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        After you run away from your parents, hiding so they can’t marry you off to some stranger, an organisation that’s supposed to help you tells them exactly where you are instead...

      

      

      

      
        
        Gail, an Omega, never wanted to find an Alpha or Beta mate, he assumed that as soon as he mated he would have to give up his freedom, that he would have to obey their every command, become the perfect home-maker that his parents tried to raise him to be.

        The only problem, he doesn’t want a life like that.

      

      

      

      
        
        Lucien and Cyrus, an Alpha and a Beta, were happy together and never felt the need to take an Omega. An Alpha and a Beta together isn‘t accepted in shifter society, but they didn’t care, they loved each other and weren‘t going to change who they were just to be ‘accepted’.

      

      

      

      
        
        Everything seemed to be going fine, until their worlds collided.

      

      

      

      
        
        Now Gail is pregnant with Lucien and Cyrus‘ twins, but without an officially recognised mating or a marriage certificate, he can’t get health care or even find a new job, both of which he desperately needs.

        The organisation that was supposed to help Gail gain his independence from his parents, instead let them know where he was living and now they‘re doing anything to get him back.

      

      

      

      
        
        Now the trio have to fight against the system to get their mating recognised, to protect Gail, but also their unborn babies.

      

      

      

      
        
        This is the second 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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      The pictures on the kitchen table in front of me are blurry, a lot of black and grey and white. It looks like something from the sixties, not something that was taken just a couple of days ago. But I can see them, my two babies.

      Two.

      Oh, hell.

      Sure, I know it happens. Twins are not uncommon, especially not for Omegas with two mates. But these are our first kids, and we weren’t even sure we’d be ready for just one of them…

      “Gail.” Cyrus stands behind me, running his large, warm hand over my back. “Are you ready to leave?”

      I nod and stand up. I guess I am. It’s not like I’ve got much of a choice.

      He wraps his arms around me. “It’s all going to be fine. You know that, right?”

      I shrug. Do I? I’m going to talk to an Omega organisation, see if they can help us out with the whole ‘needing permission from parents’ problem.

      Not only can I not get medical care without my parents’ approval, but I can’t even get married… How is that possible? How is that even allowed?

      I’m twenty-five, an adult, this should be my choice, not theirs…

      Pulling all my courage and energy together, I straighten my back. This needs to get done so I can get on with my life, live it the way I want to, and I won’t have to be scared of my parents anymore. “Let’s go.”

      On his way to his appointment at the bank, Cyrus will drop me off at the Omega Centre that we found online.

      Yeah, like we need money issues right now… Like we need any more issues, full stop.

      But, since neither Lucien nor Cyrus has told their parents that we’re mated, and since they aren’t planning on telling them any time soon, Lucien’s dad will pull his financial support for Cyrus’ school. So now Cyrus needs to get the money some other way.

      “It’ll be okay. You know we’re here for you.” Cyrus tilts my head up and covers my mouth with his, kissing me slowly, exploring me carefully and thoroughly.

      I grip onto him, holding him tight as he attacks my senses.

      When he breaks away from me, his eyes are dark and he licks his lips, a movement I can’t suppress myself. Oh, how he keeps doing this, keeps making me forget about the world around me.

      He takes my hand and we leave the house.

      “Have you got everything?” He looks at the folder I’m holding as we climb into the car. The folder with whatever I could take from my old life before my parents emptied out my apartment.

      I’ve gone back to my old apartment just once, to see if they left anything behind, if there was anything I could salvage. But there was only a note on the door: ‘If you want your things back, come home. Love, Mum and Dad.’

      The whole apartment was empty, nothing left behind, nothing at all.

      Of course, this angered Cyrus and Lucien to no end. They’ve even offered to ‘go home’ for me, get my stuff from my parents’ place, but I don’t think that’s a good idea…

      “Yeah, I’ve got everything. Everything I’ve managed to find anyway.” I take his hand, making him look at me. “I’m fine. I just want to get this over with.”

      I try to show him a smile, but between the pregnancy and the problems with my parents… I’m exhausted, and I know it’s worrying Cyrus and Lucien.

      “You and me both.” He leans over and gives me a quick kiss. “Tonight, we’ll relax with a movie and some popcorn or something.”

      I nod. Then Cyrus starts the car and we’re off to the city.

      The fields we drive past are frozen over and Cyrus drives more carefully than he normally would. It’s almost the end of the year, and it definitely feels wintery now.

      We skipped Christmas —we had a bit of a feast by ourselves, but we didn’t celebrate at any of our families’ places. Cyrus is angry with his parents, Lucien can’t stand to be around his dads… And me? I don’t think it would be safe if I saw my parents right now. Not for any of us.

      So, we celebrated by ourselves —some steak, a small tree, and no alcohol for me.

      I never realised how easy it was for me to ask for a beer or a cider if I was somewhere, but now… Now I can’t.

      Gah. I hate being down like this.

      Let’s hope that the Omega Centre can lift my mood, because I really need it.
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        * * *

      

      “This is all you have?” The woman in front of me doesn’t look very impressed.

      The room we’re in is grey and impersonal, functionality over comfort, like I’m just another number, not a person. And I feel like the woman is treating me the same, just a number.

      “Yes. Am I missing something?” I brought everything I thought I needed. Damn. I’m so naive to think that this could be fixed in just one visit.

      “Your contracts from your last jobs?”

      My heart sinks.

      “I don’t have those any more… My parents…” They did what? Destroyed them? Took them? No clue.

      Simple fact is, I don’t have them.

      “Do you at least have your work permit from the last couple of years?”

      I shake my head. I forgot that at the apartment, and then it got taken away.

      “Okay…” She looks over the papers. “Well, you went to college locally, you finished a degree, and you have letters of employment from your last bosses.”

      The one from the club wasn’t easy to get. Boss was very angry with me that I hadn’t called him myself about quitting my job. But he was also understanding.

      Apparently, this isn’t the first time he’s gone through the crap of an Omega being forced out of work by their parents. But he was firm, he can’t hire me again until I get a new work permit, and maybe not even then.

      “You’ve been away from home for how long now?” She looks at her notes.

      “About eight years.” I started college here, which my parents allowed, so I got away from home at eighteen.

      “I’m sorry, that’s not long enough.”

      I swallow hard and bite the inside of my lip to keep myself under control. Eight years away from them is not long enough?

      “How long is long enough?” I try to keep my voice steady, which isn’t easy.

      “Ten years minimum, and you need to be in schooling or work for all of those years. And since you haven’t worked for a month now…”

      Ten?! That is two more years. I can’t wait two more years. We can’t wait two more years. “What?!”

      “Ten years away from your family and with very little contact with them counts as being independent enough from them. Before then, the law won’t recognise your independence.”

      That’s absurd. Like… I can’t even believe this is going on kind of absurd. “I can’t wait two more years. I’m pregnant, I want to work. I need to get independence from my parents.”

      The woman looks me over and I see the pity in her eyes. A knocked-up Omega, trying to get away from his family, with not enough paperwork and generally unprepared… I must look so naive. “Is the genitor, the one who knocked you up, at least with you?”

      The one who knocked you up… At least… See? She thinks I’m some sleaze who doesn’t know how to protect himself.

      “Yes, both genitors are with me on this. They want this to be over as much as I do.”

      She nods. “Well, I’ll make some copies of these documents, and I’ll be right back with you.” She takes my folder with her and leaves the room. Leaving me behind in the room that feels more like a punishment than a place of help, like the fates of whole families aren’t chosen right here.

      I grab my phone and check for messages. Nothing.

      ‘I want to leave. I don’t think they’ll be able to help me here.’ I send the message off to Lucien and Cyrus, and then start a new message as the door opens again.

      “Are you Gail?” The man who comes in looks me over.

      “Yeah?” I’m not sure what’s going on, but I don’t like the way he steps into the room and soundlessly closes the door behind him.

      “The woman you just talked to? Don’t trust her. She’s calling your parents right now.”

      Right, and sneaking into a room where someone else is having a private conversation is not suspicious at all.

      “How would you know?”

      “Because I heard her talk to the lady at the front desk. They were discussing calling your parents.” He shrugs as he turns around. “Don’t trust the people here. Find a better place to help you.”

      “Why should I trust you? What do you do here?” He doesn’t look any less suspicious now than he did a moment ago. Why would a random stranger come in here to tell me something so scandalous?

      “Because I’m here looking out for people like you. Omegas in crappy situations. There are some really good organisations out there. This isn’t one of them.” He opens the door. “Stay safe.” And he’s gone.

      The lady from before comes in just moments later. She looks at the door a few times before she talks. “Did a guy just come in here?”

      “Yeah.” His words of warning may have sounded ridiculous, but I also don’t know if I can trust this woman who has been nothing but negative and unhelpful from the start.

      “Don’t listen to anything he says. He’s got a grudge against the centre for not writing out contraception prescriptions, even though he knew he didn’t fall under the urgent cases law. He’s been trying to ruin us ever since.” She sits down and hands me my folder back.

      The pages are sticking out at odd angles and, as I take them out to try to stack them properly so they will fit back into my bag, a bright piece of paper catches my eye. I didn’t leave that there.

      A quick glance doesn’t make me any happier. It’s my parents’ phone number and there’s a scribble under it that looks suspiciously like ‘want him returned’. Oh, god.

      Damn. The man was right.

      I put the papers back into the folder and then shove the folder into my bag. I try to keep my face as neutral as possible. I can’t show them that I know.

      “I can’t help you right now. But if you can find your old work permit or contracts, originals preferably, I may be able to help you next time.” She hands me page that has ‘relevant evidence for Omega independence request’ across the top and below it a list of items.

      “These are the types of paperwork, permits and contracts that the judge will accept when deciding to allow your independence. You’ll need at least six pieces of evidence, you’ve got three right now. I’m sure you’ll be able to get your hands on three more from the list.”

      She takes out a planner. “Can we meet again next week, on Wednesday?”

      I take a look at my phone, trying to appear confident, as if I’m checking my schedule. “I’m not sure…”

      “This is time-sensitive, you know, so making a follow-up appointment is in your best interest.” She taps her pen on the page, supposedly all concerned and worried about me, but it feels fake.

      I don’t feel this is going in the right direction.

      Something in what the man said and the way she’s acting now is destroying any trust I might have had in her.

      I shake my head. “I’m sorry, I won’t be able to meet next week. But I can call you the week after to see if we can match up our schedules.” I’m not sure what comes over me, apart from a very strong need for self-preservation.

      “Well, I guess we can do that too. Though would I think that your freedom would be important enough to change any plans you do have, don’t you think? Isn’t that why you’re here?” Manipulative. She’s being manipulative. This pushiness isn’t concern, this is manipulation.

      “I’m sorry, my mates have odd schedules, so I never know up front when they can drive me here.”

      Self-protection. Create distance and drop in that you are cared for by two mates, not just one.

      Her face falls. “Well, I guess that can’t be helped.” She hands me her card. “If you know when you can meet next, don’t hesitate to call.”

      I take the card and put it into my bag with the list of items I have to provide. “Thank you so much for helping me.” I smile as I stand up, a grimace that doesn’t quite reach my eyes.

      The woman is being friendly enough, but I need to leave, like… right now. I can’t stay here any longer.

      She leads me to the door and then waits until the last moment before she puts her hand on my shoulder. “If you need any help, the centre is always open.”

      It’s then that I feel it —Beta power. She’s not even an Omega, she’s a Beta. She’s using her power to influence me, like I won’t recognise it for exactly what it is.

      “Thank you.” I show her my best smile, but then quickly leave the building. I shudder as I step out the door. Not good. So not good.

      I send a text to Cyrus, asking if he can come pick me up yet, but he doesn’t answer.

      Then the man from before stands right at the edge of my vision. When I look up at him, he looks straight at me.

      “Who are you?” I don’t know what else to ask. He was right. They’re not going to help me, not at all.

      “I’m just a guy, just an Omega who wants to be treated like a normal person, not some object that can be moved between parents and partners.” His words are sharp and I can see the emotions on his face.

      “I don’t want my mates to get in trouble. I don’t hate them, I love them.” Damnit, I do. I love them so much, which is why I’m so willing to fight for all this.

      “So do I. I love my mate to the moon and back. That doesn’t mean that being treated as a second-rate person is fair.” He comes closer, looks at me and then focuses his eyes on my face. “You saw something. You know they’re lying to you.”

      I nod. Yes, I saw something.

      I was trying to be responsible, and then I get fucked over by people who supposedly are there to help me.
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      I’m impatient, as I have been a lot in the past few weeks. Not with any person in particular, but with the system that we live in. I don’t know how anyone can live in this system, how anyone can get anything done.

      Lucien’s dad pulling his support for the school has put a lot of pressure on me to fill the gap. I’m at the bank trying to get a loan for the school, but, of course, as soon as the Alphas from the main branch of the school came in, I was kicked out of the room.

      I was nearly able to get some funding —even a few thousand dollars would have made a huge difference. But now I’m no longer allowed to have an opinion. I’m a Beta and only the head of a single school, not the overarching organisation. Ugh.

      Gail’s text pulls me from my thoughts. His meeting apparently went just as poorly as mine’s going. I really thought that the Omega Centre would be able to help him, would be able to do something about this ridiculous situation.

      I want to pick him up and go home and spend the whole day in bed with him, hiding from the world. But I need to stay here until my bosses are done discussing the downfall of my school.

      Grabbing a pen and paper from my bag, I try to come up with plans for a fundraiser.

      Selling things? Like what? Cookies? Drawings? No clue.

      Maybe a day at the racetrack and an auction connected to that? I may be able to pull some strings with Lucien’s teammates, but I don’t know how easy that will be.

      I need something that can attract a wider audience, that sets the school apart from the bigger ones on the other side of town. I need something that’s unique about our school.

      The door opens and I look up. The two Alphas from the main branch look at me and then turn around to thank the guy from the bank. They motion for me to follow them out of the building.

      Outside, they turn to me and look me up and down.

      “Your school is in a very difficult situation.” The first man doesn’t sound very happy.

      Yeah, I got that.

      “Because of your actions, your school has lost some significant funding.” The other man speaks.

      Wait, my actions? How is Lucien’s genitor being an asshole my fault? “Excuse me?”

      “We’re willing to let your miscalculation slide, but for that to happen some costs will need to be cut and you’ll have to find another way to replace the money that you made the school lose out on.” The first man speaks again. “You have until the end of February.”

      My mind reels. What?! “That’s only two months.”

      “So, I think you may want to go back to work soon. We expect an update and a plan in a week.”

      And that’s apparently the end of our conversation as they turn around and walk off.

      Seriously?

      I follow them a few steps but then stop myself.

      There’s no use. This had been their plan all along. They never had any intention to let me get a loan.

      I text Gail. ‘Where are you?’ I pocket my phone and go into a café around the corner. I need coffee and something to eat.

      I’m totally strung out. I need to recharge before I get back to do any type of work.

      The café is busy. I forgot that so many people now work from anywhere they like, and it seems like this is a popular spot. I thought it would be quiet, but with all the laptops and people on their phones, it’s one big pool of noise. I take a deep breath, and then Gail texts me back.

      ‘I’m at Kathy’s.’

      I’m not surprised. He hasn’t been to the store since his last day at work, and the man does love his books.

      ‘Need me to bring you anything to eat or drink?’ I may as well get him something too. I’m here anyway, and I’m not staying.

      ‘Chamomile or ginger and mint tea, if they have it. And I don’t know, a sandwich? Just bring me whatever sounds best.’

      I laugh as I read the request.

      He’s gotten really picky about what he drinks, especially since he quit drinking caffeine and alcohol. I guess he’s trying to expand his options. Though I’ve never heard of some of the things he keeps requesting or why he would be interested in them.

      “What can I get you?” The young lady behind the counter smiles, though I can read the exhaustion on her face. She’s probably been here since early morning.

      “Do you have chamomile or ginger and mint tea?” I look at my phone as I try to pronounce chamomile.

      “Both, actually. We get a lot of working mums in here.”

      This time, as I look up, I see that her smile is genuine. I guess I’m not the first one to struggle to pronounce chamomile as they ask for it for their pregnant partner.

      “Are they safe for shifters?” Now she seems to understand my situation, I feel like I need to be sure.

      “Yes, both of them. Though I’d advise ginger and mint so early in the day. Chamomile is better at the end of the day. It makes it easier to sleep.” She starts preparing a cup. “Anything else?”

      “A large coffee for me, please. And two of the beef sandwiches.” Because meat is good for every one of us.

      And Gail seems to have more appetite for red meats in the last few weeks, though I’m not sure if that’s because of the pregnancy or just because he’s more comfortable around us now.

      She nods and then turns around, filling one cup with hot water and another one with coffee. She puts all the items in front of me and I pay.

      “Have a good day, and wish her luck from me.” She hands me the drinks and the food.

      “Thank you, I will.” I don’t correct her.

      She’s obviously human, or assumes that I’m human, so, to her, all those who are pregnant are women.

      How quaint.
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        * * *

      

      Unlike the café, the bookstore is quiet. The rows of books greet me as I walk into the store and there isn’t anyone in sight.

      A few moments later, Kathy emerges from behind some shelves. “Hey.” She smiles. “He’s in the back.” Her face falls. “Stuff happened.”

      I follow her to the back of the store and she leads me up the stairs, to their storage and computer room. “Is he okay?”

      “Yeah, I think so. But he needs you, badly.” She lets me into the room and then excuses herself, leaving us alone.

      Gail sits on a small couch, huddled up, and when he looks up at me, I notice the tears that are threatening to spill.

      I’m next to him in two steps, taking him in my arms, holding him tight. “I’m here,” I whisper against his neck and give him short kisses. I hate it when he gets hurt, and I don’t think the pregnancy hormones are a great help either.

      Gail rocks in my arms and I hold him until he calms down. “They called my parents.” His whisper makes my heart race and anger flares inside me.

      “They did what?!” I’m pretty sure I didn’t hear that correctly.

      He looks up at me and nods. “The Centre called my parents. They know.” Gail holds his hand in front of his mouth and looks uncomfortable for a moment, then he takes deep breaths.

      This must be playing hell on him. His morning sickness has gotten more severe over the last two weeks and I’m sure the stress isn’t helping it.

      I reach out and hand him the cup of tea. “This should make you feel better.”

      He sniffs at the cup, pulls a face and then takes a sip. “It doesn’t taste as bad as it smells. I thought it would taste like toothpaste, but it’s actually quite nice.”

      “I’ve got some honey to put into it, if you want to.” I hold out the packet, but Gail shakes his head.

      “It’s okay. I’m just not used to the flavour.”

      I rub his back. “So, what happened? From the start, please.”

      Gail starts talking and my anger rises with each thing that he tells me.

      How is an organisation like this funded by the state? How are they allowed to exist? This is pure and simple discrimination.

      It’s already difficult enough for Gail to function as a normal person just because his parents have so much control until he gets married, but now this organisation meddles in it even when he tries to get married to us.

      And still, I’m totally lost on what to do next. This seemed like our only chance to get things moving. I’m pretty sure I’m not supposed to feel this lost about trying to get our family together.

      “A guy, Jordan, gave me a card for a good organisation. But… I don’t know anymore. I don’t know if I can trust any of these organisations now.” He holds out a card and the name on it sounds familiar, but I can’t place it.

      I shrug. “Let’s talk it over with Lucien before we do anything. We can’t go do things in haste.”

      “I know.” Gail lets out a deep sigh. “Why can’t I just be human?” He lets out a short gasp, glances at me and then stands up.

      It hurts. It hurts to hear him say it, and he knows that.

      “Gail…” I reach out but he steps away from me.

      “No. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that.” He walks from one side of the room to the other.

      “Then what do you mean?” I hate that he hates himself like this. I love him, but I can’t stand to see him in pain, especially about something that’s such an integral part of our lives.

      “I…” He looks at his hands. “I’ve never liked shifting. I hate that others control my life like this, and I just want to be able to make my own choices. I don’t want to be an Omega, a shifter. Being a dragon Omega means that everyone wants something from me. Kids, mainly. I don’t want that kind of pressure.”

      “But that’s—” I try to keep my voice calm.

      “It doesn’t have to be like that. Humans stopped controlling their carriers, women, like this a century ago. Why can’t we move on too? Why is my only worth in this world to create babies, to care for babies? Why is the fact that I can have babies the one thing that defines me? The one thing that needs to be kept in the control of Betas or Alphas, because somehow I wouldn’t be able to make good decisions about myself?” He looks at me, tears forming on his lashes, and his voice breaks.

      “I hate it.” He brings his hands up to his face, wiping at the tears, and he wobbles on his feet.

      I’m next to him immediately, wrapping my arms around him, and he slumps against me, all the energy leaving him.

      His words go through my head. He’s talked about this before, I’ve always known this. But with what happened to him this morning, and what keeps happening to him, how he keeps being restricted in making his own choices at every step he takes —I get it. I think I finally get it.

      “I’m sorry.” I hold him as I whisper the words over and over. “I’m so sorry.” I didn’t think that it was that bad, but maybe that’s because I’ve never been treated this way.

      Sure, my parents put pressure on me to get mated and to find a suitable mate, but apart from that, I’ve always been free to do whatever I want. The law let me be free to do what I want.

      I never understood how Gail had to navigate a world that tries to stop him at every turn. With everything that he has fought for…

      I’m not sure if I’d have the energy to do the same. I would have given up years ago.

      That he hasn’t yet makes him so much stronger than I could ever be.
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      I slide from under the car I’m trying to fix as Duncan, my boss, calls my name. He looks down at me and frowns. Only then do I realise that my phone’s ringing on the bench. Oh, right.

      I clean my hands as well as I can with a rag before I pick it up. “Yeah?”

      “Luce…” Cyrus’ voice is soft. “Today didn’t go as planned.”

      I look up at the clock, it’s only four in the afternoon. I’ve still got an hour to go.

      “What’s up?” Cyrus wouldn’t call if it wasn’t important.

      “How much do you trust Daddy?”

      I shrug, which he of course can’t see. “I don’t know, why?”

      “He seemed to know things about support for Omegas, more than most people would know. Right?”

      So, Gail’s appointment didn’t go as planned. Why am I not surprised? After all the crap we’ve been through, this was to be expected.

      “Yeah.” I don’t know what to think about Daddy showing up and helping us out last week. But I haven’t talked to him since. I haven’t dared.

      I don’t know if last week was just a one-off or if he may be willing to help more. I haven’t dared to try to test it. Too scared to find out if he’s willing to help more, too scared to find out he won’t help.

      “They called Gail’s parents.” Cyrus pauses for a moment, letting the words sink in. “I need to know who can help us and is actually willing to do so.”

      My heart sinks. No. No, no, no. I guess there’s little worse that can happen now. His parents know he wants to get emancipation and will probably try to stop it any way they can.

      I look around and then walk out of the garage, finding a more secluded spot so that I can talk without all the noise in the background. “I think it’s worth the risk.”

      “Gail’s really upset. He’s in bed now, but… Please come home as soon as you can.” I can hear the pain in Cyrus’ voice, the way his breath hitches as he talks.

      “I will. I’ll talk to Duncan. It’s very quiet anyway. He’ll probably give me the last hour off. And I’ll call Daddy, he may be able to help.”

      “Thank you.” Cyrus lets out a deep breath.

      “I love you.” I love both of them and I want to protect them.

      “I love you too.” He doesn’t sound any happier than he did at the start of the conversation.

      I want to kiss him so badly, take away the sadness in his voice.

      “You go take a nap with Gail. I’ll be home soon.”

      “Thank you.” And he disconnects the line.

      I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves before I call Daddy.

      Of my parents, I always got along with him best, but I don’t know if that’s because he’s my carrier and that’s how he’s supposed to act, or if any of it was real. I guess we’ll find out.

      I find his number in my phone and call before I get cold feet.

      “Lucien?” Daddy picks up the phone.

      The surprise in his voice makes me feel guilty for a moment. A carrier should not be surprised that one of his children calls him, especially not his only child.

      “Hey, I…” I need a big favour. But I can’t say that.

      “Yeah?” His calm soothes my nerves somewhat.

      “How much do you know about Omega support organisations?” It’s the most important question.

      “I’m involved with a few of them. What do you need?”

      What?!

      How did I not know that Daddy was involved with them?

      “Lucien?” He pulls me back to the conversation.

      “Yeah. Sorry. We need help to get Gail emancipated so that we can get married.” The words are out of me before I can think of another way to phrase it.

      I immediately feel bad. I shouldn’t talk about getting someone away from his parents to my own father.

      “Okay. Does Gail have the right paperwork?” Daddy sounds like this is the most normal thing in the world. And maybe to him it is.

      “I think so. I don’t know.” I don’t know a damn thing to protect the ones I love.

      I thought that we were doing the right thing when Gail went to the Centre this morning, but after Cyrus’ phone call, maybe we weren’t.

      “You want me to come over to take a look?”

      “Yes, please.” I want this over with, I want everything to calm down again, and that’s not going to happen without some extra help.

      “When do you want me to come?”

      “Tonight?” The word is out of me before I mean it, but I just want things to be over, the sooner the better.

      “Sure.”

      Wait, what? “I… I didn’t mean it like that. We can pick another time.”

      “It’s okay. I’d love to see you all again. And if last week was anything to go by, we may need to hurry.”

      Okay. “If you want, you can come over for dinner. I’m cooking.”

      “You cook? I’d love to.” Daddy sounds so happy, so I feel bad for asking what I need to ask.

      “Just… Can you not bring Dad?” I feel like such an asshole for asking, but I can’t have Dad there too.

      After the trick he pulled on us, I can’t have him anywhere near me or my family any time soon.

      “You know that’s not very nice. But, no worries, he’s away this weekend, work trip. I’ll be there around six. Okay?”

      I’m so glad that he’s so easy about all this. “See you at six. Thanks, Daddy.”

      “No problem. You’re my son, I’d do anything for you. See you later.” He hangs up and a bad feeling overcomes me.

      He’d do anything for me, apart from standing up to Dad.

      He’d do anything, as long as it doesn’t upset Dad.

      What are the limits of his anything?
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        * * *

      

      I turn around at the stove as the bell rings. “Cyrus, Gail, can you get that?”

      The two men are in the living room, doing god knows what. When I came home, I found them both in bed. Gail’s eyes were red and I could feel the tension in Cyrus as I wrapped myself around them for a while.

      Today has not been a good day. Let’s hope that dinner with Daddy will make it a bit better. I’m in desperate need of better.

      Daddy walks into the kitchen, Cyrus and Gail trailing behind him. I stir the pan one last time before I step away and take Daddy in a tight hug.

      “Thank you for coming.”

      “Thank you for having me. I never knew you could cook, I’m curious to try it.” He smiles and then looks in the pan. “This looks interesting.”

      “It’s curry. Gail’s favourite.” I look up at Gail. He really deserves a break today, so his favourite food was the least I could do.

      “Ah, sounds good. It must be nice to have your Alpha cook for you.” Daddy winks at Gail, who blushes and then nods.

      It’s not like this is very special —I always cook on Fridays, it’s my thing— but I guess Daddy doesn’t know that. “Go sit at the table, dinner is nearly done. Cyrus, can you get Daddy something to drink? What would you like?”

      Daddy blinks, surprised for a moment. “Eh, just some water, please.”

      Cyrus gets him a glass of water while Gail sets the table.

      We’re so used to doing everything together that I forget that in most households, this would all be done by the Omega. When it was just Cyrus and me, it would be weird if neither of us did anything, but even now with Gail, we just keep doing the same. Most tasks are split between us, or whoever sees the task will do it. There’s no strict division of housework.

      Unless it’s cars, that’s mine.

      I guess this may be a bit too newfangled for Daddy.

      I turn off the stove and put the pan on the table as we all sit down. “Dig in.”

      It’s a comfortable chaos as we all spoon curry, rice and salad onto our plates.

      Not that there’s a lot of salad —we’re all meat-eating shifters, not herbivores, after all.
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        * * *

      

      After dinner, we’re all sitting down with something to drink. It’s nice and calm, and I like how easy it all feels.

      Then, during a lull in the conversation, Daddy looks at Gail. “Can I see the paperwork you’ve got?”

      Gail nods and then retrieves the folder full of papers from his bag. “This is all I’ve got. They told me that it wasn’t enough. That my best bet was to wait two more years.”

      Daddy frowns as he accepts the folder and takes out the papers in it. “Two years? Why?”

      “Because it’s easier when I’ve been away from my parents for ten years?” Gail is confused, and so are we.

      It sounded reasonable enough. Reasonable enough for the laws of this country anyway, which are unreasonable to begin with.

      Daddy’s frown deepens and his jaw sets. “That law was scratched over a decade ago, it’s no longer enforced. Plus, you’re pregnant. The rules are different when you’re pregnant, especially when you want to marry your mate. Or mates, I guess.”

      “But…” I’m not even sure what I want to argue. I have no idea how things like this work. It sounded reasonable when Gail explained it.

      “Some organisations only pretend that they work in the interest of the Omega. In reality, they want to enforce outdated customs that only oppress Omegas and give Alphas special status.” Daddy lets out an exhausted sigh. “They’re not all good.”

      “The woman who talked to me was a Beta. She was very insistent that I needed more paperwork and that I also had to make a follow-up appointment. She got very pushy when I told her I didn’t want to.” Gail’s voice is quiet.

      Something in his voice makes shivers run down my spine. It scared him. Gail felt scared in a place that should protect him.

      I take his hand, weave my fingers through his and hold on tight.

      Daddy nods and then looks at the stack of papers again. Out of the corner of my eye, I see a brightly coloured piece of paper stuck onto one of the forms. Daddy stops as he stares at the paper.

      “Gail, did you put this here?” His voice is careful, like he doesn’t want to believe what he’s seeing.

      “No. When she went to copy my stuff for their files, someone came into the room and told me they were calling my parents. When I saw the piece of paper, I knew something wasn’t right. And I didn’t want to make another appointment until I knew more.”

      Daddy nods again. Then he swallows hard and he wets his lips before he speaks. “It’s not the piece of paper itself that worries me, it’s where it’s located.”

      He moves the form towards us, so we can see it too. “This is the only form that has your new address, this address, on it. And the sticky is right under it.”

      I think I’m going to be sick.

      Next to me, Gail gasps, then he pulls his hand out of mine before he sprints to the bathroom. The door slams behind him but we can still hear him retch. His parents now know where we live.

      The one safe haven he had, gone.

      “I’m sorry.” Daddy looks at us. “I wish it wasn’t like this.”

      Cyrus finally speaks. He’s been quiet most of the night, apparently too focused on what’s going on. There’s something on his mind, and it’s not making him any happier. “What do we do?”

      “Leave. I wish there was something else you could do. But the best thing to do right now is to leave this place.” Daddy starts putting the papers back into the folder. His erratic movements and frown betray that there’s something he isn’t telling us.

      “Or?” I need to know. I need to know what can be worse than them finding us.

      “Gail’s been pregnant for six, seven weeks, right?”

      I nod.

      Daddy won’t look at us, instead looking at the folder in his hands. His knuckles are white. He’s holding the papers so tightly his arms are shaking. “If they’re desperate enough, they can end the pregnancy and still get him mated to someone they want before the mating season is over.”

      There’s nothing that prepared me for that, for the thought that people could go that far to force their will onto someone.

      Next to me, Cyrus whimpers, but behind me Gail cries out. A sound full of anguish, full of pain, full of fear.

      And I don’t recognise the sound coming from my own throat.

      This cannot happen.

      We won’t let this happen.

    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Blurb
      


      		
        1. Gail
      


      		
        2. Cyrus
      


      		
        3. Lucien
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


OEBPS/images/tbp2v2-full.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





