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Chapter 1: Too Perfect

[image: image]




Darius paced the living area of the cave. His family waited with him as Storm laid in the other room with Rose and a few females experienced with birthing pups. Hours had passed. He took a deep breath and looked at the fur draped across the doorway. They should have gone to a hospital. Storm had insisted on having them at home, though. This was the one time he didn’t want to do things the traditional way. His mate and sons, two boys—he ran a hand through his deep red fur. What if something went wrong? What if he lost one of them? His stomach turned at the thought. 

“Darius, come and sit down.” His grandmother patted the cushion beside him. “She’ll be okay.”

“I’m fine.” He continued to pace the floor. 

“Darius, you’re working yourself up,” said Sage firmly. “That woman can handle a couple pups. She puts up with you for years.”

“Leave him be,” breathed Xavier. 

She grabbed her son’s hand. “You were just as bad when Rose had Darius.”

“I know,” muttered Xavier. “And I hated how you patronized me then, so leave him alone.”

“Very well.” She shook the alpha’s muzzle. “You’re going to be a grandpa.”

“And you’ll be a great-grandma,” he replied.

She rolled her eyes. “Only in title. I’m not an old woman just yet.”

“Hmm....” Xavier wrung his hands together.

Darius’s ears perked up when he heard his mate’s heavy breathing. Should he go in? His mother would kick him out. He’d just get in the way. Maybe he should get something to make Storm more comfortable, but what? He cursed under his breath and sat on the back of his heels. He pressed a claw to his lips and waited. 

A soft cry filled the room. His breath caught. His pup, his son, was here. He rose to his feet as a second higher pitch cry joined the first. They were both here—his boys. His tail swished back and forth as he grinned ear to ear. A joy he had never experienced before filled his chest. 

He took breaths.

“Darius,” called Rose. “Would you like to come in and meet your pups?”

His hands were shaking. What would they look like? His mother and mate never cared about fur color, but Darius hoped they’d be strong. Two strong sons he could leave the pack too—like his father was going to do one day with him. Swallowing hard, Darius stepped forward.

The family gathered behind him. Darius parted the curtains and smiled at his mate who was holding two little bundles. 

“Hi,” he whispered.

Storm held out her hand. “Come and meet them.”

He walked closer and saw the little black head of a werewolf pup. His small paws were a dark red. Darius glanced at his father. The pup had Xavier’s markings. His eyes grew wide at the other pup. White, pure, unmarked white, the signs of an omega. His chest tightened, and his mouth went dry. What was going on?

“Darius?” Storm reached for his mate. “Please, Darius. Don’t, please. He’s our son. He’s our baby. I know he’s not what you wanted, but please.”

Darius dropped to his knees and rested his head against the bottom of the wooden bed frame. An omega, one of his sons had turned out to be an omega. Thoughts of River, Aden, every omega he had ever seen raced through his mind. Peter—Darius clasped his muzzle. They would come for him. They would come for his son. His little boy would be in danger. They would try and take him—his child. Anger was rising to the point he started shaking. Disgusting, filthy men would come for his son. Darius wouldn’t allow it. 

“Darius?” Rose knelt by her son and laid her head on his shoulder. “He’s your pup.”

“I know,” he replied sharply.

“You can’t reject him.”

“I know that!” His head shot upright, startling everyone in the room.

Aden made eye contact but quickly looked away. The white-blond hair of the only werewolf in human form caught Darius’s attention. His brother nearly died for that man. 

“Darius,” begged Storm as he positioned the pups on her lap. She touched the top of his head. “What’s wrong?”

“What am I going to do?” He laid his head on the bed and wrapped his arms around it. “He’s perfect. What am I going to do?”

She ran her fingers through his fur with an understanding smile. “We’re going to love him, Darius. We’re going to protect him, and when the time comes, we’ll find a man or even a woman who will cherish our son. He’s only a few minutes old. We have years upon years before we even need to worry about that. So come up here. You need to hold your sons. They know my scent; now they need to learn their father’s.”

He looked up and reached out his hand to the much larger pup. The little paw wrapped around his finger, drawing a smile from him. “They’re beautiful, Storm. Thank you.” He sat up and kissed her cheek.

Tears filled her eyes. “Well, go on.”

He lifted the black and red pup up and cradled the child in his arms. “He’s so small.”

“Wait until he picks up the other,” chuckled Rose. “He’s one of the smallest I’d ever delivered. I nearly threw them to the ceiling.” 

Darius scooped up the other baby. The two boys curled into each other, the larger wrapping his tiny arms around his brother, holding on to each other with such tiny paws. 

Sitting at his mate’s side, he kissed the top of her head. “We’re parents.”

“I hope the black and red one is exactly like you,” said Xavier.

Darius arched a brow. “He kind of looks like you, Dad.”

The alpha shook his head. “Oh no, that red is from you.”

“I’m not buying it,” said Darius with a smirk. “If he turns out to be a little terror, I’m blaming it on you.”

“Go ahead,” replied the alpha. “You’re still the one who has to raise him.”

The room laughed. It was all too true. Darius was a father now of two little boys. 

Sage stepped forward. “I think it’s been long enough. Let me see one of my great-grandbabies.” She held out her arms. 

Darius handed her the larger of the two and gave the other to his mother. He put his arm around his mate’s shoulders.

“You scared me,” she whispered. “I really thought you might reject him.”

He tucked her head under his chin. “I’m an asshole, Storm, but not big enough of one to kick out my newborn son.”

“I had hoped not,” she teased.

Aden moved forward and held the little white pup’s hand as the pup laid in his mother’s arm. “So, what names did you decide on? You seemed to have twenty picked out the last time I asked.”

“Daven.” Storm pointed to the black and red pup. “And Raven.” She nodded at the bundle in her arms. 

“Daven and Raven, fitting names for twins,” Titus laughed. He looked at his mate with big eyes.

The human narrowed his. “No. We’re not talking about this again. I’m not ready.”

“Please,” the black werewolf begged. “Look how adorable they are.”

“They grow up,” replied Aden. “They don’t stay cute and adorable forever. They grow up, and you’re stuck with them for life. So, I’d rather wait until I’m ready for that responsibility.”

Titus frowned. “Rose, do you have your cell phone?”

“It’s right here.” She dug around in a bag and pulled it out. 

He took it from her. “Hold Raven, and let’s get a picture of our new nephew.”

“Wait,” said Rose. “Grabbed Daven, too.”

Sage passed over the baby and Storm placed Raven in Aden’s other arm. The human looked clearly uncomfortable, but the older werewolf instructed him on how to hold the infants properly. 

“It’s weird to see a werewolf this size,” said the sub.

Titus chuckled. “We start out small, too.” He slipped behind his mate.

Rose stepped in to work the phone. She had been getting good at taking pictures. Karen had taught her well. 

“Aden, you should shift,” said Storm. “Your markings are close to Daven, and it would make such a cute picture.”

The sub sighed and handed a baby to Storm and the other to Titus. He took off his shirt and changed form before sliding off his pants. Rose stepped in to smooth his fur. They took a few more pictures with the pups before Rose went around the room and made sure everyone had one with the babies. Aden took over the picture taking so the grandparents could have a group shot, and then a female pack member took one of the whole group with the new parents. 

The twins soon found a comfortable place on their mother’s lap. Titus had stolen the phone and was looking through the images. 

“What are you doing?” asked Aden.

“Email the ones I like to me.”

Xavier moved over to his eldest son. “I’m proud of how you handle this.”

Darius nodded. “I think having Aden in the family helped, but it also scares the shit out of me at the same time. Daven”—he touched the pup’s tail—“he’ll be able to take care of himself. Maybe even alpha quality.” He smiled to himself. “But Raven....” Darius took a deep breath. “We’ll deal with that when the time comes, but I’m nervous.”

The alpha squeezed his son’s shoulder. “I’m not worried about my grandson. I’m worried about the poor boy who dares get too close.”

Darius laughed. “True. Very True.”

“What did you do?!” Aden pulled at his head fur. “Why would you do that! Why would you send her those? Titus!”

“She asked me to,” he exclaimed. “I’m being a good son-in-law.”

Aden held up a finger to his mate. “Do not use my mother against me. She’s my mom!”

He gave him a sheepish grin and shrugged. “Who’s ready to be a grandma. I didn’t mean anything by it.”

With a groan, he shook his head. “Whatever. Fine, but you’re still in trouble.”

“Your mom already said to let her know when the pups get here, princess,” said Darius. “So, she can come and visit. There’s no way you’re escaping her.”

“Don’t call me that,” groaned Aden, rubbing his face. “Why are you all working against me?”

Everyone chuckled. 

“We do it out of love, Aden.” Rose put her arm around her son-in-law. “And whenever you are ready to have a pup, I know it’ll be absolutely adorable.”

Darius flashed the sub a smirk. “Maybe even as cute as mine.”

Storm smacked his chest. “Be nice. We’ve teased Aden enough for one day.”

“Thank you,” said the sub firmly. 

Darius looked down right as Raven opened his eyes and stretched his arms overhead. “Hello, little guy.” He picked the child up and held him close to his muzzle. 

The boy yelped at his father. 

“You are the cutest little thing I’ve ever seen.” He kissed the infant’s cheek. “Look, Storm, he has my eyes.”

“You’ve always had different eyes for a dominant,” said Rose. “Your father was a little worried about how you’d turn out since your fur was red, but your eyes were blue.”

“Dark blue,” Darius corrected. “Not baby blue or something soft like that,” he chuckled.

Aden pursed his lips.

Titus glanced at his mate. “Your eyes are gorgeous, so I don’t know why he’s being an ass about it.”

The sub didn’t reply as he sucked in his cheek. 

“Well,” said Storm, taking a deep breath, “he needed a little bit of his daddy.”

“And let’s hope the rest comes from his mother,” muttered Aden.

They all laughed, and even Darius joined in. He had a feeling his little white pup would be as sweet as his mother. It was his other son who had him a little worried. 
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Chapter 2: Not Ready
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“Darius,” Storm hurried out of the bedroom. “Darius, please take him. I finally got Daven to sleep. Please just hold Raven for a bit.”

He set his pen on the desk and took the pup wrapped in a blanket. “Come here.” He waved his mate closer and kissed her. “Get some sleep. I’ll stay up with this little guy.”

She smiled. “I wonder what the pack would say if they saw this side of you.”

“Let’s keep it a secret. It would ruin my image. Right, Raven?”

The boy squirmed in his arms and started to whimper.

Storm tried to hush him. “Oh, no.”

“It’s okay.” Darius stood. “We’ll go for a walk. Show the kid our territory.”

“Stay in the cave,” she said firmly.

“Come on, Storm. I’m not going to take a newborn hunting.” He walked toward the door.

“Hmm...” She folded her arms.

“I love you,” he said with a cheesy grin.

Her head fell to the side. “Don’t do anything stupid.”

“Promise.” He gave her a firm nod and wandered off down the hall. 

The little pup curled into his chest. Raven was easy enough to tend. As long as Darius continued standing, the pup was fine. He found that out quickly the moment he tried to sit. 

“Where’s grandma when you need her, right?” He nuzzled the boy. “Or even great-grandma. They always want to hold you when you’re cute and sleeping.” He stopped just inside the cave and peered out over the trees. 

The dominants from the night patrol nodded at him as they passed. One perk to having pups, Darius wouldn’t be expected to do that anytime soon or ever again. He moved his chin so their fur brushed together. He never thought he’d love being a dad so much.

Raven let out a shaky breath before falling back asleep. He couldn’t wait until the twins were older and running around. After that, they could stop growing. The teenage years already scared him. If they were anything like him and Titus, he was in trouble.  

He smiled at his boy. “You’re going to stay here with me, alright? No mates. You can stay my little boy forever. Sound good to you?”

Raven opened his eyes and let out a soft bark.

“That’s my boy.” He held the child close. “Daven can deal with all the mating stuff. But you, you just stay here where I can protect you.”

Shuffled footsteps sounded behind him. He glanced back to see Aden trudging along with a blanket around his shoulder. 

The sub glanced up. “Hey.”

Darius nodded. “What’s keeping you up, princess?”

Aden rolled his eyes. “My mom is visiting tomorrow.”

Darius laughed. “Yes, she is.” He propped the pup up. “You’re going to be mauled all day. Thankfully there are two of you.”

Aden sat on a boulder and pulled his legs to his chest.

“What’s beating you? Your mom visiting usually doesn’t make you this depressed.”

“It’s everything,” he breathed. “For the past three days, all I hear about is pups. I want a grandbaby; I want to be a dad. Look how cute Raven and Daven are. I’m not ready, okay.”

Darius nodded. “Then tell them you don’t want kids right now.”

“That’s the problem.” He rubbed his arm. “I kind of do want one, but me as a parent....” He glanced at Darius. “I can’t even take care of myself. My whole relationship with Titus is me making one stupid decision after another and Titus having to save me. If something were to happen to our child, I’d feel guilty for the rest of my life. I just”—he tugged at his hair—“I don’t know what to do.”

“Tell Titus.”

Aden bowed his head. “Tell him what? I’ve told him this a million times. It only makes him want children more.”

“Have you told him exactly what you just said?”

The sub shook his head. “No. But he doesn’t listen. He keeps saying everything that happened isn’t my fault, but it is.”

Their eyes met.

“I’ve hurt Titus so many times. I want to have a family with him, but I don’t trust myself yet.” He motioned to Raven. “I nearly panicked when they handed me Daven. I can’t even hold a baby properly,” he laughed, pushing his hair off his forehead. “And they expect me to raise one.” His hands fell into his lap. 

“Darius,” called Storm. She stumbled through the cave with a crying Daven in her arms. “Please. I can’t do this anymore. I can’t even think straight.”

“Well, Aden, it’s time you practice.” Darius handed over Raven as his mate gave him his eldest son. He hugged her. “Get some sleep. I’ll stay up with the boys tonight.”

“There are bottles in the fridge. Use the bottle warmer; press the big button. It chimes when it’s done. Check it before giving it to them. Do not give it to the boys cold, or they will throw up. Alright? Diapers are right by the changing table.”

“Diapers,” scoffed Darius. “We’re being a bit too civil with these boys.”

“I’m too tired to clean up pee and poop all day. Change your sons, and be sure to get it all.” She held up a finger. “Anything else, ask me in the morning.”

“Yes, dear.” He smiled at her. “Go to bed. You’re going to fall asleep standing up.”

She nodded and wandered off toward their cave.

Aden was sitting frozen and staring wide-eyed. Raven started to squirm, and Darius could smell the fear coming off the sub.

“Prop him up by your shoulder. Werewolf pups like to cuddle.”

Aden slowly did so and held the child awkwardly there.

“Come on, do it right.” Darius sat and held out his arm. “Hand him here and then shift.”

“Shift? Okay,” breathed the sub. He passed the baby over and took off his shirt and loosened his sweatpants. He shifted and peered at the white werewolf.

“Alright, you can take him back.”

Aden carefully slid his hands around the child and placed Raven on his chest. “Like this?”

Darius nodded. “You’re doing good.”

The sub let out a deep breath. “He’s not making any noise.”

“Raven is my snuggler. Daven just wants to move.” Darius stood and started to sway. 

Aden hugged the pup to him. “I’ll hold him for you then.” He tucked the boy in under his chin. “Only a bit longer, though.”

***
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ADEN TOOK A DEEP BREATH and walked into the bedroom. He tossed his clothes near the dresser. Titus was sitting at the desk on the computer. He walked over to his mate and pulled up another chair. 

“Can we talk?”

Titus kept his eyes on the screen and tapped his finger on the desk. “I already know you don’t want a pup.”

“Not at this exact moment,” added Aden. “I’m nineteen, Titus.” His eyes started to burn. “I know you’re older and ready, but I’m nineteen. I’m not ready. Someone like me raising a baby. I can’t do it.” He fell forward and pressed his palms to his eyes. 

“Aden,” breathed Titus. He took his mate in his arms and hugged him. 

“I want a family with you.” The sub roughly cleared his eyes. “I do. I want a kid. But I’m scared. You’ll be a great father, but I’m the sub.” He peered into his husband’s eyes. “I’m the dad. I’m expected to take on the ‘mother’ role. I don’t know if I can do it. But I’m going to try, I’m going to try and learn how to, and I’m sorry I’m making you wait. I wish I could say, yeah, let’s do it, but I can’t. I just can’t.”

Titus ran his thumb across the boy’s cheek. “Why didn’t you tell me? You made it sound like you never want one.”

The sub shook his head. “I do. I really do. Just let me get used to it. I’m an only child. None of my relatives live close by. All of this baby stuff is new to me. I need to be around Raven and Daven more, so I can figure out how the hell I’m supposed to do this.”

The black werewolf cupped his mate’s cheeks. “I am not going to leave you to raise our child alone. I’m sure your mother is planning on living with us for a few weeks when we do have a pup. But I’m not going to pressure you about this anymore. Well, I’m going to try not to.” He swallowed hard. “I’m really ready to be a father. I want to have a pup with you, but I keep forgetting you are nineteen.” He smiled. “I bet you’re starting to regret marrying an old geezer.”

Aden smiled back. “It’s only five and half years, right?” He kissed his mate. “Until then, we can enjoy not staying up all night with a crying baby.”

Titus chuckled. “Is that what Darius is up to right now?”

The sub nodded and climbed onto his mate’s lap. “I held Raven for a while.” He peered into the werewolf’s eyes. “Would you be upset if our pup was an omega?”

“Never, because I get to see your beauty in them every day.”

Biting his lip, Aden’s face blared red. “You’re so cheesy.”

“You set it yourself up for that one,” laughed the dominant. He rubbed his thumb across the sub’s thigh. “You're kind of in a compromising position right now.” 

With a grin, the white werewolf draped his arms over his husband’s shoulders. “My mother’s coming tomorrow. I need a good stress release.”

***
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DARIUS HAD TO SMILE as he watched Karen hurry up the path. Aden was already bracing himself. 

“There you are, sweetheart.” She held open her arms. “Come here, come here.”

“Hi, Mom.” Aden hugged her. “How was the trip?”

She held her son out in front of her. “Titus and I had a good chat during the drive.”

Sucking in his lips, the sub bowed his head. 

“We will wait until at least next year before bringing up kids. I mean, if you have one now, how are we going to beat teen pregnancy,” she teased.

Aden groaned. “Mom, please.”

“I love you, sweetheart. You know that, and I’m sorry for pressuring you to the point that you felt you were disappointing us. Your father and I couldn’t be prouder. I always knew we raised you right.” She looped arms with her son. “Now, show me where these adorable twins are.”

Darius chuckled at the pair. It was progress, but he didn’t think Aden was completely happy with the new arrangement. Quint marched up the path with the bags.

“Need any help?” 

The human dropped a bag at the werewolf’s feet. “Where’s my son and Titus? They should be the ones helping me.”

“Titus has hunting duty, and your wife wasn’t going to wait to see the pups. Ahe took Aden with her.”

Quint sighed. “All I hear nowadays is pups this, pups that. Everyone keeps thinking my wife wants a million dogs, if only they knew the truth.”

Darius nodded. “Yeah, best to let them keep thinking she’s a huge dog person.”

“Well”—he took a deep breath—“same room as always.”

“Yep.” Darius grabbed the bag and carried it to where the two humans would be staying. 

They walked together to Darius’s room. Karen was already fawning over Daven. Raven was sleeping in his great-grandma’s arm. They were leaving tomorrow morning, and she had come by early that morning to get in some ‘great-grandbaby time.’

“Would you look at that?” Quint went to sit by his wife. “They are pretty cute. I’ve never seen one so little.”

“Take a look at Raven.” She motioned to the white pup. “He’s just the tiniest thing.” 

Darius slipped around the edge of the cave to the bedroom. He parted the curtain slightly to see his mate completely worn out. He tiptoed inside and laid a blanket over her. 

Storm stirred. “Are the boys okay?”

“Their grandmothers are spoiling them rotten.” He kissed her cheek. “Sleep, we can handle the little monsters.”

“Be nice,” she said with a yawn. “Those are my little monsters.”

He adjusted the blankets over her and left the room. Darius watched from the sidelines. Spoiled rotten, those boys were never going to be put down. He sighed. It was going to be a long night of pacing the hallways.
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Chapter 3: Meeting with Dad
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—3 months—

With a yawn, Darius walked down the corridor to the main chamber. He hoped the boys would start sleeping through the night or just coordinate their wake-up times. They were running him ragged.

“Darius!” Storm jogged after him with a crying Raven. “Darius, he wouldn’t stop crying.”

“What am I supposed to do?”

“Love him,” she replied sourly as she passed the pup to him. “He likes it when you hold him.”

Darius growled. “I have a meeting.” He propped his son up, who was slowly starting to calm down.

“Well, take him with you. No one will mind.” She patted his cheek. “He loves his daddy so much, and I just got Daven to sleep, and I don’t want Raven to wake him up.”

“I can’t take a pup to a leadership meeting.”

“Of course, you can,” she smiled. “Your dad is the alpha, and he loves his little grandpuppy as much as his daddy. Right, Ravy?” She tickled his chin.

The pup yipped at her.

Darius frowned. “He’s not crying anymore.”

“Then he won’t be too noisy during the meeting. Thank you.” She kissed his cheek and hurried off. 

With a sigh, he eyed his son. “You better be good.”

Raven batted at his father’s nose.

“The alpha is a bit of a hard ass. He’ll kick us out.”

The pup barked at him.

“Oh, you think you can take him.” He started down the hall. “I bet you could. Grandpa is a softy when it comes to his Raven.”

The little werewolf’s tail flicked back and forth.

“I think you did this on purpose. A few tears and you knew Mom would chase me down. You’re a clever little thing.”

Raven licked his father’s cheek. 

Darius cradled the boy’s head. “Such a sweet pup. You get your charm from me.” 

He walked to the area at the back of the main chamber. The other dominants were spread out around the space with the alpha already in his seat. Darius sat at his dad’s side.

Xavier cleared his throat. “Raven, I didn’t expect to see you here today.”

The pup growled at him. 

“What a vicious grandson I have.” The alpha tickled the boy’s chin.

Raven’s tail went wild.

“Daven is sleeping,” muttered Darius. “And this terror”—he held the boy up to his muzzle—“figure if he cried a little, Mom would make me take him with me. Isn't that right?”

The boy’s head fell to the side with his tongue hanging out.

“Ravy just loves his daddy-waddy so much,” said Titus as he took his place beside his brother. 

Darius narrowed his eyes on his brother. “You can shut up.”

Raven barked at his uncle.

“See, Raven agrees.”

Titus chuckled. “Whatever, the kid was agreeing with me.” He scratched the top of his nephew’s head. 

“Don’t pet my kid like a dog.” Darius batted his hand away.

The black werewolf laughed. “Someone is being an overly sensitive prick.”

Darius glared at him and placed Raven up against his shoulder. The boy pawed at his father’s ear, who was twisting them around on purpose. 

Xavier took a deep breath and leaned forward. “Well, it looks like everyone is here.”

Rupert slipped in and stood by the wall. 

The alpha sat up straight. “First, I have some bad news involving Midfield. We received word that their alpha has lost his mate.”

An eeriness filtered through the group. Darius’s chest tightened as his thoughts went straight to Storm. The urge to go find her was picking at him. By the jitteriness in the room, everyone wanted to go and check on their mates. 

“There were complications during childbirth,” the alpha continued. “Internal bleeding that they weren’t able to stop. One of the pups died as well.”

“Twins?” breathed Darius.

Xavier nodded as his eyes landed on his grandson. “We are sending our condolences to the funeral. As every dominant knows, a loss of a mate is a mind-shattering event. Please be respectful toward Trevor whenever you have any kind of business with him. The second bit of news”—he cleared his throat—“we’ve been trying to repair the damage between us and Bloodhound Canyon.”

Titus folded his arms and sat back. Darius had heard multiple times from his brother he’d rather they’d just finish them off. 

“But we’ve confirmed there has been a birth. Jet was in a sexual relationship with a pack member, and she gave birth to a boy a few weeks ago.”

Titus ground his teeth together. “Why is it still alive then?”

The alpha eyed his son. “Enough. That child has done nothing wrong.”

“It’s Jet’s kid. Nothing good will come from anything that has that bastard as a father. I say kill the kid before it grows up.”

Xavier lifted his hand. “You listen to me. You will not talk like that. Bloodhound is steadily growing weaker. Stronger members are abandoning them because their next alpha is dead. Jet was their future, and you took that from them. Did I like the man? No. I’m glad he's dead versus losing you or Aden, but I will not wish ill-will on a pack that is barely clinging to life as it is. That boy will be celebrated. The pack will send a gift to Oscar to celebrate the birth of his grandson.”

Darius sat still, rubbing his son’s back. He was now acting as the barrier between his father and brother. Not exactly his ideal position.

“Thankfully”—Xavier scanned the group—“that’s the end of the announcements I have for the surrounding packs. Now”—he took a deep breath—“we can get some work done.”

***
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DARIUS LAID ON THE bed with the boys sleeping, curled up against his side. He looked at his sons. Daven was so much bigger. He’d better be a good older brother to his twin. A lot better than Darius was to Titus.

“Why is it that they prefer their daddy over me?” Storm folded her arms from where she stood at the baseboard. 

He shrugged. “Because mommy makes them take naps.”

She rolled her eyes. “They’re three months old. They take naps without being told.” She settled in on the other side of the bed. 

The two simply laid there and watched their two boys.

“Did you hear about Trevor?”

Storm sighed. “It’s so sad. To lose your mate and a pup.”

Darius reached across and pulled her to him. He kissed her and nuzzled her cheek. “I love you,” he whispered. “I’m going to make sure nothing ever happens to you or the boys.”

She shook her head. “Some things you can’t stop from happening.”

He kissed her again. “I’ll find a way. I will. I promise you that.”
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Chapter 4: Fatherhood
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—10 Months—

Aden reached for an orange off the top of the bowl. Titus was too busy talking with Darius and Rupert to harass him about it. He peeled it in silence. The small group had gathered for a luncheon of sorts. Rupert’s mother, Wendy, had arranged it. Something about wanting to lighten up the long winter months—or something like that. Aden pulled apart the orange and popped a section into his mouth. 

His nephew was watching the sub very intently. Aden held out a piece to Daven. The little werewolf wiggled free from his mother and crawled over. His little paw reached out of it. Aden picked him up and set him on his lap. He gave him the orange section to chew on. The pup’s teeth were starting to come in.

“Aden,” groaned Darius. “What are you teaching my kid?”

The sub shrugged. “He likes it.”

The red werewolf shook his head. “Human-born.”

Storm flicked her mate’s leg. “Be nice. He probably gets his sweet tooth from me.”

“They’re not even that sweet,” Aden replied. “So, I don’t see what you’re freaking out about.”

The pup yelped in agreement with juice dripping from his fur.

“Still,” muttered Darius. “He’ll be a sticky mess when he’s done.”

“Deal with it.” Aden rolled his eyes and fed the pup another piece.

Peter wrung his hands together. He was acting strangely nervous or excited. Aden couldn’t really figure out what was up with him. But the sub had always been a bit skittish. 

Rupert cleared his throat and grabbed his mate’s hand. “So, we have an announcement.”

“I knew it!” yelled Storm and Rose together. They both eyed Peter. 

“All those questions make sense now.” Rose smiled at the sub, whose face was blaring red. 

Aden swallowed hard, his mouth going dry. 

Peter nodded. “We’re going to have a pup.”

Darius slapped Rupert on the back. “Welcome to parenthood. Are we expecting another set of twins?”

“No,” breathed Peter, clutching his chest. “It’s just one. The doctor said it was only one. Thank god.”

The women swarmed in on him, and he seemed to be handling it well. 

“That’s so exciting, Peter,” said Rose.

“Have you seen River’s little boy?” asked Storm. “He is so adorable. They sent us a picture the other day. Subs have a way to combat all those ugly dominant genes.” She shot a smirk at Rupert who rolled his eyes.

The men started to give Rupert a hard time. Titus added a jab here and there, but he stayed on the edges.

Aden peered down at Daven. Titus had kept his promise. Since that day, the dominant hadn’t pressured him about starting a family. Not even when his birthday came and went a couple of months ago. His mother had made a point to mention they had beaten teen pregnancy at his birthday party, though. Was he ready for this? He picked the pup up and held him close to his face. Daven reached out for him. A pup that would be his, it was a scary thought, but the urge to do it was stronger than ever. 

***
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ADEN WAS FINDING IT hard to concentrate. Titus was doing some paperwork while he tried to work on an older drawing. His mind was elsewhere, though. How was the sub supposed to bring up the topic? Once he said something, that was it. Titus wasn’t going to let him back out. 

Gathering his art supplies, Aden put them away. With a deep breath, he stood and walked over to the desk. He leaned against it and gripped the edge. “Titus?”

“Hmm....” He signed the bottom of a page. 

“I’m ready,” he whispered.

The dominant rolled his chair back from the desk and looked at his mate, confused.

Aden bit his lip. “I’m ready to be a dad.”

Pure excitement and joy filled the werewolf’s eyes. He leaped up and lifted his mate into the air. “I love you. I love you so much. You beautiful man.” He kissed Aden hard. “I love you. You amazing, wonderful man.” He set the sub down.

Aden tried not to laugh as his husband floated around the room, bubbling over with energy. 

“This is really happening, right?” He ran a hand through his head fur. “This isn’t a prank.”

“I want to do it.” The human folded his arms as he tried to stop from smiling. He wasn’t expecting to feel this kind of happiness himself.

Titus sat in the chair and pulled his mate onto his lap. “You are going to be an amazing dad. I’ll be there the whole time with Rose and Storm. Everyone will help you.”

“I know.” He draped his arms around his husband’s shoulders and buried his face in the werewolf’s fur. “I’m ready for this. I really am.”

***
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—11 Months—

“COME ON, DAVEN.” DARIUS held out his arms as his eldest son stumbled forward. “Come on.”

The little werewolf dove for his father’s arms. He looked up at his dad with a big grin as his tail swished back and forth.

“Good job.” Darius tossed the pup into the air and hugged him tightly to his chest. “Walk to Grandpa now.” He turned the boy around and guided him to where Xavier was sitting next to the wall with his mate. 

Xavier grinned at the wobbly pup. “Come here.” The alpha waved the boy over to him and quickly snatched him up when he was in arm’s reach. “Look at you. You’re getting so good.”

“Darius,” called Storm. She appeared from the bedroom with an upset Raven in her arms. “He just woke up and needs some daddy time.”

“Come here.” Darius quickly took the pup. 

Raven fought to sit up. Darius tossed his son in the air, causing Raven to giggle and wag his tail. 

“Darius, be careful with him,” said Rose. “He’s still too small to be tossing around.”

“He’s fine. Raven likes it.”

“That does mean you can’t hurt him.”

“Fine,” muttered the red werewolf.

Raven started to whine and jump up and down in his father’s lap. Darius glanced at his mother and, when she wasn’t watching, tossed the pup into the air again. Laughing, Raven licked his father’s cheek as his tail went wild. 

Daven wobbled back over and toppled into his father’s lap. Darius placed Raven beside his brother. Daven immediately tackled him. Raven screamed loud enough to have Storm running from the bedroom.

“What’s going on?” 

“Twin issues,” replied Darius as he lifted his youngest son to safety. 

“Send him over here.” Xavier held out his arms. 

Darius moved Daven out of the way and put Raven on his feet. The pup’s legs immediately crumbled. He seemed to know exactly what his father was trying to make him do.

“Come on, Raven.” Darius tried to stand him back up. “You can’t crawl forever.”

The white pup grew cranky, and his father gave up. He released the boy, and Raven crawled over to his grandpa. 

“He’ll be crawling until he’s a teenager at this rate,” breathed Darius.

“He’ll figure it out.” Xavier picked up the boy. “Won’t you?”

Raven growled at him and licked his grandpa’s cheek.  

“That’s my grandpup.” The alpha tickled the boy’s stomach. “Won’t be long before your and your brother are tearing these mountains apart.”

“Let’s hope not.” Rose shook his head. “There are still a few rogues out there wandering around.”

“I’m not going to let Raven get hurt,” stated Darius. “I’ll make sure they’re both safe and don’t do ``anything stupid like Titus and I did.” He scratched Daven’s chin as the boy nipped at his dad’s fingers. “Raven will have Daven to protect him, too.” He flinched when his son bit his finger rather hard. “The rogues should be scared.” Darius sucked on it and shook his head at the black and red pup—very scared.

***
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—1 year—

ADEN WALKED INTO THE room to find Titus sitting in one of the armchairs with a somber look on his face. “Hey.” He smiled at his husband. “How has your day been?” The sub dropped his shower bag in the corner.

Titus held out his hand.

The sub walked over and took it. “What happened?”

Titus pulled him onto his lap and hugged Aden. “She miscarried.”

Aden let out a shaky voice. “It happens,” he whispered. “It’s normal, right? In the first few weeks, it’s normal. These things just happen.”

The black werewolf held onto the sub tightly. “It still hurts.”

“Yeah.” Aden took a deep breath and slowly let it out. “We’ll try again. We can always try again.” Sitting up straight, he cleared his throat. “We have the twins' birthday dinner to go to. I need to get ready. I’m the one who wanted to have it.” He forced a chuckle. “Stupid human parties.”

“Shift for me,” Titus said softly. 

Aden changed forms and just sat there in his mate’s arms.

“Let’s keep this between us.” Titus tucked the man’s head under his chin. “Only my parents knew. I’ll tell them what happened tomorrow, but I don’t want anyone else to know.”

The white werewolf wiped his eyes. “Me either.”
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Chapter 5: Closure 
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—5 Months—

Darius held on tightly to Raven’s hand as he led him to the creek’s edge, where Daven was playing under his mother’s watchful eye. The white wolf stumbled. Darius kept him upright, but the boy’s leg was dragged through the dirt.

Storm sighed. “It’s impossible to keep that boy clean.”

Her mate shrugged. “Downfall to having white fur.”

Raven plopped down by the edge of the water by a patch of mud.

“Really, Darius?” She raised an eyebrow.

“He’s already dirty. I mean, look at him.” He motioned to his other son, who was mashing the mud into his fur. “It’s only fair.” He slipped behind his mate and put his arms around her waist.

“They’ve gotten so big,” said Storm. “They’re growing too fast.”

“They’re one, Storm.”

“Fifteen months, practically two.”

Shaking his head, he tried not to laugh. 

Raven slowly rose to his feet and tentatively waded into the water. Daven spotted him and raced toward his brother. Raven screamed before his twin even reached him. Darius snatched the smaller boy under his arms before Daven could tackle him. The black and red pup threw his hands down and let out a howl. 

“His father is coming out in him.” Storm arched a brow at the sight of her son. 

“I could’ve let him nearly drown Raven if you prefer. That’s what my dad would’ve done with me and Titus.”

“No, thank you.” She took the white pup from him. “Your brother is being naughty, isn’t he?”

Raven turned to Daven and waved his arm. “No. No.”

Storm laughed. “Yes, no, no. Don’t be mean to my Ravy. You learned that too quickly.” She nuzzled his neck, making the child giggle and squirm in her arms. 

Darius squatted to Daven’s level. The boy stumbled over, moaning. From Rose’s story, Darius had a feeling his mate was right. Daven was a bit like him.  

“Do you want to take a bath? Hot water?”

“Yes, yes.” The pup threw his hands in the air with his tail swinging back and forth. 

“Thought so.” He squeezed the boy to his chest until Daven had enough and clawed at his father’s arms. 

The family headed inside to the hot pools. They settled into the shallow pond they had made for the boys. Daven ran around screaming, throwing his balls around the area, while his brother chewed on a toy, perfectly content in his father’s lap. 

***
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—16 Months—

ADEN STOOD BY THE DOORWAY, listening to the excited noise coming from next door. Peter and Rupert had returned a few days ago with their baby boy. They named him Archer. The pup’s grandparents were over there, laughing and fawning over the child, while Aden’s heart was breaking. 

Titus hugged his mate from behind. “It’s okay.”

Turning around, Aden started to sob. Titus picked up his human mate and carried him to one of the armchairs. 

“It's because I didn’t want one,” he muttered. “It’s god punishing me for it.”

“Don’t do this, Aden.” He rubbed the man’s back. “This isn’t something we can control. It just happens.” He nuzzled his mate’s cheek. 

“But why us? Why did it happen again? Why did it have to be our baby?”

Titus rocked back and forth. “It’s okay. Everything’s okay.”

“What are we going to tell my mom?” he whispered. “Everyone knows this time.” He covered his face. “They’re going to make a big deal, and I can’t handle that.” Letting out a shaky breath, he clung to his husband. 

“Shift for me.”

Aden shook his head. “I don’t want to.”

“It’ll make you feel better.”

“I don’t want to feel better.”

“Please, it’ll help me feel better.”

Wiping his face, Aden stood and took off his clothes. Titus grabbed a blanket. The sub shifted to his werewolf form and climbed into his mate’s arms. Titus draped the blanket over them. It was helping. Being able to feel his husband’s hand run across his fur was providing the comfort Aden needed.

A sweet little girl—they had just sent Aden’s parents a pink card. Now they would have to call them and say the surrogate miscarried. Their pup was gone. 

With time, Aden stopped crying. His head was pounding and his chest was still so tight, but he was slowly getting it under control. 

The curtains parted, and Darius poked his head inside. “Hey, we got hunting duty today.”

Titus shook his head.

“Come on. No slacking off. I don’t need Dad riding my ass about not being a proper leader.”

“Darius, not today.”

The next alpha looked at the white werewolf curled up in his brother’s arms. “What happened?”

“We lost her,” said Titus softly. 

The tears started again. Aden covered his mouth. 

“Oh no.” Darius pushed back his head fur. “I’m sorry.”

Titus nodded and gave his mate a squeeze. “We need some time.”

“Don’t worry about it.” He backed out the door. “Do... Do you want me to tell Dad?”

With a sigh, Titus nodded. “Yeah, but we don’t want visitors right now. Aden is taking it pretty hard.”

“Got it.” Darius stepped into the hall. “I’m sorry. Really, Titus.”

The black werewolf forced a smile. “Thanks.”

***
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ADEN SAT ON THE EDGE of the hot pool, staring at his reflection. He was tired, mentally and physically. Between his mother and everyone else, he was sick of hearing about the miscarriage. Tired of hearing there wasn’t anything they could’ve done. He knew that, but he still felt the need to blame himself. If they had started trying earlier, maybe it would have turned out differently, or they would’ve had a successful pregnancy by now. He fell over his knees. He just wanted a pup of his own. The sub had never thought it would be this hard. He had never thought he would want a child this badly.

“Aden?”

He tensed at Peter’s voice. 

The pure white werewolf sat at his side. “I’m sorry.”

Aden shrugged. “It’s fine. I just need some time.”

Peter rubbed his friend’s back. “We lost one, too. It was early on, so we didn’t say anything. It still hurts. You go through the excitement of thinking you’re going to be parents and then it’s taken away. But you know what?” He smiled at Aden, who peeked at him. “I’ll never take for granted what a gift Archer is and when you finally get to hold your pup, you’ll get to have that feeling. Don’t give up hope, Aden. You’re too great of a guy not to be a dad.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SAVAX ATAVY TH] :T ANNTOA

?Emﬁ<u< ATAIIAIN

N.A. CARSON






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





