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In memory of my father. You taught me to love both stories and myself. Even as you are silent, you speak through me.
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One omega. Two alphas... and two babies. Let the romancing begin!

Devlin's come a long way since he was asked to choose between two alphas and chose them both, but it's not only his kids that have some growing up to do if their family is going to make it.

Rami, Naveen and he have moved on from their less than perfect beginning: they have two babies they love, Rami’s in college, Devlin’s researching at university like he dreamed, and Naveen is devoted to teaching their girls Urdu through the three single nursery rhymes and five phrases he knows in the language—also, nappies.

But while the alphas are comfortable with their relationship and Devlin is happy enough to gate-crash, they still have a lot of exploring to do—in bed and out of it—before they find a way to be together that can last.

It will all come down to whether they can learn from their past mistakes and trust each other to do better, but when you have been hurt as badly as Devlin has, trust is an expensive coin to spend. 

"The Parenting Habits of Werewolves" is the conclusion to the Werewolves of Windermere trilogy, which must be read in order.
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Chapter One: Devlin
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GIVING BIRTH IS A BITCH. And not even the pun is worth it.

Animals don’t feel pain like humans. I mean obviously it fucking hurt and at the time I was desperate for it to stop, but the wolf didn’t have much concept of the future and that almost made it worse. 

We like to insist we’re not animals, and by ‘we’ I do mean regular humans too. It’s almost as if we made up language to deny the truth, instead of to describe it, to bury all our fears and insecurities.

In any case, shifters are at a disadvantage in that when they are in animal form, they have no choice but to admit their fundamental nature is not different from that of any other creature that lives—we seek safety for ourselves and our families, food and shelter.

And the longer a shifter spends in animal form, the further back the human mind recedes; making room for the animal instincts to take over. So because I had shifted into wolf form as soon as the babies had made it known they wanted out, I had spent two days like that already. So while it felt like my insides were ripping themselves out and my internal muscles were clenching like crazy trying to get the pups out, I couldn’t imagine not being in pain. Think about it, any time you are injured or you get a headache—not even superior health is enough protection against reading for five hours straight—you at least have the comfort of knowing is not forever. A wolf doesn’t. Like a baby, it will just do whatever it takes to stop it without any consideration for the future. It makes sense, if the future doesn’t exist. 

When it comes to giving birth, that instinct is strong enough to guide you through it. Somehow, the wolf knew getting the pups out safe was the only thing that would really stop the pain and I was so hopped up on hormones, I didn’t have the clarity to argue. Never let it be said I’m not willing to listen to the experts.

The first one was a relief, and while Michelle caught it and cut the umbilical cord I had a few moments to pant away. It didn’t last, of course, almost immediately she was back to needling me to keep going. Except I couldn’t. For some reason, it wasn’t working. I heard myself whine and Rami’s voice rising high over my aunt answering something. Then she put her hands on my belly and started pushing. It helped, it helped a lot. Whatever she did, it felt like the second pup slid out of me without me doing much of anything at all. This time, I let myself collapse. But of course, it wasn’t over. 

“The afterbirth,” Michelle reminded me and I whimpered. It hurt a lot, and I knew, now that my mind was less clouded, that a little rest would allow me to heal. “Devlin, you can’t wait, if you heal it will be harder.”

She finally coaxed me to my feet and I pushed until it was all out. Then of course I had to fight the wolf, who thought it should eat the thing. Thankfully, Michelle did as she had promised and took it away, even if she was convinced of its curative properties. I had eaten frogs, snakes, and once a bat that I had caught as a pup, but I had to draw the line at my own body parts. The wolf would just have to deal.

I could have shifted back right then, even though Jason had insisted he had felt worse in human shape without half the parts that hurt as a wolf because it still hurt but he couldn’t quite place where. But mostly I had decided not to for the pups. They were disturbingly small even from my reduced wolf size. As a human, I could have held their whole bodies one in each hand. They wouldn’t be able to hear or see for a while, and their only instinct at the moment would be to nurse. They needed the protection that came from it, I had read too many studies on the protective qualities of mother’s milk for someone who had been pretending he wasn’t actually pregnant.

I didn’t feel capable of doing it in human form, even if I produced milk in that shape, which wasn’t guaranteed for some odd evolutionary reason I was as eager to figure out as I was desperate never to experience. So I lay down and let them suckle, feeling almost too exhausted for the strangeness to penetrate. 

Naveen’s and Rami’s voices woke me from a light doze and I raised my head to locate them. They had brought me meat earlier, and they had more now, and it involved no conscious thought on my part to devour it all.

Feeling better, I glanced up at them. It was hard to tell what Naveen’s face looked like but I could smell his wariness. He glanced at the pups between us, and extended a hand really slowly, keeping his eyes on mine the whole time. I watched the tip of his fingers graze the youngest pup’s black hide. They were both black, all pups are except albinos, and even in wolf form I had no way to distinguish them other than how long they had taken to come out of me. I wondered if Naveen knew. Had he gone for the pup that was his? Suddenly Rami was kneeling in my field of vision, putting an arm around Naveen to stabilize himself, and extending a hand towards the pups himself. Being on the right, the same pup was closest, it squirmed a bit when Rami put a little more pressure into his petting than Naveen had. Naveen let out a low sound that was almost pained, like Rami had touched him instead, or like the sight was more than he could bear quietly. 

I wished I could shift. Both the wolf and I wanted to know what was going on with him, and spending a long time as an animal made analysis of human emotions extremely difficult, like trying to read in a foreign language.

“Maybe it’s better if I stay for a while and you have something to eat?” Rami suggested gently, and Naveen nodded but didn’t look away from us. “Devlin won’t mind if you touch them,” Rami added. He was right and I didn’t even mind him saying so when I couldn’t.

“No, I...” Naveen leaned over and touched me instead, burying his fingers behind my ears and scratching gently. I leaned into the touch. “I was just thinking that is really weird you can’t talk right now,” he told me softly. 

I snapped at his fingers for that, I didn’t need the reminder that I wouldn’t be able to talk for the next two weeks, either. 

Technically, I could shift back and forth, and the pups would follow my lead, linked as they were to me. But that would mean shifting back every two hours and I was already exhausted as it was. Also, if I shifted I would have to deal with the fact that I had two new-born babies. While I stayed a wolf, it was all a wolf thing and therefore, natural and easy. I was surrounded by pack and safe, an alpha would always be with me in the den and I would always have fresh kills to eat and water to drink. 

“Sorry!” Naveen yelped, backing away, and I heard Rami laughing at him as I closed my eyes and lay back down. 

Two weeks, I thought, and then they were going to see how they liked changing nappies and waking up five times every night to feed them. They each owed me nine months and two weeks of parenting and I wasn’t planning on letting them forget it.

***
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I HADN’T BEEN SURE how I would feel when I shifted back for the first time after the birth. For one thing, Jason and every other male omega I had interrogated on the subject had assured me their genitals had never shifted any further after the initial change, but I was worried anyway. That wasn’t an issue and after two weeks, my belly seemed back to normal, smooth and hard as it had ever been despite the months upon months it had spent distended over the pups.

I looked up from my examining my own body when one of them started to cry, Naveen was holding it just like Michelle had taught him, neck cradled and body pressed against the warm skin of his own naked chest but I guess humanity was quite the shocker. The other babe started crying as well, and Rami looked only slightly less terrified.

My stomach was already twisting with anxiety, but I clenched my fists and asked, “Are you guys okay with them?”

Naveen opened his mouth, then closed it and nodded, adding, “Yes, we got it. You just go... shower or whatever.”

“You have Michelle’s number, right?”

Rami had started rocking the child in his arms and it seemed to be working, Naveen immediately attempted to imitate him with somewhat mixed results. The baby stopped crying so loudly but it was sobbing quietly instead. I took a step closer before I could stop myself, then paused, swallowing. 

“Devlin, are you okay?” Rami asked. He had the naked baby girl curled on his left side and was touching my elbow with his right.

I stepped back. “Keep your hands on her,” I ordered, too sharply by half.

He nodded. “Ok. Don’t worry, Elena let me hold hers. I know how this goes.”

I exhaled shakily, unable to tear my eyes away from the tiny creature in his arms. I don’t remember lifting my hand but a moment later I found she was holding onto one of my fingers and I felt my eyes grow wet. “This is...” I murmured; I didn’t even know what I meant to say.

“It’s a lot to take in,” Rami agreed. “Let’s go inside together, and we can clean them up while you have a shower.”

***
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THE LITTLE BABY BASINET my mother had brought over along with the other hundred things new-borns required was big enough for both of them at once. Even so, it took some manoeuvring to get the babies in the few centimetres of water and Rami into a position in which he could hold both while Naveen carefully cupped water in his hands and poured it over them. I stood there, stark naked and watched them take the babies out and wrap them in the smallest of towels. It wasn't until Naveen came over and led me to the shower stall that I came out of my daze. "What..."

"You need to shower, and then eat, and then sleep," he said simply and turned the shower on for me. He kissed my cheek, rubbing my arms but not taking hold of me quite yet. I wouldn't have minded a hug, but I saw how I might look too out of it to risk anything that could freak me out. "I can't believe this is happening," I blurted out, and Naveen laughed.

"Me neither!" He assured me. "It's totally nuts, isn't it?" He sounded like he meant 'nuts' like skiing down a steep hill or trying out the newest rollercoaster; but to me it felt 'nuts' like walking out the door into an alternate universe. "Come on, get in the shower."

I did, and the hot water made me groan as my sore muscles suddenly awakened to the relief of heat. "Oh, god, I needed this."

"Do you think you can manage to wash your hair on your own?" he teased. "I need to go babysit so Rami can cook us something."

"Just throw some meat on the grill," I replied, not reaching for the shampoo yet; I had two weeks of showers to make up for.

"You want more meat?" he asked in surprise.

I turned to glare at him. "Do you have any idea of how much blood I lost?"

He went pale and shook his head. "Don't tell me. I'll buy you a cow, just don't tell me."

I snorted and turned back to my shower.

***
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EATING WITH TWO LITTLE infants about turned out to be complicated. When I came out of my room, clothed for the first time in what felt like forever, I found Rami and Naveen struggling to get the babies to take the bottle. Naveen was having better luck with the one I thought of as 'small', or he had until I stepped in and she spit out the silicone and began crying.

"Oh, god, she can tell I'm..." Her mother, except the idea of calling myself that turned my stomach.

"Her bearer?" Naveen suggested, rocking her gently. "Of course she can, she's been covered with your scent since she was born."

That seemed less fraught with meaning than some mystical connection. "Okay, give her here, and give me the bottle, then go get my pyjama top and put it on."

Naveen got to his feet slowly, eyes on the baby still, and then slowly deposited her in my arms. She snuffled and went quiet. She weighed almost nothing and even like this it seemed like she would easily fit in the palm of my hand. Well, perhaps Rami's hand. 

"Fuck," I murmured and Naveen tsked, but I didn't care. "Naveen, if you don't tell me her name soon I will end up calling her 'Small' for the rest of her life."

Naveen laughed. "At least call her small in another language so people can't tell!"

Rami looked up. "Devlin, could you sit next to me? That might help her calm down a little."

"Yes," I agreed, feeling immediately and profoundly guilty. Big had been quietly crying the whole time. I almost flopped down on the sofa next to Rami and he extended an arm and took hold of my elbow to minimize the impact.

"Come closer," he asked as soon as I was settled and I shuffled until I was pressed flush against his side, his arm over my shoulders so it wouldn't be between me and the infant in his arm, watching me with dark blue baby eyes. That was all it had taken to comfort her, my body close to hers, not even touching... Rami offered her the bottle and she batted it away. I tried it myself with Small, she sucked on it for about half a minute before following on her sister's rebellious footsteps.

"I did... um, feed them, just before..."

"Yeah, I guess it hasn't been that long," Rami agreed. "It's just that I'm starving."

I laughed. "Me too," I looked up. "Where's Naveen?" I listened harder and heard a cupboard closing. "Hey, I think he's cooking!"

Rami snorted. "I have never heard you sound so happy about food before."

"That's because you have been overfeeding me for basically the whole time you have known me."

Rami turned to smile at me. "Probably."

"Do you know....?" I started to ask, glancing at the babies in our arms, and then lost my courage.

Rami was too good at subtext to miss it, though. "I'm not sure and I don't care."

"What about the names?" I asked. I had asked them to choose and I had assumed they would each choose their own child's, but that was also assuming my brother was right and Naveen's darker skin would be immediately obvious in any kid of his. It wasn't true, though, and both of them had dark hair and blueish eyes and if the shade of their skin differed, I was too colour blind to see it.

"We made a list together, we are supposed to try and say them to the babies and see which they like."

It had seemed very logical to ask them to name the children they had wanted so badly, but now that the babies were real people in the room, I was starting to have second thoughts about their ability to accomplish the task without permanently traumatizing my kids. "They should have middle names, too. So they can choose."

"Thanks for the vote of confidence, Devlin," Naveen told me as he walked into the room pushing the double baby stroller. "Come on, set them down." I eyed the device doubtfully. There didn't seem to be anyway for them to roll off it but... "It's fine," Naveen promised. "Baby strollers are designed for babies, and I put your pillowcase and pyjama bottoms in there to trick them."

"Not these babies," I reminded him. 

Rami didn't say anything either way, just leaned over and put his charge down. She fussed a bit, stretching her arms to try and take hold of him and Naveen put a hand on her cotton covered belly. It seemed to work because she took hold of his sleeve, or my sleeve, really, as he was still wearing my pyjama top, and didn't make any other noises of complaint. I didn't know if Naveen planned on leaning over the stroller all night, but I couldn't really live with a baby attached to my arm so I bent my knees until I could gently place her down next to her sister. She blinked huge eyes at me for a moment, then turned to the other occupant of her new space.

"Phew," Naveen said, apparently not noticing Big was still holding onto him and we weren't by any means home free yet.

"Did you cook something?" Rami asked, apparently not very concerned either.

Naveen straightened. "Devlin wanted me to, so I thawed some steaks in the sink. They were really frozen so..."

Rami nodded. "That’s fine, I'll do salad or something. Maybe try and get back your hand sometime soon so you can eat it," he added with a teasing glint in his eye.

Naveen looked down as if surprised. "Oh, yeah," he agreed. "But it's fine for now, you are much better at cooking, anyway."

I rolled my eyes at him, Small had somehow taken hold of his other hand now. He was so pathetically in love with them both it made me a little uncomfortable, a little too warm. 

"I'll set the table," I decided and fled.

***
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I HAD MY OWN ROOM IN the new flat. It wasn't because I wasn't serious about Naveen and Rami, I just needed the privacy and since we could afford it, why not? Their room had the ensuite hot tub and the hot guys always willing to blow me, so it wasn't like I didn't spend a great deal of time there. Modern houses with extreme soundproofing weren't exactly easy to come by, though, and the DYI version didn't quite live up to the needs of werewolf hearing, so I was able to hear what was happening in the rest of the house if I concentrated. I knew I shouldn't concentrate on that; I knew I had to check on the emails I had missed in the last month during my severe 'pneumonia', but the wolf was desperate to be with his pups. I couldn't really blame him, I felt weirdly alone and I kept trying to listen to their heartbeats and not finding them.

In the end, I got up from the bed where I had made a pillow fort my newly svelte figure probably didn't need and propped the door open enough so that I could listen. It wasn't enough, I could hear Naveen moving around in the kitchen and vague sounds from the master bedroom, but no baby heartbeats. I didn't knock before walking in, laptop under my arm, and Rami must have been distracted because he would have normally felt someone approaching him. He glanced up, clearly surprised to see me there when I’d said I needed to work.

I huffed and admitted, "I can't concentrate without knowing where they are. I'm not... I'm sorry."

"Devlin, don't be sorry!” he said, sounding amused, “I stalked your room for ages. You know you are welcome." He looked down at the baby he was in the process of changing on a towel on the bed. "I think they miss you, too. Don't think they are going to buy your pyjamas for long." He had my pyjama bottoms draped around his neck like a scarf: the only way Rami could wear any of my clothes without ripping them to shreds.

“They will have to learn,” I said, even as I curled up around Big’s tiny body and ran my hand slowly down her leg, marvelling at the utter perfection of her chubby knees and ankles. Her skin was the softest thing I had ever touched.

"We have more or less decided on names. But you have veto rights, of course."

"Of course," I agreed, amused but also a bit relieved. "Go on, then."

"Do you think I have a death wish?” Rami asked indignantly, but quietly. “We have to wait for Naveen!"

I sighed, then got up to go get him. He barely made time to dry his hands before following me back to the bedroom.

"Baby names!" Naveen announced in a happy whisper. He made me sit at the edge of the bed, where I could still see Rami and the babies. "I like Elakshi."

"Elakshi," I repeated. "It's pretty," I conceded. 

“But Rami says the meaning is too boring.”

"What does it mean?"

"Woman with bright eyes."

I nodded at Rami, "It is pretty boring, what middle name do you want it to go with, though?"

"Robin?" Naveen offered, sounding unsure. "I mean... We asked your mum and she said she just liked Irish names, no reason why since her family is from Lancashire and your dad has been in England since who knows when..."

"Also, Devlin means 'brave' in Irish," Rami added quietly from the bed.

"It does?" 

"Yeah," he smiled. "And it's pretty accurate, so we thought a bird was nice, a wild bird..." He trailed off, but kept looking at me as if he hoped I would get it.

"A wild bird," I repeated.

Naveen sighed. "A free bird," he explained. "I'm not naming any kid of mine 'Freedom', so it's either birds or 'Sky'."

I licked my lips. "So how do you choose which baby gets which names?"

"Coin toss," came the reply from the bed and I turned to stare at Rami. Then checked to see Naveen's opinion on that. He shrugged. "Rami's idea," he offered, like he sympathized with me in the face of Rami's odd suggestions, "says it’s as fair as it can get."

He didn't know, I realised. Rami hadn't told him my story. I didn't know why I kept expecting them to disappoint me. They made mistakes, like everybody, but they also spent every day taking care of me and each other, trying as hard as they could to make it work between us.

"Elakshi Robin doesn’t work, it would have to be Robin Elakshi and then nobody would call her that..." I objected. And we were off. 

I liked how completely out there they had gone looking for names. It had always been odd to me that if everybody had a very distinctive smell, names should be shared by more than a single individual. The coin flip, which I thought I might tell Naveen about one day (or not, maybe it could be a little secret between Rami and me, our absurd belief in the magic of the universe guiding our lives somehow) declared Small would be Robin Elakshi and her sister Abhaya. “Fearless” was a meaning I could really get behind and her middle name meant ‘sea’, which was Rami’s idea of freedom, but Abhaya hates her middle name to the point where I’m not, under any circumstances, allowed to put it in writing ever again. 

I’m not too proud to admit I was wrong: Abhaya became Abbie almost instantly, but it was easy to call Elakshi by her middle name. Nobody ever called her Robin, but Naveen got her bird themed presents with an unlikely frequency and she wore them proudly, dark eyes bright. Abbie, of course, got lions.
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Chapter Two: Rami
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NAVEEN AND I HAD ASSUMED Devlin wouldn't be up to playing a big role in the life of the kids he hadn't wanted to have. We were hoping he'd go for playing kindly uncle when he had time to look up from his work, and we’d have been grateful for even that much. We had been wrong. Not just Naveen and me, I think, but Devlin too. He had talked about handing the pups over to us as soon as they were out, but I don't think he was prepared for the reality of it. He’d let us hold them after they had fed for the first time without seeming even a little reluctant. As a wolf with new pups, he was surprisingly laid back both with us and with other members of his pack who’d decided to visit. 

Michelle had limited it to Jason, a male omega who’d been giving Devlin some advice and Devlin’s mother–who Devlin seemed to slowly be warming up to. Brennan hadn’t even come to the house to congratulate us, even though we’d returned to Windermere to the house he’d given Devlin. Just for the birth and the couple weeks Devlin had decided to spend as a wolf to feed the pups, but still, Brennan hadn’t shown. As Dominant Alpha, he had every right. But something had changed, maybe he’d finally understood how he’d hurt his brother, because he just sent a bottle of good whisky and a note wishing us and the babies good health. We hadn’t mentioned it to Devlin, not wanting to upset him when he was stuck as a wolf, but maybe we should have done it then because the moment he transformed back, he became... territorial.

For one thing, he’d demanded we drive back to London to our new flat before he’d change—it was a hassle, sure, but he was right it would be worse with babies one was trying to get used to bottles than with two happily sleeping pups.

He got a shower after two weeks as a wolf, but he couldn't stay away for the night, even though he had planned it that way himself and, with his clothes and smell wrapped around us, Elakshi and Abbie were happy to eat and sleep with me and Naveen. I wasn't surprised he felt a bit undone by the tiny creatures we had brought into the world. I had barely got used to them as pups—small but able to stumble about—and now I had to get used to them all over again as babies. 

It seemed almost too good to be true to have him drag his laptop to the bed Naveen and I shared and curl up there with us, criticising our naming skills like we hadn't both offered to leave the choice up to him. 

That much I could get, but the next day he decided the powder milk we had got for them was too weak for werewolves and they would have to spend the day feeding and peeing out the water to get anything out of it. He was happy to explain how he had calculated the caloric intake difference based on the amounts a human, a werewolf, and a wolf ate, but I kinda wished I hadn't asked. Naveen smiled through the whole explanation like he had a chance in hell of following Devlin while he did mental maths faster than a calculator. 

This was what Devlin's passion looked like.

He loved them. Despite everything, they were his kids and he loved them.

But that didn’t mean it was forever. I knew he would never want to bond with either of us, and I couldn’t even blame him for it, for all I wanted to. If it had been legal, I’d have suggested marriage instead. As it was, was he just stuck with us because of them? He had said he wanted to have sex, and we had done our best to help him fix whatever we had all broken, going slow and being careful never to hold him down. I knew better than to assume sex, or even the expressed desire to have sex, meant to Devlin what it would mean to me, or Naveen. I loved him, and when I touched him, that was why. For Devlin, things were more... complicated, to say the least. And having kids together only added to that.

It had hurt a bit. And it was the reason I asked. I didn't ask to hurt him. I needed to know, that's all.

"What the...?" He glanced at Elakshi in his arms and shot me a resentful look, as if it was my idea to avoid bad language in front of them. "Rami, are you seriously asking me if I want to be with you? Where's this even coming from?"

"You felt obligated before. I need to make sure. I don’t want to just go ahead with it, assuming everything is okay.” I paused to gather enough courage to say it. “We don’t need to have a sexual relationship to raise them together.”

“What’s given you the impression that I don’t want a sexual relationship?”

“I... I know you enjoy the sex. But do you want us? Do you want me, Devlin? Or am I just... is it just... convenient?” The word felt like a stab, but I had to know. It wouldn’t make a difference to what I felt, but I needed to know what I could expect, what I could hope for... I didn’t want to ask for more than he could give, not again.

“I chose you,” he said.

“Not for this, and as you have said a million times, you chose me because you had to choose somebody. And because you couldn’t choose your boyfriend.” I normally didn’t bring it up, but I didn’t want him to demur his way out of this one. If he was still in love with Dan, or if he simply was not...  Whatever he felt, I needed to know. “Now you don’t have to, so... if this isn’t what you want. If I’m not... enough, or your type or...” 

I didn’t say ‘if you don’t love me’, I couldn’t cope with actually hearing it, and I had to cope somehow because there wouldn’t be any chance of walking away from Devlin. If he hurt me, and he had before, I’d have to stay anyway. 

He glanced down at the baby, then gently placed her on the cot and stood in front of me. “I don’t want to make you any promises,” he explained, then took my hands in his. They were warm from her body still. “But I do want this. I want to keep you close, and to... to share this with you. Not just Elakshi and Abbie, but everything, my work, and dinner, and bills, and all the stupid everyday things.” He met my eyes. “Is that enough for you?”

I hesitated, trying to understand, but nodded anyway. It was all true, I could hear it in his steady pulse, and I could feel it, too. Even before the twins had been born, having a purpose had changed Devlin, he had returned home each day with something to tell, something to share. He had other people in his life now, a few colleagues he went out for drinks with and then came home and told us stories about. But he wanted to come home to Naveen and me. He wanted to listen to me try to explain what I had learned in college, where I had ended up going part-time so I could be home with the twins and give Naveen a break, and he wanted to help me tease Naveen about tips and annoying customers.

It wasn’t a promise of forever, but maybe it was better for it. Maybe what made it valuable was that every day Devlin woke up and decided to stay, decided to come back, decided freely to choose us.
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Chapter Three: Naveen
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I COULDN’T DENY LANI had helped us out, in fact considering that I had never really had much reason to talk to him outside greetings, he had helped quite a lot. I’m used to accepting favours from my family, but I was still grateful to him for getting that awful look off Devlin’s face. Given, he had given Devlin bad news, too. But overall, I was damned grateful.

And I kept being grateful until he met up with me to go register the babies at the city council and he looked down at the stroller and asked me, “So which one is yours?”

“They are both mine.”

Lani stared. “Naveen, we are here to register them.”

“Oh,” I said, and I guess I should have been less angry at him because he was only telling the truth, but I had to grit my teeth to keep them human sized.

“You haven’t talked about this at all?”

I shook my head, feeling stupid and dizzy and lost. Why hadn’t I brought it up to Rami and Devlin? It was so obvious now that I couldn't register them to all three of our names.

Lani exhaled. “Do you have your driver’s license?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, let’s go have coffee.”

I followed, assuming with the coffee an explanation would be forthcoming. 

Lani seemed to be having an infinitely patient day because he didn’t even call me ‘boy’ once after we finally sat, and he started talking.

“You can’t all be parents on the certificate, naturally.” He glared at me at this, but returned to his expresso after a moment. “But there’s a witness, too. You could be that for...” He glanced at the babies. “One of them.”

“I really don’t know,” I admitted.

“You don’t know which kid is yours,” Lani said flatly.

“No.”

“I might not be an alpha, Naveen, but I’m a werewolf, I won’t believe that you actually don’t care.”

“I don’t,” I insisted. “I really don’t.”

“I have known of sharing arrangements like yours, Naveen, although normally alphas wouldn’t get an omega pregnant during the same cycle...” he trailed off, watching my face. “You are lovers, aren’t you?”

I nodded again, feeling raw and exposed. I hadn’t thought... No, that wasn’t true. I had told my family about the baby and about our arrangement, but I had never told them what Rami meant to me because... Because alpha lovers were for teenagers to get through puberty, so that young alphas left omegas alone. They weren’t meant for love; they weren’t meant to be forever. But babies or no babies, Devlin or not, Rami and I were forever. I just knew it. And I felt guilt pooling low in my stomach at the realization that I had acted like I was ashamed of it. “We are together,” I said as firmly as I could manage.

Perhaps I shouldn’t have expected Lani of all people to be shocked, but his distracted nod was still a surprise. “That explains your omega’s choice, I suppose.”

I bit back an explanation, it was none of his business why Devlin had chosen us both. I had never asked, really, thinking I should let him have as much of his life to himself as I could. I had felt drawn to him the moment we had met, anybody would have in my circumstances; he was a beautiful man and sharp as a sword. It had only been a year since then, but I already felt so much older, so much wiser, so much more stupid for not having been the person Devlin had needed me to. To think I hadn’t even known how my voice could command him against his will before Rami told me, that neither of us had been able to see that his heat hadn’t risen enough for him even if to us he smelt irresistibly ready... I didn’t really think I’d like the explanation if I asked, but maybe it was just another way in which I was fucking up because I didn’t know any better.

Just like I had promised to take care of registering the babies’ birth and hadn’t thought of what to write on the certificates. 

I looked up when Abhaya made a noise. Oh,  nappy time. Elakshi started to whimper, too, not because she needed changing but because she didn’t like the smell. I was on my feet and getting Abbie out of the stroller before Elakshi went from complaining noises to full on crying. “I’ll be right back,” I told Lani, swinging their changing bag over my shoulder and heading for the toilet. 

I tried to watch her objectively while not breathing through my nose at all. Abbie was still slightly bigger than Elakshi, but I had thought about that late at night and it could equally be that she had been conceived first or that her father was a bigger man, or something else. Skin tone, which was what was supposed to give my kid away, wasn’t doing the job, either. Devlin, Rami and I never spoke of it, but his mum had told me during her visit to meet her grandchildren that her late husband’s mother had been darker skinned than him. It wasn’t something one could see in Devlin–who spent an unhealthy amount of time inside unless one dragged him by the ears—but when she mentioned it, I thought I could see more than traces of it in Devlin’s brother’s tanned skin. Brennan was definitely a fan of spending time outdoors whether as a human or wolf, but so were a lot of other people and they didn’t look like they had spent time in the Caribbean recently.

It was pointless, really, I decided, picking Abbie up after washing my hands. She immediately clutched at my hair, too long because I hadn’t actually had time for a haircut since she had been born. I couldn’t decide anything without Rami and Devlin, anyway.

“We should get going,” Lani declared when I got back.

“You know we are not going to be able to do anything...”

“We are. Put that baby back down and call your... boyfriends. Ask them if they are okay with putting you down as this one’s father,” he pointed at Elakshi, “and your alpha as the witness.”

“Why her?” I asked, torn between wanting to know and what I felt was an implicit promise not to ask.

Lani shrugged. “She’s here. She’s smaller, too.”

“That doesn’t mean—”

“And you don’t care,” Lani interrupted matter-of-factly, as if he expected me to contradict him. He showed no sign of discomfort, which hadn’t ever crossed my mind before Devlin. Was he hiding it or had he trained himself out of it? Devlin would want to know and—

I shook myself and texted Rami to ask him to go for a toilet break or something, and a minute later my mobile was ringing. “Is everything okay?”

“Well, I’m an idiot,” I started. “Because I never thought we couldn’t register them as both our kids?”

“Oh, I just assumed you’d put one of us down as a witness for one of them.”

“But which of them?”

Rami’s pause was charged. “If...” I could hear him swallow. “If this is something that matters to you, then I’m okay with that.”

“No!” I insisted, eyeing Lani gently rocking the stroller across the road. “That’s not... I kinda want to know, but not because... not because it means one of them is more mine than the other. Just... I want to see if they look like us and...”

Rami sighed. “Yes,” he interrupted. “Yes, I want that, too. But I love them both, and I will put you on my will as their parent, so...”

“Your will?” I squeaked.

“Just a precaution, nothing is going to happen to me, Naveen.”

“Ok, so... I’ll do it that way. Do I... I should call Devlin, shouldn’t I?”

“As long as you’re registering them both as his kids, I don’t think he will care. He said it was up to us.”
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