feels strange to come here.

      I don’t really like hospitals, though I think that it’s got to be worse for Zeke and Wes. They’ve been here more than they really should have, and that always makes me feel a little childish for not really wanting to come here.

      “How is everything going?” Stephen sits down on his chair. “How are you feeling?” He eyes Zeke.

      “I’m good. Tired a lot. And the ‘morning sickness’ has been on and off, though I think the last two weeks have been better.” Zeke smiles a little.

      “Good. You’re at the halfway point now, so it’s just as many weeks ahead of you as you’ve got behind you. I don’t know if that’s going to be of any comfort for you, but the worst with the morning sickness and things like that should be over soon.”

      Stephen writes something down. “Anything else?”

      “Not that I know, really.” Zeke shrugs. Things have been going pretty well, pregnancy-wise.

      “Ehm…” Wes looks at Zeke and then at Stephen. “There’s been…” He looks down at his hands. “I just really hope you can make sure things are alright. I…”

      He squeezes his hands together and Zeke puts his hand over Wes’ hands. Wes lost two of his pregnancies pretty late, and he’s still not relaxing, not convinced that we’re out of the woods yet.

      “Any particular reason you want me to check?” Stephen leans forward a little, taking it very seriously.

      “Just…” Wes’ eyes shoot to Zeke. “He’s been under a lot of stress. And…” Stress isn’t good for the pregnancy. Yeah.

      “I’ll make sure.” Stephen nods a little, then he looks at me. “Any concerns from you?”

      I shake my head. Not really. From where I’m standing, things seem to be going pretty well, but I know that I don’t know everything going on, so I don’t know how useful I am.

      “Okay. Let’s get to the back and see if we can get a good look at the little one. Do you want to know the sex of the baby, if we can see it?” Stephen stands up again.

      I look at Wes and Zeke, this is up to them.

      Zeke nods, smiling. “Yeah, I’d like that, if we can see it.”

      “Okay. Let’s do this, then.” Stephen walks to a space a little curtained off where there is a chair and some machines and all sorts of things.

      I quickly help Zeke out of his thick sweater and then his shirt, revealing his beautiful body underneath it. Fuck, he’s sexy.

      Zeke grins at me, winking, then he hops onto the chair and leans back.

      Wes is already sitting on one of the chairs next to the big chair and takes Zeke’s hand as he sits down. Then he looks at me, smiling proudly. I sit down on the chair on the other side of him, waiting on what’s to come next.

      “Okay.” Stephen turns around, taking a tray with some things on it with him and he turns the machine on. “That’s a beautiful belly, looks really nice for twenty weeks.”

      He hands Zeke a couple of paper towels and helps him to tuck them at the edge of his jeans so that they won’t get dirty.

      Then Stephen grabs a tube with blue gel. “This may be a little cold, sorry.” He squeezes the gel onto Zeke’s belly.

      Zeke lets out a little laugh. “By far not as bad as a kid spilling ice cream on your shirt and it melting straight through it.”

      Last weekend, for some reason, the kids wanted ice cream and of course Evan spilled half his cup over Zeke’s belly. That was very fun to watch.

      “No, not that bad.” Stephen nods. “Have you felt kicks yet? Any movement?” He takes the probe and hovers it over Zeke’s belly.

      “Some. Not a lot. It’s all still a little soft.” Zeke looks our way, smiling.

      The first time it happened and he was aware of it, he’d been really excited, apart from the fact that he’d been at work and neither Wes nor I had been there with him. But it’s happened a couple of times since while we were there with him, and it’s so magical each time.

      “But it’s been happening more often.” Wes smiles a little.

      “Yeah, definitely.” Zeke nods.

      “Good. Okay, let’s start.” Stephen puts the probe to Zeke’s belly.

      The screen next to him comes alive immediately. We can hear two heartbeats and constant slushing sounds going on. Then Stephen moves the probe a little and we get a better view.

      “That looks good. A strong heartbeat. And I can see some movement. And look at that little face.”

      The baby is curling one of their arms right in front of their face. It’s really sweet and adorable.

      Then Stephen moves the probe around a little more and he keeps pointing things out, from the baby’s tiny hands, to the itty bitty toes that you can already see on the screen.

      “Okay, let’s see if I can get a good angle for the next part.” Stephen smiles.

      The screen moves and suddenly we’re in a much more private area. But I don’t have to have seen sonogram pictures before to understand what I’m seeing right now.

      “A boy,” Wes whispers, his voice filled with awe.

      “Yes. You’re having a boy. Congratulations. You’re lucky, not every little one wants to reveal their sex so easily.” Stephen lets out a laugh.

      “Let’s hope he doesn’t feel this easy with showing everything off when he’s a little older.” Zeke grins. “A boy, eh. I guess that’s… Yeah. That’s a great start.” He smiles up at me, his eyes shining. “We’re having a boy.”

      I get up, going to Wes’ other side so I’m right between my two men. I wrap my arm around Wes and then as well as I can also around Zeke. “Congratulations.” I kiss Zeke, a hard kiss. Then I also kiss Wes.

      This is… I never knew I’d feel this happy, this proud, about seeing my own child, about having a baby boy. This is amazing.

      Then the other part of what Zeke said sinks in. “A great start?”

      Zeke bursts out laughing and Wes follows him shortly after. “You only caught onto that now?”

      “Yeah. Too overwhelmed by you and your amazingness. You really…?” Want more kids?

      “I don’t know. But, you know, you never know. Any healthy baby is a great start.” He smiles.

      Yeah, he’s right. As long as the baby is healthy, I’ll be happy.

      “Okay.” Stephen stands up. “I’ll print you a couple of scans to take home with you. And will tell you again to make sure you get enough rest and try to avoid as much stress as possible. I know that it’s not easy, but it’s best for the baby. The little boy is happy and healthy as far as I can see, and we’d like to keep it that way.”

      “Thanks.” Zeke smiles at him. “I’ll try.”

      “We’ll all try.” I grin.

      A boy. Zeke is pregnant with a baby boy.

      That’s great news, really great news.

      Wow.
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      When we get back from the hospital, we pick up Oliver’s birthday cake before we go over to Clay’s place to pick up Mia and Evan.

      Aiden was babysitting them for a couple of hours so that we wouldn’t have to worry about them running around at the hospital.

      “And?” Aiden stands up from the couch as we come into the apartment.

      “A boy.” Zeke grins. “A healthy baby boy.”

      “That’s great!” Aiden grins, hugging Zeke. “I’m so happy for you.” He then goes over to Wes, hugging him, and then me. “And for you two too, of course. This is great news.”

      “Thanks.” I wrap my arms around Aiden too for a moment. “I never realised how scary it is to keep going in for scans and stuff.”

      “Oh. You have no idea.” Aiden grins. “When I was pregnant with Danny and Mikey, I had to go in all the time. They’re identical twins, so there was a higher risk of things going wrong. And I had to go in so often. But you get used to it.”

      He shrugs. “Do you want something to eat now, or are you lunching at home?”

      I shrug. “We’ve got a lot of work to do at home, setting up for the party and all.” I look at Zeke and Wes, and they both nod.

      “Yeah. Better set that up soon.” Wes gives Aiden a quick hug. “And we’ll see you guys later, too, right?”

      “Of course.” Aiden smiles. “Wouldn’t miss my nephew’s birthday.” Then he turns to Evan. “Right? Your big brother’s birthday. We wouldn’t miss it, right?”

      “Yes.” Evan grins. “Cake!”

      Zeke laughs as Wes pulls a face. Of course, of all the things Evan will say, cake is right now on top of the list.

      “Yes. Cake.” Zeke lifts Evan up. “Cake. When Oliver and Josie get home, we can all have cake.”

      “Thanks for watching them.” Wes smiles as he takes Mia’s hand as she comes over to him.

      “Yeah, of course. That’s what family’s for.” Aiden smiles. “See you in a few hours.” He looks up the stairs. “I should probably check in on the boys. Make sure they’re asleep and not quietly breaking every little thing in their room.”

      “Later!” I wave at him as I open the door again.

      Today is one big party, for everyone. A party of family and love.

      Now, let’s hope that Oliver loves his other present. He already got a new bike, but we also got him a brand new pair of ice skates.

      The pair he had was actually getting too small for him, an old pair of Maddy’s, so he really needed a new pair that would fit him.

      I’ve never seen a boy take to ice skating so quickly as Oliver did, he really loves it. And we’re hoping that the freezing cold will stay a little longer for him.

      But, first, getting home to prepare for a birthday party of decently-epic proportions.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      “Thank you, Daddy!” Oliver is jumping up and down with the box with ice skates.

      “You should thank Nathan, he’s the one who came up with the idea.” I point at my smugly grinning mate.

      We just got back from picking up Oliver and Josie from school, and Oliver had a lot of stickers and other small presents from the teachers at his school when he came out. He was so happy. It’s great to see him so happy.

      We’re on our own right now, just our small family, but others will be arriving in another hour or so. It’s good to have a little time alone before the crazy starts.

      Oliver goes over to Nathan, his movements more careful now. “Thank you, Dad.” His face starts colouring deeply. Then pulls himself together and flashes him a grin.

      “Now you’re going to have to race me.” He holds up the box with skates and turns to Josie, who is staring at the box with big eyes. “Josie! Come look! Come look!” He races off into the living room and I can hear his laughter.

      But as he disappeared, I could still see the blush on his neck. He felt awkward, but he still said it. He still called Nathan Dad.

      I stare at Nathan and then at Zeke, they’re both as stunned as I am. Wow. That was… Wow.

      The kitchen stays quiet for a long while as the kids are laughing and having fun in the living room.

      Oliver knew how much it meant if he said the word, if he called Nathan Dad, but he still did it.

      “Wow.” Zeke is the first one to speak again, a grin creeping over his lips. “Wow.”

      “Yeah.” Nathan shakes his head, smiling. “I guess I just got the okay from Oliver.”

      “You did.” I sit down at the table. My heart beating like crazy.

      This feels good, and I didn’t realise how important it was to me for Oliver to accept Nathan like that. For him to accept that Nathan is such an important part of our lives.

      No, that’s an understatement, he’s an integral part of my life, but that doesn’t mean that I want or need Nathan to replace their biological Alpha. That’s between themselves and Nathan, just as long as they accept that he’s part of my life and Nathan treats them with love.

      Nathan stands up, coming over and he wraps his arms around me. “I love you. And I’m honoured that your family accepts me to be part of their lives too.”

      “Thank you. I love you too.” I reach up and put my hands over his arms. Tears start appearing in my eyes. Breathing suddenly so much easier, everything just so much more relaxed.

      “Hey, don’t cry.” Zeke comes over, sitting next to me, reaching up and wiping my tears away. “You don’t have to cry about this.” But his own eyes are watery too.

      He’s been there, he’s been at my side since Clay saved me. He knows how significant it is for Oliver to say something like this to Nathan, to accept anyone, but especially to accept Nathan.

      “I guess this is a birthday gift for me too.” I smile a little. “I guess this is… Yeah.”

      I lean against Nathan as I take Zeke’s hand, holding it tightly. “Thank you for being there for me, my loves. Thank you.”

      “On the topic of gifts and parties and love.” Zeke’s voice is a little hesitant. “You want to tell them now or later? Because I don’t think that the results of the sonogram will stay a secret very long.” He smiles.

      “Let’s tell them now.” I nod. “Before the cake.”

      “Good idea.” Zeke grins, standing up, going over to the door between the kitchen and the living room. “Hey, kids, can you come into the kitchen for a moment?”

      Mia is in the kitchen first, and then Oliver, Evan and finally Josie follow her, all standing there, looking at us curiously.

      Zeke kneels a little in front of them. “You know how we’ve been to the hospital today?”

      They all nod and I see a small frown on Oliver’s face as he looks at me for a moment.

      “Well… They did a sonogram of my belly and the baby inside me is a boy.” Zeke smiles.

      Josie’s eyes start to shine immediately. “I’m getting a brother? Really?” She so easily accepts the idea of the baby being her sibling.

      Oliver puts his hand on her arm, not looking so sure, and it stops Josie too. “Will he be… Will he be our brother?”

      Zeke’s eyes shoot to me. We know that technically they’re not even related by blood. But if we’re all mates and we’re all bonded to each other, then the little boy would be their younger brother.

      But as with anything family-related, we’re not assuming anything for Oliver or Josie, since their memories of our family, their ideas of our family, have to be formed by themselves.

      Zeke looks at Oliver, his eyes soft. “Yes.” The word is only spoken quietly, but Oliver’s face lights up immediately. “He’ll be your baby brother.”

      “Cool!” Oliver grins. Then he goes over to Zeke and hugs him, before staring at Zeke’s belly. “You be a good baby and grow big and when you’re born, I’m going to teach you to ice skate.”

      “Baby.” Mia also lights up, going over to Zeke and hugging him. “Baby.”

      “Yes, the baby. Your baby brother.” He kisses her on top of her head.

      Josie is grinning and suddenly talking about all the things she’ll teach her little brother. But Oliver comes over to Nathan and me, a little more serious.

      “He is our little brother, even though Zeke is his Omega daddy, because Zeke is also our daddy, right?” He looks at both of us. “And Nathan is his Alpha dad, even though he’s not our Alpha dad, but he’s your mate, right?”

      “Yes.” I nod, holding out my hands to him. Even though he’s not sat on my lap for a long time, he climbs onto my lap and Nathan sits down next to us. “What do you want to ask?”

      “Well, I know that I have one Alpha Dad, and that he’s not here because he hurt Daddy. But Nathan is my new Dad, right?”

      Nathan nods. “If you want it.”

      Oliver nods furiously. “Yes. Because you make Daddy laugh and smile. You make him happy.”

      That’s sweet. “And Zeke?”

      “He’s my daddy, because he also makes you smile. You love him, and you love Nathan.”

      I nod. “I do. I love them both.”

      “Will you get a baby from Nathan too?” Jump in topic. Where did he get that one from?

      “Ehm.” Suddenly my cheeks are burning. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

      “Would you like him to?” Nathan looks at Oliver.

      “Maybe. But only if you don’t make him cry, or make him sick.” Oliver’s eyes are on me and not for the first time my heart hurts over all the things that happened in the past that made him so grown up in that kid’s body. That made him think of all the things that kids shouldn’t have to think about.

      “I won’t. I promise.” Nathan smiles. “But I don’t know if Daddy will have my baby. For now, it’s Zeke who’s having my baby.”

      Oliver nods. “Yes. A baby brother.”

      “Yes.” I smile at him. “A baby brother. Will you be a good big brother to him too?”

      “I will be the best big brother in the world.” He slides off my lap. “I promise!”

      “Good.” I smile as he’s off to the living room again, and I see him grab the box with his ice skates.

      Nathan leans closer, grinning a little. “He may not be mine, but I definitely can see Clay in him. He’s so much like his uncle.”

      “He is. He’s so much like him, it’s scary sometimes. I should show you pictures of when Clay was little and Oliver now, they’re… So similar.”

      Which I guess is a good thing, because somewhere inside, I don’t want Oliver to be like his Alpha Dad, I really don’t want him to turn out like my ex-husband. Luckily, Oliver does look more like me and Clay, both in looks and personality.

      There is a knock on the kitchen window and Clay and Aiden are waving at us, broad grins on their faces.

      “Oliver! Guests are here!” Nathan stands up to open the door, but Oliver rushes ahead of him, opening the door instead.

      “Happy birthday!” Clay’s voice is filled with happiness and I grin too.

      Happy birthday, in many ways.

      A very happy and good day.
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      I’m exhausted. The house is pretty much back to normal, though I’m pretty sure I’ll be finding cake behind the couch for days to come. But that’s no longer important.

      The house is clean enough to get back to normal tomorrow, which is the most important part, the rest can come in the next few days.

      Zeke slides into bed at my side, his hand playing over my chest, making lazy circles. “Today was a great success, right?” His voice is slow and he comes closer.

      I reach out to him, putting my arm under his head. “Yeah, today was a big success.” I turn to him more. “I can’t remember Oliver ever having been happier.”

      “Hmm.” Zeke grins, kissing my arm. “Everyone was happy.”

      “Yes.” I lean closer to him, my lips only a fraction from his. “Everyone.” My voice drops a little as my body responds to being so close to Zeke. I carefully kiss him, soft kisses, just exploring each other, caring for each other.

      Zeke slides his arm over me further, pulling our bodies together as he deepens the kiss. My body starts to respond even more, my dick hardening.

      “Seems I’m right on time.” Nathan’s voice is low as he closes the door behind him again. “My men starting without me. I like that.” I feel the bed dip and then Nathan’s on Zeke’s other side, his arm sliding around the both of us. “Are you sure you’re up for this after today?”

      “Of course.” I slide my hand over to Nathan, sliding down his chest. “You heard Oliver.”

      “Oliver?” Zeke is a little confused between us.

      “He asked if I was going to get Wes knocked up too. In seven-year-old words though.” Nathan’s hand slides down my side, to my ass.

      “Really? What did you say?” Though Zeke seems surprised, his body hasn’t let that stop itself from getting even more interested.

      I smile, giving Zeke a kiss. “I told him maybe. I’m pretty sure that we’ve got enough trouble coming up with just one baby added to this family. So it’s not something I’d be thinking of right now.”

      “And what would you really want? Do you want Nathan to get you pregnant?” Zeke’s voice drops and it feels like Nathan has stopped moving, even stopped breathing.

      My cheeks heat up and no matter what I said before… “Yes.” My voice is hoarse and I can’t let the word stand on its own too long. “But not yet. At least long enough for Evan and maybe Mia to be in school.”

      I don’t want even more kids under the age of four running around this place, it’s tiring enough as it is.

      “Hmmm.” Nathan squeezes my ass. “I guess we could start practising, right? For when the time is right?” He kneads my ass a little and I feel how Zeke and I harden against each other through our boxer briefs.

      Uh-oh, what did I get myself into this time?

      Zeke’s hands slide over my body, slipping one hand under my boxer briefs and then wrapping his fingers around my dick.

      I let out a low moan. Fuck, this feels good, this feels so good. I can’t help it. I quickly pull Zeke’s boxer briefs down, wrapping my hand around his dick too. “I’m pretty sure that one pregnant Omega in his house is enough.”

      I push at his shoulder so he’ll slide onto his back. “And I’m pretty sure that I can come up with some very fun things to do tonight for our pregnant lover.”

      “Are you sure?” Zeke’s eyes are filled with mischief. “I’m definitely convinced that we can combine the two, you know. Having fun with me and practising for a baby.”

      Oh, fuck. I just got myself into a totally too sexy situation, didn’t I?

      Why do I ever think these guys aren’t just thinking about sex all the time?

      ‘Practising’, right.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      Wes admitting to maybe wanting another baby turns me on so much, imagining his sexy body all pregnant and filled with life. I can’t help that it makes me so hot.

      But there is still that little voice in the back of my head that keeps warning me that he barely survived his last pregnancy and we don’t know how well his body will respond to another pregnancy. But, like he said, that’s not a discussion for now, that’s not something to worry about now.

      He’s on heat suppressant medication, so there is no worry, and we don’t have to think about this until at least I’ve given birth to my baby boy.

      Yes. So, tonight, we’re just going to focus on the good and making each other feel good and things like that. That’s the right idea.

      Wes’ hand around my dick is moving slowly, making it feel so good. Then Nathan’s hand slides over my belly, always admiring my body, before he slides up and quickly pinches one of my nipples.

      I let out a strangled moan, we’re not alone in the house, and even though we’re downstairs and the kids are upstairs, it still doesn’t mean that they wouldn’t be able to hear us if we’re too loud.

      “You love that, don’t you?” Nathan’s voice is hoarse as he whispers close to my ear.

      I nod, not saying anything.

      Then Nathan kisses my neck, slowly going down to my shoulder, until he reaches my chest and then wraps his lips around my nipple, rolling it between them.

      I put my hand over my mouth, muffling the moan. Then Wes changes the angle of his hand and pleasure shoots through my body. Fuck. So good. They make me feel so good.

      Wes moves, sliding down, kissing my belly. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispers, his voice hoarse.

      Then he kisses a line down my belly until he’s right next to my dick, kissing around it but not putting his mouth anywhere actually near my dick.

      “Wes…” I reach for him. This is so unfair. So, so unfair.

      “Hmm?” His voice vibrates so close to my dick that I gasp. Mean.

      “Is he not sucking you off?” Nathan’s voice is close to my ear again. “Is he not taking your dick in his mouth and sucking the pleasure right from your balls?”

      A rush of pleasure shoots right through me and I harden in Wes’ hand.

      “He loves it when you do that.” Wes’ breath is suddenly so close to my dick.

      I reach for Wes again, trying to get him to move, but he doesn’t. “Please…”

      “Please, what?” Nathan nips my neck for a moment.

      They’re being so mean, but before I can answer Nathan kisses me and Wes’ mouth is around my dick, sucking me off, enveloping me in his heat. So good. Fuck. So good!

      I buck up into his heat, trying to get him to come closer. My men are so good at driving me until the end.

      Then Wes pulls away again and slides up next to me, keeping his hand around my dick and still jacking me off.

      He kisses my shoulder, my neck, and suddenly I feel something familiar building in the room, in the things around us. Wes is close to his heat! He may not be in heat, but he’s so close to it that it already affects us.

      Fuck. Double fuck!

      “Wes?” I lean into him more. He has to realise this, right? “Wes?”

      He looks at me, his eyes already a little clouded. I know that he’s on medication, but that doesn’t always stop the heat from influencing us… As we’ve realised for the last months. His heat has become so strong with Nathan around that it still influences us, even if it’s not a full heat and he can’t get pregnant.

      Wes slowly starts kissing me, slow, deliberate kisses and his hands slide all over me. He feels so good, so, so good.

      I break the kiss. I need him to know, I need them both to know, even if they’re already affected by it. “Wes. Your heat.” I hold his hands.

      “Yeah…” He smiles slowly.

      Okay. I blink, but then Nathan’s hands are on me too, touching me, sliding over me, setting my body on fire. That feels good, so good, too.

      I close my eyes as Wes and Nathan both kiss a line down my belly, both going over to my dick, their breaths mingling, so close. They’re both so close to it.

      Then Wes’ mouth is around my dick again, sucking me off, slowly sucking as he keeps jerking me off.

      Where did Nathan go?

      I almost open my eyes, until Wes moans around my dick, the feeling so intense. When I lean up a little, Nathan has his hand on Wes’ ass, kneading it a little.

      Fuck. They look so good together. I have to touch them. I reach out, I want to touch too. I want to touch them too.

      I put my hand under Wes’ chin and make him let go of me, making him sit up more and then I climb onto my knees, wrapping one arm around him and keeping his chin in place with the other. “You’re so sexy,” I whisper before I kiss him, hard.

      Wes’ hands grasp onto me, trying to hold me, but I can feel his body almost trembling with excitement.

      I keep him close to me, holding him, as Nathan slides closely behind Wes.

      Nathan gives me a kiss over Wes’ shoulder before he pulls back a little. “I’ve got an idea, but I don’t know if I can do it.”

      “What idea?” Wes’ voice is low, breathy.

      “Well… I know that we just said something about practising for making babies…” Nathan doesn’t finish his sentence, but Wes stiffens in my arms.

      With all the things we’ve done, with how long we’ve been together, there is one thing that they haven’t done yet. Nathan hasn’t fucked Wes yet, it’s just never really been something we’ve done…

      “Can I?” I watch Nathan kiss Wes’ shoulder, all sweet and careful.

      Wes swallows hard and then nods, just a little. “Yes.” His voice is barely audible, but I feel him relax in my arms a little.

      “Okay.” Nathan kisses his shoulder again.

      “You want to lie down?” I nudge with my nose at Wes’ nose.

      Wes shakes his head. “Hold me, please?”

      “Of course.” I keep my arms around him. “I’m always here for you. I’m always here with you.”

      Wes nods, then he kisses my neck, to my shoulder. “And I’m always here with you.” His voice is stronger now, more sure.

      “I’m going to start now.” Nathan meets my eyes, licking his lips, and then Wes lets out a small sound as he moves his hips against mine. “Hmmm, well, I think this will be alright.” Nathan’s voice is rougher now.

      When I look at Wes’ face, I see the way his skin flushes, how he seems a little unsure, but also enjoying what Nathan is doing.

      I reach down with one hand, wrapping my fingers around Wes’ dick.

      Wes opens his eyes on a gasp, and then muffles a moan on my shoulder.

      “He liked that. I can feel it.” Nathan seems to enjoy himself.

      “Hush,” Wes grumbles against my shoulder and I can’t help smile. Yeah, this is going well.

      “Okay, next phase.” Nathan moves a little and I feel Wes grow in my hand, his breathing becoming faster, more shallow.

      I kiss Wes’ shoulder, running my lips and teeth over his skin, setting all his little places on fire.

      I love just holding Wes, I love feeling how excited he gets, I love feeling his excitement and how he enjoys himself.

      “Enough.” Wes’ voice is rough, his face pushed into my shoulder. “It’s already enough.”

      “Are you sure?” Nathan runs his lips over Wes’ shoulder and then he gives me a quick kiss, winking.

      “Yes. Please…” Wes pushes his dick into my hand.

      “You’re even less patient than I am,” I whisper and Wes shudders a little.

      “Can’t help it.” Wes’ lips love against my skin. “You’re holding me and Nathan is touching me… I can’t help it.” I can hear the arousal in his voice, he’s really turned on now.

      “Are you going to be okay like this?” Nathan moves a little.

      Wes nods.

      “Okay.”

      I reach around Wes, wrapping my other hand around Nathan’s cock and sliding it up and down a couple of times. He’s really hard, like, really really hard.

      “Zeke…” Nathan’s voice is little more than a breath.

      “Sit back a little.” I let go of Nathan and touch his chest.

      Nathan does as I ask, spreading his legs so that his cock is on full display, but also so Wes has easier access, though I’m not sure which one is turning him on more right now.

      “Move back slowly.” I help Wes to move, to position himself over Nathan’s cock.

      Wes holds onto me and I’m not sure if he’s shaking with excitement or because he’s so nervous, maybe both at the same time.

      I feel a little like the first time Nathan fucked me, though I had no experience at all, at least Wes knows what he’s doing. Although… I know that not all of those memories will be good ones, so I can understand him being nervous.

      “You’re almost there.” Nathan puts his hands on Wes’ waist, helping him move too. “Almost.”

      Wes nods, still clinging onto me.

      Then Wes is seated right over Nathan’s cock, it looks a little obscene, which I like.

      “You ready?” Nathan’s voice is low.

      “Yeah,” Wes whispers, he keeps one hand on me but puts his other hand on Nathan’s chest.

      I reach between them, grabbing Nathan’s cock and holding it to make it easier for Wes, to make it easier for him to get onto it.

      Wes slowly starts moving and as I look up, I watch both my mates as they’re going through all the feelings. Wes moves his hips more, letting out a moan.

      I quickly kiss him, trying to catch the sounds, trying to keep him as quiet as possible. Fuck, he’s sexy, so sexy.

      “Wes,” Nathan whispers, his voice filled with arousal and need. “Slowly.”

      Wes breaks the kiss, nodding, his eyes wide.

      I move my hand up and down Wes’ dick, giving him extra sensations and Wes gasps, biting down on my shoulder. That’s going to hurt tomorrow, but I know it’s because he’s enjoying it so much.

      “Fuck.” Nathan moans. I can imagine what happened as I moved my hand.

      Wes slowly keeps moving up and down, their breaths becoming shallower, quicker. Then they both stop moving.

      “Fuck. You feel so good.” Nathan kisses Wes’ back. “So good.” Then he leans his head against Wes’ back.

      “Hmmm.” Wes only makes a sound against my shoulder, then he wraps his hand around my wrist. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to come. Real quick.” There is a smile in his voice and as I look at him he looks so satisfied. “Don’t want that just yet.”

      He breathes deeply, kissing my shoulder, up my neck and then along my jaw until he kisses my lips. He keeps kissing me, now slowly moving his own hips and I realise that he’s fucking himself on Nathan’s cock while also fucking his dick into my first.

      Fuck. Wes really is too fucking sexy. Really, really.

      “Wes.” I gasp, pulling back a little, I want to see him, I want to see him more.

      “Hmm?” He looks at me, his eyes glazed over, filled with lust.

      But I shake my head, not sure what I even wanted to say, not sure what I was going to say.

      Then Nathan’s hand wraps around my dick and I suppress a moan. Fuck.

      “We can’t forget about you.” Nathan’s voice is so sexy, low and going through my whole body. He keeps moving his hand as Wes keeps fucking himself between us.

      I can feel it build inside me, I’m getting to that edge way too quickly. I try to stop it, but Wes’ hand joins Nathan’s and he keeps nibbling my shoulder, keeps finding all the spots that make me go crazy.

      “Not yet.” I gasp, but they don’t stop, Wes even sliding his arm around me to keep me in place.

      “I want to watch you come,” Wes whispers, his lips now brushing my ear, and just the thought of Nathan and Wes watching me as I come all over them pushes me the last bit over the edge.

      I muffle my moans against Wes’ shoulder, trying to keep as quiet as possible.

      “Fuck. Sexy.” Nathan moans, pulling his hand back and he starts fucking Wes harder now.

      I keep my arm around Wes, keep him in place, but I can also see how quickly he’s getting to his point of no return.

      I slowly start to kiss Wes, taking in each of his sounds, my hand around his dick moving faster.

      Wes’ heat gets worse, gets stronger, he’s getting close to coming now.

      Then Wes’ hands on me tighten, holding me closer and he feeds me every one of his moans. Then both Nathan and Wes stop moving for a moment, before they shudder and Wes shoots all over my hand and arm.

      Wes’ breathing is hard, he keeps giving me sloppy kisses, until he calms down again a little.

      Nathan pulls back and I see that he has blood around his lips, which he licks off. Nathan finally marked Wes too. Finally.

      Something in my chest swells and I get tears in my eyes. Finally.

      “Zeke?” Nathan reaches out, touching my cheek carefully.

      “I’m okay.” I’m more than okay.

      Wes lets out a groan. “Towel?”

      Nathan grabs one of the towels from the pile next to the closet, putting it against Wes’ shoulder.

      This makes Wes laugh, for some reason. “I was more talking about Zeke’s hand and my stomach. But that’s good thinking too.” He seems really calm, happy. But I’m still a little nervous for him.

      “One moment.” Nathan and Wes both groan as Nathan pulls out of him, and I pull Wes onto the bed with me.

      “You’re getting everything dirty.” Wes’ voice is slow, satisfied.

      “We can put everything in the washing machine tomorrow.” I shrug. Pretty sure we have to do that anyway, Wes’ mark will probably bleed a little onto the sheets tonight.

      “Here.” Nathan throws a towel over to us and Wes quickly wipes away the worst offending spots, then he puts his head on my shoulder and closes his eyes.

      Nathan does the same thing on my other side.

      “Wes?” I need to know.

      “Yeah?” He opens his eyes, filled with love.

      “Are you okay? Are you…” This has been his first time having sex with someone since his ex, and Nathan marked him too.

      Wes nods. “Yeah. Because it’s you two, everything is good. Really good.” He smiles a little. “I was… I was scared. But then… Nathan, and you held me, and I just knew that it would be okay.”

      He lets out a breath. “I just knew that everything would be right.”

      I nod, tightening my arm around him a little. That’s good. Wes not freaking out is good, really good.

      “I love you,” I whisper into Wes’ hair, then I turn to Nathan. “I love you too.” I give him a quick kiss.

      “We love you too.” Wes and Nathan say at the same time, grinning.

      These men. My men. My loves. My mates.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      The sun is very bright, very, very bright. I grab my sunglasses and put them on, then I grab the picnic basket and carry it to the car.

      It’s only nine in the morning, but it’s already really warm and I know that it’s only going to get warmer today. They want today to be a ‘summery’ day. Which isn’t a bad thing, per se, it just means that we’ll have to keep a close eye on the little ones.

      It’s Mia’s second birthday, and we’re making a big deal out of it. Not just because of her birthday, but also because it’s been two years since Clay and Aiden saved Wes from his ex and because it’s just a great day for everyone all around.

      That, and the beautiful weather.

      We’re going over to Aiden’s apple orchard to celebrate with a lot of food and other things.

      “Be careful,” Zeke calls out and when I look back, Oliver is racing towards me, holding a water pistol and grinning broadly.

      I quickly close the back of the van, hoping not to get any water into it. Then I run towards Oliver instead, whose eyes grow and he quickly tries to turn around. I grab him around his waist and lift him up as he laughs loudly.

      “Unfair.” He keeps giggling. “So unfair.”

      “What? And getting me wet isn’t?” I carry him back to the house. “Also, pretty sure your daddies told you that you weren’t allowed to bring that thing today.”

      “I wasn’t gonna. I just wanted to shoot you.” He pouts, but his eyes still shine.

      Then my back is totally wet and Josie is giggling like crazy behind me.

      “Oh!” I turn around, grabbing for her too, but she’s a little too fast and runs off back into the house.

      Zeke is standing next to the door, looking at everyone and he sighs, smiling, as he looks at me. “You did get those things for them. This is kind of your own fault.”

      “I know.” I roll my eyes, then I give him a quick kiss. “I should have realised they’d team up on me.”

      I slide my hand over his belly, it’s so big now, just ten or so weeks left before he’s due. “Did you pack everything you need?” I give him another kiss.

      “I think Wes got everything.” He smiles, running his hand over my arm, weaving our fingers together for a moment.

      “Good. I’ll see if he needs me to carry anything else.” I go into the house and find Wes in the kitchen.

      Mia is sitting on the table and Wes is putting sunscreen on her arms and her face.

      When Wes looks up, he’s grinning. “Need to grab a dry shirt?”

      I raise my eyebrow at him.

      “I heard the commotion outside and then Oliver and Josie came running back inside.” He looks to the living room.

      “Though…” He raises his voice a little, grinning. “I wouldn’t find it strange if you’d dunk them in the water later today, you know, for payback.”

      Oliver and Josie both let out squeals and rush out of the living room, up the stairs to their rooms, loudly laughing.

      “Just as long as you don’t actually do it.” Wes levels his gaze at me. “No dunking.”

      “I won’t.” I smile, going over to him. “How is our birthday girl doing?”

      “Birthday!” Mia grins, reaching out to me.

      I take her hands, she’s still covered in little dots from where Wes is putting the sunscreen on her. “One moment, princess.”

      Wes steps to the side. “You can do it, if you don’t mind. I still need to find Evan.” He sighs a little. Evan didn’t agree with the whole going outside in the sun today with a lot of people around when he woke up this morning.

      “Good luck.” I give him a quick kiss, and then focus on Mia. “Okay. Let’s make these white dots disappear by smearing them all over your skin.”

      I start smearing them onto her arms and Mia also starts helping. Then she looks at me and puffs out her cheeks, right where Wes put the dots on her face. She can be so adorable. Once all the dots are gone, I let her off the table.

      “There we are. You’re almost done.” I grab her sunglasses and summer hat, and help her put them on. “Now you’re all ready for the summer.”

      “Ready!” She gives me two thumbs up.

      “All ready!” I grin.

      I should probably put on a dry shirt anyway. It may not be cold or anything, but walking around with a wet shirt right now is no fun. A clean shirt, gathering all the kids together, and then we can finally get going.

      It’s too hot to really worry about much else. Really.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The orchard has been decorated with garlands and balloons and Felix is already waiting for us as we arrive. He comes over to the car as I park and then opens the door on Zeke’s side.

      “Hey, everyone.” He grins and then holds out his hand to Zeke. “Wow. You’re not going to take much longer, are you?”

      Zeke grins as he shakes his head. “Nope. Good to see you.” He wraps his arms around Felix, hugging him tightly. “Do you even have time to come here today?”

      “Finished everything early. No exams this semester, just my dissertation and some essays, handed them all in yesterday morning.” Felix is, or was, in his last year of college.

      I open the back door so that the others can get out of the car too. “Come on, everyone. We can’t stay in this heat box for too long.”

      Then I turn to Felix. “Any idea on when your brother and his family and Wilder and Sterling are coming?”

      “They should all be here soon. I just got here early to hang up everything. Easier when there aren’t so many kids around.” He smiles.

      “True.” I nod as I grab one of the picnic baskets from the back of the van. “Any place you want these?”

      “The fridge in the shed is almost empty, so you can put things in there, or just on top of the fridge, it usually stays pretty cool.” Felix points to the shed.

      “Will do.” I start walking.

      “Okay.” I can hear Felix behind me, he just seems so happy to see his friends again. “I have two special chairs for our very pregnant Omegas. They should be comfortable. Follow me.”

      I put the basket in the shed and then put the bottles with drinks in the fridge.

      Then, Wes is at my side. “Place for these too?” He holds out more bottles.

      “Of course.” I take the bottles from him. When we’ve put all the things that are supposed to be kept cool away, I turn to Wes, wrapping my arms around him. “Happy birthday to your beautiful daughter.”

      “You already said that.” Wes wraps his arms around me too, leaning his head on my shoulder.

      “I know. I just wanted to let you know how much I love you still being alive and having you at my side.” I tighten my arms around him.

      “Me too.” Wes’ voice is almost too quiet to hear, but I can still feel it.

      Today has a lot of significance for my mates, both good and bad. But we’re celebrating the good.

      “Oh. God! Sterling!” I can hear Zeke’s laughter all the way here.

      I let go of Wes, raising my eyebrow at him and he shrugs.

      We go back outside, and just in time to watch Sterling walk… Well… Ehhh… Yeah, there isn’t really a nice way to call the way he’s moving around right now. Sterling reminds me a little of Aiden’s twins when they were learning to walk.

      Wes rushes over to Sterling. “Is it even safe for you to be here right now?”

      “Don’t worry.” Sterling laughs. “I’m not due for another couple of days. A day in the sun should do my mood wonders.”

      “And I’ve got his hospital bag in the car, just in case.” Wilder steps next to his mate, laughing too.

      Sterling lets out a huff. “You’re ruining my whole ‘I’ve got this under control’ vibe.”

      “I know. Sorry.” Wilder takes his arm and helps him to one of the chairs Felix has put out. “But I’m not sure they’d believe you anyway.” He winks and then kisses Sterling.

      Maddy and Des are already over with Wes’ kids, running between all the trees and chasing each other. They look so happy.

      Felix sits down next to Sterling, looking up at him. “I’ll be dropping by tomorrow, that way we can talk about what we’re going to do, yeah?”

      Sterling smiles a little. “Fine with me. I just don’t know if that will be in the hospital or at home. You’ll have to be flexible on the location.”

      “No worries there.” Felix grins. “I’m pretty flexible with that.” He leans back. “When is the cake coming?”

      Sterling taps Felix on his head. “Don’t be so smug. You know that Nic is making it, so he’ll probably drive here with Clay and Aiden.”

      “I know, I know.” Felix lets himself drop the rest of the way onto his back, putting his hands behind his head. “I’ve just been here for an hour already and I want cake.”

      “You haven’t changed.” Wes sits down next to Felix, poking him in his side.

      Felix doesn’t stop smiling, but his voice has changed. “Oh, but I have. Just not in areas that didn’t need changing.”

      I sit down next to Zeke’s chair, leaning against him a little. “And which areas are that?”

      “Being spoilt.” Felix flashes a grin.

      “Right.” Wes laughs, leaning back, looking so comfortable, so happy.

      I don’t want to think about what Wes’ life was like two years ago. I’ve heard enough from people and I’ve seen a couple of pictures, but he looks so happy right now.

      He looks really happy, and that’s what counts. Him being here, him being happy. That’s the most important.

      His happiness is most important.
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      “Omg. Omg. Omg.” Wes wakes us both up as he sits up in bed.

      My heart is in overdrive immediately. “What is it?”

      He holds out his phone, though I’m still too bleary-eyed to really see anything.

      “What?”

      “Sterling is on his way to the hospital. He’s about to give birth.” Wes is grinning, his eyes shining.

      “Really?” Zeke also sits up, leaning to Wes.

      “Yeah.” Wes now shows him the phone.

      I don’t think I’m ready for this to be happening now. “What time is it?” I turn and locate my alarm clock. “It’s four in the morning.”

      “Hey, you can’t help when these things happen.” Wes shrugs, smiling a little.

      “I know. But do you have to go over there now?” Because I kind of need more sleep.

      Wes shrugs. “Not sure it’s useful. But I’ll ask.”

      “I’m sure he’s fine.” Zeke’s voice is really slow now too, he’s about to fall back asleep.

      “I know. Just…” Wes shrugs. “It’s happening! Now!” He’s too awake for the rest of us.

      “What are they saying?” I’m slowly waking up because I don’t think I’ll be getting much sleep tonight anymore.

      Wes looks at his phone as it buzzes. “Okay… Sterling and Wilder are on their way to the hospital. Felix is at the house with Maddy and Des. I think Aiden is also going to the house right now. I don’t know exactly.” He looks at Zeke and then at me. “I…”

      “You really want to be there with them.” I nod.

      He nods. “I really just… Yeah. They were all there for me. I just… Yeah.” He loves them, they’re like family to him and he just needs to be there for them.

      “Okay. Just… Let me get dressed and I’ll drive you to Sterling’s place.” I slide out of bed.

      “You don’t have to. Aiden can pick me up.” Wes grabs my arm.

      “But, that’s out of his way.” Aiden doesn’t have to do that.

      “I know. But he’s actually already on his way here right now.” Wes’ cheeks colour a little. “Thanks, though.”

      Zeke lets out a sound. “You going?”

      “Yeah.” Wes turns to him.

      “You want me to…” Zeke moves his arm, but he’s too asleep.

      “Nah. You just sleep. You need your sleep.” Wes leans over and gives him a quick kiss. “And I don’t know if it helps to drag around another pregnant Omega.” Wes climbs out of bed. “I love you.”

      He puts on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. Then he looks at me. “What are you going to do?”

      I shake my head. “I don’t think I’ll fall asleep anymore.”

      I also put a pair of jeans on. Before I leave the bedroom, I lean over Zeke and give him a soft kiss.

      “Don’t let him get stressed out.” Zeke’s whisper is so soft that I’m sure Wes can’t hear it.

      “I won’t.” I give him another kiss.

      It’s interesting to see the way Wes wants to be with Sterling right now, when he’s giving birth, to be there to support him. It makes me realise that the same will probably happen when Zeke gives birth in a couple of months, the whole house filled with people making sure everything goes well.

      A family, chosen or otherwise.

      Parents supporting each other.

      A family coming together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      I’ve not slept much all night, I was sort of waiting on the news of Sterling going off to the hospital. He started having contractions last night, but they weren’t really progressing much.

      Luckily, Felix already decided to stay over at their place yesterday, so Sterling and Wilder could leave for the hospital without worrying about their other kids.

      And then, I got the message from Sterling that he was about to go to the hospital, that the contractions were close together and that he’d be leaving at any moment.

      I think Aiden was also waiting for the messages, as he responded at exactly the same time I did. Asking what hospital and if he wanted us to join him there, but Sterling was pretty sure about not needing us there right now.

      No matter how quickly things progressed currently, it could still take hours at the hospital.

      So, Aiden is picking me up to go to Sterling’s place instead. Felix is already there, waiting, and we can wait there together for more news.

      I quickly grab a couple of things for Sterling’s baby, and then look at Nathan, who is sitting at the kitchen table, nursing a cup of coffee. I wrap my arms around him. “What’s going on in your head?”

      “Is it always this busy?” He puts his hand over mine.

      “It can be. When I…” I shrug a little. “It hasn’t always been for me. But when Aiden gave birth to the twins… Yeah. Everyone was constantly waiting on news, on updates, things like that. It was amazing.”

      “Good.” Nathan takes a deep breath. “I love you. I love how much you care.” He pulls on my hand a little and then kisses the inside of my hand.

      “I love you too.” I lean my head against his for a moment, and then my phone buzzes.

      It’s a message from Aiden. ‘I’m here!’

      “I’ve got to go.” I tighten my arm around Nathan.

      “Tell Sterling good luck from me. And I’ll probably see you in a few hours.” Nathan smiles, turning around.

      “See you in a couple of hours.” I give him a kiss, but then step out of his embrace. “Got to go.”

      I grab my bag, and leave the house, closing the front door behind me carefully and make my way over to where Aiden is waiting for me.

      “Hey, little brother.” Aiden grins, pulling his bag to the side so I can sit on the seat.

      “Hey.” I grin, closing the door and putting on my seatbelt. “Let’s do this.” I’m filled with so much energy, which is strange because I definitely lack sleep.

      I so want to be there for Sterling, like he was when I just gave birth to Mia, or the long weeks and months after.

      Trying to sleep next to Zeke all night reminded me of how little time Zeke still has before he’s going to give birth too. How little time there is before our family grows too.

      But today, right now, I need to be there for Sterling, for Sterling and his family.
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      When we reach Sterling’s cottage, all the lights are off, apart from the light in the kitchen and the light in the hallway, illuminating Felix from behind as he’s standing in the doorway. Aiden parks the car and we both grab our bags as we go over to the house.

      “Hey.” Aiden hugs his younger brother, then he gets into the house.

      I also give Felix a hug. “Did you even sleep?”

      Felix smiles as he shakes his head. “Nah. Just been waiting and timing and stuff. Didn’t actually sleep.” Typical.

      “Well, I guess that we could all use something to eat and drink, right?” Aiden looks our way.

      “Yeah.” I nod, stepping inside too and making my way over to the kitchen. “How are the kids?”

      But just as I open the door, I’m faced with a simultaneously very happy and very sleepy looking Maddy at the kitchen table.

      “Des is asleep, though,” Felix says as he steps past me. “Maddy realised something was going on and has been awake all night.”

      Maddy looks up, smiling. “But the baby is coming. I can’t sleep when the baby is coming.” She shakes her head like it’s the most obvious answer in the world.

      I sit down at the kitchen table as Sterling starts making some tea for us, then he looks at me. “How is Zeke?”

      “He’s fine.” I smile. “He’s probably back asleep already. He just couldn’t wake up, too exhausted.”

      “Yeah.” Sterling nods, a soft smile on his lips. “He’s going to need all the sleep he can get.”

      “Yeah.” I nod.

      “And now you’re all talking about things that Maddy and I have no experience with. That’s unfair.” Felix pouts a little, but also smiles.

      “Well, what are you going to do about that?” I purposefully look at Maddy.

      “I’m going to grow up and go to school and then become a lawyer, like aunty Sarah.” She’s so sure of her plan.

      “Kids?” I ask.

      “Maybe.” She shrugs. “I don’t know. Maybe if I find someone.”

      “Good. Just as long as you choose it.” I grin. She’s a smart little girl, but I guess that’s what happens when you have great role models like her aunts around, or her daddy. “And, you?” I look at Felix.

      “I have to answer too?” He pretends like he’s offended now.

      “Yeah.” Aiden sits down next to me. “What are your plans this summer?”

      “Actually… I’m staying here all summer. Between Sterling giving birth, him needing extra people for the stall and the cottage in the summer anyway, and Zeke also having his baby this summer. I think I’m probably of most use right here.”

      He shrugs. “After the summer… I don’t know. I may look into someplace to work, maybe as a teacher, or a nanny or something.”

      “A nanny?” I raise my eyebrow at him. “You sure?”

      “Yeah, actually.” He smiles. “I know that there are some great places that I could apply. And people like nannies who have studied.”

      “Why a nanny?” Aiden seems pretty surprised by his younger brother’s answer too.

      “I like working with kids, and I think I want to make a difference in kids’ lives. I don’t know yet. Either teacher or nanny. Something like that.” He shrugs again. “I’m not seeing any kids in my own future any time soon, so I guess this is a good place to start.”

      He wraps his arm around Maddy’s shoulders. “And kids love me, right?”

      “Yeah, yeah.” Maddy rolls her eyes, like a proper pre-teen. “Whatever.”

      “You hurt me.” Felix pretends like she stabbed him in his chest. “So much hurt.”

      Then our phones start buzzing and we’ve got another message from Sterling. ‘He’s very close now. They’re about to move him to the delivery room. Will keep you updated.’

      It’s a message from Wilder, through Sterling’s phone.

      They’re getting closer!

      Things are moving along well.

      There is nothing like the excitement of waiting for a baby to be born.
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      ‘And?’ The message from Zeke pops up on my screen.

      ‘A healthy boy.’ We just got the message ourselves. Sterling gave birth to a beautiful boy just twenty minutes ago.

      It’s just past six in the morning now, and Des has also woken up, though Maddy had fallen asleep on the couch in the living room for about an hour before we got the messages in.

      ‘Can we visit?’ Zeke is messaging again.

      ‘Not yet. Haven’t heard anything yet. Will have to wait a little longer.’ I lean back against the table.

      “So… who is making breakfast?” Aiden grins.

      Yeah, we should probably eat something.

      “We may want to bring Wilder something to eat too later, and maybe Sterling also.” I turn around. “Hospital food…” I shrug.

      “Yeah.” Aiden smiles. “Probably. Although, I don’t know how much Sterling will want to eat so soon.”

      “True.” I shrug. “Worth a try anyway.” Then I turn to Des. “What do you want for breakfast?”

      “Cake.” He’s totally convinced by his own answer and I mentally sigh at Oliver putting this idea into all the kids’ heads at his birthday party.

      “We’re not doing cake.” I shake my head, then pick him up. “But I think we can come up with something else. Right?”

      “Awhhh.” He pouts and I have to admit that he’s really cute like this.

      “Nope. But I know the second-best thing.” I wink at him. “What do you think of peanut butter and chocolate sprinkles sandwiches? That’s almost cake, right?”

      His eyes start to shine. “Can I?”

      “Of course.” I put him on his chair, then I start making the sandwich. “Anyone else want one?”

      “You’re not…” Aiden looks at me, but then he smiles, shaking his head. “Sure. I guess we can celebrate.”

      “And use the sugar.” Felix grins.

      Definitely.

      I want to go to the hospital already, see Sterling’s little boy and congratulate him and all. But I know that we’ll have to wait for a couple more hours, probably. The waiting is the hard part.

      When you’re the one in labour, time always does those wonky things, stretching and compressing, and you lose all sense of how time passes.

      But when you’re the one waiting on news, when you’re the one staying at home, it’s frustrating because the only thing time does is slow down too far.
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      I’ve got Sterling’s little boy in my arms. His name is Leon and he’s so adorable.

      His tiny hands, his little fingers, it’s all so cute. It totally makes me want another baby myself. It totally brings back all those feelings I had when I held each one of my own kids in my arms, and I loved it. I loved it so much.

      I know that Zeke’s baby will be here soon, and I’ll be able to dote on him day and night, if I want to, but right now, all the signals in my body tell me that I really want this too, again, a baby.

      Silly body.

      My phone buzzes and I look at it, it’s a message from Nathan. ‘We’re on our way over.’

      I can’t help but grin, they’ll be here soon and… I don’t know. Just… feelings and stuff. So many feelings.

      “Can I hold him?” Felix is at my side, looking a little sheepish.

      “Of course.” I stand up so he can take my chair, and then I carefully give Leon to him. “He’s so small.”

      Felix nods, smiling softly. “Yeah. He is. Though…” He looks up at me. “He’s not the smallest baby I’ve held.”

      “I know.” I can also smile about it now, even though I still remember the fear of Mia not surviving the night, or the day, or the week. I still remember those days, the constant fear.

      Aiden slides his arm around my shoulders and pulls me closer. “We all remember that.” His voice is thick and when I look at him, his eyes are watery, but he still smiles. “Sorry, just… Seeing you hold him like that… It brings back memories.”

      I nod. Yeah, it really does.

      “Hey, what are you whispering about over there with my baby?” Sterling lets out a little laugh and I turn to him.

      He looks exhausted, which I think is totally normal right now. But he’s also glowing and he looks like he’s the strongest person in the world.

      “Nothing.” I smile, going over to him. “Just appreciating how beautiful he is.”

      “He is.” Sterling grins.

      Then there are sounds in the hallway and I recognise Mia’s excited babbling.

      The door opens and Wilder steps back inside. “I’ve found some guys and kids, they said that they were looking for a man and his baby.” He grins.

      Then my mates and kids come into the room and Zeke is holding a beautiful plant with lovely white flowers. Mia is walking around by herself, immediately going over to Felix and Aiden, but Evan is in Nathan’s arms.

      “Congratulations.” Zeke goes over to Sterling.

      “Thank you.” Sterling smiles. “Awh. You didn’t have to.” He takes the plant, his eyes shining. “It’s beautiful.”

      “Congratulations.” Nathan greets Sterling from the other side of the bed.

      Then Zeke stands at the end of Sterling’s bed. “I know that we’re here to celebrate Sterling’s beautiful little boy. But we’ve also got really good news today.”

      He looks at me, reaching out and I take his hand, curious. “Right before we left, Ezra came over. The judge has declared my promised mating void. And Wes and Nathan won’t get in trouble for mating me.”

      His eyes are filled with tears as he turns to me, hugging me tightly.

      I can’t believe it. I really can’t believe it. It’s over. It’s all over.

      All this hell, all the bad things, they’re all over.

      Wow.

      I almost forget how to breathe. I almost forget how to function. This is real. This is really happening.

      Zeke is ours, now and forever.

      Then Nathan’s arms are around us both. Holding us tightly.

      I love them. I love my mates. I love them so much.

      My mates, my family.

      My loves.
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          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      “Oh. No, you don’t.” I put out my arm and stop Josie from running inside after her brother. “You’re not squirting that thing inside the house.”

      “But Daddy…” she whines, like she doesn’t know the rules. “Oliver did it first.”

      “Not inside the house.” Really. I just dried the floor inside after Evan spilled his bowl of water for his play table in the middle of the room. “You know the rules.”

      “But Daddy…” She makes those sad eyes at me and I shake my head.

      “No, young lady. Just wait for him until he’s back outside.” Which may take a while.

      These two have been really bored since it’s summer break and all, even though it’s just the first weekend. But that doesn’t mean that they can break the rules, because there is no way I’m cleaning up water from the floor again today, especially not when they got it there by running after each other with those squirt guns.

      No f-ing way.

      Wes slides his hand on my shoulder, squeezing a little. “How are you feeling?”

      I shrug. I’ve been sitting outside, in the shadow, with my feet in a bowl of, by now lukewarm, water almost the whole morning. I woke up with some heavier cramps than normal this morning, we thought it may have been contractions, but they seem to have gone away a little after I had breakfast.

      “I guess it’s not too bad.” Apart from the heat, which is seriously not nice.

      “Good.” He leans closer, giving me a quick kiss. “Let us know if you need anything, yeah?”

      “A foot rub?” I grin at him.

      “You can ask Nathan for that.” Wes gives me another kiss, smiling sweetly. “I’m going to check in on Sterling, okay? Nathan is finishing up the nursery.”

      “Okay.” I pout a little at him. “Give Sterling my best.” Sterling’s little boy is just over two months old today, but between the kids and the company, Wilder has had a hard time getting him to take time off to relax.

      “Will do. I’ll be back in an hour or two.” He looks up. “Should I take Oliver and Josie with me?”

      “Yes, please. If you don’t mind.”

      Their break just started but, somehow, they’re already out of ideas on what to do with all their free time. It’s not like they don’t have the world in toys, or a lot of friends living around here. But, no. They have to keep going after each other…

      At least at Sterling’s they can run around the garden without too many opportunities of making problems and breaking stuff.

      “Will do.” He puts his fingers under my chin, making me look at him, his eyes a little more serious. “Tell me if the contractions get worse again, yeah? Just text me, call me. Anything. Yeah?”

      I nod, feeling a little like I’m a kid and Wes is the parent, but he’s been through this enough times that I take the things he says pretty seriously. “Will do.”

      “Good.” He smiles, leaning in. “And you look radiant.” His eyes sparkle.

      “You’re teasing me, I look like a beached whale.”

      “A very radiant beached whale,” he murmurs, closing the distance between our lips.

      His kisses are soft, careful, but also filled with so much love. I can never get enough of them.

      When he pulls back, much too soon for my taste, my lips still tingle a little, and other parts of my body have also sprung to attention.

      “Unfair,” I groan. “You know what that does to me.”

      “I promise to take care of that when I get back.” He winks. “Promise.” There is something in the way that he says it that makes me believe him. What has he got planned?

      Then he steps back, looking around for the kids. “Oliver, Josie, get your shoes and hats, we’re off to Sterling’s.”

      Josie comes up behind him. “Can I take my squirt gun with me?” She already looks excited.

      “Sure. Though, don’t come to me if you forget it there.” He steps inside, looking for his eldest.

      I would be devastated if they forgot them over there, devastated I tell you… Kinda. Nah. Not really.

      Oliver pops up at my side, carrying a glass with water and ice cubes. “Dad asked me to bring this over.”

      “Thank you. Are you going with Daddy and Josie?”

      He nods, though he looks at me for a moment, his eyes serious.

      “I’m not popping him out in the time it takes you to go there and have some ice cream and come back.” I reach out to him and he takes my hand.

      “I know.” His voice is still serious. “But Evan and Mia can’t bring you drinks.”

      “But Nathan can. And he will.” I squeeze his hand a little.

      Oliver has turned into a real worrier these last couple of weeks, way too much for his mere seven years old. But I think it may have to do with me being pregnant and that bringing up memories for him. Luckily, he’s got adults around who he trusts.

      “You go. I think Josie brought her squirt gun with her, you may want to be able to defend yourself.”

      “Oh!” He’s suddenly moving again, looking around before rushing into the living room, and then he’s back. He leans over and gives me a kiss on my cheek.

      “See you later, Daddy.” Then he presses a kiss to my belly. “And you too, little brother. Stay inside a little longer, just long enough for me to come back.”

      “He will.” I smile.

      “Okay.” Oliver nods. “See you later.” And he’s off.

      I close my eyes, leaning back, trying to enjoy the suffocating heat, which isn’t easy, but I can try as much as possible, right?

      Oliver can talk about the baby staying inside me until it’s convenient for him all he wants, but I’m actually due this weekend, so it’s not like I can really promise anything.

      A tightness goes through my body and I put my hand on my belly. “You’re welcome to come at any time now, little man, just try to make it fast.” I rub at a sore spot, trying to make it ease up.

      Really, he’s welcome at any moment.

      Summer break has started, and I’m about to give birth. I guess there are some advantages to that…

      But the kids being home full-time definitely isn’t one of them.
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      I puff out again, the contraction harsher this time, making me groan out as I lean back on the couch. It’s been like this for the last hour and I really wish things would progress already…

      It’s after dinner, though I didn’t really eat anything, I just couldn’t. And now we’re ‘relaxing’ for the evening, though there isn’t much relaxing going on for me.

      “Ten minutes.” Wes looks up from his phone and squeezes my hand. “You’re doing great.”

      “Doesn’t feel like it much.” I shake my head.

      When Wes visited Sterling this morning, Felix came back with him. The guy really seems to want to be there for all of us, though I don’t want to complain about it.

      The kids love Felix and it’s good to have someone in the house with them when we need to go to the hospital later.

      I’m just grumpy right now, really grumpy. It’s too hot, I’m uncomfortable and those contractions won’t hurry up.

      When Wes came back, he did make good on his promise to help me with my boner, but it was just a hand job in the shower, as it’s too hot and sticky to really do much else and we’re both exhausted.

      It felt good, taking that shower, being with Wes, it felt good. And I guess it helped the contractions along some, they did get more intense after, but I almost feel like it’s been stalling since.

      I don’t care if Wes’ timing of the contractions tells me that they’re slowly getting closer and closer together, it just doesn’t feel like it. It’s seriously taking too long.

      I groan again, trying not to curse with the little ones around, even though it’s not that easy. It’s just too… Ugh. It hurts and I’m so done with this all, the being pregnant, the giving birth.

      All of it.

      Nathan sits on the armrest of the couch, his hand on my shoulder, squeezing a little. “You’re doing great. Do you want something to drink?”

      “Ice water?” That way I can throw it in his lap, hopefully that will make him think twice before he knocks me up again.

      Nathan eyes me, a little worried, and I wonder if he can read my mind now. It wouldn’t surprise me…

      Then he stands up. “I’ll be right back.”

      I watch the TV again, not really paying attention to what is showing on the screen. Why would I? It’s not like I can focus right now.

      “Daddy.” Evan climbs up onto the spot Nathan just left. He hands me his comfort blanky. “For you.”

      I take the blanky, smiling. “Thank you.”

      Then he shakes his head. “No, for you for the baby!” He points at my belly and I put the blanky over my belly, which seems to calm Evan down, even tough it makes my belly even more hot.

      “Thank you. Don’t you need it to sleep?” If he’s getting any sleep tonight, that is.

      Evan shakes his head. “The baby needs it. I’m a big boy now.”

      I nod, trying not to laugh. Yeah, I’m not convinced I can take the blanky with me when I leave.

      Evan still definitely needs it, but I’m letting him have this big brother moment. He’s going to need it when the baby is here and he gets frustrated by all the crying at night, or during the day.

      “I’ll remember that. The baby really appreciates you giving him your blanky.”

      Evan beams, and then very carefully puts his ear on my belly. “You go be born soon. I want to see you.”

      Of course, right at that moment a contraction rushes through me and I groan, wrapping an arm around my belly.

      Yeah, I can’t wait to see my baby boy either.

      Really soon, I hope…
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      Nathan is pushing me through the hallways at the hospital. It’s getting late at night and the contractions got really close together in the last hour, close enough for me to finally get to the next stage of this all.

      Wes is walking next to me, my bag slung over his shoulder as he keeps holding my hand.

      I wrap my arms around my belly at the next contraction. We’re on our way to my room now, the room where I’ll probably spend the next hours waiting even longer for all of this to finally get a real move on and for the baby to finally be here.

      Wes opens the door to my room and waits for us to come inside. He puts the bag down in a chair and comes right over, reaching out to me, helping me out of the wheelchair.

      “Way nicer room than I’ve ever given birth in.” He sounds so upbeat, even though I can also see the tension in his eyes, the exhaustion.

      “Well, that’s what you get when you’re a famous author’s mate.” I wink at him and Wes grins, his eyes shining some.

      “Definitely.” He helps me onto the bed. Then he starts digging through the bag.

      “What are you looking for?” I try to reach out to him, but I crumple together at another contraction, not able to focus for a while.

      “I thought I…” He keeps looking but then shakes his head and stands back up. “Never mind.”

      “What is it?” Nathan also comes over, putting his hand on Wes’ back.

      “Nothing.” Wes smiles, then he sits on the edge of the bed. “I thought I’d packed something, but it’s not important.”

      I let out a groan as I move a little. I so want this to be over. I’m so done with it. How can this be so painful? Why does it have to be?

      Well, squeezing out a whole baby probably won’t ever be painless, but still…

      Wes puts his hand on my leg, squeezing a little. “You’ll get through it.”

      “I’d better do.” I groan. There just isn’t enough energy in this world to make this go over fast enough. I don’t want to have to do this.

      Luckily, right then, Stephen comes in, smiling. “How are you doing?”

      “Can this go faster?” I shake my head. There’s someone who can actually make that happen.

      “Let’s see.” He doesn’t seem fazed by my reaction at all. “Let’s go check on how far you are. Did your waters break yet?”

      I shake my head, and right then, a very strong contraction comes through me and I can’t help the curses that slip out.

      This hurts.

      This hurts so much.

      I don’t like pain. I’ve never liked pain.

      I feel Wes and Nathan’s hands on me, on my shoulders, on my back, trying to comfort me.

      It doesn’t help, but I guess it makes them feel less useless or something.

      Fuck this.

      Can my boy be born yet?
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      I hate seeing Zeke in so much pain. I hate seeing him like this. I want to help him, I want to be there for him, but I don’t know how I can apart from trying to do whatever he needs.

      We’ve been at the hospital for over an hour now and Zeke’s only gotten into a lot more pain since we got here. The contractions are getting closer and closer together but apparently not close enough for people to actually go do things.

      Zeke lets out another groan and squeezes my hand hard. It’s gotten sore already and I’m not even the one in labour. I can’t imagine the pain that Zeke is actually in.

      His waters broke about ten minutes after Stephen had left and a nurse has been in here every five or so minutes since, checking on Zeke, checking how things are progressing.

      Wes said that it could still take hours until our baby boy was here. Hours. Hours of our mate being in pain. I don’t want to think about that part. I just want to be there for Zeke right now.

      When Zeke lets out a really loud groan, one that’s very different from before, my eyes shoot up to Wes.

      What’s going on?

      Wes moves immediately, calling for a nurse, soothing Zeke and moving the bed.

      “What’s going on?” I stand up, wanting to help, but not sure how.

      “We seem to have arrived at the next phase.” Wes looks so determined, not lost at all, but he probably knows what’s happening, with having four kids and all.

      A nurse comes in, looking at what’s going on, but as Zeke lets out a whole string of curse words she nods and is out the door again.

      “Where is she…?” I don’t like feeling lost.

      “Getting a doctor.” Then Wes tries to get Zeke to move. “Come on, love. We need to get you to a better position. He’s coming.”

      “About time.” Zeke groans, but he grips the covers, his knuckles white.

      “Just try to relax a little, just a moment.” Wes keeps touching him, soothing.

      I go over to Zeke’s other side, taking his hand and trying to soothe him too.

      When Stephen comes into the room, he seems a little alarmed. “Is everything going well?”

      “I’m ready to start pushing,” Zeke growls almost, glaring at Stephen.

      “Are you sure?” Stephen grabs a stool and puts it at the end of the bed, then he washes his hands and puts gloves on.

      “Yes.” Zeke really growls now.

      “Okay. I’ll check.” Stephen sits on the stool and pulls the blanket over Zeke’s knees up a little. “It’s a little quick, especially for a firstborn, but not unheard of.”

      Wes has moved Zeke to the end of the bed, probably to make things a little easier on everyone.

      I focus on Zeke, not on the fact that there is someone who is not my mate is touching my mate in private places. You’d think I’d gotten used to it by now, but I’ve not. I can’t stand it.

      Zeke groans again, a contraction going through him, and I can see how he’s different now, how it’s different from the last hour.

      Stephen lets the blanket down a little, looking up at Zeke. “You’re right. You’ve dilated enough to start pushing. It’s very quick, but I don’t think you mind.”

      Then he looks at the nurse. “Get everything ready. This one is moving fast.”

      The nurse leaves the room again.

      “Almost there.” I lean to Zeke, give him a quick kiss on the top of his head. “We’ve almost got our boy in our arms. You can do this.”

      “Damn right.” Zeke winces. “Damn right.”

      When the nurse comes back with another nurse and a whole trolley full of things, everything moves so fast.

      I have no idea what’s happening, just that I’m there with my mate, I’m there for my mate.

      I’m there for Zeke.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “I can see the head.” Stephen’s voice is upbeat. “You’re doing so well.”

      Zeke gasps for breath, shaking his head. “No more.”

      “Just a bit longer.” Wes’ voice is sweet, encouraging. “You can do it.”

      “Push. Push.” Stephen doesn’t give Zeke much time, though neither do the contractions.

      “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” Zeke almost screams, but then leans back, his face pale, his breathing laboured.

      “Almost there, just a bit more.” I lean in, quickly wiping a towel over Zeke’s face, trying to make him feel a little better.

      Zeke growls and then there is a short cheer from Stephen.

      “His head is out. Now just the rest of him. You can do it!”

      I’m not sure, but suddenly Zeke seems to find some hidden strength inside him, he seems to be able to do even more.

      Another contraction and the nurses are in quick motion. A moment later, the sound of a small baby crying fills the room.

      He’s here!

      Stephen comes up a little, smiling. “You’ve got a beautiful baby boy.” He’s holding a small bundle in his arms, carefully wiping at the baby’s face. Then he looks at me and at Wes. “Would either of you cut the cord?”

      “We can?” This almost seems like a surprise to Wes.

      “Yes. Would you like to?”

      Wes shakes his head. “The Alpha should do it.” He looks my way.

      But the way he reacted… So surprised. He’s had four kids and has never been asked this? Not him or his ex-mate?

      “You do it.” I nod at him.

      “Zeke?” Wes looks at Zeke now, probably trying to get him on his side.

      “I want you to do it.” Zeke’s eyes are filled with tears and I don’t think I’ve ever seen him look at Wes that way, and I’ve seen my fair share of loving glances between the two of them.

      Wes nods, his eyes now teary too. “Okay.” His voice is barely above a whisper.

      “Good.” Stephen looks at the nurses, who quickly prepare everything.

      I slide closer to Zeke, taking his hand but Zeke shakes his head.

      “Closer. Hold me.” He looks so vulnerable right now.

      I slide my arm around his back, pulling him close as I carefully keep my other arm over him.

      Zeke puts his head against my chest as we both watch Wes cut the cord. He looks surprised as the scissors go through the chord. After that, Stephen carefully hands the baby to Wes, who comes over to us.

      He’s smiling down at the little boy. “Welcome into this world. Let’s get you over to your daddy.”

      I lift my arm and Wes puts the little boy on Zeke’s chest.

      Zeke reaches up, carefully running his fingers over the little boy. Then he groans again, still looking pained.

      “Just a little more, the placenta still needs to come out. This isn’t as bad, but still needs to happen.” Stephen’s voice is calming but resolute.

      Zeke nods, then he looks at our little boy. “Welcome, my baby.” There are tears in his voice, and the next moment, tears streak down his cheeks. “Welcome.”

      I can’t help my own tears either. “Welcome,” I whisper.

      He’s here. He’s so tiny. So beautiful. I can’t believe how tiny he is.

      Sure, I saw Sterling’s little one when he had just been born. But it’s different when it’s your own kid, I guess. Or maybe you never really get used to how small a just born baby really is.

      He’s so small, and looks so fragile. And all I want to do is protect him and make sure that he’ll never be harmed.

      Never.

      Falling for Zeke and Wes has taught me one thing. This world is messed up. This world is so messed up that I really need to make sure that I don’t add to that, no matter how easy that sometimes is, or how innocent it seems.

      I need to make sure that this place is better tomorrow and even better the day after.

      I have to.
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      Zeke is sound asleep.

      As soon as everything was over, the nurses took the little boy to weigh him and quickly make sure that he’s healthy, and Wes went with them. And the nurses here helped clean up Zeke and Stephen gave him the okay that everything was good with him too.

      Apparently something about making sure the whole placenta came out and stuff like that. According to Stephen, this was a very easy birth, and I don’t think I want to know what a ‘difficult’ birth is like when this is the ‘easy’ one.

      Just… Yeah… No. Let’s hope we never have to deal with that, though I know that it’s not really something you can plan for.

      I lean onto the bed with my arms, putting my head onto them, as I look at Zeke.

      He’s already looking a lot better, got a little colour back in his face, but I can see how exhausted he is, just in the way he’s sleeping. I can’t imagine how tired he’ll be for the next days, or weeks. I slowly start dozing off, the calm around us soothing me to sleep too.

      “Nathan.” Wes’ whisper jolts me awake.

      “Yeah?” Is something wrong? I look up, around, trying to find what’s going on.

      “Do you want to hold him?” Wes is holding our little boy, now dressed in some really adorable pastel green clothes.

      I sit up, blinking. “Yeah.” I keep my voice low, not wanting to wake Zeke up.

      Wes leans closer to the little boy. “Let’s get you to your Dad. He’s really big, but I promise that he’s the best. And he’s got the best cuddles, you’ll find that out soon enough.” He carefully puts the boy into my arms.

      One advantage of Sterling’s little boy having been born so recently is that I’ve at least got a little experience holding such tiny babies.

      “He’s beautiful,” I whisper. I just can’t seem to get over that idea, over how sweet and beautiful he looks.

      “He really is.” Wes leans in close, his face just inches from mine.

      I move my head, giving Wes a quick kiss.

      My heart is just so filled with love and adoration that I don’t really know how to deal with it. How to deal with all these feelings inside me. It feels like it’s just going to burst out of me at any moment.

      Wes smiles. “He’ll probably have Zeke’s head of curls. I can almost bet you on that. But he’s got more of your facial features. Your black hair, dark eyes, a head full of curls and probably that sexy smile of yours, or Zeke’s, I don’t think that makes a difference.”

      “What are you trying to say?” My eyes flit up at him for a moment before I look back down at our boy.

      “I’m saying that he’s going to have a lot of people fall for him. He’ll never be alone. He’ll always have people surrounding him.” I’m not sure what I’m hearing in Wes’ voice, but when I look up he’s smiling, though there are tears in his eyes too. “It’s good. He’ll never have to be alone.”

      I tuck our little boy closer in my arm, then I reach out to Wes, taking his hand. “I don’t think he’ll ever have to worry about being alone. He’s got four great siblings. Three amazing cousins who live close by and a whole set of other people who will all be so close to him that they might as well be family too.”

      Like Sterling’s kids, and some of the kids from the Omega help organisation that Zeke and Wes set up.

      “He’ll never be alone. He’ll always have people around him who love him. I promise.”

      Wes nods, his eyes soft. “Yeah, he won’t ever be alone. He may hate it at times, but he won’t be lonely. He won’t have to worry about that.”

      Of course, Wes is the only one of us who actually has siblings. Zeke and I are both only kids, so we may have had different fears about being alone and lonely growing up.

      But Wes knows what it’s like to never be alone, to grow up always surrounded by other people and how that can be fun and sometimes not so fun.

      Our little boy will be the youngest of the bunch, like Wes is, for now anyway…

      I think…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      Sitting here, looking at Nathan and our little boy, it fills my heart with so much love. It’s so beautiful to watch, I feel so filled with everything that happened and the thought of having another little one in our family is just so amazing.

      I almost fall asleep sitting up, when Zeke’s hand bumps into my shoulder.

      I look at him, and he smiles softly. “How are you feeling?” Stupid question but I don’t know what else to ask.

      “A bit broken.” He smiles a little more. “How is everything going?”

      “Our boy is doing perfectly well.” I take Zeke’s hand, weaving our fingers together. “They said that he was a perfect little baby and that when you feel well enough that you should be able to go home as soon as you want.”

      He nods. “Good.” Then his eyes go over to Nathan and our little boy. “How is our mate doing?”

      “Exhausted and totally in awe.” I kiss his fingers.

      “And you?”

      “I’m good too. A little tired, but I’m good.” I don’t think I’ve seen an easy birth like this before. But it also means that we may be able to go home sooner, and that’s really good too.

      The door opens and a nurse comes in. “How are we all doing here?”

      “I think it’s going well.” Zeke’s voice is a little rough.

      “Well, let’s check on you and we’ll see how things are progressing and everything. It’s late at night, or very early in the morning, depending on how you look at it, so we’re keeping you until after the morning shift starts. But after that, if everything is still going well, they may let you go home early.” She goes over to Zeke.

      I stand up and go over to Nathan and the little boy, kneeling down as I look at them. They’re so beautiful to watch.

      A lump forms in my throat. To see an Alpha father like this with a baby, a baby from my own family… I’ve never had that before.

      Sometimes I remember the things I’ve never had, some of the things I may have missed out on in a relationship, some of the things that my kids may have missed out on because they didn’t have a caring Alpha father like Nathan before.

      “Love.” Nathan reaches out, running his finger over my cheek. “You don’t have to cry.”

      “I’m—” But my voice betrays my tears. “I don’t know why.”

      “There is nothing to cry about, is there?” He slowly lets his fingers slide under my chin, making me look up at him.

      I shake my head. I don’t really think there is. There’s no reason for me to cry right now. This is good. Right now, this is good.

      “We don’t have to remember the past, just the present. And in the present, I’m here. We’re all here.” Nathan smiles so sweetly that I feel almost stupid for the thoughts running through my head.

      That I feel almost stupid for feeling sad over the things I, or we, may have missed out on.

      “We’re all here.” I nod.

      Why won’t the tears stop yet? Why does the feeling not go away yet?

      I stand up. I don’t know what to do. I don’t know how to make this difficult feeling go away.

      “Wes?” Zeke’s voice is soft and when I look his way he’s holding his hand out to me.

      I take his hand and he pulls me closer as the nurse is taking his pulse on his other arm.

      “Maybe it’s a good idea for you to take a bit of a walk with Nathan.”

      “What? Why?” I don’t want to leave Zeke here all alone.

      No.

      “There are things going through your head. I know you well enough to see that.” He smiles a little. “I think you may need to talk to Nathan about them. There is only so much I can do, and right now, I think the little man and I need to sleep.”

      “We can be…” We can be quiet, not disturb them.

      “It’s not about that. I think that if you go for a stroll that you’ll be able to tell him. Tell him those things going through your head. He’ll understand, I promise.” Zeke squeezes my arm a little. “I promise.”

      I nod. “I guess.”

      “Good.” Zeke flashes me a smile, then he looks at Nathan. “Hey, man with the little one, I think that this other mate of yours needs to stretch his legs and I think I want extra cuddles with my little one right now.” He keeps smiling.

      Nathan stands up, coming over. Then he carefully puts the little boy in Zeke’s arms. “Did you have a think about his name yet?”

      Zeke eyes me, licking his lips. “I was thinking about Asher. Maybe just Ash for short.”

      “Asher?”

      “It means blessed or happy. Which I totally am, with you two at my side.” Tears now appear in his eyes and I lean in, kissing them away.

      “Asher.” I nod. “Yeah, that’s a good name.”

      I’m crying all over again, or maybe I hadn’t stopped yet. I do feel blessed. I feel like my heart is about to explode with all the feelings.

      Nathan slides his arms around me and then takes Zeke’s hand. “Asher sounds good. Asher sounds like a perfect name for our little miracle.”

      “Yeah.” Zeke grins. “Now, if you two go for a stroll, maybe you can get me something from a snack machine or something? I kind of want something to eat and I’m craving sweets.”

      “Craving?” I raise my eyebrow at him. “I’m pretty sure that the one giving you cravings is right there in your arms. You can’t use that excuse anymore.”

      “Who says it’s an excuse?” Zeke winks. “I’m pretty sure that I’m in no state to fulfil any of my other cravings. So, please, let me have this?”

      My cheeks heat up at the suggestive look in his eyes. How is he even thinking of that so close after giving birth?

      “I’m kidding.” Zeke grins. “I just wanted to see the look you’d give me. Sorry, sorry. But that was just too funny. I really am kidding. I’m not thinking of that.” He pulls a face.

      The nurse, who stood aside during our little interaction, steps closer again. “I’d like to check on Asher now, and I’ll be out of here again.”

      “Okay.” I feel Nathan move a little. “I guess we should probably go on that stroll that has been advised.”

      “Yeah.” I nod.

      “See you soon.” Zeke smiles at us, and as he keeps his eyes on mine, he nods in Nathan’s direction.

      I guess I really need to do this. I guess there are things that Nathan and I are going to have to talk about. Maybe now is the perfect time for that.

      Although, I don’t know.

      I really don’t know.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      We’re sitting on a bench at the edge of an inside fountain.

      It’s really quiet around us, although I can still hear people walk around, doctors, patients, nurses, all sorts of people. Even in the middle of the night, this place keeps moving, keeps living.

      Nathan has his arm around my shoulders and I’ve got my head on his shoulder. He tightens his arm around me. “What’s going on? What’s going through that head of yours?”

      How do I even explain this? “I don’t know. I don’t even know why Zeke thinks this is a good idea…”

      “Because he’s the smart one, most of the time.” I can hear the smile in his voice.

      “That, he is.” I nod. Then I take a deep breath.

      “I guess… I guess just looking at you with Asher, holding him so lovingly… It reminds me of how that never happened for me. My ex… He never held my kids like that. He never… He was never like that with them. And… I don’t know…”

      I try to fight the tears, I fight the feeling inside. “I just…”

      “Jealous or scared?” There is no judgement in Nathan’s voice.

      “Scared. Scared that it may have harmed them. Scared that I did something wrong and that they may never grow up happily. Scared that… Bad things.” I turn my face more, pushing it into his shoulder more.

      Nathan wraps his other arm around me too. “I will never let anything bad happen to them. I will forever protect them, as if they were my own blood. And I will forever hold you and care for you, as if we’ve never done anything else.”

      His words sound so good, but it still doesn’t take everything away, not all of the bad feelings.

      “They may have missed out on things while growing up. They may have missed out on a lot of things because of the circumstances you were living in. But that won’t keep happening. We’re all together in this. We’ve got enough love and hugs to share with everyone, and we’ll do that.”

      His voice is low now. “Remember what Zeke said? No matter what happened in the past, we’ll make sure that they only have good memories going forward. I promise you that I’ll do that. I’ll make sure that they only have good memories going forward. Them, and you too. I want you to have better memories too.”

      I look up at Nathan, not sure how I deserved an amazing mate like him, or like Zeke.

      “Do you believe in destiny?” Nathan’s eyes are soft, loving.

      I shrug. I’ve never been sure if I should have in the past. Never able to really believe. “I don’t know if I can. Not with…” Not with my ex in my past.

      Nathan nods. “I don’t believe bad things are destined to happen to people. But I do believe that me meeting you two was destiny. I really believe that no matter the crap we’ve had to go through, meeting you two was destiny. Just like Zeke being there to take care of you was too, because it made you fall for him.”

      I nod. Maybe if you look at it that way.

      “The past is not a way to prepare us for the now, it never is and never will be. We can only prepare for the future, preparation only works going forward. Things in the past are things in the past, they happened then. And I won’t ever forget or forgive what happened to you, or Zeke, in the past, and I won’t explain it away by saying that they were the trials you had to go through to get to me, because that’s just egotistical thinking and nobody deserves to be treated like you two have. But I do believe that we were all destined to find each other, no matter the time it took to actually get there.”

      I nod again, somehow my heart a little lighter. “Maybe I can believe in it like that. Maybe I can believe in destiny that way.”

      Nathan leans a little closer. “And it’s also destiny that we will be going forward stronger than before, stronger than we’ve ever been. And that means we can do more things than before, that means we can make life better, not just for you, Zeke or our little family, but also the people you’ve been helping.”

      His voice is so sweet, even if it’s still a little sad. “Bad things aren’t destiny. Nobody is destined to live in pain and misery. Everyone is destined to good things that make them happy. You make me happy. Zeke makes me happy. Our family makes me happy.”

      “You make me happy too.” My voice is a little rough, but my heart is a lot lighter.

      He’s right. Nobody is destined to live in misery, and we can really help others to get out of bad places. We can really help others to get to a better place.

      “Good.” Nathan gives me a soft kiss, a slow kiss. When he pulls back, he’s smiling. “Now, should we try to find one of those machines with snacks in them and see if we can get something for Zeke out of them?”

      “Good idea. But…” I don’t move. “I’d like to stay here, just for a few more minutes.” Safe in his arms, surrounded by his love.

      “Of course.” Nathan tightens his arms and relaxes a little. “Here is good too.”

      The quiet and the comfort takes away the last strands of doubt I ever had about this ever being a good idea. Me falling in love with Zeke, and both of us falling for Nathan.

      The ways in which we all wanted so hard to give the other what they wanted or needed, so much so that we were willing to give up on our own happiness.

      But Nathan is right, nobody is destined to live in misery, trying to give up our own happiness for others’ only made things worse. When we finally accepted that we were strongest together, that the others’ destiny could include our own happiness too, that’s when things actually got better.

      That’s when everything fell into place just right.

      Just right.

      Perfect.
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      When we get back to Zeke’s room, he’s fast asleep. Asher is in a crib at his side, also fast asleep.

      I let out a soft laugh, definitely seeing the family relationship between them. They’re… Yeah, they’re very similar in the way they’re sleeping and my heart fills with love at the sight.

      I put the candy bar on the small table next to Zeke’s bed, making sure not to wake him up. Then I reach out to him, slowly sliding some hair away from his face.

      He’s so beautiful. The moment I first saw him, when he came walking out of the apartment building Aiden was living in to help me move into it, I felt something, I felt this pulling towards him that hasn’t stopped since.

      I didn’t know what it was when I was still so broken, when I was still trying to find myself, my own being. But it’s been there from the start, it’s always been there. I loved him the moment I laid my eyes on him. And it never stopped, no matter how hard we both tried to ignore it.

      Nathan slides his arms around me from the back, surrounding me with him. “He’s so angelic when he sleeps, totally obscures that dirty mind of his.”

      “I know,” I whisper, smiling. “Also totally obscures how bossy he can be.”

      “Bossy?” Nathan lets out a low chuckle. “Aren’t you just projecting now?” He nuzzles the back of my neck and I shiver, loving it when he does that.

      “Maybe.” I grin. Nathan isn’t wrong, I can be bossy too.

      I’ve always felt like I had to be to get anything done in my life. But I guess that maybe it’s just my personality.

      “I’d like to call it having an ‘ability to demand’,” Zeke murmurs as he opens his eyes and one of his breathtaking smiles flashes over his face. “I’ve always thought it was a great skill. It will make you a great teacher one day.”

      He reaches out and takes my hand in one of his, then he kisses my palm. “It’s also a great skill for a father to so many kids. I can bet you on that.”

      I feel like my cheeks are totally going to split any time now, I’m smiling so hard, and my heart is filled with so much love.

      My mates. My amazing mates.

      Are they my true destiny?

      This feeling?

      Well, I’ve got no problems if this feeling of total happiness inside is how I’ll forever feel.

      If this is destiny, it’s a great destiny.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          ZEKE

        

      

    

    
      Instead of letting people come over to the hospital, we actually signed me out as soon as we could and decided to do the whole ‘meeting the baby’ thing at home instead.

      It would be much more comfortable for everyone that way. And since Wes has so much experience with babies and Stephen trusted that I wouldn’t be doing anything too intense, he let us leave.

      The only promise I had to make was that I’d come back tomorrow to have Asher checked again and myself too. But I don’t see that to be much of an issue.

      I just… I don’t want to stay at the hospital for a whole day, especially not if I don’t really have to.

      I just want to be with my family, my whole family, not just my mates and my baby. My baby. My little baby boy. Asher.

      He’s so beautiful. He’s so amazingly beautiful. I can barely believe it.

      It’s strange how much love I can feel for someone I just really met a couple of hours ago, well… Almost half a day now. I reach out to the crib next to the couch, sliding my finger over his tiny hand. So beautiful.

      When we came home, all the kids wanted to see him and hold him immediately. All so excited about meeting their little brother.

      Oliver looked so serious, he kept hovering as the other kids held Asher. He kept hovering close, making sure that they were careful with him, and that Asher wasn’t uncomfortable. Well, I guess that an extra pair of eyes and hands won’t be a problem.

      I love seeing how easy it is for the kids. How easily they accepted Asher as their sibling, how easily they accepted that when he was still inside my tummy, but also now that he’s born.

      I recognise the exact same things that Oliver did when Mia had just been born as he’s doing now. Asher is just another sibling to them, just like they’ve accepted me as their Omega father, not ‘other’ Omega father, but just Omega father.

      Wes gave birth to them, but the kids don’t really differentiate between us during daily life. It feels good, it makes me so happy. And the ease that they accepted Nathan too…

      These kids are amazing and special. They really are.

      Wes kneels on the other side of Asher’s crib, but his eyes go up to me. “You want something to eat or drink? We’re getting visitors soon.”

      “Both, please.” I lift my hand, sliding my fingers over Wes’ cheek.

      He looked so much calmer, so much happier, after he’d talked to Nathan. That was a good idea. It was good to let them have that moment together.

      I know that so much of what happened these last nine or ten months has been revolving around me, or in some cases Nathan. But I know that for Wes, there were still shadows haunting him. Shadows that only Nathan would be able to chase away.

      So, when I saw those fears go over Wes’ face again at the hospital, I knew that it was time.

      I knew that I wanted our life as an even bigger family to start in a way that would really connect all of us. And Wes’ fears just seemed like the final piece of the puzzle to solve.

      It seemed like the final thing we had to do, to figure out, before we could all be together even closer. The last shadows of Wes’ past had to be chased away, and the only one who could do that was Nathan.

      For a change, it wasn’t me.

      Wes comes back with a plate with a sandwich and a glass of water. “Not sure if you wanted something more. Or if this is enough.” He puts the glass on the table in front of me, and hands me my plate.

      I flash my love my best smile. “Would it be too bold of me to ask you to feed me?”

      Wes shakes his head, grinning. “Fine, just this once.” He carefully sits down next to me, facing me. Then he rips a piece off the sandwich and holds it out to me.

      I open my mouth and he puts the piece into my mouth. I quickly close my lips around his fingers before he can pull them back and Wes lets out a little sound.

      He glares a little at me. “There is a line, you know.” He raises an eyebrow.

      “I know.” I grin. I just like teasing him a little too much. “I’ll be good. Next piece please.” I open my mouth again.

      After I’ve finished the sandwich, I put my hand on his leg, keeping him next to me.

      “What is it?” Wes’ voice is soft, sweet.

      “Your chat with Nathan, was it good?” I know the answer, I just want to make sure.

      He nods, his eyes going all sweet, filling with that love-look. “Yeah. It was.” He takes a breath, and I don’t think I’ve ever seen him this comfortable. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him so easy in his skin.

      “Good.” I pull on his shoulder. “A kiss, and then I kind of need some help getting to the loo.”

      Wes grins, shaking his head. But he leans in, giving me a kiss. Not a quick one, but with lingering lips and multiple shared breaths. Then he slowly pulls back. “I love you.”

      “I love you too.” I take his hand. “And I really do need help to get off here to get to the loo.”

      “I’ll help.” He stands up. “Everything for my love.”

      Yeah. Everything for our love. And it makes me feel so good to share this love with all these amazing people. To have them all in my life, to have met them when I did.

      This is love, this is family.

      This is what life should be like.
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      That thing about not being able to sit still for very long? Well, it turns out that that also goes for after I give birth.

      It’s been a week and I was itching to do something again. Of course, Clay would under no circumstance let me work already. But everyone agreed that me going to the Omega support meeting wouldn’t be too much of a stressor on me. Just as long as I promised to not carry anything around and that I’d try to rest as much as possible.

      So, I’m sitting here, Asher in a wrap against my chest, fast asleep, and everyone is staring at me with those looks I know mean that they would love to all hug him.

      Wes puts his hand on my shoulder as he stands up, looking over the group. Most people here come every week, it’s as much about them getting help as it’s about having people around them who support them in different ways.

      Almost everyone takes their younger kids with them too, it’s easier to keep an eye on them with so many people around, and it’s not like the kids really distract from what we do anyway.

      If there are things going on that we really don’t want to talk about in front of the kids, we always make sure there are kid-free moments during the meeting, usually near the end.

      The kids go off with one or two people from the group, to one of the other rooms, and they’ll get something to drink and snack, and we can talk about some of the more serious things that may not be good for the curious ears of kids.

      “We’ve got Zeke back with us, after him having to miss out on last week’s meeting because he’d just given birth. I’d like you to meet our newest addition to the family, Asher.” Wes’ voice is filled with so much love.

      “Welcome, Asher.” A lot of people greet him.

      “And, after everything that happened, I want to talk about something important. Something that I had to face as Nathan, our mate, met his son for the first time.” Wes’ hand tightens on my shoulder, and I can see how hard this is for him.

      “As I saw Nathan with Asher, I realised how much love had been missing from my previous relationship. Not just between my ex-Alpha and me, but also between him and his kids. It was hard to be faced with that. It was really difficult, because I’d been trying to hide from it for years. But, as I saw them, I knew that I had to face the reality that my kids had also missed out on a lot of love from one of their parents. Just like I had from him.”

      He takes a deep breath. “But, before I go into that, and open the floor for your experiences, I also want to share something else. Nathan told me something that has changed things for me. He said that nobody is destined to be miserable. Everybody is destined to be happy, no matter if that may take a while to get to, or may require a lot of help from others. Everyone is destined to be happy.”

      A lump forms in my throat. I hadn’t actually asked either of my mates what they really talked about back then.

      Not sure if I really needed to know or if I even really wanted to know. But to hear this… These words. Yeah… They hit me right inside, hit me right where I knew that I still had some tension left about all of this, about my past, my parents, about our future.

      Everybody is destined to be happy.

      Yes. Everyone is. That’s so important to remember.

      When I saw Wes for the first time, Sterling was helping him out of Clay’s car. He looked… He looked horrible, broken, like he was barely alive. And he was, he really was.

      He’d basically been at the brink of death, but he was still alive, refusing to give up, refusing not to be there for his kids. When I saw him, I knew that I had to protect this person. I had to protect this amazing person who was not going to give up on anything, not even life.

      I guess that I fell for him, right there, my destiny decided. Just by laying my eyes on him, I knew that I had to do everything for him that I could, anything and everything.

      And now we’re here, now we’re standing here. Both broken and healed, scars still showing and probably never fully fading away. But we’re here, standing strong, together.

      And that’s what’s really important. That’s what we want to help everyone here with too, getting to safety. Getting to a better place, a good place. Helping them. Making their lives a little easier too.

      From all the way at the bottom, we now want to help others to get to the top too.
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      I slowly lower Asher into the water, and he moves a while before he calms down again. It’s late in the day, and I’m exhausted, but I really wanted to do this myself. I just love bathing Asher, watching the little boy calm down totally and so happily.

      Nathan steps to the other side of the bath, looking down. “He loves this, doesn’t he?”

      “He does.” I let out a quiet laugh as Asher moves his hands through the water, the movements uncontrolled and so cute. He doesn’t have that much control over his movements yet, but it’s so cute to watch.

      I keep holding him carefully as I nod towards the shampoo. “Would you do the honours?”

      “Of course.” Nathan grabs the bottle and squeezes a little of the shampoo into his hand before spreading it through Asher’s soft hairs.

      Wes said that he’d probably have curls, though I haven’t seen them yet. For now, he’s just got this really silky soft and dark hair. It’s so cute.

      Asher closes his eyes as Nathan carefully flushes the shampoo away. Then I wash the rest of Asher, but I don’t take him out of the bath just yet.

      He just seems so comfortable in the water and it’s been so hot lately that I can imagine that this must be a lot more comfortable for him.

      There is a quiet knock on the door. “Everything going well in here?” Wes opens the door a little.

      “Yeah, everything is fine,” Nathan answers him and then Wes is at my side.

      “Hmmm. How I wish they’d always be this easy to bathe.” He puts his head on my shoulder. “You know. This is the easy part, apart from the not sleeping at night.”

      “Yeah, I know.” I lean my head against his. We’ve been through this before with Mia, and experienced it second-hand with Aiden’s twins. “I guess it doesn’t stop until they’re like… Out of the house before they become this easy again.”

      “Probably.” Wes takes a deep breath. “I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of watching them when they’re this tiny. But I do think that we may want to go to bed about now.”

      “Hmm.” I nod, looking at Asher, who may have fallen asleep himself. “I guess that’s a good idea.”

      “Yeah.” Nathan yawns, and stretches, then he grabs a towel for Asher. “Let’s get the little man ready for bed too.”

      “I prepared a bottle for him, it’s in the bedroom,” Wes murmurs before he steps back.

      With these two around, things are just so much easier. Sharing life with my mates makes life so much easier. Makes everything so much easier.

      What did Nathan call it, destiny? I guess that could be it. I guess this could be destiny.

      Our destiny, Wes and my destiny, Omegas’ destiny.

      Finding the life, the people who love and protect you, finding all that.

      Yeah, I could see this being destiny.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      It’s a minute before midnight and for some reason my mates wanted us to stay awake, at least until midnight.

      The three of us are sitting on the couch in the living room, waiting for some special sign.

      The clock jumps to 0:00 and Zeke and Wes jump up, grinning. “Happy birthday!”

      I roll my eyes at them, grinning. Of course, only these two would do that, staying up until midnight to wish someone a happy birthday.

      “Thanks, loves.” I reach out to them, pulling them back onto the couch with me. “But why the need to do this?”

      “Because it’s your first birthday with us. It’s your first birthday as a parent, as a mate, as our lover.” Zeke grins, leaning in closer, his lips so close to mine. “That’s special. That requires special celebrations.”

      Then his lips touch mine and he starts kissing me, slow kisses, slow delicious kisses.

      On my other side, Wes also moves in closer and the next moment, he’s also kissing us. The three of us, all together. Kissing together at the same time.

      I wrap my arms around my mates, pulling them closer.

      Like I’d ever forget how special this is. Like I’d ever forget how special they are, how special our family is.

      I feel Wes’ hand slide under my shirt, playing his fingers over my skin, sliding them up a little before dipping under the waist of my jeans.

      Of course, right then, Asher starts crying and we all pull apart again. Life as a parent, especially the parent of a newborn, it’s never dull, always trying to sneak in touches and kisses when we can, because you never know when he wakes up and needs to be fed or his diaper changed.

      “I’ll do it.” Zeke stands up, trailing his fingers over us before he leaves the room, going over to Asher in the nursery.

      Wes slides from my lap, yawning. “I guess we should be going to bed. It’s going to be a busy day tomorrow.”

      As much as I love fooling around with my mates, Wes is right. We should probably go to sleep.

      Somehow, a couple of weeks into summer break, Josie and Oliver have gotten into the habit of waking up at six in the morning and getting out of bed, playing videogames in the living room and stuff like that.

      It means that at least one of us also has to get up at that time. And with Asher only sleeping a couple of hours at a time, we’ve been alternating who wakes up for things like this.

      I guess we’re lucky in that it’s summer break, so I don’t have to teach any classes and Wes doesn’t have any classes to get to. I’m just getting some writing done from home, as much as I can with the kids around, and Wes has his shifts at the cafe, so we do have to work around that.

      Zeke still hasn’t gone back to work, and we’re not planning on doing that until at least the next school year starts, if he can keep from bursting before then.

      It’s still driving him crazy that he’s got to recover and heal, but between looking after the kids and taking them all over the place, like to Sterling’s, he seems to slowly accept that he’s got to take it a little easier right now.

      When I met Zeke and Wes, I started to write a story, one that came to me like I hadn’t experienced in years. A children’s story about four siblings who were trying to navigate a new and scary world after moving to a new place.

      The first one was such a new experience to write, but my agent loved it. He really loved it. And he wasn’t the only one.

      My publisher requested another story, and then another one, and now I’m working on the fourth story about the siblings. The one I’m currently writing is about how the four siblings are getting another sibling.

      Yeah, okay. I’m maybe a little bit more than just inspired by things that have been going on around here.

      But I think it’s good to write about these kinds of things. About the big changes that kids go through. And I appear not to be the only one to think so.

      The first book came out last month and people are still talking about it. It was such a big hit and even I was surprised. Sure, I’ve hit some bestseller lists with my fantasy books, but to get even bigger than that with a children’s story…

      I hadn’t expected that.

      Of course, I’ve got the perfect audience to test the stories on. Wes’ kids always demand stories right before bed and I’ve been trying different storylines on them.

      And they caught onto what I was doing pretty quickly. But instead of being annoyed, they keep challenging me to do better, they keep challenging me to come up with more interesting ideas. And to be honest, it’s been pretty good for my work. They keep me honest and they keep me on my toes about this whole thing.

      I’ve even heard some mumblings, well, my agent has anyway, that they might make a TV series out of the first couple of books. That was really interesting, I’ve never had that happen to me before.

      So, apart from gaining a family, a whole different way of life, I even gained so many more experiences. Even job-related ones. That I’ve never experienced before. And that’s a whole different level of awesome, a whole different level of cool things to do.

      My life has changed in so many ways that I don’t even know what ways it could change even more.

      Though, I guess that the only way I’ll find that out is by experiencing it.

      But, first, we should get to bed. Not to do the dirty, but to actually sleep.

      Sleep.

      Good.
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      I’m woken up by not one, not two, but a whole lot of voices, all in my bedroom, and then I’m covered in a lot of small bodies.

      “Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday to you.” The kids are all singing, or well, trying their best at it, as I sit up, looking at everyone around me.

      “You woke up.” Josie is grinning at me. “Happy birthday.” She gives me a kiss on my cheek. “Daddies won’t tell me how old you are now.” She blows out her cheeks, frowning in the direction of my mates.

      “Thank you. I’m thirty-three years old now.” I smile at her.

      “Thirty-three?” Oliver’s eyes almost bulge out of his head. “You’re old.”

      “Yes, I’m very old.” I grin at him, then I sit up more comfortably. Taking a good look at my mates.

      Wes is holding a big plate filled with sandwiches. “We thought about doing pie, but I think actual breakfast in bed would be the better option.” He smiles and then comes over.

      The kids scramble aside and Wes puts the plate on my lap. “Happy birthday.” He gives me a quick kiss.

      “Thank you.” I grin at him. How did they even come up with this idea? And who came up with it?

      “Okay, who wants which sandwich? Actually, just grab the one you want.” I make sure to keep the plate level as everyone grabs a sandwich from the stack.

      Then Zeke slides onto the bed next to me, Asher in his arms.

      “And how is my little boy doing today?” I lean in and kiss the side of Asher’s head.

      “He’s doing well. Slept a very long time after the midnight snack. He didn’t wake up until five this morning.” Zeke grins.

      “That’s good.” I kiss Zeke’s cheek.

      It means that I didn’t just sleep through a whole lot of stuff last night, and it means that both my mates actually got some good sleep too. Sleep is pretty scarce right now.

      “Yeah.” Zeke moves Asher a little, then he looks at the plate. “Is there a cheese one left?”

      I look over the stack and grab him one. “Here, this one.” I hand it to him.

      Then I look up and realise Wes is holding up his phone, standing on the other end of the bedroom. “What are you doing?”

      “I’m taking pictures of this very cosy family scene. Everyone together on the bed, happy and comfortable. It’s a good memory to keep.”

      I guess he’s taking a couple more pictures and then he puts the phone away.

      “Okay. I think I want a ham sandwich.”

      Oliver now looks through the leftover sandwiches and hands his father one, still munching away on his own.

      Wes ruffles Oliver’s hair and then he slides next to me on the bed on the other side. “So, does this feel like a birthday yet?”

      “I don’t think I could ask for a better present. My whole family together in one place. Yeah, this feels like a birthday.” I take a cheese sandwich and start eating it.

      Zeke makes a pretend-offended sound. “You should have said that before, we wouldn’t have gotten you the big expensive present…” He pretend-glares at me.

      “You didn’t have to get me anything, you know that all of you here with me is enough.” I look at him, smiling.

      “Yeah! But!” Oliver sits up. “We have to get—” He stops himself as he looks at Zeke, then realisation dawns on him. “You were making a joke.”

      “Yes, we were. Sorry.” Zeke smiles at him. “Of course, we got him a present. And you still can’t tell him what it is until he’s dressed and ready.”

      “I know…” Oliver sounds like he’s heard this so many times.

      I think he’s taking to the whole eye-rolling thing that Maddy keeps doing. I’m not sure if I like that he’s already perfected the art of the eye roll, but it’s still funny to see.

      I lean to Oliver. “Can you whisper it to me? What the present is?”

      Oliver shakes his head furiously. “It’s a secret.”

      “Are you sure?” I look at him.

      “Yes.” Oliver now frowns at me. “I’m not allowed to tell. Not yet.”

      “Okay.” I lean back, looking at everyone around me.

      They look so happy. This whole scene looks so happy. This feels so good.

      This is the most amazing feeling in the world, having the whole family together.

      My family.
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      It turns out that the present they got me is a little unconventional. It’s a wooden beach wagon which we can use when we go to the beach or the zoo or things like that.

      Although, I’m pretty sure that the second option is what they’ve got planned for today, because there was also a family season ticket for the zoo with it, for a whole year.

      We can now go whenever we want, which is a good thing since Oliver and Josie are still at the age where the zoo will entertain them, Evan is right at the correct age for it and Mia is also reaching an age where going to the zoo is actually fun for her.

      “Thank you so much.” I hug my mates. This is such an amazing gift, and I don’t know how to thank them enough.

      We went to the zoo a couple of weeks back, though Zeke stayed at home with Asher, it didn’t seem like the best idea to take them just yet. But the kids have been so excited about going again and I actually really wanted to too. And now we can.

      Now we can go and visit the zoo whenever we want.

      Oliver has already climbed into the wagon and is now helping Evan in with him too. I quickly help them so that nobody falls and gets hurt. A hurt kid this early in the day isn’t going to make anyone happy.

      “I guess you know what this means.” I grin at Oliver and Evan.

      “Zoo!” They both yell out at the same time. Which startles Asher, who starts crying.

      “Oops.” Oliver puts a finger over his lips. “No yelling in the house.”

      “Right.” I wink at him. “No scaring the baby.” I stand up again, turning to Wes, who is holding our crying boy. “Let me do that. It was kind of my fault.”

      “You think?” Wes raises his eyebrow at me, but then he gives me Asher. “See, little boy, if your dad does something like that, he gets to clean your diaper.”

      “What?” I look down at Asher.

      “The yelling did coincide with him filling his diaper, so I don’t know which of the two has made him cry this time.”

      Wes winks. “Anyway, I’ll get the bags, if you change his diaper. We’re basically ready to go. And if we leave on time, we won’t have to be in the car during the worst of the heat.”

      He always thinks of everything.

      “Sure.” I give Wes a quick kiss. “Again. Thank you for this amazing gift.”

      Wes leans in closer. “Zeke and I did think that this may be a great way to get some time to ourselves sometimes, you know. You out with the kids to the zoo, and we get to enjoy the quiet at home.” He grins.

      I give him another quick kiss. “You know I’d do that any day for you.”

      “I know.” Are those tears in Wes’ eyes? He blinks, shaking his head. “Just so happy. So happy to see you so happy.”

      “Well, you make me happy. Now, before Asher gets any more unhappy, I’m going to change him.” Asher has stopped crying, but he’s still blubbering a little, looking decidedly not happy right now.

      “Good. We’ll get the other stuff ready to leave.” Wes walks off into the kitchen and I spot him wiping his eyes, which makes me smile.

      Zeke is looking at us, also smiling. He puts his hand on my arm as I pass him. “This is the happiest I’ve seen everyone. Thank you.”

      “And you?” I look at him. “Are you happy?”

      “Very.” Zeke nods and smiles. “Very happy.”

      “Well, you all make me very happy too. So, thank you for being here. For me, for them, for us.” I give him a quick kiss. “Now, this little boy needs to get ready to go to the zoo for the first time.”

      “I’ll let you get to that.” Zeke smiles. “I’ll dismantle the wagon so we can put it in the car.” He runs his fingers over Asher’s cheek. “And I’ll grab a wrap and a carrier for this little man. Should keep him happy too.”

      “Good.” I grin, then I go into the nursery. “Well, little man. Let’s get you all cleaned up. We can’t have a poopy diaper with us in the car.”

      I undress him, glad that he didn’t just poop all over the back of his onesie. “We’ll be going to the zoo today. Though, you’ll probably not remember anything, and some of the sounds will scare you. And you’ll probably sleep through most of it.” I hope anyway, because a sleeping baby is an easy baby when we’re out and about.

      “But your siblings will remember it, especially Oliver and Josie, as they watch you experience the zoo for the first time. They love the zoo, those siblings of yours. They really love it. All the animals, the sounds, the smells.”

      I quickly clean Asher as I keep talking to him, he seems to like listening to my voice. “And they’ll want me to read every plate with information for them, and then they’ll want me to do silly voices, because apparently, that’s all I’m good for on these trips.”

      And I love it. I love when they ask me to do the voices, or to come up with stories.

      It makes me feel like we’ve always been a family, instead of knowing them just shy of a year. It makes me feel like we’ve always been this close, like it never was any differently.

      One big family.

      One big loving family.

      A year ago, I’d given up on the dream of ever experiencing something like this, of having my own family.

      And now I have two mates, five kids and a really big extended family.

      It’s the best feeling in the whole world.

      The very best feeling.

      If destiny is this good, then we’ve been really lucky with it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3 Years Later

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          WES

        

      

    

    
      “Daddy…” Josie whines as I help her into another dress.

      “Yes?” I lean back on my heels, looking at her.

      “This one is tight.” She pulls at the neck of her dress. It’s really cute, but I guess that a high collar isn’t her thing.

      “Okay. Let’s get you out of that one then.” I open the dress again, huffing as I stand up to pull it over her head.

      Going dress shopping for bridesmaids’ dresses at eight months pregnant is not the best experience, especially in the middle of June during a heatwave.

      Mia comes back into the dressing room I’m in with Josie.

      “Daddy…” She’s also whining, and I turn to her.

      “Yes?” I try to keep my voice sweet, to not take my own discomfort out on my little girls.

      “I want the other dress.” She points at one I’ve got on a hook for Josie.

      “I wish you could too, sweetie, but they don’t have it in your size.”

      Which is definitely too bad, because it would look so adorable on her. Sadly enough, Mia is short for her age, and at five you can really start to see it. Her taste in clothes is a little further ahead than most of the clothes that are available in her size.

      It doesn’t help that she really looks up to her older sister, who’s a little tall for her age, so that makes the three year age difference even more obvious. Especially when both of them want to be dressed the same.

      “But I want that one.” Mia pouts at me, but when I raise my eyebrows she stops and lets out a sigh, another thing she copied from her older sister.

      “I’ll go look for another one with you in a moment, or you can ask Daddy.” I turn back to Josie, grabbing a new dress for her. “Do you want to try this one?”

      Josie shrugs and we start the whole process of getting her into it all over again.

      Mia is waiting at our side, looking on. “That’s pretty.” She eyes Josie in the dress.

      It’s a simple pastel yellow dress with a bow around the waist and it’s got a really big skirt.

      “Is it tight anywhere?”

      Mia is right, the dress looks really good on Josie.

      Josie shakes her head. “It fits okay.” Then she looks at herself in the mirror.

      “Can you twirl?” It may make the dress more fun for her.

      Josie turns a few times, but then spins faster until she stops. The dress flares out a lot, creating big ruffles around her. She grins, looking at me. “I want this one.”

      “Okay.” I smile. That’s one of my girls ready. I turn to Mia. “How about you?”

      “I want that one too.” Her eyes sparkle and I let out a laugh. Of course, she does.

      “Let’s see if we can find one for you too.” I carefully open the curtain a little, stepping outside. Zeke is leaning in the opening to one of the other dressing rooms.

      “Found something?” He grins.

      “Yeah. Finally.” I reach out to him, sliding my hand along his.

      Finally is definitely the right word, the wedding is in three days.

      But between Nathan’s book release and my graduation, we’ve had a couple of really busy months. So we didn’t get to the dress and suit shopping part yet.

      That, and it’s not like we could really order my suit until we had a better idea of how big I’d be anyway…

      “Daddy.” Mia pulls on my arm. “We need to find the dress.”

      “Yes, yes.” I follow after her, then I turn a little, speaking to Zeke. “Can you keep an eye on Josie?”

      “Will do.” Zeke smiles, nodding.

      It’s not like I have to ask, really, but it’s a hard to break habit apparently.

      We walk through the whole department, until we reach the rack with the pastel summer dresses. “Okay, do you want a yellow one like Josie, or one of the other colours?”

      I look through the sizes of the dresses, picking up the ones that are in her size.

      Mia thinks as I show her each dress, but as I hold the pastel blue one out to her, her eyes start to shine. “That one.”

      “Good.” I hand it to her, but keep holding the other ones.

      I put the pastel pink one back on the rack, just like the purple one, but I take the green and yellow ones with me.

      “Just making sure that you don’t want one of these when you try them on.”

      We make our way back to the dressing rooms, finding Josie twirling in front of them, giggling loudly. She looks so happy.

      “Look!” Mia holds her dress out to Zeke.

      “That’s a nice dress. Shall I help you into it?” He opens the curtain to the dressing room and Mia walks in. Then he looks up at me. “Those too?”

      “If she’s not happy with the blue one.” I give him the other dresses, then close the curtain again.

      “This dress is so cool.” Josie comes over to me, grabbing my hand. “Twirl me.”

      I try as best as I can, but with my instability with my belly, this isn’t going to work. “Sorry sweetie, maybe after the baby is born.”

      Josie nods and then leans close to my belly. “You need to stay in just a little longer, little brother. Just a little longer. And we can play together all the time when you’re born.”

      Then she steps back again. “Take a video of me for Dad. I want him to see the dress.”

      “Okay.” I smile as I take my phone. She’s become a real Dad’s girl, it’s really cute to see. I put the phone into video mode and then hold up my thumb.

      “Look at me, Dad!” She grins at the camera, one of her teeth on the upper row missing, somehow it makes the grin even more cheeky than normally.

      Then she starts twirling, the dress flaring out, surrounding her. Then she stops, and I hold out my hand to her, hopefully preventing her from falling, and definitely from getting the dress dirty already.

      “Did you get that?” She steps next to me and I show her the short video I just took. “Cool. Send it to Dad.”

      “Will do.” I grin. I quickly send the message off to Nathan. ‘Your daughter wants to show you her new dress.’ He’ll love it, I already know that.

      Then I put my phone away, looking at the dressing room where Zeke is trying to get Mia into her dress. “How are things going?”

      Mia opens the curtain, running out, a big grin on her face, she’s wearing the same yellow dress as Josie now.

      “Look, Daddy!” Then she twirls.

      Zeke catches her before she can fall over. “Yellow one fits better.” He comes over to me, sliding his arm around my waist. “I think our girls have gotten their dresses for the wedding.”

      “Yeah, I think so too.” I grin, looking as the girls grab each other’s hands and start spinning around together, loudly laughing. Then I lean into Zeke. “That was the final thing. We’re ready now.”

      “Ready?” I feel Zeke grin as he kisses the side of my head.

      “I’m pretty sure we’ve got the rehearsal dinner tonight, and then picking up your suit tomorrow. And then we’ve got your graduation tomorrow evening, Nathan’s book thing on Friday and the wedding on Saturday. I’m not exactly sure ‘ready’ is really appropriate here.” He counts everything off on his fingers.

      I shrug. “We’ve got all the important things in place. Like making sure everyone is dressed appropriately and everything is ordered. We just have to make sure that we show up everywhere.”

      I kiss his shoulder. “And on that note… We should get going. We need to make sure everything is in place for tonight.” I stand up straight again. “Okay, girls. Are these the dresses you’re going to wear to the wedding?”

      “Yes!” my girls shout out at the same time, then they laugh again.

      “Okay. Then we need to go pay for them, so you’ll have to take them off again.” I know that they don’t want to hear that.

      “Can we wear them at the dinner tonight?” Josie eyes me.

      “Sure.” It’s not like I can’t wash them if they get them dirty anyway… It’ll be fine. I think.

      I think.
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      I look at my phone, frowning. ‘I’m so sorry. I can’t come.’ Felix sent me a lot of sad emoticons. ‘Kids have the flu. I can’t leave them and I don’t want to get you or yours sick so close to the wedding.’ It’s just three hours until the rehearsal dinner.

      ‘Too bad.’ I’d really hoped that he’d come. With everything going on, I haven’t seen Felix a lot lately, he’s also been very busy, so it’s on both of us really. ‘I get it. Please make sure they get well soon.’

      I hate it when little ones don’t feel well.

      ‘Will do. Send my love to your mates and kids. I’m so sorry I can’t make it.’

      I know that he was looking forward to the wedding too. And he’s always been there for me, and also for Zeke, ever since Clay first saved me, so I felt like he needed a special place at the wedding. But you can’t help it when little ones are sick, and I know that he would never leave them alone, or put me or our little ones in danger.

      ‘We should get together in a few weeks. Go to the beach or something.’ I lean back on the couch, not wanting to move.

      ‘Definitely. It’s got to be soon though, you’re ready to pop.’ He sends a slightly evil laughing emoticon with it.

      ‘Don’t remind me.’

      Being pregnant in the middle of summer is such a bother. But I guess I was lucky that I’m due next month and not this month. That would have been so much worse, with everything going on.

      Last year, when I started my final year at college and we celebrated our three years together, Nathan proposed two things. First, to get married, but only after my graduation. Education first.

      Which… Yeah, that’s a very close call, getting married two days after my graduation and all.

      The second thing was something that had been on our minds for a while longer. Another baby, specifically, me getting pregnant.

      This was one of those ‘are we going to take the risk’ kind of things. So, we got Stephen to run all sorts of tests on me, trying to find out how well I was doing, if I’d be able to handle another pregnancy.

      But I was very healthy, and the tests didn’t show anything that could make problems. And, honestly, this has been my easiest pregnancy yet. Like, easiest by far.

      I don’t know if it’s because of the difference in circumstances or if I’m just stronger and better prepared this time. Probably both. And having two mates who help out, plus my family, that has also made things a lot easier.

      The small secret that nobody but Zeke, Nathan and I know about is that Zeke is also pregnant again. Yeah, again.

      He’s two months along now, so it doesn’t show yet, but with all the celebrating and the amount of champagne that will be flowing, people will notice that he’s not drinking either, even if he’d write it off as ‘solidarity’ to me.

      I don’t know what we were thinking. We were probably just living in such a fluffy cloud that having two little ones so close together, they’ll be six months apart, seemed like a good idea. On the other hand, six months isn’t too bad, it’s close enough together that they’d grow up together pretty easily.

      Asher is almost three years old, so he’ll be off to nursery school in the new school year, and the others are all in primary school right now. So, the house will be a lot quieter during the day, which may or may not have also prompted this whole double pregnancy thing.

      I sigh.

      Yeah. Graduation, wedding, pregnancy.

      In some ways, it feels like high school all over again. But this time I’m actually in a much better place and with mates who are much better for me.

      Zeke comes over, giving me a glass with water and ice cubes. “You look ready to melt.” He grins.

      “I feel about to melt too.” I sit up a little more, taking a sip from the glass. “Everything in place?”

      “Yep.” He grins. “All ready for tonight. This is going to be fun.” He leans close, his grin turning wicked. “And after all of that, I’ve got some special plans for us too.”

      My whole body tightens at the thought of the things that Zeke could be planning… He’s such a tease, but such a good tease too.

      “I’m looking forward to it.” My voice has dropped, betraying how much I already want him, how much the idea of having them both turns me on.

      I’m such a sucker for my mates…
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      My plans for Wednesday evening fell through, sadly enough. We’d planned for the kids to spend the night at Clay and Aiden’s so that we could have the evening all to ourselves.

      But Aiden’s twins had eaten something wrong at the rehearsal dinner, and they had been violently sick all evening.

      We’ve got no idea what they ate exactly, but those two always get into trouble when you don’t keep an eye on them and they probably got into something they shouldn’t have.

      Nobody else got sick, so we suspect it was either an insect, raw food or something we don’t even want to think of. Anything really, we don’t know.

      But that did mean that we had the whole pack of kids at our own place for the night, and that meant no fun plans.

      So, instead, we got ourselves a hotel for tonight.

      It’s Friday evening and we’re at an event for the new book release and movie announcement of Nathan’s book. To think that the sexy man I saw sitting that day in the cafe would actually be a famous author and that he’d become even more famous because of some books he’d write, based on our little family.

      This release is extra special because it’s the tenth book coming out in his series of kids’ books. They’ve been really popular. And there is also a movie coming out based on this one that they’re already doing the casting for because they want it to come as soon as possible.

      To think that a famous fantasy author would be even more popular with his children’s books.

      We’ve left the kids at Aiden’s tonight because we really can’t drag them along with us to all of these events, especially not to the evening ones, but that does mean that we get some time to ourselves afterwards.

      Time that we could really use, because I’m in desperate need of some sexy times with my mates. We just haven’t had the time or opportunity lately, and it’s really starting to wear me down.

      “Love?” Nathan’s hand slides along my back. “Are you still okay?” His voice is low and I feel him standing close behind me.

      “I’m good.” I smile a little. I really am, I’m just horny as hell.

      “Good. This shouldn’t take too much longer.” His hand slides even lower, grabbing my ass. “These slacks look amazing on you.”

      “Hmm.” I push back against his hand. “All yours when we get to our room.”

      I turn around, putting my hand to his chest. It’s not like he looks bad himself in the suit. He looks very, very good in it, the way it fits around his shoulder, or makes him look even taller than he is.

      It’s… Drool worthy.

      Nathan wraps his arms around me, pulling me close and I think I may be feeling just how much he likes that idea. “I guess I should mingle then, make sure everyone who wants to talk to me actually gets to do that. Makes time go faster.”

      His voice is low and his eyes are on my lips. “Although, there are things I’d much rather be doing right now.”

      “I can imagine.” I grin, giving him a soft kiss, lingering a little. “Now, I’m going to find our other mate, and you need to be social with all these people who are here for you.”

      “Will do.” He grins. Then he gives me a harder kiss before he pulls back. “I think Wes is over at the side, near the window. At least, that’s where I saw him last.”

      “Thanks.” I look around and indeed spot Wes sitting on a chair near a window. He looks a little uncomfortable in this heat and I don’t blame him. Even not eight months pregnant, the heat here is just overwhelming.

      I stroll over to him and Wes looks up with a smile.

      He reaches out for me. “Coming to save me just yet?”

      I take his hand, pull him up and stand closer to the window. “Not yet. But it seems that we’ll have a great evening, as soon as we leave here.”

      “As soon as I’m out of this suit.” Wes grins.

      “Oh, I was thinking still in that suit.” I lean closer to Wes, making sure to keep my voice low. “I love how sexy you look in a suit. I can’t help it, I just really want to keep you in it.”

      Wes lets out a sound, first a surprised sound but then a soft moan. Oh, so fun. I know that Wes can never resist me like this, and that’s just as well, because I’ve never been able to resist him either. Never.

      He just does something to me. Even years on, he just keeps my attention and I keep wanting to just pull him into a room and have my wicked way with him, pregnant or not.

      “Zeke?” Wes’ voice is low.

      “Yeah?” I’m pretty sure that was more of a moan.

      “You may want to stop your mind from straying. You’re becoming very obvious, and we’re still out in public.” He’s teasing me, but I can also hear how it turns him on too.

      Fuck. Too sexy. This event needs to end, soon.
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      The hotel is pretty luxurious and we’ve got the most extravagant room of them all. We just wanted something special because of the wedding tomorrow, since we’re not getting away from the kids any time soon after this.

      No honeymoon for us, so we’re taking the honeymoon suite a night early. The bed is huge, there is a large bathroom and the temperature in here is exactly right. Not too cold but definitely not too hot.

      I pull Wes into the room, Nathan following him closely behind.

      Their kisses in the elevator up to this floor have already made my brain all mush and I want them so badly, I don’t want to wait any longer. I need them, I need them so much.

      Wes laughs as he lets me drag him along. “How am I supposed to be excited about this when you’ve already told me that I’m not to get undressed?” He playfully pouts. “How am I supposed to be all excited? I’m too hot in this suit.”

      “You’ll be even hotter when we’re done with you.” Nathan’s voice is filled with so much lust that I almost let out a moan, even though he’s talking to Wes.

      I step closer to Wes, taking him in my arms. “You really underestimate how good you look in that suit, I’m telling you.”

      “I don’t know.” Wes’ eyes start shining. “I’m pretty sure that you’re looking a lot better in yours.”

      His hand slides down until he’s cupping my dick. “And I really like the way you fill out these slacks, especially at the front.” He grins.

      “Hmmm.” I slowly put my lips to his, kissing, lazy kisses that make my mind all messy. I love feeling him against me, I love feeling him.

      Then Nathan’s arms are around us, tugging us along to the bed. “You know I love watching you two, but there are better places for that, you know.”

      He lets us go and sits on the bed, looking up at the both of us. “I’m not sure what Zeke planned, but I like his idea of making you come while you’re still in a suit.” His eyes rove over the both of us.

      Wes lets out a small sound and then looks between us. “You two are… bad.” He grins, shaking his head. “Fine, but don’t get it dirty, this stuff is hard to clean.”

      “Can’t promise anything.” Nathan grins, then he pulls on Wes so he’s next to him on the bed. Nathan opens Wes’ slacks, but doesn’t pull them down, instead he slides his hand into Wes’ boxer briefs and wraps his fingers around Wes’ dick. I love watching them together, it’s such a rush.

      Wes lets out a moan, closing his eyes, looking so erotic, his body curving into Nathan’s touch like he’s offering him more.

      I climb onto the bed on Wes’ other side, playing my fingers over his belly, going up, then I slide my hand under his jacket, tweak one of his nipples through the fabric of his button-up, before I lean in very close. “You’re looking very obscene, you know that?”

      Wes grabs the front of my button-up, making sure I don’t pull away. “You love it when I look obscene. You love it when I’m all exposed and Nathan is touching me.”

      I swallow hard, but the moan still escapes me. Yes, I love that. I love that a lot.

      “You also love it when I touch myself while Nathan fucks you, showing you exactly how I’m pleasing myself.” Wes’ voice is little over a growl, but I’m afraid that if I touch myself now, that I’ll come right here and now.

      “Fuck.” I groan, then I crush our mouths together, if I let him talk like that for any longer, I’m really going to lose my mind.

      Wes lets go of my shirt, instead sliding his hand down and cupping my dick again, kneading me.

      Fuck. I love this so much.

      I break the kiss, needing to look at Wes, needing to see my mate. I just need.

      Nathan lets out a low chuckle as Wes is gasping for air, his eyes unfocused and his breathing hard.

      Fuck this. I stand up and take my suit off as quickly as I can. I need to be naked. I need to not wear so many clothes, I need to feel their hands on my skin.

      “Zeke… This is unfair.” Wes looks my way, reaching out. “When you’re naked like that, it’s unfair.”

      “That way you can touch me better.” I climb back onto the bed, but then come up with a better plan. I get off the bed again, grabbing my shirt and putting it at the foot of the bed, right where Wes is, all exposed.

      I kneel down, looking at Nathan’s hand around Wes’ hard dick, then I lean in and lick the head of Wes’ dick.

      Wes lets out a low moan, grabbing for me. “Fuck. Zeke.” He gasps. “Fuck.”

      Nathan makes a content sound. “I’m pretty sure I’ll be the one doing that. There is no way I’m not taking advantage of this.” He opens his slacks, reaching in and pulling out his cock. He’s hard. He’s so hard.

      While I slide my hand over Wes’ dick, I lean over and take the head of Nathan’s cock into my mouth. Fuck, this is good.

      He’s so much bigger than Wes, the feeling so different. But just as good. I can never get enough of him. I can never get enough of either of my mates.

      “I’m going to fuck you as you suck Wes off.” Nathan puts his hand on my head, guiding my mouth for a couple of moments.

      I get rock hard just at the thought. I’m not even sure how long I’ll last if we’re going to do this. This whole scene is turning me on more and more.

      Nathan lets my head go and then stands up. “Well, let’s see about the next stage.” He puts his hand on my hip and makes me stand up, pulling me against him, his cock trapped between us.

      He’s so hard, a delicious shiver goes through my body at the thought of that being inside me soon.

      “And you want me to just lie here and not do anything?” Wes comes up a little, looking at us.

      “I want you to enjoy yourself. Our mate is naked, and we’re both dressed. He’s going to suck you off and he’ll get fucked by me.”

      I can feel Nathan’s voice rumble in his chest, and as I reach down, trying to get some sensation on my dick, Nathan stops me.

      “Now, if you’ll bend over, I’m going to have to prepare you first.” His cock hardens against my back for a moment.

      Okay. Fuck. Fuck. I lean over, then I’ve got a better idea and climb up a little more, this way I can kiss Wes too.

      Wes slides his fingers over my jaw, to my lips, touching them to my lips for a while longer. “You said that I was looking very obscene, but your dick is doing a lot of pointing right now, right at me. He looks like he’s missing out on some of the action.”

      The horny look in Wes’ eyes makes me lick my lips.

      Fuck.

      I crush our mouths together, not needing to listen to his words any longer.

      Because every word he says makes everything inside me tense more and makes the chance I’ll just come right here and now so much closer.

      My mates are the best, the very best.

      I love them so much.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          NATHAN

        

      

    

    
      My mates are way too sexy. Way, way too sexy. I can’t help myself when I see them like this.

      While Zeke is kissing Wes, I slide my hand over his ass. I wasn’t joking about preparing him, just to make sure I won’t hurt him. I slide a finger through his crack and he moves his ass to me more, trying to guide me the way he wants me to.

      I’d try to stop him, but I don’t think I’ve got much patience today. I just want my mates. I just want to feel them, I just need them.

      I slowly slip the tip of one finger into Zeke, slowly moving. He’s so wet already.

      This guy is such a horndog…

      Not sometimes, always.

      I’m surprised that he’s still as horny when we do this now than he was when we first met. I remember how clumsy we both were, Zeke and I. We just didn’t know how to do things, we never had those experiences.

      It was Wes who taught us everything, who guided us through every step of the way.

      I slip my finger in further, slowly fucking him with one finger.

      Zeke breaks the kiss with Wes. “Come on… Get a move on.” There is a light growl to his voice and I can’t help smiling at him.

      “Demanding, are we?” I slip my finger out, sliding two at the same time back in before he can answer me.

      His only reply is a loud moan and he pushes his hips back to me, trying to fuck himself on my fingers.

      I watch Wes look at Zeke, who is making the most erotic faces as I finger fuck him. I wrap my hand around my cock, enjoying the view from here. My mates are so beautiful and filled with lust.

      My mates, and tomorrow they’ll be my husbands.

      I slide my fingers out of Zeke, tugging on his hip for a moment. “I’m sure you’re prepared enough now.” Because I can’t watch them much longer before I come too.

      “You think?” Zeke gives Wes a kiss, then he climbs off the bed, kneeling in front of me and taking my cock into his mouth as far as he can.

      “Zeke.” I grab his head, holding him still. “If you keep going, I’m going to come.” Because that’s becoming a real danger right now.

      Zeke slides off me, grinning. “Just making you as desperate as we are.” He winks. Then he looks me up and down. “How do you want me?” He raises an eyebrow, smartass.

      “Bend over, ass to me, and those luscious lips of yours around Wes’ dick.” I slide my finger over his lips. They’re all red from kissing Wes. God… He looks so good.

      “Sounds good.” He turns around, looking over Wes as he puts his hands on the sides of Wes’ hips. “You ready?” He grins at Wes.

      “Always.” Wes grins back.

      I step behind Zeke, grabbing his hips in one hand and my cock in the other. “You’re smiling now. You’ll be moaning soon.”

      I push my cock against his entrance and his tightness makes my head go all woozy.

      Zeke’s moan only adds to that.

      He pushes back against me more, like I can’t go fast enough, and I just keep going slow. I don’t need to rush, I know that this will be good anyway.

      I move my hips, sliding in him more, and then out a little. I keep moving like that. Forward, back, forward, back.

      Zeke is letting out so many moans and when I look at Wes, his eyes are glazed over, just looking at us.

      “I think that you were going to suck Wes off.” I slide my hand over Zeke’s back.

      “Yeah.” The word is little more than a moan and Zeke moves immediately. The way he tightens around me suddenly pulls a moan from me too. Fuck. This is so good.

      I keep moving my hips, fucking Zeke, but the feeling, looking at Zeke, at Wes, it’s all coming to a head soon. So very soon.

      I slide my hand around Zeke, taking his dick in my hand, slowly jerking him off.

      Zeke lets out a grumbling moan, which makes Wes moan too, his whole body tensing, and Zeke tightens around me more. So good.

      I keep sliding my hand up and down his dick.

      I’m so close. I’m so, so close and I want to make this the best it can be for my mates too.

      Wes’ moans keep growing, until he comes, his whole body tensing and I can see the exact moment he comes down Zeke’s throat. Then Zeke tightens around me more, pulling me over the edge too.

      I’m not sure who comes first, but as I come inside Zeke, I can also feel him tighten around me, coating my hand at the same time.

      There are blinding lights behind my eyes, and I gasp for breath. This is just… Wow.

      When I come back to this world, I’ve got my arm around Zeke’s hip, holding him up. I kiss his shoulder. “I love you.”

      Zeke moves a little. “I love you too.” His voice is breathy, his chest still moving fast.

      “Hey, loves being lovely, come up here. I want in on the hugs too.” Wes lets out a laugh and I can’t help my own smile. Demanding man.

      I slowly slide out of Zeke, making us both moan out, but then we climb on the bed at Wes’ sides, wrapping our arms around him.

      “I love you two.” Wes’ voice is slow, filled with so much happiness.

      “We love you too.” Zeke and I grin at each other as we answer him at exactly the right moment.

      My amazing mates. My so very special mates.

      My future husbands.

      I never want to be without them. Not ever. I want to always be with them.
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      The weather is amazing, luckily there is a little breeze today, because I don’t think that this wedding would have gone half as well if it’d been humid like it has been this past week.

      There are only so many things you can prepare for, but there are only limited ways you can prepare for the weather, but everything seems to have gone well.

      I look around the room, Clay let us use one of the new cafes, this one is actually set up for large groups of people to book for the day. And a wedding is a perfect occasion for that.

      The cafe looks out over a park and there is this really nice square in front of it, making it feel a lot more open and near the edge of the city than the actual location of in the middle of the city.

      “Dad.” Mia comes over, looking up at me with those curious eyes of hers.

      I crouch down to her level. “What is it, sweetheart?”

      “Here.” She holds out a couple of flowers from the park opposite. “For you.”

      “Thank you.” I carefully take them. “Do you want me to put them in water?”

      She shakes her head. “In your pocket.” She points at my breast pocket.

      “Oh, that’s a good idea.” I slide the flowers in, making sure they stick out a little, but not too far so they’ll easily fall out. “Thank you so much.”

      She grins, then takes my hand. “Now you have to show Daddies.” She drags me along to one of the tables at the side of the room.

      Wes is sitting at a table almost in a corner and Zeke is talking to Aiden close by. When I spot them, I see that they’re both also wearing the same flowers in their breast pockets.

      It seems that Mia didn’t just get them for one of us. So sweet.

      I pick Mia up, giving her a tight hug. “Thank you. That was very sweet of you.”

      She lets out such a happy laugh, wrapping her arms around my neck. “I love you, Dad.”

      “I love you too, princess.” I keep her in my arms as I go over to my mates, but as I reach them, the doors close by open and Clay steps out.

      “If everyone would please take place in the second room. It’s time for the ceremony to start.” He looks our way and grins. “That goes for everyone, except for the grooms.”

      Yeah, yeah.

      I smile and let Mia go. “Time to go in. Don’t forget to take Asher with you.” The little boy just appeared from behind Wes, a little overwhelmed by everything going on.

      But as Mia goes over to him, taking his hand, he gains confidence and follows her into the room where we’ll be holding the ceremony. I watch everyone pass us by, waving at us as they fill the rows of chairs we set out there.

      It’s so nice to see everyone, all our friends, some family, but above all, the family we chose ourselves.

      We’ve surrounded ourselves with all the people we love. We’ve chosen our own family, and they’re amazing.

      The final people to go into the room are Wes’ mums, both teary as they wave our way.

      I turn to my mates, their eyes also filled with tears, and I can’t keep my own eyes dry. I help Wes out of the chair, and then wrap my arms around them both.

      The short moment of quiet before the storm.

      “I love you.” My voice is rough.

      “I love you too.” Zeke’s voice is almost inaudible, filled with tears.

      “I love you too,” Wes whispers. “Thank you so much for always being there for me. Thank you so much.”

      “No, thank you for always loving us. Thank you for being awesome.” I quickly kiss both my mates, trying to kiss their tears away, though I’m not sure that’s going to work.

      Someone clears their throat behind us. “I think it’s time for you to walk down the aisle.” Aiden sounds amused.

      “Yeah, yeah.” Zeke laughs, then he slowly untangles from the hug. He takes Wes’ one side and I take Wes’ other side.

      We’re going down the aisle together, the three of us in one go.

      We chose our own family, we chose this relationship. So we’re going into this all at the same time. We’re a unit and we’re not letting anything ever break that up.

      We step in front of the double doors and Aiden opens them for us. Letting us walk in. All the eyes in the room are on us as we walk down the aisle, arms around each other.

      And there are barely any dry eyes around, people looking so happy, looking so totally in awe as we make the not-so-long walk.

      When we get to the front, the kids are already waiting for us, standing behind Clay. Clay looks so proud, I’m not sure if it’s just because his little brother and his best friend are getting married or if this is just a sentimental thing anyway, but I know that he’s happy for all of us too.

      When we’re right in front of him, he nods shortly and then looks over the room. “Today is a very special day. I’m so happy to stand here and have these amazing men in front of me. I’m honoured to do this. It’s taken a while for this special day to take place, but Nathan insisted that Wes complete his education first.”

      He lets out a laugh and I can hear more laughing behind me.

      Hey, I thought it was important.

      “But now that Wes graduated two days ago, their wedding day is finally here. But this day is not just about these three men. They’ve got a whole family and this is as much about them as it is about the men. So, without further ado, I’m going to hand this over to the kids.” He steps aside and Oliver steps to the front.

      Oliver looks so serious and so handsome in his suit, and a little nervous too. “Today, my Daddies and my Dad will become husbands. They’re already our fathers, but today, they’ll become husbands too. They’ll be married to each other and it will be even more official.”

      He motions for Asher to step forward, and the small boy looks so nervous as he does. “To celebrate our family, we decided to all do a small part of the ceremony.”

      Asher comes over to me, looking at me, holding out a pillow with two rings on it. “These are for you,” he whispers at me.

      I can’t help my short laugh, not exactly the words he was supposed to say, but I can’t really blame him for forgetting.

      Luckily, Josie steps in, kneeling next to Asher, her eyes a little panicked. They’d practised this so much, but you can’t expect a two-year-old to remember everything. “Dad Nathan, do you take Daddy Zeke and Daddy Wes to be your husbands?”

      I take the rings. “Yes. I do.” Then I turn to the side and slide the rings onto Wes and Zeke’s fingers.

      We’ll all be wearing two rings that slot together to form a pattern, symbolising that we’re married to two mates, but that we’re all in this together. It was such a cute idea and it really felt right for us.

      Then Josie helps Asher go back to the others and Mia steps forward to Wes. “Daddy Wes, do you take Daddy Zeke and Dad Nathan to be your husbands?”

      “I do.” Wes’ voice is thick and I glance at him, but he’s smiling so broadly through his tears.

      Then he takes the rings and turns to Zeke to slide his on and then to me to slide it on my finger. He flashes me such a beautiful smile that my heart is beating a hundred miles a minute.

      Mia steps back and then Evan steps forward to Zeke. “Daddy Zeke, do you take Daddy Wes and Dad Nathan to be your husbands?”

      “I do.” Zeke takes a deep but shuddering breath, then he takes the rings and slides one on Wes’ and then one on my finger.

      Evan steps back again and Josie comes forward. “This morning, my fathers woke up mates, lovers and fathers. And now, they are husbands too. They will be bound not just by their love for each other, but by their love for their family and their friends. I’m so…”

      Then her voice breaks and she’s smiling and waving her hand in front of her face, all emotional.

      I reach out, pulling her close and she pushes her face into my suit, her arms around me tight.

      “Sorry,” she whispers, her voice filled with tears.

      I hold her close. “Nothing to apologise for. Thank you so much for doing this. It means a lot to us. Thank you.”

      She nods into my shoulder.

      Oliver steps forward again, eyeing Josie, but then he looks over the room. “Thank you all for being here on this very special day. I’m so happy for my daddies and my dad. I’m so happy that they’ve found people to spend their lives with. And I’m lucky, because I don’t have two parents, I have three, and they’re all awesome. Thank you.”

      He immediately goes over to Wes, wrapping his arms around him.

      Clay steps forward again, but I can’t hear what he’s saying as my mates and my children all come over. Arms everywhere, hugs everywhere, kisses everywhere, and so many tears.

      But they’re good tears, happy tears.

      We’ve always been a family, but this makes it just more official than it was before.

      “I love you all so much,” I whisper as I try to get as many of my family members in my arms as I can.

      My heart is filling with so much joy that I don’t think my smile will ever go away.

      My mates.

      My family.

      Our destiny.

      
        
        The End
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      Don’t want to stop reading? You can follow the story of Des and Seb next:

      
        
        Blossoming of Fate Collection 1
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        Do you always want to be up to date about the newest releases, sales and other cool things? Sign up for the Easily Distracted Media Newsletter!!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Next Series: Blossoming of Fate

          

        

      

    

    
      In Second Chance Mates and Making a Family, we met Des and Seb as babies, but the next Omegaverse Mates World serial takes place nearly two decades in the future as Des and Seb have left secondary school and are ready to go out into the world. Or, are they?

      

      Follow me as we find out what Des and Seb get up to next!

      
        
        Blossoming of Fate Collection 1

      

      

      
        
        Two best friends, one Alpha, one Omega, reunite after having been apart for the first time in their lives, finding out that everything they knew about the other has changed. Are they ready to face their future?

      

      

      
        
        Destin

        The plan was that I would pick my life-long best friend Seb up from the train station, we’d have a week of wild antics as he takes a break from his university work and that life would go back to normal after that. Of course, we all know what happens to plans…

        Instead, the moment I catch sight of him at the station, my heart starts beating in a way that I’ve never felt before. We’ve always been close. We’ve basically grown up together, like family. But these new feelings are a different type of ‘familial’. I want to claim him. Mark him. Make him mine.

        I try to fight it, to stay away from him, but that only brings more trouble…

      

      

      
        
        Seb

        Being at university is the longest I’ve ever been away from my best friend, Destin. He decided to stay at home to work at his daddy’s company while I pursue a degree. It’s been quite a change from seeing each other every day to not seeing each other for weeks, but that time is finally over as I’m home for fall break.

        Only, once I arrive, things start to spin out of control pretty quickly. My body responds to Destin in ways that it has never done before, the way an Omega’s body responds to their fated Alpha, and it scares me. It scares me so much that I flee, trying to avoid Destin at all costs.

        Which only brings even more problems, as when an Alpha and an Omega recognise their fated mate, trying to deny that connection can cause real harm…

      

      

      
        
        This collection includes the first five novellas about Alpha Destin and Omega Seb in the Blossoming of Fate serial, My Omega’s Return, My Lover’s Resolve, My Mate’s Dilemma, My Parents’ Surprise and My Sibling’s Struggle which takes place in the non-shifter Omegaverse Mates World and contains mpreg (male-pregnancy).

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first half of the serial here:

      

      

      
        
        Blossoming of Fate Collection 1

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Omegaverse Mates World

          

        

      

    

    
      Omegas’ Destined Alpha is the third serial in the Omegaverse Mates World. At the time of writing, there are a total of four serials in this world. They are all stand alone serials, but do have overlapping characters.

      These are all of the serials in the Omegaverse Mates World:

      1. Second Chance Mates

      2. Making a Family

      3. Omegas’ Destined Alpha

      4. Blossoming of Fate
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        1. Second Chance Mates

        Second Chance Mates Collection 1

      

      

      
        
        What would you do when at your husband’s funeral you find out that he used to have another mate?

      

      

      
        
        Wilder

        Ten years ago, Logan left me. He told me that two Alphas cannot be together, that our mating wasn’t real.

        Yesterday, my sister called and told me that Logan passed away, leaving behind an Omega and a child.

        Today, I’m at Logan’s funeral. Why am I offering to look after his little family? Why am I the only one who will help them?

      

      

      

      
        
        Sterling

        Logan and I had everything we ever wanted. Then he was ripped away from us in a car crash.

        Logan’s family doesn’t care for me after the funeral, so one of Logan’s old friends steps in.

        Only, in all the commotion, I didn’t keep an eye on my calendar, and my heat starts at the most inconvenient of times.

        And why is Logan’s friend reacting to my heat? Only true mates are supposed to react to a mated Omega... What’s going on?

      

      

      

      
        
        This collection includes the first four novellas about Alpha Wilder and Omega Sterling in the Second Chance Mates serial, My Alpha’s Secret, My Mate’s Mark, My Lover’s Will and My Omega’s Disaster, which takes place in the non-shifter Omegaverse Mates World and contains mpreg (male-pregnancy).

      

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first half of the serial here:

      

      

      
        
        Second Chance Mates Collection 1
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        2. Making a Family Serial

        Making a Family Collection 1

      

      

      
        
        When your idea of asking a cute Omega to be your pretend-husband for a weekend takes an unexpected turn…

      

      

      

      
        
        Clay

        I have my pride as an Alpha, and I don’t want to be the only unmated sibling at my youngest sister’s wedding.

        What’s a successful, but bachelor, Alpha to do? Well, maybe ask the cute Omega frequenting my cafe to be my fake husband for the weekend.

        Only, I didn’t expect a weekend of fun to go so very differently…

      

      

      
        
        Aiden

        The day after my sister leaves her three-month-old to look after, to be the parent she can’t be, I get an odd request from the handsome Alpha running the cafe I frequent. And who can resist a request from the only man able to make me smile this week?

        So, I show up, play the role of adoring husband, and that’s when things go a little off-script…

      

      

      
        
        This collection includes the first five novellas about Alpha Clay and Omega Aiden in Making a Family, Faking a Husband, Becoming a Boyfriend, Raising an Omega, Saving a Sibling and Marrying a Mate, which takes place in the non-shifter Omegaverse Mates World and contains mpreg (male-pregnancy).

      

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first half of the serial here:

      

      

      
        
        Making a Family Collection 1
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        3. Omegas’ Destined Alpha Serial

        Omegas’ Destined Alpha Collection 1

      

      

      
        
        Two Omegas. One kiss. And an Alpha who wasn’t supposed to see it happen…

      

      

      

      
        
        Nathan

        I’m supposed to be an author, but I haven’t finished a book in years. Not since things got out of control. So, to hopefully get back on my feet, I move to a new city, start teaching at college and suddenly find myself intrigued by two Omegas that pass me by every morning.

        One day, on a whim, I follow them and see something I shouldn’t have seen. A kiss. A beautiful kiss. And it’s the start of a journey I never expected to make…

      

      

      
        
        Zeke

        I fled from the arranged marriage my parents set up for me and I was ready to give up on love entirely, and then my best friend saved his younger Omega brother, Wes, from a bad situation and suddenly I was falling, head over heels. It’s amazing to be at Wes’ side and to see him flourish, even if our relationship is a little complicated, we’re making it work. Maybe love isn’t so bad after all.

        What I hadn’t counted on was the Alpha walking into the cafe, and the way my eyes keep getting drawn to him...

      

      

      
        
        Wes

        After my brother saved me from my abusive ex, I’m getting my feet back under me. I’m finally doing the things I was never able to do, like having a job and going to college. It’s not easy to combine it with caring for my four children. But with my Omega boyfriend Zeke and my brother’s family at my side, we make it work, they’re all the people I’ll ever need.

        Until, one morning, an Alpha walks into the cafe that I work at, and he asks Zeke and me out on a date, together...

      

      

      

      
        
        This collection includes the first four novellas about Alpha Nathan and Omegas Zeke and Wes in Omegas’ Destined Alpha, The Baristas’ Surprise, The Alpha’s Mistake, The Mates’ Choice and The Family’s Threat, which takes place in the non-shifter Omegaverse Mates World and contains mpreg (male-pregnancy).

      

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first half of the serial here:

      

      

      
        
        Omegas’ Destined Alpha Collection 1

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        4. Blossoming of Fate Serial

        Blossoming of Fate Collection 1

      

      

      
        
        Two best friends, one Alpha, one Omega, reunite after having been apart for the first time in their lives, finding out that everything they knew about the other has changed. Are they ready to face their future?

      

      

      
        
        Destin

        The plan was that I would pick my life-long best friend Seb up from the train station, we’d have a week of wild antics as he takes a break from his university work and that life would go back to normal after that. Of course, we all know what happens to plans…

        Instead, the moment I catch sight of him at the station, my heart starts beating in a way that I’ve never felt before. We’ve always been close. We’ve basically grown up together, like family. But these new feelings are a different type of ‘familial’. I want to claim him. Mark him. Make him mine.

        I try to fight it, to stay away from him, but that only brings more trouble…

      

      

      
        
        Seb

        Being at university is the longest I’ve ever been away from my best friend, Destin. He decided to stay at home to work at his daddy’s company while I pursue a degree. It’s been quite a change from seeing each other every day to not seeing each other for weeks, but that time is finally over as I’m home for fall break.

        Only, once I arrive, things start to spin out of control pretty quickly. My body responds to Destin in ways that it has never done before, the way an Omega’s body responds to their fated Alpha, and it scares me. It scares me so much that I flee, trying to avoid Destin at all costs.

        Which only brings even more problems, as when an Alpha and an Omega recognise their fated mate, trying to deny that connection can cause real harm…

      

      

      
        
        This collection includes the first five novellas about Alpha Destin and Omega Seb in the Blossoming of Fate serial, My Omega’s Return, My Lover’s Resolve, My Mate’s Dilemma, My Parents’ Surprise and My Sibling’s Struggle which takes place in the non-shifter Omegaverse Mates World and contains mpreg (male-pregnancy).

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first half of the serial here:

      

      

      
        
        Blossoming of Fate Collection 1

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Try Next!

          

        

      

    

    
      Want to look around at what else I’ve got on offer? Here are four series I think you might be interested in depending on why you like this story.

      Mated to the Alpha [Full Collection] - Rosa Swann and Wolf Specter - First mpreg that we wrote together. It’s Omegaverse-light, with shifters.

      His to Protect (The Vampire’s Past 1) - Rosa Swann - M/M Paranormal Romance about a vampire trying to run away from his past and falling in love with a human.

      Omega Phoenix: Claimed (Her Shifter Harem’s Babies 1) - Written under Layla Heart - Omegaverse Paranormal Reverse Harem (with MF and MM relationships) Romance, one female Omega, four male Alphas, lots of cool shifter types and plenty of drama.

      Scarred Cliff Collection 1 - Written under Skylar Heart - A Contemporary Second Chance Reverse Harem (with MF and MM relationships) Romance set in the south of England.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Mated to the Alpha

        Mated to the Alpha [Full Collection]

      

      

      
        
        There are normal random life events, like falling in love with a stranger, and then there is “having your first gay experience with an (admittedly very sexy) Alpha werewolf and ending up pregnant” kind of random.

      

      

      
        
        Ethan feels like he is a plain guy, until he is hired to entertain the werewolves during the annual Mating Ball. He goes in expecting to have a good night and make some extra money on the side. What he doesn’t expect is for one of the Alpha wolves to show an interest in him.

      

      

      
        
        Max, a successful entrepreneur and one of the top Alpha’s in the city, has been getting pressure from all sides to find a mate, settle down and prove his Alpha genes. Only, he has no interest in doing any of those things, until he meets Ethan. He wants nothing else than to take Ethan as his mate, even if the man insists that he is straight.

      

      

      
        
        After a whirlwind night, Ethan wakes up pregnant. Something neither of them realised was possible.

        Now the two men need to navigate the next steps of their relationship, living together, getting married and all the while trying to keep the pregnancy out of the media. It isn’t easy, not on either of them, but they are hellbent on making it work, for the baby, for their families and for each other.

      

      

      
        
        Mated to the Alpha takes place in a paranormal Omegaverse world where shifters and humans live side by side. This serial has mpreg (male-pregnancy), steamy scenes and cliffhangers.

        This collection consists of the FULL Mated to the Alpha serial, this includes: Omega’s Fate, Omega’s Home, Omega’s Pack, Omega’s Bond, Omega’s Love, Omega’s Wedding, Omega’s Baby and Omega’s Future. All eight books in one handy collection!

      

      

      

      
        
        Grab the full collection here:

      

      

      
        
        Mated to the Alpha [Full Collection]

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        The Vampire’s Past

        His to Protect (The Vampire’s Past 1)

      

      

      
        
        No matter how much you try to leave your past behind, it doesn’t always leave you…

      

      

      
        
        Sean

        After being hired for my dream job, I move back to the small minded town where I grew up, for the job and to finish my degree.

        I’m surrounded by my past, by old classmates, old neighbourhoods and old prejudices against gay people.

        But on my first day back, my eyes fall on something new around here. A goth guy sitting at the front of the class and I can’t keep my eyes off him.

        Even though I don’t know him, I feel like I need to protect him, no matter what.

      

      

      
        
        Jules

        I can’t stay in the same place for too long. People start to notice that you don’t age, that you don’t get older, and add to that that the chance of vampire hunters finding you gets bigger the longer you stay…

        I know that I’m running out of time in this town. I need to move on. I just need to finish my degree and then I can leave and start over somewhere else.

        But when my housemate/blood donor turns on me and forces me to leave, I suddenly find myself asking for help from the new guy in our class.

        Leaving doesn’t look as appealing anymore…

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first book here:

      

      

      
        
        His to Protect (The Vampire’s Past 1)

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Her Shifter Harem’s Babies

        Omega Phoenix: Claimed (Her Shifter Harem’s Babies 1)

      

      

      
        
        Cyra, a rare Omega phoenix shifter, has had a rough week, to say the least.

      

      

      
        
        First, two playboy Alphas, a hydra and a griffin, start showing up at the cafe she works at. Their teasing making her all hot and bothered, no matter how much she tries to ignore them. And then she accidentally accepts to play a princess at a spoiled shifter kid’s birthday party, where her crappy old car promptly breaks down. Luckily, or maybe she’s just cursed, a cerberus and a centaur Alpha are there to save the day and give her a ride home.

        For years, Cyra has managed to hide herself from other shifters, pretending she’s human. Because she doesn’t want her parents to marry her off to a rich asshole Alpha for money and status or to be kidnapped and bred like some other rare Omega shifters. She wants her freedom, to be able to make her own choices, and both of those things are taken away the moment she’s mated. Once she’s claimed by an Alpha, she’ll become that Alpha’s property, and she refuses to live like that.

      

      

      
        
        But now everything she’s worked so hard for is falling apart around her. Money is tight, and with her crappy car constantly needing repairs, she won’t be able to afford the medication she needs to stay hidden from shifters, especially with the mating season only weeks away.

        So she makes a reckless decision and takes the cerberus and the centaur up on their offer to be their date to the yearly Night Gala, an exclusive shifter event for bachelor Alphas, Betas and Omegas, though it’s not uncommon for humans to attend too, as ‘dates’ or serving staff. Their offer is too tempting, one night of boring chats while looking pretty, and all her money problems will be solved.

      

      

      
        
        That is, until the hydra and griffin Alphas also appear at the Night Gala and everything goes to hell…

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first book here:

      

      

      
        
        Omega Phoenix: Claimed (Her Shifter Harem’s Babies 1)
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        Scarred Cliff

        Scarred Cliff Collection 1

      

      

      
        
        One girl, on the run from her life, flees right into the arms of four boys from her past.

      

      

      

      
        
        Fleeing her abusive ex, a dead-end job and no prospects for anything better, Mia returns to the coastal town where she used to spend her summers as a kid. She hopes that going back to a time when things were easier will clear her head, but instead she runs right into the arms of the boys she loved as a teen.

      

      

      

      
        
        It starts with Dylan, the brainiac, now a maths teacher at a nearby secondary school. Then Mal, the joker, who plays guitar in a band and composes music. Then Tom, the protector, a single dad who works as a carpenter. And to make it even more complicated, Jake, the city boy, shows up, carrying the one secret Mia has been trying to hide from the others.

      

      

      

      
        
        But that's not where their problems end. There was one more person who used to be with them, Poppy, she was Mia's lover, Mal's twin, Tom's wife and mother of his child. Mia's arrival couldn't have come at a darker time with just over a week until the anniversary of Poppy's death and everyone is on edge.

      

      

      

      
        
        Can they finally come together, or will this explosive mix of emotions and love forever ruin them?

      

      

      

      
        
        These are the first three novellas (Her Escape, Their Struggle and Their Downfall) in the six-part long Scarred Cliff serial, a contemporary reverse harem #WhyChoose story. These novellas may include any of these elements: steamy scenes, ‘I need tissues NOW' moments, cries of ‘why, oh, why' and cliffhangers that make you bite your nails (and curse the author). This story includes MF and MM scenes.

      

      

      

      
        
        Grab the first half of the serial here:

      

      

      
        
        Scarred Cliff Collection 1

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Rosa Swann

          

        

      

    

    
      Rosa is an idealist, she believes that everyone deserves happiness, even those who think that they are too broken to be loved.

      So, she writes stories with imperfect people who fall in love with other imperfect people and will fight together to make it work. Because happiness is not in perfection, but in finding someone to share your life with, all the good and the (angsty) bad.

      When not writing, you can find her playing videogames, curled up under a blanket with a book or teasing her two adorable cats.

      

      
        
        For more info on Rosa Swann and more places to follow her career, check the page on Easily Distracted Media.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Easily Distracted Media

          

        

      

    

    
      Easily Distracted Media is a publisher/brand name for a group of pen names from one author. Each pen name gives a slightly different ‘flavour’ of story, but they’re all highly emotional, focusing on close connections between friends and chosen family.

      E. Engberts, Queer Scifi Young Adult stories.

      Emily Engberts, Lesbian Romance stories (18+).

      Emmy Engberts, Queer Young Adult Romance stories.

      Layla Heart, Paranormal Romance stories (18+)

      Skylar Heart, Contemporary Romance stories (18+).

      Rosa Swann, Gay Romance stories (18+).

      

      
        
        Newsletter: http://www.easilydistractedmedia.com/newsletter/

      

      

      
        
        Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/easilydistractedmedia/

      

      

      
        
        Twitter: https://twitter.com/EmmyEngberts

      

      

      
        
        Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/easilydistractedmedia/

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Published by Easily Distracted Media

          

        

      

    

    
      You can find a list of all these series on a special page on my website. If you already know what you want, you can click on any of the series linked here, but if you’re just looking around, you can click on this link and be brought to the total overview page: Total Overview Page

      Note: Some of these are still in the process of being published so not all of them are available yet.

      
        
        As E. Engberts (Queer YA Scifi)

        BASE Status: Online

      

      

      
        
        As Emily Engberts (Lesbian Romance, 18+)

        Seasons on the Island Series

      

      

      
        
        As Emmy Engberts (Queer YA Romance)

        Flowers and Keyboards Series

      

      

      
        
        As Layla Heart (Paranormal Romance, 18+)

        Lughnasadh Elite Academy Serial

        Guarding Their Dragon Mate Serial

        Her Shifter Harem’s Babies Series

      

      

      
        
        As Skylar Heart (Contemporary Romance, 18+)

        Damaged Hearts Series

        Scarred Cliff Serial

      

      

      
        
        As Rosa Swann (Gay Romance, 18+)

        Mated to the Alpha Serial

        The Baby Pact Trilogy

        The Vampire’s Past Trilogy

        Second Chance Mates Serial

        Making a Family Serial

        Omegas’ Destined Alpha Serial

        Blossoming of Fate Serial
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