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        Of course, the one time you break your own strict ‘no private parties’ rule for two hot men, you realise they’re your fated mates after you’ve already bonded.

      

      

      

      
        
        Gail, a full-blood dragon Omega, has been hiding from other shifters for over half a decade, determined to choose his own path in life, even if that means working two jobs. During the day, he works at a bookstore and, in the evenings, he’s an exotic dancer.

        Everything is going fine, until two men start showing up at the club, their gaze on him intense, making him all hot and bothered.

        One night, they’ve got an interesting offer, which he knows he should reject, he really should...

      

      

      

      
        
        Lucien and Cyrus, an Alpha and a Beta, both wolves, have been together since they were young, a relationship condemned by shifter society. They’ve never felt the need to find themselves an Omega, happy with the lives they’ve built.

        To spice things up from time to time, they go clubbing and invite humans back to their place for a bit of ‘fun’.

        For the last couple of weeks, they’ve had their eyes on one human in particular, an elusive dancer at their new favourite club.

        They want him, even if it’s just for one night...

      

      

      

      
        
        One night turns into two, and into a big mess when Gail finds out that Lucien and Cyrus aren’t just shifters, but that the three of them are fated mates.

        With Gail’s family in town to pressure him into mating an Alpha of their choice (rich and from the ‘right family’, which Lucien and Cyrus aren’t) and Lucien’s father pushing Lucien to choose between taking a ‘proper’ Omega mate or for Cyrus to lose his job (but they will be ‘allowed’ to stay together), this new revelation should make things a lot easier.

      

      

      

      
        
        If it wasn’t for their families wanting things their way, or no way, which means that everything just got a whole lot more complicated...

      

      

      

      
        
        This is the first book in The Baby Pact Trilogy which takes place in an Omegaverse world with shifters and mpreg (male-pregnancy).

        This trilogy 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).
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      I grumble as I fish yet another candy wrapper from behind a chair.

      I’ve been on cleaning duty all morning. Hunting down and picking up all the stray wrappers, abandoned pieces of cake and other things that people tried to hide during last night’s Halloween party, just because they couldn’t be bothered to find a trash can.

      This is why I don’t like Halloween or any other holiday party for that matter. The mess the morning after, and the fact that all the shapeshifters come into the cities, come into my places of safety.

      I sit down on one of the chairs and look around the store. I love working at the bookstore, the place smells nice and musty, reminds me of spending my days at the library when I was younger. The only place I could hide away from my parents, from people who had expectations of me that I would never live up to.

      “Gail.” A woman with bright red hair and a silver loop through her nose stands next to me, her hands on her hips, her lips tightly pressed together. “I don’t care that you have a hangover. Get back to work. After this, you can put up the Christmas decorations.” Kathy turns around and stalks off to the front of the store.

      Right… A hangover… I don’t think so. Unlike what she might think, I was working on my new dance routine for my second job last night, so no booze for me. Not that I can afford it anyway, not with the way I get paid.

      I stand up again and pull the chair aside, ready to stack it with the others, and in the process tip over a cup with something sweet and sticky in it. The orange splash quickly makes its way over the wooden floor towards the nearest bookshelves. I curse.

      Great, just what I needed.

      I dump my garbage bag on the chair next to me and get the mop from the back room.

      “Gail!” Kathy calls for me from the front of the store. “Get your ass over here.”

      “A moment.” I raise my voice so she can hear me as I grab the supplies. I’d rather get her wrath because I didn’t come over than get it for making a mess. She’s in a foul mood today.

      I’m mopping up the spilled drink when I hear footsteps behind me.

      “I called you.” Kathy stops right in her tracks when she sees me on the floor. “What did you do now? Can’t I leave you alone for just a moment?”

      I look up, ready with a sharp reply, but it catches in my throat when see my older brother standing behind her, looking at me with amusement. I quickly get up.

      “Someone put their drink under the chair.” I try to keep my voice steady, but for Jason to be here is rare, it immediately sets me on edge. It can’t mean anything good.

      “So? You should have picked it up, not thrown it across the floor.” She rolls her eyes like I did this on purpose, and it wasn’t just an accident. “Anyway, this guy asked for you at the front of the store. Don’t make it too long, you’ve still got a lot to do.” And she’s off again.

      I think Kathy might be the one with the hangover. It’s not like she is very warm normally, but she is extra bitchy today.

      “I see that you’re still great at getting yourself in trouble.” Jason sits on one of the chairs a bit to the side, away from the ever-expanding puddle of orange.

      “How did you find me?” I turn my back to him as I clean up the rest of the mess. I don’t want him here; I don’t need him here.

      “I just went to every bookstore I could find, starting with the one closest to your apartment. It took a couple of hours, but you didn’t think you could hide from us forever, did you?” He moves and his voice changes. “Mum wants you to come home.”

      I sigh and look at him. Jason’s eyes are guarded, but I can see the pain behind them; he knows full well I won’t return, not ever. “Tell her that she can—” I’m about to say ‘go fuck herself’ but I don’t think that would go over well. Jason adores Mum. “Tell her that I won’t ever come back.”

      It’s only during the weeks coming up to the mating season that she even thinks of me. All other times of the year, she rather forgets that I exist. The disappointment of the family. The unwilling Omega.

      “You know she won’t like that.” His voice is soft, which doesn’t bode well.

      “I know. You also know why I won’t return, why I left in the first place.”

      Jason doesn’t meet my eyes. He knows full well why I’d rather choose exile than return and go through that. “She’s your mother. We’re your family.”

      “And you want to marry me off to the richest bastard that you can find. The only reason she wants me to come home is to cash in on my breedability. I’m not important; the fact that I can make pretty babies is.” I grab the bucket and walk to the back.

      Jason follows me. “I still think you’re being silly. It’s not like they will force you or anything. You have a say in what happens, who they choose.” He stands closely behind me. He’s a lot taller than me and something inside me, deep inside, still reacts to his Alpha power, even if just a little.

      My medication might take away the natural instincts as an Omega, but it doesn’t take away the feeling that Jason is used to getting his way and I’m playing with fire for not complying with him.

      I shudder, trying to stay calm. “You know I don’t have a say in who they mate me to.”

      “Not if you keep acting like this, no.” I feel his hand on my shoulder and I turn around quickly, slapping his hand away.

      “Don’t touch me. I’m not returning. You know that. You know that it’s not safe for me out there.”

      “It’s only not safe because you won’t accept who you are. You won’t accept your place.”

      I don’t accept my place. My ‘place’ as an Omega. I nearly laugh, but I know that he is serious. “Leave.”

      “I will be back, and you will come home with me next time. You’re twenty-five, you’re running out of time. And our parents are running out of patience. Soon, no one will want you anymore.” Jason glares at me. “Do you want to be left all alone, without anyone to provide for you? You really think that is a good idea?”

      That still sounds significantly better than being forced to marry and mate with someone I don’t know and then used as a baby machine for I-don’t-know-how-long. “I’d rather be alone than be part of our parents’ money machine.”

      Jason’s jaw sets. “Don’t come running to us when you’re all old and alone. You can’t keep doing this forever. Don’t think that we’ll let you off easy this time.” He turns around and stalks out of the store.

      I let out a shuddering breath. He is gone, for now.

      They always get more persistent around this time of the year, and I’m scared that they might start to take other routes if I don’t return home soon. Jason’s words run through my head again. ‘You will come home with me’ and ‘our parents are running out of patience’. But I don’t want to.

      I don’t want to be used as a breeding machine. I’m so much more —I’m a person, a whole person, but never to them… To them, I’ve always been just an Omega.

      When my parents first found out that I was a full dragon Omega, they were horrified —an Omega among their children. But as I grew older and the Omega movement became stronger, they saw something else in me, a way to get rich.

      They knew that when I came of age, they could get a good price for me to marry someone’s son or daughter, get a rich partner and pull themselves out of poverty. Because full dragon Omegas are rare, and marrying me off to a full dragon Alpha would mean that our kids could have special abilities. A full dragon Alpha genitor with a full dragon Omega carrier, the possibilities for our children would be endless.

      I close the door of the room in the back behind me and Kathy is staring at me, a weird look on her face. “What was that about?”

      How much did she hear? “What do you mean?”

      “Such a handsome man. Why would he come here? And why did you refuse to go back with him?” She looks at me and it reminds me that I’m among humans.

      I’m safe here. They don’t know about me. I make sure of that with medication and special toiletries, anything I can do to hide myself so that I don’t get found out.

      “Because he might look good, but he has a heart of stone.” I try to give her a smile.

      She nods, then she relaxes and glares at me, returning to the way she was before my brother arrived. “Are you done cleaning up yet?”

      Back to business. Right. “Nearly. I’ll get to the Christmas decorations after lunch.”
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        * * *

      

      I stretch out on my bed, looking around the room. It’s small, but I call it home. And I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world because this place is how I get to live my own life, away from shifters.

      Wrapping a blanket around me, I turn to the TV. I’ve got a couple of hours between jobs, a couple of hours before I need to put on my ‘costume’, my outfit for the night job. I flip through the channels, not watching really, just wasting my time.

      I left the house I grew up in as soon as I could, as soon as I was accepted into a university. I couldn’t stay at home any longer; I couldn’t keep living there.

      When I reached the first stages of puberty, I started taking hormone treatments, started taking medication to suppress my heat, to suppress everything that set me apart from humans. My parents hated it, but it was my choice. My life, my body, my choice, at least as long as it was covered by insurance and was strongly recommended by the school to give the least ‘interruptions’ to my education.

      Though, as I came closer and closer to reaching maturity, my parents started putting more and more pressure on me to stop the medication, to become ‘normal’. Which is why I worked my ass off so I could go to a university out of state, away from my family, away from those who wanted to take my choices from me.

      When I started living on my own, I realised that I wouldn’t be able to support myself with just the money from my scholarship. I had to get money from somewhere. So, I worked odd jobs, until I found my most recent ones last year. On top of my job at the bookstore, I’m an exotic dancer. Just dancing, I don’t do anything else.

      Partially because that is where I draw the line, but also because as long as people don’t come too close, no shifter can recognise what I am. And anything more than just dancing on a stage will quickly become too close, way too close. I’m not naive, I’m just… not doing that.

      The downside of the medication that I take is that I can’t recognise other shifters either, it also hides them from me. Which is why I prefer to stay away from places that a lot of shifters frequent, better not chance it.

      I need to stay hidden, to keep myself safe, to keep myself from becoming just another breeding machine.

      Many people believe that only fated mates are able to breed an Omega, but medicine even ‘fixed’ that. These days, as long as you have the money to pay for the procedure, any Alpha or Beta can mate with any Omega they want to.

      I know that it happens, way more than people would like to admit. I saw it happen to a friend when I was younger. One day she was there in class, and the next time I saw her, months later, she was with child, and I knew that she hadn’t mated with her fated mate.

      She was grabbed on her way back from school and used to mate, made into a breeding machine. And no matter how much her parents tried to get her back, they couldn’t fight the forced mating because being mated overrules any other laws.

      I shiver and pull the blanket over me fully. That’s in the past. Far in the past.

      I’m safe. I’m safe.

      I reach out to my phone, trying to distract myself, and there’s a text from one of the guys at the club, Aaron. ‘You coming in tonight?’

      I text him back. ‘I’m scheduled to, yes. Why?’

      It doesn’t take long for a text to pop up again. ‘Apparently boss wants to extend the Halloween theme to tonight. You need to dress up if you’re coming in.’

      I sigh. Great. I didn’t go in last night because I didn’t want to join in the Halloween extravaganza, but apparently the boss has other ideas. I guess it isn’t as bad as Christmas-themed nights. I remember last year’s Christmas special night. I do not look good in red stockings. Not at all.

      My fingers fly over the digital keyboard. ‘Fine, I’ll figure something out.’

      I stand up and go over to my closet. I guess I’ll have to find something interesting to wear for tonight. I slide all the clothes to one side, revealing the one thing there that does not fit in with the rest, not even with the things I’d normally wear at the club.

      It’s a black leather corset for men. I swallow, taking it in my hands. It’s one of the few things I bought for myself in a short-lived craze to be part of the Industrial music scene. Of all the things I had from that time, I couldn’t sell or throw away this last thing. Just couldn’t.

      I put it on the bed and return to the closet, now to find other things to wear with it. Preferably clothes that look sexy but that I can still dance in, as the corset makes things complicated enough without adding extra hurdles.

      I grab a set of black shorts and my high boots that reach over my knees. Now, I’ve only got to figure out a costume from these random parts.
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      A young boy is standing in front of me, his hands behind his back, and he is looking at the floor instead of at me. I’ve seen the boy a few too many times in my office already and classes have only been going for two months.

      “James…” I try to keep my voice steady because I know that getting angry won’t help a thing.

      “Yes, sir.” James still doesn’t look at me, instead looking to the side, out the window.

      “What did we talk about last time?”

      “Rules, sir.”

      “That’s right, and what rules did you break?”

      This time, he finally looks up before he counts them off on his fingers. “No biting, no shifting in class…” He looks at me and presses his lips together.

      “And?”

      “No peeing on the tables and people’s things.”

      “And?” The boy really does keep coming up with creative ways to break the rules.

      “No biting the teachers.” The fact that this has to be a separate rule always astounds me, but apparently it is so common that it has a separate punishment. Which we already enforced, a couple of times.

      “Yes. So, what do you think would be a good punishment this time?” Letting him choose for himself gives me some time to think about it too.

      He keeps breaking the rules, as so many young Alphas do, especially from families who feel that Alphas should be able to get away with things, just for being an Alpha. That rules shouldn’t apply to them as strictly as they do for Betas and Omegas.

      “Nothing?” The cheeky grin James flashes me makes me smile too; he’s charming, very charming.

      “I don’t think so. Think of something else.”

      The boy frowns and I can see him think. I guess that choosing his own punishment is new to him.

      “Copying the rules?” he offers with a small voice.

      “We did that last time. I don’t think that worked.”

      James shakes his head.

      “How about you work in the next door office for two days, by yourself?”

      His eyes go large and he’s about to say something, but I speak first.

      “I’ll get you a desk there, the teaching assistant will give you all the things you need, and you can work on your own in there, quietly. Sound fair?” That way, he won’t be alone-alone, as I’ll be right next door, keeping a close eye on him, but he will be separate from his normal environment.

      “Yes, sir.” James’ voice is barely audible.

      “Why do you think I set you apart from the others?”

      “Because I make a mess?”

      “Because you keep disrupting the classes and making things harder for your classmates and teachers. Learn that word, disrupting, and I’ll see you in here on Monday morning.”

      The boy nods. “Yes, sir. Have a good weekend, sir.” He is out of the room as fast as he can without actually running.

      I really need to start coming up with some better ways to enforce rules. Sometimes I feel like kids are getting more and more troublesome at a younger age. I like being the local principal of our school, but sometimes it can be very tiring.

      There are so many shifter types to think about, so many shifter types that have different rules, and not to forget the Omega movement. In itself, not a bad idea and things have definitely gotten better for Omegas in the last few decades, but the pushback from Alpha organisations… Those have been the worst.

      Some of these kids… They have an Alpha, or a Beta, and an Omega for parents, but some of the ideas they keep… I feel it has gotten worse from when I was younger, and that isn’t even that long ago.

      Twenty years isn’t that long, right?

      I stand up and make my way to James’ classroom where his teachers are still cleaning up the place for the weekend.

      One of them looks up. “Hey, Cyrus.”

      “Ready for the weekend?” I stand in the doorway, looking at the comfy room, and remember when I was a kid myself and went to school in this exact same building.

      “Definitely. What about James?” He picks up some papers and pushes them into his bag. Work over, weekend ahead, every teacher’s favourite part of the job, at least some weeks.

      “He will be in the room next to my office for two days next week. Let’s hope not being able to rile anyone up for a few days will be enough to make him stop.” I smile and the teachers do too.

      “Yeah, he is getting out of hand. But his parents…” The teacher shakes his head.

      “I know. I’m going to have to have a chat with them. I talked to the main branch, and it seems that James’ siblings have been getting into trouble at other schools too. We might have to talk with their parents as a comprehensive unit instead of each on their own.”

      I hate when things like this happen, but it seems that the family has really radicalised in some of the ideas from the Alpha movement over the summer and their kids are now getting out of line at school. One family, three Alpha kids. Loads of trouble.

      Both teachers seem to be glad about this decision, and I totally get it. It’s hard to see a good kid go bad just because their parents are changing their lives. Radicalisation is creepy, and I see it happen everywhere these days. Even my own family has ideas a little too close to some of the talking points from the Alpha movement and organisations to be comfortable.

      I’m a Beta. There’s nothing wrong with being a Beta, there are many times more of us than there are Alphas, but all my life my mum, who is an Alpha, has been giving me crap over not being born an Alpha too. According to her, Betas are lesser-than, not as good as people like her, Alphas.

      “Have a good weekend.” I turn around and drop by my office to pick up a few things to take home, then I quickly make my way to the car park.

      I want to go home, spend my night with Lucien and maybe see the sexy dancer on stage tonight. It’s already been a few days since we came up with a plan to seduce the dancer, and I know Lucien is getting impatient. My sweet, impatient Alpha.
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        * * *

      

      I open the door to the garage, and I only see Lucien’s legs sticking out from under his car. Of course, because where else would I find him?

      “Lucien.” I stand a bit aside, not wanting to get oil and dirt on my suit. “I’m home.”

      He rolls from under the car and grins up at me, his dark eyes twinkling. “And it’s the weekend.” He stands up and moves in for a hug and a kiss.

      I glare at him and he steps back, smiling as he shrugs.

      “I want to mark you.” He sticks out his tongue.

      “And I don’t want to have to buy yet another suit just because you think dirt looks good on it. I’ll see you inside, after your shower.” I walk around him and enter the house.

      It’s not big —our salaries aren’t huge, even put together— but it’s big enough for us to live in and even has a spare room for guests. Not that we get many… Our families don’t really agree with our ‘living arrangements’.

      Alphas and Betas should not live together, according to them. They believe that without the ability to produce kids, you can’t really love each other and shouldn’t be together. It’s outdated bullshit, but fighting over it is exhausting, so we just stopped having them over.

      I sigh and put my bag down on my desk. I quickly change into something more comfortable, something that is more appropriate for dinner and fun. I’m about to pull a t-shirt over my head when I smell Lucien’s distinct scent, mingled with our favourite shower gel, as he slides his hands around me, pushing so close that I can feel his excitement against my ass.

      “I want you. I’ve been longing for you all day.” His low voice makes me shiver and I’m instantly rock-hard.

      I drop the t-shirt and turn around in his arms, our dicks pushing together. I slide my arms around him and put my head on his shoulder. “I missed you too.” I stick out my tongue and run it over his freshly shaved stubble.

      He pulls me closer. “You ready for tonight?”

      “Always.” The whisper leaves me in a burst.

      Tonight, we’ll be making a very indecent proposal to a very handsome man. Now we’re just hoping that he won’t run away screaming. It’s not like we haven’t tried it before, but never face-to-face, and the fact that he doesn’t do private dances at the club doesn’t give us much hope. But we’re going to try it one more time.

      The way he moves, the way he looks. We want him, we want him real bad.

      Lucien lowers his hands, rubbing my ass before he pulls our crotches together and moves his hips, creating amazing friction. “I want you.” He slides his hands up and then down again, into the back of my jeans.

      I lick my lips. “Not here. Let’s move to the bedroom.”

      “Are you sure?” Lucien doesn’t move. “I remember that we had quite a lot of fun the last time we did it in here.”

      I suppress a moan at the memory. “And I spent hours cleaning up after. Move.”

      He grumbles, but I hear the smile in his voice. “Fine, fine.” He pulls me with him, awkwardly moving as he won’t let go of my ass.

      I hold onto him, onto my man, onto my love.
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        * * *

      

      “Ready for dinner?” Lucien comes into the bedroom with his phone in his hand.

      “I guess I am.” I’m sprawled all over our bed, still a bit fuzzy from the mind-blowing sex we just had.

      I’ll have to get moving soon-ish, though. Now I definitely need a shower before we leave for the club, and the pizza will arrive soon too.

      Friday evening is for sex, pizza and cute men. We’ve done one, now we need to get ready for the other two.

      Lucien rolls next to me, his voice sexy and tempting. “I could just do you again. That would mean no moving and no pizza.”

      I feel excitement stir, but I’m too wrung out to be able to go for another round just yet. Plus, I know that Lucien wants to go to the club tonight, as we have done every night for the past two weeks when the dancer has been scheduled to perform.

      We went into the club on impulse one evening. We were bored and didn’t know what to do. Apparently, it had been exam week or something because all the sexy college guys were gone. But when we went into the club, there he was, on stage, and we’ve gone to see him every time since.

      “I need to get up. We’re going to see our favourite dancer later tonight.” I poke Lucien, whose eyes go darker than normal, and he licks his lips. I’m probably not much better; the dancer brings something out in us… Something animalistic.

      He’s the first human to have that effect on us, though maybe it’s simply that he’s different, he owns his sexuality, he owns his body. He owns the stage when he dances, keeping everyone focused on him. You can feel the atmosphere change when he comes on stage, like people are holding their breath until he leaves the stage again, too scared to miss anything.

      Lucien runs his fingers over my bare back, then he moves closer and puts his lips on my shoulder. “I love you.”

      “You love my ass,” I joke, but when I turn to him, I see the seriousness in his eyes. I reach out, putting my hand on his cheek, then I kiss him, long and hard. “I love you too.”

      He wraps his arms around me, and I can feel his excitement pushing against my hip.

      “I really do need to take a shower. I can’t go to the club like this. And you need to get dressed. I don’t think the pizza delivery guy will appreciate you opening the door like that, again.” I push at Lucien’s chest and he finally lets me go, swatting at my ass as I get off the bed.

      “Fine, fine. Spoilsport.” He pouts at me and I stick out my tongue. He can be so silly.

      I walk into the bathroom and the warmth immediately surrounds me. Lucien might be silly, but he knows that I like it when the bathroom is hot when I take a shower. It’s the little things that matter.

      I check myself in the mirror and see the dark mark right at the back of my neck, right where my shoulder becomes my neck. I run my fingers over the sensitive spot. I love it when he marks me like that. Makes me his in ways that others don’t understand.
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            LUCIEN

          

        

      

    

    
      I quickly get dressed, putting on tight leather pants and my best shirt. I’ve got to do something to leave an impression on the sexy dancer, even if he doesn’t accept our proposal.

      One night; we want him to be ours for one night.

      Lazing around on the bed, I listen to Cyrus in the shower, the running water so soothing that I nearly doze off again.

      The shrill sound of the bell jolts me awake.

      I make my way to the door and when I open it, I catch the guy checking me out, his eyes slow and deliberate. That’s definitely good for a guy’s ego. I smile as I hand him the money while taking the pizzas. “Keep the change.”

      The delivery guy flashes me a great smile, but tonight is not for him; tonight is about our conquest. About the guy who shakes his ass in ways that should be illegal.

      We play around with humans all the time. We like to spice things up, but also, Cyrus likes to do some ass from time to time, instead of always being done. I’m not one for taking it up the ass, so we go to clubs, to events, anywhere we can pick up guys, or at least play with them.

      Finding the dancer was sheer luck, and he hasn’t left our thoughts since. He probably doesn’t even know it. Doesn’t know how many hot nights he caused for us, just by dancing on that stage.

      I hear wet footsteps on the floor behind me. “You spacing out again?” Cyrus’ voice is amused, and when I turn around, I have to bite back a moan.

      He’s standing in the middle of the hallway, not wearing a damn thing, drying his hair with a towel as he stretches his delicious body in ways that make the light catch on the little droplets of water that cover his skin.

      “With good reason.” I clear my throat, then step over to him, giving him a quick kiss. “Let’s have dinner. I’m starving.”

      “You’re always starving, for everything,” Cyrus calls after me, and I can’t disagree with him as I put the pizzas down on our kitchen table.

      I can’t help it. I’m a full wolf shifter, an Alpha wolf shifter, and with someone as sexy as Cyrus walking around all the time… I’m always hungry, for him, for food, for life.

      The scent of the two meat-topped pizzas greets me as soon as I open the boxes and I sit down, quickly picking up a slice and stuffing it into my mouth. I love pizza after a week of hard work.

      Cyrus saunters into the kitchen wearing black jeans and a tight shirt. He sees me looking him over. “Good?”

      Better than good. “Perfect.” I push at a chair with my foot so that it slides away from the table and Cyrus can join me.

      “Charming.” He grins as he also grabs a slice of the pizza. His face is a picture of pure bliss as he digs in. God, he enjoys life as much as I do, enjoying life, and him.

      “How was work?” I felt the tension in his muscles earlier, but I know he won’t speak about it until he’s well fucked and cleaned back up, which he now is.

      Cyrus frowns and shakes his head. “Some problems. And I’m not liking the implications.”

      He has been under a lot of pressure from some parents and parental groups to change the school setup to something that aligns more with their view of the world —segregated education.

      The Alphas together, the Betas together and the Omegas together. As if the subjects that they have to learn in primary school have anything to do with their status. Maths, spelling, grammar, they’re all the same for everyone. It doesn’t matter if you’re an Alpha, a Beta or an Omega.

      But these are the same people who feel that Omegas should be taught about how to keep a house from an early age, and not be allowed to be taught about certain other things that could actually help them get ahead in the world.

      “Has it gotten that bad?”

      He shrugs but then shakes his head. “I don’t know. We’re having a chat with James’ parents next week. The higher-ups decided that it would be a good idea to address the problems with their kids all at once, instead of each teacher on their own.”

      Cyrus looks at me as he frowns. “James was such a good kid last year. To see him change this much just over a summer… It just doesn’t sit right with me.”

      I reach out and take his hand. “It’s not the kid’s fault.”

      “I know.” He brings my hand to his lips and kisses the top, keeping it there as he looks at me, his eyes darkening. “But it’s the weekend now. The weekend is not for worrying about work, at least not on a Friday evening.”

      “The weekend is for fun.” I lick my lips. “Fun and games.” I pull him closer, standing up and wrapping my arms around him. I hold him close and feel how he grinds himself against me. “God, you’re hot.”

      “I always am, you know that.” I feel his breath on my neck, and then his tongue runs over my jaw until he reaches the corner of my mouth and he puts his lips to mine.

      We breathe together, enjoying our closeness, enjoying being together, grounding ourselves together. Becoming one person, one unit, becoming us.
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        * * *

      

      I take Cyrus’ hand as we slowly back out of the driveway. I listen to the purring engine and I’m glad I fixed the weird sound it kept making, because you can’t show up to impress a guy with a car that makes weird noises, or in Cyrus’ car.

      He drives a Volvo —boring, unimpressive, and it makes it immediately obvious what he does for a job. It’s a typical car for a teacher.

      I’ve tried to get him to buy a different car, but it seems like he is perfectly fine with the one he has. He says it fits him… Which I think is bull —he deserves a super sexy car, not a boring teacher car. But it’s his car, the one he drives to work.

      As soon as we go out together, we take my car anyway, so it doesn’t matter too much, but I still think he deserves something sexier.

      “Are you nervous?” He squeezes my hand.

      I dare to glance at him. “Not really. You?”

      I almost miss the nod he gives. “Nervous and excited, in a good way.” He moves my hand and I feel how excited he is through his jeans.

      Hmm, that might give us some interesting things to do while we’re at the club, especially with the dancer around.

      I turn onto the highway, on our way to the city, as I take my hand back. It takes a lot of energy and self-control to not pull up at a rest place and just have my way with him right now. The excitement courses through me too.

      This is the first time we’ve pursued a guy for this long. Normally, we just pick up guys while we’re out, but this guy has been outside of our reach the whole time. And still, we can’t help but want him.

      Usually, we don’t put this much energy into getting a guy, but something inside me says that it will be worth the wait, worth the trouble.

      I don’t know how this happened, how we got into this situation to begin with. But now that we’ve set the plan into motion, I can’t seem to stop, can’t seem to stop this course that is bound to get us into trouble.
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        * * *

      

      We pull up to the club, parking the car around the back, and when I get out, Cyrus is in my arms immediately. He wraps himself around me and runs his hands all over me.

      I take his hands. “What’s up?”

      His amber eyes are dark when he looks at me, his tongue going over his lips nervously.

      I smile and cover his lips with mine, holding him tight before I dip my tongue into his mouth. He moans out, pushing himself closer. I slowly explore his mouth, calming down his nerves.

      When his hold on me lessens, I slowly let him go. His cheeks are slightly coloured and his eyes lidded.

      “You okay now?” I give him one last quick kiss.

      “Yeah.” His voice is breathless as he nods. I love how I can make him forget everything around him. I love how he will turn to me when he needs something. He knows that I will always be there for him and help him out.

      I wrap my arm around his back, and we make our way to the front of the club.

      The bouncer looks at us for a moment before he nods and lets us through. “He’s working tonight. He’ll be on stage soon.” The man smiles at us.

      It has become somewhat obvious that we’re only here for one particular dancer. Though… Seeing the reactions of some of the other people in the club, I think quite a few people come here for the same man.

      All the dancers here are good, but this one, he has something special about him, and everyone knows it.

      We walk through a dark hallway, the loud music greeting us immediately. As we step through a thick curtain, we find ourselves in the bar area. The stage is at the back of the room, and one of the other dancers is already on there.

      I glance at the schedule pinned to the bar, the dancer we’re looking for won’t be on stage for another twenty or so minutes.

      Even though Halloween was last night, the club is still decked out in Halloween decorations. I motion for the bartender. “What’s up with the…” I wave around.

      The man grins. “The boss thought it a good idea to extend Halloween celebrations to the whole weekend. People seem to like it. Anything you want to drink?”

      “A beer for me.” I look to Cyrus, who is already scanning the crowd with his eyes, trying to catch a glimpse of the dancer we’re here for. “Cyrus?”

      My man finally looks at me and then the bartender. “Hard cider, please.”

      The bartender gets us our orders and I wrap both my arms around Cyrus. “Distracted much?” I whisper into his ear, and he pushes closer immediately.

      His breath speeds up. “Maybe.”

      I reach up, running my fingers over his lips. He licks at them for a moment before he meets my gaze. I wink. “It’ll be fine. He’s just a very sexy human, nothing to worry about.”

      “But…” He looks away for a moment, vulnerability flitting over his face, before he looks back. “He’s just… So sexy, and unattainable.”

      “Yes, he is. Doesn’t mean we can’t try.” I know why Cyrus worries; it’s not like I’ve not had the exact same thoughts.

      This could turn out poorly, and not only would we have wasted so much time on this, but we could potentially also complicate the dancer’s life or comfort at his job.

      Even with all that in mind, I have faith in us, in our plan. It has to work, for Cyrus’ sake. The poor man hasn’t had some good ass in weeks.

      The music changes, pulling us out of the trance we’re in.

      I slowly let Cyrus go and pick up our drinks from the bar. Then we make our way to the front of the stage, finding the table we normally sit at still empty. Good.

      We make ourselves comfortable, Cyrus pushing closely to me, his focus mainly on me, his neediness a clear sign of how nervous he is. I lean over and kiss him. We’ve got to wait a few more minutes anyway; we can spend it worrying or making out.

      I choose the second option.
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