
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Cadence is hired as a surrogate, and Leska is her emotional support human. The moment that Cadence meets the male she is carrying for, she seeks harmony, and Leska is stuck as an omega with no alphas in sight. That is when everything changes.
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Cadence gets a request from the Blind Date Corp to take on the position of surrogate. It seems her body is ideal for carrying a child for a hero who hasn’t been seen in years. She signs the contract, submits to the poking and prodding, and when the DNA tells its tale, she confronts the fact that her long-lost-sister has a job at Z-Corp. Arcady ran away at seventeen and never gave a thought to the eleven-year-old Cadence that was left behind as an early activator in a family that hated actives.

Cadence is brought to a lovely home outside the city, where she can breathe free without the constant pressure of other people’s energy. She meets her trainer and tries to focus on her new quiet life. It’s too quiet.

Leska works for Z-Corp in accounting. She pushes numbers and checks estimates all day long. When Cadence’s baby daddy decides she needs a companion, he calls Leska, and she moves into the guesthouse.

Leska has some acrobatic hobbies, and the equipment was part of her contract. It is set up at a friendly neighbour’s estate, and the baby daddy learns that she’s an omega. He immediately sets out to find her some protective alphas, and then things spin out of Leska’s control.

The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.
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Cadence looked at the requisitions for the new broad-spectrum product launch and went through them one by one. They were holding a cocktail party in addition to the publicized launch, and everything had to be perfect. Z-Corp’s public arm was ready to release a new thermal unit that was being advertised for intimate cold winter nights, camping, or any outdoor activity that could be imagined. It maintained body heat even under heavy winds.

The shielded version had already made its way into military usage.

One more confirmation with the caterer, and everything was finalized. Her com chimed, and she got up, grabbing her clipboard and heading to the mysterious meeting with the head of the company.

Cadence left the advertising department and headed for the lift. She swiped her credentials, confirmed with an ocular scan, and then was on her way to the subfloors.

The moment that Cadence had dreaded was here. Arcady met her at the lift. Arcady smiled brightly. “Cadence?”

Cadence nodded.

“Come with me. Zera is super nervous about this.”

Cadence nodded again, and Arcady picked up on her dislike of contact. They walked side by side.

Arcady chattered, “So, you work in advertising?”

“Yes.”

“How long?”

“Eighteen months.” Cadence kept her voice low.

“You don’t like being touched?”

“Not particularly.”

“Do you know what Zera is going to ask you?”

“I have an idea. Something came up at my last annual physical.”

“You could say that.”

She nodded. “Then it could be any of a number of things.”

“You are really tall.”

“Not really. Just slightly above average, by about six inches.”

Arcady laughed.

They walked through the BDC hallway to an office where Zera was seated and looked a little nervous.

“Cadence. I was afraid you wouldn’t come.”

“I am still on the clock, so my time is yours.”

The dark-haired scientist nodded. “Right. Well, we have had a singular request, and your genome would fit perfectly.”

Cadence blinked. “I am not suited to being an escort.”

Zera waved that away. “No. This is not for an escort position. There is a badly injured agent, and he is going to die without a genetic heir.”

“He has to get a woman pregnant, or he dies?” Cadence blinked. “I think I know where this is going.”

“In order to fulfill his obligation to Aksalla, he needs to provide an heir for his family. His girlfriend had tried twice, but he makes babies with vibrational harmony. She miscarried.”

Cadence understood. “My lifestyle isn’t suitable to be a surrogate. I forget meals, like deli meat, way too much, and drink coffee like it is the last potable liquid on the planet. I don’t even exercise.”

Arcady chuckled. “You sound like me.”

Zera looked at her, and Cadence knew what she knew.

Cadence sighed. “There is a reason for that. Hi, big sis.”

Arcady stared. “You are joking. This is a horrible joke. Zera.”

Cadence shrugged. “I left three years after you. I activated, and they did not hesitate to confirm I was unwelcome. Thomas didn’t want me nearby. I wasn’t useful. So, I got into the foster system of Aksalla and grew up here.”

Arcady stared at her. “Oh, wow. That’s my face. My old face.”

Cadence snorted. “Please. It is a version. I am just a different child from the same parents. Don’t worry. I am not here to have fun family times. I am not inserting myself into your life.”

Zera nodded. “Right. Cadence, so if we can arrange an apartment, food, and a gym membership, would you be willing to consider the surrogate position?”

“On my back with my feet in stirrups?”

Arcady grinned and pointed. “That’s just like me.”

Cadence snorted. “With a lot less shiny shit. You look like a tree ornament.”

Arcady grinned again. “Oh, we are so going for dinner. Do you have time for dinner?”

“Uh. It’s just me and Mortimer most nights. Yes, I have embraced the stereotype, and I have a cat.” She shrugged. “Sort of. He’s a robot.”

Zera blinked. “Oh, so you are the one with the prototype.”

“Yes. I needed to know how it moved and played. To write an advertising summary, I had to live with him, and he refused to leave. They brought him back here, scrubbed his memory, and he continued breaking into my house. So, I bring him in for checkups and downloads every six months, and the research team gets to see way too much of me running around in my underwear.”

Zera brought up the file and snorted. “He’s attached to you. Very attached to you.”

“Yeah. If I am five minutes late getting home, he’s in the hall and heading for the elevator. Any more than that and he shows up at the functions I have set up.”

Arcady blinked. “Wait, you work in advertising?”

“Yes, I write copy and forward it to marketing, as well as setting up public product launches and focus groups.”

Zera paused. “You will need to go on leave for the duration of this process.”

“But I like my job.”

“It will be waiting for you after you have completed recovery. I will put it in the contract.”

“How long will I be given after delivery to recover?”

“We will have Khytten assist you at that point, but until then, the contract requires you to do the pregnancy the long way around with a photo shoot every month to track the pregnancy for his family.”

“That seems invasive.”

“We will blur out your face.”

“So, I am literally just an incubator.”

“An incubator with sonic resonance,” Zera said softly. “This is important, and it’s the only option we have for this situation.”

“So, if this is a matter of urgency, why not use Khytten’s accelerator?”

“Because they won’t believe it is his if it just shows up in a month.”

Cadence sighed. “What happens if he wakes up and finds out you have poked his balls for nothing? He could make his own child with his own choice.”

Zera flexed her neck. “Two hundred and fifty thousand candidates have been examined, and none of them are on his frequency. We have checked everywhere.”

“And then I went for my physical, which included a genetic workup and an activation demonstration.”

Zera nodded. “Right. So, we are offering you a place to live for one year, beginning at confirmed conception. Everything you need will be brought to you or in the building.”

Cadence sighed. “Disrupting my life may not be ideal. I fight to keep control.”

Arcady looked at her.

“We know, and that is why we are asking you to do this. Your power and his are very similar, and a child would most likely be in a similar activation. Controlled sonics are not common.”

Cadence smiled. “Yeah. I know. There are so many things that go into a home for me; it isn’t funny. Sound-absorbing textiles, sound-absorbing walls. So much coffee.”

Arcady grinned. “My sister.”

Cadence smiled. “I would hug you, but it would hurt you, especially with your implants.”

“Oh.” Arcady looked disappointed.

“If you want to hug me, put on a cloak or a sheet or something so I am touching no skin. Don’t touch my skin either.”

“What happens if I do?”

“I am always humming slightly. That hum gets into everything and in between your implants and tissue. It would be agony, and the wave would run along your skin and hurt you until we were no longer in contact.”

Arcady swallowed. “As bad as that?”

“I can still it but only for a few minutes, so if a hug is necessary, we can stand up and do that now.”

Arcady smiled. “It actually is.”

Cadence got to her feet, inhaled, and stilled her constant vibration. Arcady came in for a hug, and there was sobbing that commenced. “You smell like home.”

“I smell like I dropped a taco on that blouse.” Cadence hugged her back and pressed her head to the top of Arcady’s.

Arcady laughed and giggled.

“Okay, let go now. I am losing my grip.”

Arcady whined and clung.

Zera got up and walked around her desk. “Ready when you are.”

Cadence nodded. “Okay, now.”

Arcady yelped, and Zera pulled her back. Arcady rubbed her arms and said, “You weren’t kidding.”

“I was not kidding.”

Zera said, “Right, this is what is being offered by his family.”

“Hold it so I can read it.”

“Oh right. Your tablet is on your desk.”

Cadence nodded. “Yeah. I only took the clipboard down here.”

Cadence read the price for testing, for insemination, and for a positive pregnancy test. It was equivalent to what she made in two months. The cost of just her services as a surrogate with regular medical testing was half a million credits.

“So, lodgings and food are provided?”

Zera nodded. “Yes.”

She frowned. “I need a fully soundproofed room for playing music.”

“Noted. Is Mortimer coming with you?”

Cadence smiled. “Try and stop him.”

“So, you agree to the contract?”

“I will sign it at my desk with my special baby tablet.”

Zera grinned. “Really?”

“Really. I can maybe use the time to get my activation under control. So, you just have to find an apartment with extra rooms, a restaurant, and a gym in it, and we can start this project.”

Zera grinned. “I am so glad you said that. I have just the landlord in mind. Arcady, if you could call Kritz? And Cadence, when you have signed it, head down to the research area, and let Kritz take a baseline for your hormones.”

“Tell him to pack muscle relaxers. It’s the only thing that stops me from shorting out equipment.”

Arcady smiled softly. “Can I get another hug then?”

“Yes. But they will have to figure out something for checking on the baby after the initial start. I am not going to be sedated every time.”

Zera blinked. “Right. Okay. I will let Kritz know, or Arcady can.”

“Good, because once I am pregnant, I am not toning my activation down.”

“We stand warned.”

“So, how will I get around? Is there a parking spot?”

“A driver will be arranged for you. You just need to call, and they will take you where you want to go.”

Arcady smiled. “Standard BDC protocol.”

Cadence asked, “Is the sample on site?”

Zera nodded. “Yes.”

“Good. This is going to be a very close race. I guess Arcady found my file today.”

Zera smiled. “How do you know?”

“I have an intuition about these things. Just like Arcady.” She nodded. “Arcady, have Kritz meet me at the elevator. I am getting nervous, and that isn’t good.”

She nodded and headed to the elevator with her clipboard. She went up to advertising, signed the contract, and then headed back down to the lab level.

If the semen belonged to the person she thought it did, it was not going to be handled on the med level.

There was a different tech with Kritz and Arcady. The older woman stepped forward, swabbed Cadence’s arm, and injected the relaxant into her. Cadence exhaled slowly as her constant vibration ceased.

Kritz grinned. “That’s amazing. Thanks, Dr. Amber.”

The woman nodded. “You are welcome, Dr. Kritz. Miss, it should remain effective for about an hour.”

Cadence nodded. “Then we had better get this underway.”

Kritz extended his hand. “I am your brother-in-law.”

Cadence chuckled. “I know. I am please to meet you.”

Amber came with them, and Arcady hugged her and held on the whole way through all the security doors and to the lab.

Kritz was grinning. “She’s very happy to see you.”

“She’s seen me a lot, she just didn’t recognize me. I got all the height in my sisters.”

“I forget she used to have hair and eyes that colour.”

She smiled and looked down at the white hair. “You searched out a combination that didn’t exist in the capitol, right?”

He grinned. “You are very smart.”

“My intuition unravels things.”

Amber had an ultrasound external unit ready. Cadence scraped her sister off and handed her to Kritz, got into a medical gown, and hopped onto the table for the standard recordings of different levels, pulse, blood samples, blood pressure, as well as temperature.

The temperature set off an alarm.

Amber went, got a warming canister, and slid a narrow tube into it.

Cadence blinked. “So, like now?”

Amber nodded. “Now.”

Kritz blinked. “Record it all.”

Arcady used her tablet and set off a number of cameras.

Cadence snorted. “I would have shaved if I knew someone was going to be looking.”

The warmer started humming.

Cadence muttered, “Geez, they sound angry or hungry. I can’t tell.”

Arcady blinked. “Are you sure?”

“I am sure. This is why previous attempts failed, by the way; your egg has to move with the little angry tadpoles. It has to be a match.”

Kritz smiled but was watching the process as Amber got the instruments ready.

Amber said, “We are doing IUI. So, I am going to get this tube through your cervix and let the sample have at you. Are you good with that?”

“I am fine. It’s the least invasive option.”

Amber talked her through the process, Arcady kept the external scanner over the uterus, Cadence gasped, and the tube showed up on the scanner.

“Okay, here they go.”

The flood of semen shot out of the tube, and they moved at an astonishing pace through the uterus, moving to the left en masse.

Cadence muttered, “Holy shit, they are organized. I didn’t think they could move that fast.”

The ultrasound showed them the waiting ovum and the crowd rushing it. They surrounded it, and there was a flare that Cadence felt in every joint of her body.

“Holy smokes. They were hunting.” Arcady chuckled.

The group of sperm now escorted the egg down into the uterus and coached it to the wall.

Cadence blinked. “I feel like I need popcorn. Those little guys are smart. Wow. They built a little castle to keep her in.”

Kritz was scanning like mad, and his eyes were huge. “That was unexpected.”

Dr. Amber set the syringe and tube aside, and Kritz started laughing. He picked the tube up and put it against her thigh. She felt heat and vibration moving along her skin.

Cadence muttered, “It’s crawling into me, isn’t it?”

Arcady nodded. “Off to defend my niece or nephew.”

Cadence blinked. “Or forming a cork. Who the hell is this guy?”

Dr. Amber chuckled. “He is a matter of national security. That is all you need to know.”

Cadence looked at the woman. “If side effects of his activation emerge, I will eventually need to know, but until they start singing show tunes, I am fine.”

Dr. Amber chuckled. “If that happens, contact Dr. Kritz, and he will let me know.”

Cadence paused. “Dr. Amber... are you related to the donor?”

“Need to know, Cadence. See you in a week for the check to see if it took.”

Cadence watched her leave and speak quietly with Kritz. Cadence must have been mistaken, but it looked like Dr. Amber smiled and brushed a tear from her eye.

Arcady was still watching the goings on in Cadence’s uterus. “I think they are building a fort.”

“If they light a campfire, I am calling an end to the project.” Cadence chuckled. She closed her legs and scooted back with Arcady watching the whole time.

“If you think this is a show you are going to get to continue watching, my shot is going to wear off in about ten minutes.”

“Okay. Hugs!”

“Ack!” Cadence laughed and caught her sister. “Get them in while you can.”

Kritz smiled. “Why is it a time-limited offer?”

“My frequency will move her implants at a different rate than her flesh. It will hurt to touch me.”

Kritz frowned. “I did not include that in my calculations.”

“There was no reason to. She’s happy the way she is, and she can hug me, but we have to prepare for it.”

“She smells so good, like lemon and honey and a hint of shortbread.”

Kritz sniffed, and his eyes widened. “She does.”

“My vibrations knock the scent out.” Cadence chuckled. “Okay, hug bug. I need to get dressed.”

Kritz said, “May I get a final look at what is going on?”

She sighed and lay back. “It isn’t every day I let my brother-in-law lube me up.”

He appeared startled, and Arcady laughed.

He got the gel under her navel and looked to find that the semen had locked into a protective circle.

“That is very unusual.”

She smirked. “Right. Okay. Peep show is over. I think they are doing weirder stuff when we aren’t looking.”

He raised a brow, his horns gleaming. “Weirder?”

“I have a high bar.”

He smiled and wiped her belly and the wand, setting it aside. She pulled her gown down and removed the white drape from her thighs. She pressed her thighs together and looked at her sister.

“What are you doing?”

“Baby registry.”

“Arcady. I am going to say this once. I don’t get to keep anything that comes out of me.”

Arcady frowned. “But I see you holding a baby.”

“They will probably let me hold it when it comes out.”

“Oh.” Arcady looked sad and reached for Cadence.

Cadence felt the vibrations start and looked to Kritz. “Grab her.”

Kritz followed directions and held Arcady back.

Cadence got dressed quickly and looked at Arcady. “I have to get going. Mortimer will be upset enough as it is.”

Arcady cleared her throat. “You aren’t going home. You are going to your new apartment.”

“You are kidding.”

“I am not. All your stuff is being moved right now, and there was a room in the building that met all the criteria. So, come on. I will take you to your new digs, or we can go for dinner while the moving is happening.”

“I don’t really feel like sprinting around.”

“It’s in the same building. And I am in the same building.” She giggled.

“What?”

“Kritz owns the building, only rents out to actives, and they have a floor that just had renovations and has huge suites, so you are being assigned one of them.”

“Oh. Well, thank you.”

Kritz chuckled. “I am billing the BDC accordingly.”

“Right. Well, can I get a long med coat or something?”

Kritz nodded. “Sure. Why?”

“Because only a force field will make Arcady stop hugging and sniffing me. I don’t want her getting zapped.”

Kritz nodded and left the exam room to get one of his coats. He brought her a blazer. “This will confuse your scent a little and make her relax.”

She slid it on and laughed as her hands flapped trying to leave the blazer. “Thank you.”

“I am guessing you aren’t scent sensitive.”

“Nope. If you aren’t a taco, I am not interested.”

Arcady gave her a side hug with both arms and giggled. “This works.”

Cadence checked her bank balance and smiled. “I guess I can get dinner.”

Arcady chuckled. “Your food is on the BDC.”

“Oh. Great. Where are we going?”

“To Klauz’s. It’s in the same building, and you will be able to go up there and have a meal for lunch and dinner.”

She sighed. “This is going to be one expensive pregnancy.”

Arcady squeezed her. “I know.”
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Chapter Two
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Week one was strange, and there was a lot of acclimatization. Mortimer was now king of the enormous apartment and liked to sit on his stand while she wrote music.

Being able to spend all day with her hobby meant that she had to set timers to go to her standing reservation at Klauz’s. She had a table for one at every meal.

She was able to order from a menu and not get Klauz to her table. She wanted to get in and out and back to her music.

Music was her passion, but she didn’t want to sell it; she was just compelled to make it. Ever since her body had started to vibrate with sound, she had been locked into making music.

She finished her meal and left the restaurant, running into Arcady and her other three partners. “Oh, hi.”

Arcady looked disappointed. “I thought we had enough time to catch you today.”

“Um, I just eat and leave.”

Arcady bounced on her feet. “What did Klauz get for you?”

“I ordered off the menu.”

“What?”

“You can do that.”

“Oh. Right.” Arcady looked crushed. “You were just busy today.”

“Yeah.”

Kritz kept his arm around Arcady. “Cadence, what is your favourite meal here?”

Cadence pinched the bridge of her nose. “I don’t know. I just need to get back to my room. I am enjoying the break so far. I haven’t had one before.”

Arcady looked like she was going to cry. “Arcady, don’t you fucking think about. I can and will take you over my knee, and it will feel like you are making out with an electric fence. If you want to see me at dinner, tell me.”

Kritz paused. “You didn’t ask her to dinner?”

Arcady winced. “They told me she arrived at six, so I thought we had time.”

“Also, Arcady, I sit at a table for one. It is a mechanical action. I come in, I sit down, I eat, and then I go back to my apartment. That’s it. Nothing else.”

Arcady asked softly, “Did you want to go shopping on the weekend? Cori is really good at shopping.”

“I am not getting between you and any of your lovers.”

Arcady blinked. “What?”

“Never mind. Have a nice dinner. Good evening to you all.” She smiled at all three of them and nodded to Arcady.

She got into the elevator and returned to her apartment. It was quiet. Mortimer was at her side the moment she walked in.

“I don’t think that Arcady has ever appreciated the silence of an empty room. She has always had people around her, and they are drawn to her. That isn’t my case, and now that my skin hums, it is less likely that I will find a compatible partner. Tomorrow, we find out if the cell was able to break out of prison and attach, and if it did, it would explain the pain I felt yesterday morning.”

Mortimer rubbed against her legs, and she went to her music room and got to work. She needed to get more music out of her. It was becoming imperative.

* * * *
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Kritz looked at Arcady. “What do you know about how your sister lived her life before last week?”

Arcady blushed. “I don’t know a lot. She said she went into foster care here in Aksalla when she was twelve.”

“How did she get here? You were from the capitol.”

Arcady blinked. “Oh. I didn’t think about that. I was with Thomas.” She paused. “She said that when she left home, Thomas didn’t want her. That means she came to us, and I didn’t know. That bastard!”

“And what would she do next?”

“I guess she would head off to Aksalla somehow.”

“Do you know what happens to anyone found crossing the Aksallan border? They are arrested, put in cells, and then they are assessed while their identity is sought.”

Arcady blinked. “Cadence wouldn’t mind much. She was always on her own.”

“Bunny, do you know what kind of cells those are? She’s tall for a female, and until her age was confirmed, she would have been in the female general population.”

“Oh.”

“So, if she doesn’t like contact now, there may be a reason.”

Klauz walked up and nodded at Kritz. “She comes in, asks for a menu, and seems to be able to choose which days I am late to work and leave just before I arrive. In the evening, she appears after I am usually attending other tables and asks for a menu and gets a single entrée and then leaves.”
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