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			Glossary

			Pre-Wolf Era—the previous existence of humans evolved from primates and also the only existence of the human female gender

			Wolf Era—current time, existence of male humans evolved from Canis lupus (wolves)

			Rank—the biological make-up of a wolf-descendant: Alpha – Beta - Omega

			Blood-Type—a categorial gene system to determine purity of the strongest genes ranked 1-5 in Alphas and Omegas (commonly referred to as “Status”)

			The 6th Blood-Type—an evolutionary anomaly in top tier Type-5 Alphas and Omegas

			Pup—a wolf-descendent child from birth to age 9

			Adolescent— a wolf-descendent child from age 10 – 15

			Natural Adult—a wolf-descendent male from age 16 and older

			Legal Adult—a wolf-descendent male of age 18 and older

			Sur—formal title given to an Alpha father

			Veo—formal title given to an Omega father

			

			Post Education—beginning of adult and specialized education of 4 Levels in two-year cycles beginning at age 16

			Contract—Legal requirement to form an official relationship bond including commitment, evaluation of assets, reproduction, and authority

			Fated Mate—a highly sought-after bond indicated by primal pheromones to connect with one specific mate or “Fate” for care, love, and reproductive purposes 

			Heat—a 4-month cycle for Omegas at peak fertility during which the womb drops for insemination

			Content warnings: 

			strong language, explicit sexual content between homosexual men, sexual aggression, male pregnancy, non-shifter Alpha/Beta/Omega, knotting, incest, MM/MMM relations, age of consent, physical abuse/assault, cheating

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 01:

			To Dream, To Despair

			The morning sun lit the newly dried works of art lining the school hallway—the scent of fingerpaint still lingered in the air. Inside a classroom, boys buzzed with shuffling feet and laughter as an enthusiastic teacher settled his students down on the rug below the rocking chair. His dark brown hair had a few wisps of gray. His first years teaching had passed long ago. 

			The young kids, still considered pups, were no older than six. They reflected their teacher’s bright smile, excited for the day to begin. The man put his finger up to his lips to signal it was time to listen. All complied by returning the gesture to their instructor. It had taken a couple weeks, but all the boys knew the routines well now. 

			All except the young pup who stood next to the teacher.

			“Good morning, class.” The teacher spoke in a soft yet enthusiastic tone. 

			“Good morning, Mr. Williams!” the class replied in unison. It was hard for them to maintain eye contact with him. The little stranger held all the students’ attention. 

			“I know all of you want to know who is standing next to me.” Several boys nodded their heads. “Class, I want you to say hi to Mikaél.”

			

			“Hi!” The sound was a choir. A few smiling students even waved their hands.

			Mikaél stared at all his new classmates. His face flushed red, but he managed his own whisper of a greeting back. 

			The teacher rubbed his back in a sign of welcome and comfort. “Mikaél is new to us, all the way from Gray City. We are so lucky to have him here, and I know you will do everything to make him feel warm and happy. Right?” All the pups nodded in anticipation of their new friend. “Thank you, class! You’ll love it here, Mikaél. We have so many fun things planned this year.” Mikaél cracked a smile and Mr. Williams laughed in approval. “Okay… why don’t you sit down next to Bailey so we can begin? Is that something you can do for me?” Mikaél nodded, feeling comfortable with his surroundings already. 

			“Now boys,” Mr. Williams continued, “Mikaél is special. He is a Type 6 Omega. Is anyone else here a Type 6 Omega? If so, can you raise your hand?” 

			The students gawked at each other in confusion. Some even scowled at the notion, but no one raised a hand. 

			“That’s right. None of us here are,” Mr. Williams announced. “It’s a good thing to know because that reminds me—Mikaél has not been with us the last couple of weeks. So, he doesn’t know any of the rules or routines we do. He will need our help, and I know all of you will do a good job of that. But it will be a good review for all of us if we go over them again.” The teacher scanned the room, dramatically squinting his eyes. “Who can I call on…?” All hands were raised high and fluttered like butterfly wings. 

			“Laycin,” Mr. Williams picked, “can you tell me what we do if we see a Type 6 Alpha in the room?”

			“Yes, Mr. Williams.” Laycin smiled. “We put them on a pedestal for the world to see and thank them for being a part of our lives. There is no better creature alive.” 

			

			“Good job, Laycin! Thank you.” The proud instructor scanned the room again. “Ryan, can you tell me what we do if we see a Type 6 Omega in the room?”

			Ryan affirmed, “We stab them to death because they are a sign of the next apocalypse which will kill us all! They are the worst beings who ever lived.” The young pup clapped his hands. He knew the teacher was proud.

			“Wonderful, Ryan!” Mr. Williams beamed. “Rixen, can you also tell me what we do if we see a Type 6 Omega?”

			Little Rixen knew his answer, but he hummed to himself before speaking. “We … can set them on fire. But we have to stay there and make sure they don’t get away or put the flames out themselves.”

			There was a sincerity in the teacher’s face. “I’m glad you remembered that last part, Rixen. Drew! How about you? What else do we do if we see a Type 6 Omega?”

			Drew was a larger child. He stood up and puffed out his chest. “My Sur says they are a betrayal to every wholesome family around. They’re homewreckers! He says he caught one last week and shot him right in the face!”

			“We thank your father for his bravery. And finally, Roman, is there anything else you can tell Mikaél about what happens when we see a Type 6 Omega?”

			A mumble was barely spoken.

			“I’m sorry. Can you speak up, Roman?”

			Roman whispered around his finger in his mouth. “We kill them.”

			“Come on, Roman. You can say it louder.”

			Roman turned to the boy who looked pale as a ghost and wide-eyed. He turned his head down like a bull ready to charge. “We kill them!” 

			Mr. Williams howled as he sat back in his chair, his eyes glistening with tears from his joy and elation. “Oh, class you did such an excellent job! Come on, let’s say it all together…”

			

			All the students stood up and leered at Mikaél on the floor. He jumped up and walked backward to the door. His frantic attempts to turn the doorknob were in vain. It was locked. 

			“Kill them! Kill them! KILL THEM!!! KILL THEM!!!”

			Mr. Williams stood in the back of the angry mob of pups in front of him, grinning like a jack-o-lantern. “I’m sorry, Mikaél. You’re next!”

			Once again, the demonic chant resumed, “Kill him! Kill him! KILL HIM!!! KILL HIM!!!”
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			“Mik!” Roman yelled. He shook his mate to no avail. “Mik!” He yelled again, hovering over him and scanning his lover’s scrunched and sweaty face while hearing his piercing screams. He couldn’t get Mikaél to open his eyes. They shut tighter the more Roman struggled with him. But then, a breakthrough.

			Mikaél shot up in bed and leaned forward. He heaved with a painful cry as he covered his face in his hands. The fresh light of the bedside lamp was too much too early. As his sight adjusted, he recognized the space around him once more. The panoramic floor to ceiling windows in the bedroom on the left were completely blocked by blackout drapes. Moving boxes still lined both sides of the bedroom in a straight line. Right now, the only comfort of the new apartment was the extra-large bed and the strong, protective mate embracing him. His blurry focus centered in as he saw Roman to his left with a somber expression and a clock with blazing red numbers of 2:18 AM. 

			“Same dream?” Roman inquired. He feared he already knew the answer.

			Mikaél nodded. “Same nightmare, you mean?” he corrected. The air moved around his body, and he felt the sweat drying on his body. The sensation was a nuisance, but even more, it was concerning. He concluded it was a sign the night terrors were getting worse. The vivid images and words burned into his memory were becoming more horrific. He hadn’t been able to shake these nocturnal visions for days now. 

			

			It all started last week when his and Roman’s parents revealed in a restaurant Mikaél was the singular Blood-Type 6 Omega in the world. Perhaps, in another lifetime, Mikaél thought this to be an amazing gift. But witnessing and experiencing the trials and tribulations of his Fated Mate, a rare Blood-Type 6 Alpha himself, didn’t bring any comfort when the news hit hard and fast. Since then, the nightmares slowly lurched to the extreme event tonight. 

			Although there was no doubt the traumatic news was the cause of such nightly cases, realizing he was pregnant the same evening didn’t help. His own research doctor of a father insisted too late he shouldn’t attempt pregnancy, let alone carry to full term. The budding discovery on the matter concluded Mikaél’s chances of survival for both him and the unborn pup were dismal at best. Regardless of his father’s constant plea of forgiveness for not revealing the information sooner, Mikaél decided to close off the relationship with his Alpha father using his Omega father as the medium between them instead. 

			Angry with his own Alpha father for his constant secrets and betrayals, Roman mirrored Mikaél’s thoughts and actions.

			“Do you want to tell me about it?” Roman asked. It was more of an insistence at this point. This was the fifth night together as a live-in couple, and all five nights the routine was the same. The screams and body thrashes awoke Roman in a protective wolf mode, waiting to attack a burglar or worse, a homicidal maniac. But these nights had proven to be the most difficult challenge in their relationship yet. Roman didn’t know how to save Mikaél from himself, and he surely didn’t know how to save Mikaél from his own unconscious afflictions. He hoped talking about them could relieve him of his torment.

			

			“Same shit, different night,” Mikaél lamented.

			“Anything different this time?” Roman adjusted himself so he sat behind his lover, bearhugging him from behind and breathing in his scent. Typically, Mikaél gave off a beautiful orange and clove allure. Every inhale was the morning of Winter Solstice. Now, it was muddied by sorrow, fear, and anxiety. 

			“They were kids, this time.”

			Roman’s head lifted. “Kids?”

			“Yeah. Little ones. They had all been taught in school to,” Mikaél swallowed, “kill all Type 6 Omegas. I was in the classroom as a kid, too. Once the teacher told them all I was a Type 6, all their faces turned hateful, crazed even. They were demons out for blood.”

			“Oh, babe,” Roman empathized and kissed Mikaél’s neck. “That will never happen. You have nothing to worry about.” 

			“That wasn’t the worst of it.”

			“What?”

			“The kids were you.” Mikaél turned his head, waiting for his mate’s expression. The look mimicked his own thoughts.

			Roman’s eyebrows furrowed. “Me?”

			“Yeah. You, Laycin, my brother Drew, and even your brothers: Rixen and Ryan. All of you were the students in the classroom ready to tear me apart.” Mikaél felt Roman comb through his black hair, the tips still damp with sweat.

			“That’s … terrible!” Roman hugged Mikaél a bit tighter and turned his head to see his face as much as he could. He kissed him on the cheek. It was an attempt to get what he truly wanted. Mikaél turned and granted him his soft lips. Every touch and every taste of his mate comforted Roman. Nothing else came close. He knew he did the same for his mate. “I am never going to let anything happen to you. Any man who even threatens you or our pup will wish they had never been born.”

			Even though Mikaél was convinced his mate spoke nothing more than Alpha testosterone, the thought caused a moment of relief that Roman noticed immediately. “Can I get you anything? Or are you going to try and fall back to sleep?”

			

			Mikaél snorted. “There’s no way I’m falling asleep now. Tea would be great.” 

			Upon the utterance, his mate stood and made his way out to the kitchen. The lamplight showed Roman’s body in all its glory. Roman’s six-foot light-tanned body had a nice medium build with light hair on his arms, legs, and chest. His short blond hair sparkled in the light. The euphoria phase of their relationship hadn’t passed yet, so seeing his muscular legs and round ass in a tight black pair of briefs still aroused Mikaél, even in the midst of his bout of depression. Still, images occasionally flashed into his heads from his nightmare when he wasn’t staring into Roman’s beautiful jade green eyes. The combined body, strength, intelligence, and beauty was a gift from the Great Gray Wolf in the sky for being a Type 6 Alpha. 

			As an Omega, Mikaél wasn’t bestowed all the gifts Roman had, even if he was the lone Type 6 Omega on this earth. By a few inches, he was shorter. His build was much smaller. He was, however, a very good-looking specimen, complete with flawless skin, blue eyes, and black hair and eyebrows. Mikaél considered himself a reserved, sarcastic personality type with an occasional disposition to doubt his own worth and skill. If Roman had seen him in a passing glance, Mikaél was convinced Roman would have never given him the time of day, let alone be with him. But that wasn’t the case at all.

			Roman and Mikaél were Fated Mates. Wolf-God himself chose the two to be together for life. Unfortunately, other forces under the lead of Roman’s Sur, Dr. Jacob Erricson, persuaded Roman to enter into an arranged contract versus waiting for fate to play its hand. In a chance encounter, Roman found Mikaél in the Erricson’s home during a dinner party. That unsettling and unique encounter changed both their lives and the lives of everyone around them. After he broke the mating contract with arguably the most powerful family and Alpha father in the city, their relationship had been anything but easy ever since.

			

			For Mikaél, the hope was moving out of his childhood home with the weak approval of his parents would give him and his Fated Mate a chance to start on a clean slate. It was a bitch of a situation to have these stupid dreams follow him now. As long as Roman was there by his side to help him get through them, the hurt and pain was worth it. If he had any doubt at all, watching Roman come back with a mug of warm tea reassured him. 

			A sigh came from Roman’s lips as he handed Mikaél his mug. The aromas of the soothing herbal tea filled the room. “How are you feeling?”

			“Doing okay,” Mikaél replied. The room was so quiet, he could hear a slight buzz in his head, leftovers from his disturbed imagination.

			“How are you feeling with all … this?” Roman gestured to the room with his own mug.

			Mikaél knew immediately to which he referred to. It had been a daily conversation lately. Continually needing to reassure his mate he was, in fact, very happy they were living a life together was sweet and, at the same time, exhausting. Mikaél found it hard to ignore the growing doubts in his own mind when Roman displayed his own insecurities, even though his answer was always the same.

			“I’m feeling great,” Mikaél replied with a smile. Roman’s face softened, as it did every time he answered. “It’s still surreal.”

			“Yeah?”

			“Yeah. I mean, everyone waits for this for their entire lives. And now, I’m in that moment, and I don’t want to fall asleep or even blink because I’m afraid it will all go away.”

			Of course, Roman knew what Mikaél spoke of. For the past six weeks, that’s what he felt every day, too. For most of his life, the Alpha had everything he wanted. Then, one day, it was all gone, and he never knew if a baby or even a mate was a possibility. At least, not in the way he wanted the most. Thus, the journey for Roman to get here was equally traumatic for him.

			

			Then, there were the mixed emotions. Roman had once thought his former contracted mate Peyton was pregnant. Having said yes to an arranged mating contract made life hell for a lot of people. Roman’s Alpha father fought with every ounce he had to make sure the all-powerful Matthew Whitmore didn’t become lord and master over the contract terms. But after Roman’s family demanded a severance, the wrath of Whitmore continued. In the end, foul play revealed Whitmore would have stopped at nothing to keep Roman a prisoner and sacrificed Peyton, his own son, as his pawn. 

			Roman constantly wondered if he had just followed with his gut intuition and denied the contract in the first place, whether any of this would have happened. But fate was never that simple. To undo the night he agreed to the contract could mean that this life with Mikaél was nothing more than a foolish fantasy.

			“It’s the same for me, Mik.” Roman took a swig of tea. “I wouldn’t trade this for anything. I can’t wait to make years and years of memories with this family.” As he did on many occasions, he reached out and lightly rubbed his mate’s stomach. Nothing showed through yet. The Alpha needed his Omega to show a baby bump. He didn’t want this pregnancy to be a dream or false positive. When he wasn’t thinking irrationally, he knew it was true; however, his trust was shot to hell—and not just on pregnancy results.

			“Me too. I hope to have a great family one day, just like you had growing up.” After saying the words, Mikaél studied Roman. The tender moment was short lived. Roman adjusted himself and refused to comment. Mikaél regretted the misstep and decided to change topics. “Did you talk to them?”

			“Yes,” Roman responded simply.

			“It was yesterday, right?”

			“Yes.”

			

			Mikaél pressed for an actual conversation, hoping to turn this awkward moment into a productive one. “So, what did you talk about?”

			Roman cleared his throat and set his mug down on his nightstand. “I wished them both a happy birthday and that was it.”

			Mikaél tilted his head. “That was it?”

			Roman nodded. “For Rixen it was.”

			“And Ryan?”

			Roman chewed on his words. “He says they’re doing fine.”

			“Fine?”

			“Fine,” Roman replied.

			“Like fine?” Mikaél shrugged his shoulders gracefully with a slight smile. “Or fine?” He slumped his shoulders down and frowned.

			“He said ‘fine,’ Mik.” Roman’s frustration grew. With the relationship between him and his brothers strained, the reminder wasn’t helping.

			Mikaél yawned. “Did he say anything else? Are they talking to your dads?”

			“No. Although he says they’ve reached out a few times.” Roman paused, considering. “Well, let me clarify that: Veo has reached out.”

			“Still nothing from your Sur?”

			“I guess not.” Roman glided his fingers across the comforter.

			“Didn’t you say growing up that you and Rixen had the better relationship?”

			“Absolutely. Ryan and I were always too competitive. We rubbed each other the wrong way. That’s what made Rixen and me so compatible. He took a back seat to everything and just followed Ryan and me around all the time. We were his protector when other kids would give him shit, unless we were the ones doing it.”

			“Hmph. Sounds like Drew and me.”

			“That’s why it’s so hard to believe Ryan is talking to me and Rixen isn’t.” Roman grunted. “I don’t know if this is going to get better or not.”

			

			“Why wouldn’t it?” 

			“Granted this was a week ago, but last time I talked to Sur about it, he said he had no plans on mending fences with them until Garrace was out of the picture.” 

			Mikaél hummed. “So, Rixen and Ryan have to dump their boyfriend and pretend Garrace never happened?”

			Roman snorted. “If it were only that easy. If my Sur could somehow wipe every impure memory and thought my brothers had about each other, then things would be okay. But I know my dad. He’s a scientist just like yours. He’s not going to be happy until he sees this to its conclusion. For that, my Sur has to be convinced Ryan and Rixen are completely over each other.” 

			“Yikes.” Mikaél didn’t know how to take Rixen and Ryan’s romantic incestuous relationship. Most didn’t. It wasn’t commonly practiced nor accepted—even in the ages when population growth was more dire than now. The choice to accept it was simple for Mikaél—they were family. But his distant connection to the twins made it easy. Roman and his parents had the biggest challenge of all: accepting change and adversity. 

			“I know.” Roman groaned at the situation as it tumbled through his mind. He wished there was a magic wand he could wave in order to erase the memories from his head. After dealing with his own drama about his ex-best friend assaulting Peyton’s Veo to near death, Roman stumbled into Ryan’s bedroom to see his twin brothers in a lustful state with one another. Roman had a mere hour to come to terms with his brothers’ confession of love and dedication to each other and Garrace: their polyamorous partner and mate. Clearly, the short amount of time to accept it wasn’t enough. The next night, Ryan tested Roman’s loyalty and restraint; it failed miserably as he blabbed it all in front of both their fathers. Hence, Rixen and Ryan were now living in an apartment near Ashershire Preparatory. Roman still carried the guilt of single-handedly outing his brothers in anger, not to mention his own assault on Ryan. However, it appeared Ryan had forgiven him—for the assault at least. 

			

			“You know,” Mikaél began, “there’s still something else we have to decide here.” 

			Roman rubbed the back of his head as he knew what his mate was getting to. “I don’t know what to say about that.”

			“You can’t be serious about not going.”

			“I know I’m serious when I say I don’t want to go.”

			Mikaél’s shoulders fell. “I don’t want to either, Roman, but we have to at some point. I can’t hate forever. I’d really love your support,” he pleaded.

			All Omegas possessed it; Mikaél was no exception. With his shiny blue eyes and clove and orange scent, he put his Alpha mate into a trance, tugging at Roman’s heartstrings. This wasn’t simply like Mikaél pouting for a toy or his favorite candy bar. It took deep authentic emotions to trigger Roman’s ancestral wolf and biological need to please his mate. Tonight was another successful move from his beautiful Omega.

			“Okay,” he relented, “but the minute your Sur or my Sur start the lectures, I’m outta there.” 

			“Deal.” Mikaél smiled.

			Roman and Mikaél resumed their normal routine for the early hours of the morning. Even though both were exhausted since moving into the apartment in downtown Tauris, Roman never once thought about leaving Mikaél to deal with his demons or their effects on his own. A few light conversations and a couple of empty tea mugs later, exhaustion once again overcame them both and they fell asleep wrapped in each other’s arms. 

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 02: 

			To Fail at Family

			The agreed location for the reunion was the Cavenbelle family home. Maintaining a family truce, should it happen, was a non-starter for Roman if he had to step foot into his own father’s turf. Unfortunately, it didn’t make the drive there any better.

			“Are you sure we have to do this?” Roman inquired once more. His knuckles gripped the wheel, and he sat forward in his seat, then backward, then forward again.

			“Come on, Roman.” Mikaél touched his mate’s arm. Knowing he’d only be able to soothe his mate if he made contact, he pulled the sweater back to glide his hand delicately up and down his muscular arm. 

			Roman released some of his tension with a side glance and a hint of a grin. Having Mikaél there cured anything. He had to admit he was counting on Mikaél to save them all tonight—an expectation he chose not to share aloud.

			Mid-October had the roads near dark at 6:30 PM. Some of the trees still held onto their leaves for dear life. Others began their journey into winter slumber. In the shadows where the light couldn’t reach, tree branches and twigs resembled boney arms and slithery snakes up against a waxing moon. The Fall Equinox celebration was long over, but Harvest Moon was only a couple weeks away. Mikaél pictured in his mind pumpkin pie and apple cider and several other fall treats in order to pass the time. 

			

			The car rolled into the cul-de-sac and onto the driveway. The last time Roman saw the Cavenbelle home, he had announced his official separation from his first arranged mating contract and undying feelings toward Mikaél. The Omega had enthusiastically accepted and affirmed their love, which they consummated in the secrecy of his secluded bedroom. With Mikaél being ripe in age, losing his virginity to his Fated Mate triggered an emotional heat. His first heat ever. 

			Initially, what all newly mated couples hoped for was for the Omega to go through a traditional heat: a few days of onset symptoms and roughly a 3-day window of need. This allowed an Omega to put their affairs in order for the time requirement, decide on their relief options (personal or medical), and make clear decisions on the choice to produce offspring or use birth control. The abrupt emotional heat left little room for Roman and Mikaél to deal with it properly. However, the benefit of an emotional heat was the ordeal only lasted until proper intercourse; it only took that one session for Mikaél to become pregnant. 

			“You ready?” Roman asked.

			“Are you ready?” Mikaél countered.

			Roman shut the car off and exited without a word.
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			“Mik!” Alec burst. His arms wrapped around his son. Since Mikaél hadn’t cut his hair in a few months, the longer length had started to curl at the ends in a similar fashion to his Veo. As they embraced, it was harder to tell the two apart. “How are you both?” he asked in the over-sized foyer.

			“Doing well, I suppose. Getting used to mated life.” Mikaél smiled.

			

			“What a difference, huh?” Alec traced his hand through Mikaél’s longer locks, elated his son was in front of him again as if he’d been gone a month and not days.

			“A good difference,” Mikaél stressed. His smile became more reserved as he caught sight of his Sur behind his Veo. In seeing his father reserve his Alpha pheromones, the animosity he held against him lessened. “Hi, Dad.” 

			Dustin observed his son with soft eyes. Taking a chance a hug could extend an olive branch, he gambled his way forward and embraced his son. Stress fell from his shoulders and exhaled from his lungs as he felt Mikaél return the act. 

			“It’s good to see you,” Dustin commented.

			“It’s good to see you, too.”

			Dustin turned to his son-in-law. “Roman, a pleasure as well.” Picking up where he left off, he hugged Roman in the same fashion to welcome him as his own. 

			“Good to see you, Dustin.”

			“Call me Dad. We’re family here.”

			Roman responded silently with a sign of respect. “Are my parents here yet?”

			Alec answered, “No, but I did get a text from your Sur. They left about a half hour ago, so they should be here any minute.”

			“Oh, I think that’s them.” Dustin peered around Roman and, through the window, saw headlights light up the driveway. 

			Jake and Adrian Erricson stepped out of their car. The walk toward the house was exciting and nerve-wracking. Getting their son in a position to talk with him was everything they wanted. But Roman’s parents, especially his Sur, had a mountain to climb to reach the peak of forgiveness in their son’s eyes, and they both knew it.

			Dustin greeted them first. “Jake! We were getting worried.”

			“Accident on the highway. It’s a Friday night—the crazies are out.” He hoped his comments were amusing. 

			Alec acknowledged Adrian. “Glad to see you again, Adrian.”

			

			“Yes! It feels just like yesterday we were in the restaurant.” Adrian wished he’d thought about his opening line a bit harder. His nerves and three glasses of wine before the drive left him in a poor mindset. The rest in the room felt the same tension. Flashes of hurt feelings and regret permeated the foyer. He saw his son Roman look off to the side and then return with mild irritation. “Babe.” He spoke gently. 

			“Dad, I’m 24. I’m not your ‘baby’ anymore,” Roman pointed out.

			Adrian shined. “You’ll always be that to me.”

			“Maybe that’s the problem,” Roman criticized.

			All focus shifted around the room, waiting for the next move. Alec came to the rescue.

			“Why don’t we all go into the kitchen? We have some appetizers and cocktails before the prime rib roast.”

			“Hard liquor?” Roman asked.

			“And beer and wine,” Alec replied.

			“Then lead the way,” Roman said, leading the group to the kitchen. Mikaél followed his mate in silence.

			The mood of the night was decided early. Not even the smells of cheese-stuffed portobello mushrooms and stuffed potato skins could dissipate the atmosphere. Sounds of early-age jazz music in the background at least kept the room from staying quiet. 

			Roman helped himself to the mini bar.

			Mikaél felt a grumble in his stomach. He wondered just how much the unborn baby affected his appetite. There were certain foods he couldn’t stand right now—his favorite seafood being one of them. That was the meal served which triggered his first sickness and left little doubt he was carrying Roman’s child. He wondered if his Veo had been keen on remembering on the particular detail or if it was just a coincidence he planned beef instead. 

			“Roman, do you want anything?” Mikaél held up a plate, unsure if it was for himself or not.

			Roman shook his head, filling his glass with his favorite whiskey fuller than what was customary.

			

			Jake tried his first attempt at reaching his son. “How’s the apartment? Is it working out for you?” 

			“It’s good. Thanks,” Roman answered coldly, barely making eye contact.

			Testing the waters again, Jake joined Mikaél in dishing up a couple hors d’oeuvres. “How is the pregnancy, Mikaél? Any problems? Any sickness?”

			“No problems to speak of. As far as sickness, I’ve been able to stay away from the few triggers I know of. So, nothing yet.”

			Alec interjected, “Oh just wait. In a week or two, it will sneak up on you. When I was pregnant with you, doctors were worried I wasn’t gaining enough weight from abstaining from all the foods I couldn’t eat.”

			“Hmph. Looking forward to it,” Mikaél replied sarcastically. The warning made him take the smallest bites possible of a mushroom, fearing his Veo had cursed him. 

			Conversations in the beginning were split around the room. Mikaél was pulled into pregnancy stories with Alec and Adrian. Roman sat at the kitchen table on the opposite side of the room with Jake and Dustin, barely contributing to their conversation. 

			Before long, Roman’s abandonment was relieved by the smell of a French onion soup, a fresh side salad, homemade dinner rolls, and a generously sized roasted prime rib just pulled from the oven. The families all sat the table, digging into their feast. The warm food was a comfort on the cold autumn night. 

			“Mikaél,” Adrian spoke after setting down his now second glass of wine, “what is the one thing you didn’t expect from moving in with Roman?” The crime of awkwardness committed again. 

			Mikaél glanced at his mate, observing his continuous drinking. “The nightmares.”

			Alec choked on his sip of Cabernet. “Nightmares?”

			

			Roman set his glass down. “He’s been having nightmares every night. They wake him up and it takes him forever to go back to sleep. He’s been exhausted at school every day this week.”

			Jake searched his head for medical expertise. “That’s perfectly normal when big changes happen in life. The pregnancy, the move—it’s bound to create some unrest, even if they’re good things.”

			“What are the dreams about, Mik?” Alec asked full of concern. 

			Mikaél closed his eyes and inhaled. “The dreams aren’t exactly the same but every time there is a goal of people trying to,” he chose his words carefully, “end my life just because I’m a Type 6 Omega.” 

			Every parent stared at Mikaél in shock—except for Jake. He chose to stare at Roman instead, who shot a glare back at him. 

			“Son, they’re baseless dreams. Truly. You know that, right?” Dustin insisted.

			Mikaél couldn’t come up with a confident response.

			Roman found his voice with his liquid courage in hand. “Maybe that’d be true if we weren’t treated like invalids every time you two decide to play highly classified government officials when we sneeze wrong. Because last I checked, every discovery on us results in a freak out and not a positive breakthrough.” 

			Everyone knew it was coming, especially Adrian. It was déjà vu all over again. From the mating contract with Whitmores, to the dinner two weeks ago, and everything in between, the Erricson household was holding another dance around the rumbling volcano. 

			Jake’s fork clanked on the table. He took his cloth napkin and wiped his mouth. “I suppose now is the time.” He peered at his mate and then at Dustin. “Do you remember what Matthew Whitmore said when it was just you, me, Peyton, and him in the restaurant?”

			“You’re bringing him into this?” Roman grimaced.

			“Amid all the disturbed ideas and philosophies he had, he did have one right.”

			“This oughta be good.” Roman smirked as he took another gulp of his golden refuge. 

			

			“Parenting is not easy, and it’s not perfect. You’re only months away from knowing that. But I digress. Often, we fall into a one-track mind on how we want to parent and protect you. As long as the status quo stays the same, we never stop to think something is wrong. And even when it goes wrong: once, twice, and even three times, it’s hard not to think it’s an isolated event. You called us out, Roman. Both of you did.” He made a kind gesture toward Mikaél before centering back on Roman again. “Unfortunately, it took you both leaving to venture out on your own for us to humbly ask for the forgiveness we don’t deserve.”

			Mikaél lifted his head. “Dad?”

			It was to Dustin’s advantage that his naturally sensitive personality made it easy to demonstrate his sincerity. It wasn’t a typical Alpha trait. No one could have guessed he had produced a domineering son like Drew as his first born. 

			“If I had known my career was going to come down to the position I put you in, I would have done everything differently. It was wrong to blow up on you during the first attempt at the contract, it was wrong to take Roman away from you and doubt the instincts you had to find your Fate, and it was wrong to decide you shouldn’t know who you are, even if I felt I was doing it for the right reason. I also apologize to you, Roman.” 

			Mikaél accepted his father’s apology.

			Roman was stuck between a rock and a hard place. His mate showed acceptance. Dustin’s apology even worked on him a bit. Somewhere in his own father’s monologue, there was an apology. To deny Jake his relief meant he could walk out satisfied with his life—which was only now beginning to show some resemblance of normal—and it wasn’t anything to do with him. But the downfalls of refusing the apology meant the rest of the night was pointless to continue anything. In addition, he’d put Mikaél in a position to have to decide between him and his own family. The discussion called for a truce, but not before finishing the tumbler in his hand. 

			

			“I guess the only way to properly move on is to end this. If my mate can find the strength to forgive, then I can too,” Roman surrendered, a light in the darkness, a raindrop in the desert, and oxygen to everyone in the room. The greatest gift for Roman was to see the relief on his mate’s face. That’s what mattered most. It was even better when Mikaél grabbed his hand and squeezed it. His heart skipped a beat.

			“Roman,” Adrian clasped his hands, “thank you.” 

			Alec walked over to his son and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “We love you.”

			“I love you, too.” Mikaél squirmed like a child in his seat.

			Roman’s happiness switched back to neutral as he ventured down a different path. “When are you going to extend the same apology to Rixen and Ryan?”

			The moment of relief in the room was over as quickly as it began.

			Jake tightened his jaw in subtle displeasure. “We don’t have to do this now.” 

			“Why?” Roman leaned back in the chair. “I’m not the only son you’ve alienated. As a matter of fact, you don’t have any left.” 

			“Roman.” Mikaél drew out the word.

			“Okay, you have one back,” the young Alpha retracted. “But my message still stands.” 

			Adrian stepped in. “You have to believe us; we’ve been trying to contact them constantly.

			Roman wrinkled his eyebrows. “I know you have, but how about you?” Roman gestured to Jake. 

			As the Erricsons continued, Dustin and Alec sat there, unsure of how they fit into the equation. It was uncomfortable to be strangers in their own home. 

			Mikaél wanted to intervene, but it wasn’t his place to. Other than having a former relationship with Garrace, Mikaél wasn’t involved in this peculiar family contention. 

			Roman went on. “Did you wish them ‘Happy Birthday’?”

			

			Jake cleared his throat. “Your Veo sent them my regards.”

			“How on earth do you expect this family to repair itself if you single-handedly decide what everyone else should do?”

			“You do a very good job, son, of downplaying every problem that’s happened to this family to fit your justifiable angst. Considering I haven’t corrected you on your warped memory on how it all went down, you should be thankful. But I’ll be damned if you think I’ll sit here and ignore their transgressions,” Jake fumed.

			“Warped memory on what?” Roman inquired defensively.

			“None of us sitting here knew exactly how far you were going to go when you imprinted Mikaél. You roared against your family, punched your brother Ryan, and slashed your mate’s chest in a matter of two minutes. And I gambled my career, my family’s possible legal trouble, not to mention Mikaél’s life, when I forced everyone to leave the room to do what no Alpha has done to their mate in recorded history.”

			Roman swirled the glass of ice around his hand. “Hm. How chivalrous of you.”

			“I’ll also remind you I was right there by your side when Whitmore accused you of getting Peyton pregnant and demanded that ridiculous amount of restitution for it. Not to mention, he was cheating us in the original contract to begin with. I never received any hint of thanks for dealing with all that.”

			Roman continued his sarcasm. “You should be considered for sainthood.”

			“Come on,” Adrian chimed in. “We just buried the hatchet. Let’s not do this again. We’re guests in someone’s home.”

			Jake ignored his mate. “Let’s not forget: I was on the phone with Matthew Whitmore a dozen times when he would accept nothing less than your head on a platter when he thought you damn near murdered his mate. I had to beg and plead for him not to send a dozen police cars to the house with guns drawn to look for you. I still can’t fathom how on earth the cops never found you out on the streets.”

			

			Roman narrowed his view. “I told you before—Peyton did that.”

			“And finally, when I did convince him you were not capable of doing that to another human being, even after you assaulted your own Fated Mate, I asked for the one golden key to protect your freedom, and then you lied to me and told me you didn’t know who was responsible. You even lied to the police! Everything I did to help defend you from the wolves I did because I love you! But all you did was look at me and your father as enemy number one and enemy number two. I’ll say again: I’m completely sorry for the hurt I caused you, but, quite frankly, I’m over this idea that you think you were the only ones in the family hurting, Roman. Your father and I suffered two weeks without your brothers in the house and then another week with you giving us the silent treatment and the death stare. Then, five nights ago, I started staying up every single night listening to your Veo cry himself to sleep while we wondered if we were the biggest failures as parents in the world. Mikaél may have been having nightmares ever since you both moved out, but so have we! The only difference is our nightmares happen when we’re awake.” 

			No words came to Roman after that. He studied Mikaél’s somber and empathetic face, though Roman didn’t know who the empathy was for. 

			Jake’s eyes began to hurt. “In regard to your brothers,” he held a moment to catch his breath, “next to physical harm or death, that is the ultimate failure I have. To know I couldn’t see my own sons forming some sexual rendezvous with one another, and then bringing a third guy into the mess, when it happened right in my own house means I have completely lost touch with my own flesh and blood.”

			Dustin leaned into Alec’s ear. “Rixen and Ryan are doing what?”

			Alec replied while staring straight out and barely moving his lips. “I’ll explain it to you later.” 

			

			Dustin nodded and slowly moved back to his seat like nothing happened. 

			Jake continued, “I hate I may have caused it. I hate I let it happen. I hate that your Veo and I are in this position with them. But I refuse to support this crazy nonsense. It appears you have been.”

			Roman turned his head. “I have said no such thing.”

			“Then why do you seem to be in the know about how much we’re talking to them? I assume you’ve been talking to them.”

			“Yes, I’ve been talking to Ryan.”

			“Because you support it,” Jake concluded.

			Roman held up his hands. “No, I don’t support what they are doing. I support who they are. They’re my brothers. I’m a little confused on why I have to explain to my father how that works.” 

			Adrian was exasperated at Roman’s nerve. “I’m disappointed in you, Roman.” He lifted his glass and finished off the wine. “This is an immature representation of yourself. You wouldn’t be so belligerent if you could control your drinking like a responsible adult.”

			Roman chuckled and lifted his drink in a toast. “I had a good teacher.”

			Adrian felt everyone’s presence heavy on him. He took a passing glance at his own empty glass in his hand and set it down without a word.

			Jake was getting nowhere. He was steamed and embarrassed this conversation had to come out here. His career and family life had been laid out, cut up, criticized, and left in pieces in front of him. It was bad enough he had to do this in front of his mate and Roman. But now he had subjected himself to do it front of his co-worker and his family. 

			Roman began another censure. “And another thing…” A scent in the air stopped him in his tracks. A pain infiltrated his lungs. He was the first to notice before anyone else was, but the visual cues of his mate became evident to all seconds later. Mikaél’s face was heavy, and his eyes were puffy. A couple of whimpers halted his thought process entirely. “Mik…”

			

			Roman’s words were cut off by Mikaél pushing himself back from the table. After looking at his family in disarray, the Omega excused himself with watery eyes to the deck patio. It was easy to walk back to the refuge of his backyard. It was always his home away from home. As he walked away, he felt Roman’s frustration tugging back on him. 
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			Hearing words from another human made Mikaél’s heart race. Turning around, he saw his Veo walking out of a lonely kitchen. Everyone else appeared to be missing from the far away dining table, at least, from his point of view.

			“Hey,” Alec whispered, not that he needed to.

			Mikaél sniffled a couple of times. “Sorry. It just hit me all of a sudden.” Alec laughed. “Let me guess? Gets worse?”

			Alec sighed. “It will. Everything does.” He saw his son’s sad expression. “And then, it all gets better. As a matter of fact, everything will go to new heights like you’ve never thought it could.” He adored watching his son relax in a smile. It made him smile, too. “That’s why it’s worth it. That’s why we do it. And when you see your pup for the first time, Mik, all that happened back there? You won’t remember it.”

			“Well, that’s a relief,” he replied softly. “Because this is all I remember right now: fights, arguments, near-misses, and almost-theres.”

			“Oh, now, it hasn’t all been that bad, has it?” Alec combed the back of his son’s head and rubbed the warm space between his shoulder blades. 

			

			For Mikaél, there was a serenity in thinking of Roman smiling back at him, holding him at night, and laughing with him during the day. “No. No, it hasn’t.”

			Alec knew what he thought of. Omegas had that power with one another. “He treats you right, I can tell.” He crossed his arms in front of his body. His sweater wasn’t going to hold all the heat from his body in. His exhaled breath surrounded him in a fog.

			“What were things like when you were pregnant with me?” Mikaél asked.

			Alec cocked his head. “I told you. You weren’t an easy pregnancy.”

			“No, not that. I mean, when you were pregnant with me, were families fighting back then too, or am I just special?”

			Alec’s attention ventured out to the dark abyss in front of him. Somewhere out there were trees and a trail leading into anywhere but here. “Every family has something to gripe about at one point or another. I’m sure it was the same back then.” Alec pushed a few fallen brown leaves down through the rails of the deck. The minimal light only reflected their journey down part way. 

			“Does anything specific come to mind?”

			A large breath formed another cloud. “Mik, I couldn’t think of anything specific. I mean, there was a lot going on.” Fearing the defensive tone was too much for his son to handle, he switched gears. “Drew was a handful, even back then.” That made Mikaél’s laugh. Of course, he knew that. “Your father’s parents were wondering why we waited so long to have you, and my parents were wondering why we didn’t wait longer.”

			“Ouch?” Mikaél didn’t hear much encouragement.

			“It’s nothing against you. I was 18 when I had Drew,” Alec pointed out. 

			“Like father, like son,” Mikaél commented back. 

			“It was scary for me back then, too. Being young and aimless, I didn’t know what to do. But I wouldn’t have traded it for anything in the world,” Alec reassured.

			

			“Knowing I have Roman makes this all okay for me.” The Omega-to-Omega bond flourished between the father and son. He now realized just how much he needed his Veo next to him. It allowed him to be more honest, even with himself. “You’re right on the ‘aimless’ part.”

			“Yeah?” Alec pulled his son into a side hug.

			“I don’t want to quit school or anything.”

			“Good because your father and I would kill you,” Alec commented with parental caution.

			Mikaél went on. “But when I’m done with the school day, I don’t just want to sit on the couch and grow a baby for the rest of the night. Roman’s gone longer days for his clinicals. I want to be doing something before Roman decides I’m too fragile.” 

			If there’s one thing which was drilled into him since childhood, it was the social inequality of Omegas. Although things had changed over the years, progressive philosophy had a habit of stopping at the front door in homes. What Roman thought of him venturing out of the home post-child, he didn’t know. 

			Alec curled his lips and chose to be patient. “What are you thinking?”

			Mikaél snorted. “Believe me, I’ve thought of them all. Waiting tables—no. Custodial work—no. Casino attendant—no. There’s no professor looking for an art assistant in the next four years. You have to pay to get into one of those spots. Defeats the purpose.” 

			Alec danced his head back and forth. “You never possessed the cheery personality for a waiter or had the ambition to clean for a living. You can’t work in a casino—you’re not 18 yet. But … if you’re looking to get into an art position, I might know of an opening.” He lifted his eyebrows.

			“Really? Where?” While he looked at his father, it clicked. “The studio?”

			“Yeah! Come down and take some appointments from me!” 

			

			“Thanks, dad, but I’m not interested in doing headshots for Level IDs.” 

			“No, not headshots. Classes. Come down and teach some lower-level night classes.” 

			“Teach? But I’m no good at photography.”

			Alec grunted. “See? There’s that defeatist attitude and no self-worth mantra coming through.” 

			Mikaél’s response came through monotone. “We’re really going to do this again?”

			“You’re the one who started critiquing my work when you were 6. ‘Daddy, that’s blurry. Daddy, why did you cut off this part?’ And then it was ‘Daddy, let me take the picture. Daddy, when I can I have my own camera?’ Speaking of which, how you come you never get that out anymore?”

			“With phones, who needs them?” Mikaél questioned.

			“A phone will never do what a true camera does any day, and an average Joe will never be able to take pictures like you can.”

			“I still don’t think I’m that good,” Mikaél reiterated. 

			“I’ve seen you do better with a cheap roll of film than a premium-paid professional using the latest and greatest technology. You have ‘it,’ Mik. It can’t be taught. What a shame it would be for you to waste that talent. And I think it would be great if I had you working with me at the studio. So, what do you think?”

			Mikaél sat straight up and forced his head into sound clarity. “I think … that’d be great, too.” There was a much-needed burst of excitement which radiated through him when he heard himself say it, but he managed to contain himself. Wanting to keep the enthusiasm subtle, he didn’t want to show his Veo he needed him that much. After all, he was a contracted mate with a pup on the way. He had to act like an adult now. 

			Alec had a million ideas going through his head at once. His attempt to begin several plans were cut short as he saw Roman come out to join his mate. It was the cue to make his exit. He hugged his son and prayed for at least a neutral return back into his house. 

			

			Mikaél looked back at Roman. He appeared worn out like a boxer in overtime. The look triggered memories of exhaustion, an unfortunate pattern. “Everything all right back inside?”

			“There’s been an ‘agree to disagree’ settlement.”

			“I suppose that’s a good place to be considering.”

			Roman fully embrace his mate from behind and laid his head on Mikaél’s shoulder. “Was I the cause of you leaving? If so, I’m sorry. I know this is completely the wrong time to stress you out.” 

			“Not so much you—just the situation. It’s ignorant to think tonight was going to be sunshine and rainbows.”

			“Still, it was inappropriate to get your parents involved. They didn’t need to hear it.”

			“They’re a part of this family too, Roman. They can’t only hear the good stuff. Though, personally, I’m glad Drew and Will weren’t here for it.”

			Roman turned to face Mikaél. Mikaél didn’t move his sight off the impossible view of the backyard. “Think it would have been too much for you?”

			“I know it would have been too much.” Mikaél laughed uneasily. “Just like you, there will be a day I’m going to have to face all that.”

			“He knows we’re pregnant, right?”

			“Mhm. I texted him. No, wait. That’s right. He texted me.”

			“What did he say?”

			“Just one word: Congratulations.” Mikaél lightly clapped his hands.

			“Not quite the gusto I was hoping for.”

			Mikaél see-sawed his head in thought. “I have a brother too, you know. I know how it works. I didn’t show that much enthusiasm when he announced his mate’s pregnancy. He’s only returning the favor.”

			“You know what I

			

			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Claw.png





OEBPS/image/HalfTitle.jpg
MIKAEL’S
MOMENT





OEBPS/image/Cover.jpg
LFAS LAMUNT .

MMATIPHATOMEGAMPREG

. -

- S, b

-

,»' TH]E (CHRONICLES QF FAT]E BOOK 2

:

<





OEBPS/image/9781644505571.jpg
TATE DOOK %

be:. " \\ \\ ‘\@\





OEBPS/image/4HorsemanLogo_BW.png
4 Horsemen
Publications, Ine.





