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It’s been six months since Cole presented omega and ended up dating his two alpha best friends.

Time has run out and certain needs must be met. But is their bond strong enough to survive heat and all the changes it will bring?

An Mpreg Romance sequel to “Omega Under the Moon”.

***

[image: ]


For all my fans who wanted more of Cole, TJ and Ari.

THANKS TO GEMA CELA Rodriguez for the edit!
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Prologue: Nine months later
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“What’s going on?” Cole asked, still panting. He’d run over as soon as he’d spotted TJ at the Starbucks where his alpha had been waiting for him to finish work. But it wasn’t the physical exertion speeding up his pulse but rage. 

There was a woman looming over his boyfriend. She turned to Cole with a surprised look but Cole had heard her demand to know what TJ was doing there. “You can’t sit here if you don’t buy anything,” she said, which was not quite the same as what she’d been spouting moments earlier, her manners had also been toned down considerably.

“Yeah?” Cole sneered, he was about to go on when TJ’s hand landed on his arm.

His friend’s face was impassive. “Let’s go.”

Even then, he noticed the Starbucks employee had stepped back but hadn’t returned to what Cole was pretty sure was her actual job—unlike harassing potential customers.

It was the first day of the Easter Break and starting to get warm enough to sit outside, which was why Cole had suggested the coffee shop. Now he was never going to step foot in it again, not even for their caramel Frappuccino.

“Hey.” TJ tugged at his arm, leading him away. “Don’t get worked up, Cole, she’s just an arsehole.”

“Is this...? Was that because...?” He gulped. It hurt to believe it but he’d been TJ’s friend for too long not to have noticed the pattern.

TJ sighed. “Probably.” He pulled Cole closer to him and sniffed at his neck. “Mmm... sweat and car oil, my favourite.”

Cole allowed it, but he couldn’t keep back the question, “How are you so calm?”

TJ shrugged, sneaking a lick at Cole’s ear. “I can rip her throat out with my teeth, that helps.”

“But you don’t,” Cole said tightly. He couldn’t help it, he had been pretty close to violence himself. “So she won’t fucking stop harassing black people.” He swallowed, rubbing at his belly—nowhere near visible, but it didn’t matter to him, nearly from the night of his heat when they’d conceived, he’d been able to feel the baby’s presence. And it helped, somehow, to check that it was safe.

“You’re kinda regretting it, aren’t you?” TJ’s voice was rough. He didn’t let go of Cole or even stop walking.

“What?”

“Choosing me and not Ari,” he said it just like that, like it wasn’t a big deal either way.

“You—” Cole almost choked on his own words and jerked them to a stop to look him in the face. “Of course not!”

“It’s okay to think about it,” TJ insisted, he loosened his grip a little but didn’t relinquish it. “I do sometimes, because it’s hard and I never want anything to be hard for them. It doesn’t mean you don’t—”

Cole couldn’t let him continue, it was simply unbearable. “What if it’s me who makes it hard?”

“What?” TJ’s eyes were wide, his generous lips parted.

But he wasn’t going to get distracted and kiss him, not now. “What if she is dyslexic too?”

“Dyslexic?” TJ echoed. “I mean, it’d be fine, we’d know how to help if... she?” his voice went thin.

Cole froze, frowning. “I... I don’t know why I said that.”

“Does it feel wrong?” TJ checked. “Like, what if I say ‘he’?”

He was shaking his head already. “No, it’s... no. She.”

His boyfriend laughed, tugging him close into a hug and lifting him up, twirling them both as he shouted, “Sheeeeeeeeeeee!”

They got some strange looks at that, but neither of them gave a flying fuck.
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1.  Six months later
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TJ was nervous as fuck and he wasn’t about to apologize for it. When they’d finally sat down and breached the topic of who would be Cole’s first co-parent, it’d been easy to be brave.

They had all been scared, all of eighteen years old and talking about having a child. Cole had already started his gig at the garage. It was obvious he loved it there and TJ would do anything and everything he could to make sure he got to keep the job.

Cole had had no heats since, so TJ had figured they could just enjoy themselves. Sam, the older omega who’d been advising them, had told them regular sex helped, which was like telling an alcoholic you’d pay them to drink, so they had spent a lot of time in the woods and in the tree house, where they got some privacy.

But it was nearly September and Ari had put his foot down; if they were doing this with Cole, they’d talk about it.

Cole didn’t seem any keener on discussing his impending pregnancy, but they’d both showed up at the cafe where they’d agreed to meet.

“January.” That was all Cole said, staring straight at the table top.

They both knew what it meant; that was as far as they could postpone it, or at least that was what they were hoping—Cole could have another heat any time, but the one time since his presentation they’d had Full Moon sex they’d all managed to keep from losing it.

Ari was the first to find words, “Okay, so that’s right after Spring Term begins.”

Cole swallowed, nodding, but didn’t otherwise react.

“I can go first.” The words were out of TJ’s mouth before he knew he meant to speak at all. His face was already burning when both his lovers raised their eyes to his. “I mean... I can, if you want me to. Like, I—”

“You want to?” Cole asked and TJ’s heart almost shattered at the uncertainty on his face.

It was Cole who had reason to hesitate, he’d be the one who’d carry the baby to term and deal with all the changes to his body and his life. Well, TJ’s life would change too, naturally, but his body wouldn’t. They all knew that’s what was freaking Cole out the worse.

He reached over the table and squeezed his boyfriend’s hand hard enough to feel his bones. “You kidding me? Yeah, I want to.”

He did, too, even thinking about fucking Cole was enough to give him a semi. Cole’s sharp inhalation and widening pupils made it clear he’d noticed it too.

“I can stay in Manchester.” Ari’s voice was probably the only thing in the world capable of making him look away from his omega’s flushed face.

Ari’s pale skin was also flushed. “Oh, I didn’t mean—” TJ started, then cut himself off. “I mean, I don’t have to,” he offered. “Cole should—“

But Ari was already shushing them both. “I think it makes sense this way,” he told them calmly, at least outwardly because his heart was racing and he was swallowing more frequently than was normal. “Cole?”

Cole was looking at him, too stiff by half. TJ had to bite his tongue not to shout at Ari.

But of course Ari wasn’t totally oblivious to Cole’s insecurity. “I want you,” Ari said it slowly, like he wanted to make sure Cole heard every word. “And I want to do this with you, but you know I like to take things slow, right?”

“Yeah,” Cole agreed, eyes flickering to the right. TJ’s heart clenched for him. “We said one of you would...” He waved a hand instead of finishing his sentence. “It’s not like I want you to fight over me,” he added, a little petulant. “You can stay in Manchester.”

Except it kinda sounded like he did, which was news to TJ. Was it an omega thing or a Cole thing?

It didn’t matter, TJ wanted to smack Ari until he got his head on straight. But Cole’s discomfort could probably be spotted from outer space at this rate and that had to be his focus. “He better, or I can’t promise I won’t fight him over you.” It was meant to be a joke but it was also absolutely true and the silence afterwards told him they’d heard it.

Cole snorted, but his eyes shone with real humour, which helped calm him a little. TJ was still going to have a very serious and very loud conversation with Ari later, but maybe he could wait until Cole wasn’t around.
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2.  Ari

[image: ]




Ari knew he’d fucked up. He was smart that way.

TJ’s stare didn’t add anything constructive to the situation, in fact, it was making him tense because another alpha was challenging him.

“What?” he snapped when he couldn’t stand it any longer. His boyfriend had shown up at his house first thing in the morning and now he was sitting on his bed like a very judgemental statue.

“You need to fix it. Now,” TJ was nearly growling.

Ari inhaled, reminding his wolf TJ was his boyfriend, not an enemy. Not a rival, even if... “I know that!”

“Okay, so what are you doing?”

Ari rubbed at his face, stopping short from pulling at his hair. “Like I know!”

“Why didn’t you... Don’t you want to? You said you did, but...”

At that, he whirled towards TJ, spitting between elongated fangs. “Of course I want to!”

It was a testament to TJ’s willpower that he stayed on the bed, eyes wide and heart racing, muscles tense but not moving. 

Ari swallowed and took a stumbling step back, regret already pooling in his belly. He hadn’t meant to get like that, looming over his boyfriend like...

“Why are you angry?” The question was soft, but direct. TJ was being patient, but he wouldn’t let it go, that much was clear.

Ari shrugged, not trusting himself to turn back to face him yet. Why was he angry? Because TJ had offered, just like that, easy as you like, and something had seized in his own chest, terror or anxiety or who knew what. Grief. Loss. He’d not planned to offer at all because... because he’d thought Cole was going to ask whoever he wanted, and he’d told himself he wouldn’t resent him if it was TJ he went for—they’d been friends the longest, after all, and besides, Ari was a big guy and knotting...
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