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TOBY W]SE vacation and instead of a trip for one, he’s thrust into tight quarters

he’s filled with equal parts excitement and anxiety, but he decides to
take a chance. It turns out, he’s not the only one who’s won this

with another omega he’s never met before.

Cade is confident, sure of himself, and has never once won a
giveaway in his life. After meeting Spencer, he realizes his luck is
turning around. They might be forced to share a space, but as they
get to know each other, they choose to share their hearts.
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Prologue
Spencer

| stare at the email for along moment, trying to decipher if thisis some sort of joke or
not. Could this be a virus or scam? | read over the words again, look up the email it
came from, and double check the bottom’ s tiny print. There’s no links for me to click
or fishy sleeping errors.

Huh. | think this might actually be legit.

Last month, | was listening to a YouTube video while elbow deep in a stuffed
chicken. | was trying out a new recipe that ended up turning out better than | thought
it would. The video mentioned they were giving away a trip to one lucky subscriber
and with the high of arecipe well done, | decided to giveit atry. | never win shit like
this but | entered anyway. What the hell, why not? The worst that’ [l happen is | forget
about the whole thing in afew days. Best case scenario, | take a vacation for the first
timein three years!

| reread one more time, realizing this was stuck in my spam folder for a week. Surely
| still have time to accept, right?

| quickly type out a response, letting them know I'd be happy to accept this
giveaway. | ask them what they need from me and when this trip will be exactly. |
can’t stop smiling as | send off the response. | can't believe | actualy won! | never
win anything!



Past the excitement is a thread of anxiety. |I've never been on atrain trip before so |
have no idea what to expect and the unknown freaks me out. What if there’'s special
steps | need to know about? Will | need my passport? Will | need special ID? How
long are we on atrain? Will | be able to shower or shit in peace?

| take a steadying breath, getting my racing heart under control. | refuse to let my
anxiety take away my joy.

Tucking my phone away, | quickly get to work. After washing my hands, | dice
onions, tomatoes, and peppers before getting out my beloved soup pot. | add al my
veggiesin, letting them simmer and soften.

I’m making a giant pot of chili today with some thick, Texas toast garlic bread. It's
hearty and warm and comforting. It seems like the perfect lunch for a gray and
stormy day like today.

Before this job, | was a chef at a high end restaurant. | can't imagine making
something like a simple pot of chili at that job. | can’'t help but smile as| start tossing
everything in. Oh, how things have changed and in my humble opinion, they’ve
changed for the better.

I’ ve been at thisjob for four years now, cooking lunch at this private school. Instead
of over-complicated plates, now | cook in bulk. There's a different type of science to
cooking big batches like this, achallenge | welcome every day.

Because I’ ve been here for four years, thiswill be the first time I’ll watch some of the
kids graduate who I’ ve gotten to know since they were freshman. | have afeeling this
graduation season I'll be a mess of emotions.

When | accepted the role of personal chef at this little private school, | thought it
would be for one year and then I'd find a ‘real job’ in a restaurant again. | thought |



just needed a little break from the hustle and bustle of fine dining. The joke was on
me because | can’'t see myself leaving anytime soon. | love this job. | love cooking
for these kids, watching as they grow into adults.

After adding the beans, canned tomatoes, and tomato juice to the pot, | leave it aone
to smmer. Timeto get the garlic bread ready to pop into the oven.

There are only 50 students at the school. These kids are all incredibly talented and
wickedly smart. | know they’re going to graduate and find themselves doing great
things. I'm glad | got to touch their lives, even if it was only briefly from behind the
kitchen counter.

The rest of my morning goes by quickly, business as usual. One of the freshmen,
Trent, comes down right before lunch to help me serve everyone their food. The
freshmen are on a rotating schedule for helping me in the kitchen. One helps serve
and two more will come after lunch and help me clean the kitchen.

I’m not sureif thisis part of their tasks to help the school cut down on costs or if it's
to help ingtill responsibility in the kids. Either way, I’m glad for the help.

Once everyone has been served, | scoop myself a bowl and grab a piece of garlic
bread. | take off my apron and hang it up on the hook on the wall. Sitting at the table
in the corner of the kitchen, | dig in. The flavors are exactly what | wanted them to be
and the crunch of the toast is a perfect contrast to the chili. It’ s fucking amazing.

As | eat, | take my phone out of my pocket. | plan on scrolling through social media
but before | can open the app, | remember that email from before. Opening up my
emalils, | see a new one there waiting for me. My stomach flutters as | see that
Y ouTuber responded.

“Oh my gods,” | breathe out, reading over the words in haste, skimming over



everything. My stomach bursts with butterflies and excitement.

Apparently my response wasn't too late! | just have to give them my information and
then they’ Il book everything in my name. It’s atrain trip across the country, five days
in a hotel, and then atrain ride back home. Everything will be paid for and al | have
to do is show up with the confirmation email and my photo ID.

Somehow, this news is both nerve-wracking and exhilarating. I've won! |'ve won
something and it's something ridiculously fun and exciting! | can’'t not go for it,
right?

| eat my chili and immediately start planning. I’ll have to let the school know, look
into everything | can expect from traveling on atrain, and research the areawhere I’ l|
be staying so | know exactly what | can do in that city. | find myself smiling all
afternoon while cleaning up leftover food and scrubbing the kitchen.

I’m not usually someone who likes vacations or being adventurous. I’m often too
stuck in my head to actually let myself relax. I'm the worst at overthinking every
little thing. But there’'s something about all of this that leaves me smiling. | can’t
really put my finger on it, but | have a realy good feeling about this. Instead of
overthinking for once in my life, I'm going to trust that instinct and trust that this
vacation is going to lead to something great.
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Chapter One
Cade

| readjust my beanie before swinging my backpack onto my shoulders and tugging
my suitcase behind me. I've got my ID ready, my ticket printed and in my coat
pocket, and everything ready for this vacation.

It's still hard to believe I’ ve somehow won thistrip!

| quite literally never win stuff. Every time I’ ve bought a scratch ticket, it's like I'm
tossing two dollars into the trash. Every raffle | enter leads to nothing. I'm not sure if
I’ve just got the world’ s worst luck, or if something else is going on like the universe
storing up al my luck so they can deliver it all at once.

Maybe all those losses were building up to give me one grand prize instead of a
bunch of little things.

Five days on a train to a vacation destination, five days at the destination, and then
five days on a train back. This prize includes a personal sleeper room on the train

along with all my accommodations once | get to my destination.

| felt bad leaving the grocery store for that long, but they’ll get on without me, I'm
sure of it. Suzie is more than capable of handling everything while I’m gone.

Maybe. Hopefully. She's probably fine.



As the customer service manager, it's my job to make people’'s schedules and oversee
all of our cashiers. | made sure everyone knew | would be gone. | made sure al the
schedules were put out in plenty of time. There's enough staff to cover in case anyone
issick or calsout. They’ll befine.

The best thing | can do is ssimply not think about it. If | don’t think about it, then it
can’'t affect me and ruin my vacation. That’s how things work, right?

Walking up to the ticket inspector, | pull mine out along with my ID. He scans the
barcode, makes sure my ID matches the name on the ticket.

“You wanna head towards the back of the train. Our First Class Attendant will help
you find your room and make sure you have everything you need, including your
room key. His name is Matthew.”

“Thank you so much!”

| carefully pull my rolling bag up off the ground by its handle before stepping aboard
the train. Because of my ticket, I’ve gotten priority boarding so there aren’'t many
people on the train yet. | nod at some of the staff who're all wearing dark green vests
and matching hats.

Despite this being a train, everything feels so spacious and fancy. There’'s even a
second story at the front of the train called the observation deck where people can just
sit and watch the environment outside pass by. | have afeeling I'll be sitting up there
at least a little bit during this trip. | want to see and experience everything this
vacation has to offer.

Normally, I’d want to get my money’s worth but this vacation is paid for by someone
elsel For once | can just sit back and fully enjoy myself without the constant nagging
in the back of my head telling me to make this al worth it. For once I’'m allowed to



just relax.

| find the part of the train that holds the personal cabins, looking around in awe. |'ve
never been on atrain like this before. It feelsincredibly fancy. Probably far too fancy
for someone like me, but hell, I’'m not going to let that stop me from having the best
time possible!

“If you'll let me see your ticket, | can show you which cabin is yours,” one of the
workers says. | have afeeling this must be Matthew.

| hold out my ticket and he gives me awide smile. “Perfect. Y ou're right over there,”
he says, pointing at a door with the number 3 on it. “Y our partner is already here and
has the key to your cabin.”

| start to walk away but freeze. Turning back, | ask, “Sorry. Partner?’

Matthew |ooks startled for amoment. “Yes. I’'m sorry if | misspoke. Y ou’'re sharing a
personal cabin with someone so | just assumed. Allow me to rephrase, the person
you'll beriding with is already here.”

“I’m not riding with anyone. Thisisasingleticket.”

“1I"m sorry, but the cabin you’ ve bought is shared with another gentleman.”

My stomach feels like it drops out of my ass. | stare at the guy for a long moment
before nodding. “ Okay,” | say slowly, doing my best to keep myself calm.

Was this some sort of prank? Telling me I'd won a vacation only to have someone
else be the actual winner. Or worse, is this some sort of social experiment. The two of
us are stuck together while a camera watches our every reaction.



Leaning in close, | whisper, “Is this some sort of prank? Are there cameras hidden or
something?’

Matthew leans away, a startled look on his face. “Absolutely not. We would never
allow something like that here.”

“Okay,” | breathe out, fedling just a little bit lighter. “Okay, that’s really good to
know. I'm sorry, I’'m just really confused. | actually won this vacation, but they never
mentioned having to share with someone else.”

“That’'s rather unfortunate. I’'m sorry, but based on both tickets, you will need to
share with him. If it helps, he seemed very lovely when | met him just now?’
Matthew says with awince. “Or | could seeif there are any other available seats?”’

“No, no. Don't trouble yourself. I'm sure we can make this work.”

| step away from Matthew towards the door that’s mine. Well, ours, | guess? | take a
few seconds just to catch my breath. There' s a delightful scent in the air and I’'m not
sure where it’s coming from, only that | really like it. Something like a library filled
with well loved books. It takes the edge off and | feel my body relaxing.

| knock on the door and a moment later, a man opens it. That wonderful scent smacks
me right in the chest. He's taller than me, lithe and thin, with shaggy brown hair,
pretty brown eyes, and alook of surprise across his face. His scent doesn’t only smell
amazing, but there' s something about it that tells me he's some sort of shifter and if |
had to guess, I'd say he’'s also an omega, just like me.

“Hi,” | say, putting on my best smile. “This is actually kinda awkward but I’'m also
staying in thiscabin.” | hold up my ticket in explanation.

He stares at me for a long moment, like he can’t believe what he's seeing. My ego



puffs up just a little bit. When he realizes he's staring, his cheeks turn bright red.
Then he blinks. “ Sorry, what?’

| can’'t help but chuckle. I'm not sure my ego really needs this kind of stroking, but
I'll take it, especially as the man before me is hot as fuck. It feels good to have
someone so openly checking me out like that.

“| said, we' re supposedly sharing this cabin.”

“Sharing? What, that can’'t be right,” he says, more of a murmur to himself than in
actual response to me. He turns around and grabs his own ticket, rechecking all the
details. “My ticket says |’ m staying in this cabin.”

“So doesming,” | explain. “Thisis going to sound kindaweird but | actually won this
vacation.”

Before | can say more, the guy’ s brown eyes somehow manage to widen even further.
“No way! | won thistrip too! Did you win it from a’Y ouTuber contest?’

| nod my head. “Y eah. Wait, so did you? Do you think they double booked us?’

The guy bites his bottom lip, suddenly looking incredibly lost. Something inside of
me wells up, some instinct to hold this guy in my arms. To make sure he’s okay and
protect him from the world.

What the hell?
| clear my throat, doing my best to push those feelings to the back of my mind.

We've only just met, | can't be acting weird around him! Especially if we're going to
be traveling together.



“1 know this is kinda awkward and not at all what either of us was expecting, but we
can make this work, right? We have our own bathroom and shower.” | look over his
shoulder into the cabin. “And it looks like we'll each have our own sleeping space. It
should be fine, yeah?’

The guy looks over his own shoulder before sighing and nodding his head. “Y eah, we
can make thiswork.” Then he takes a step back, finally letting me into the cabin.

“I’m Cade, by the way.”

“Spencer,” he sayswith alittle smile.

“It's a pleasure to meet you, Spencer. Though, I’d have much rather it had been in a
more pleasant fashion than me springing my presence on you like this.”

Spencer shakes his head, chuckling softly. “It's okay,” he says softly. “It’s not really
your fault.”

| set my bags on the floor next to my area. There's arecliner right by the window that
folds back into a bed. | sit down and look over at Spencer. He's sitting in his own
chair, wringing his hands in hislap.

“Thisis such aweird experience,” | say, trying to break the tension and help Spencer
relax around me. “| have to admit, | never win things like this.”

Spencer’s eyes light up alittle bit and my chest flutters with victory. “Neither do I! |
actually didn’t even notice the email until later. | thought maybe they’d already given
it away to someone else.” Then he winces, waving a hand at me. “Maybe they did but
then | finally emailed and they thought why not give it to me too? | don’t know.”

“I can’'t say I'm upset,” | tell him with a wink, watching as his face flushes again.



Vacations are fun, but vacationing with other people is even more fun.”

“If you say so. | don't vacation very often and when | do, | try to make sure it lines up
during the summer months.”

| tilt my head. “Why isthat?’

“Oh, umm, | work at a school.”

“Areyou ateacher?’

Spencer shakes his head, his hair falling over his eyes. He pushes it back and my
hand clenches in my lap with the desire to be the one to brush his hair out of his face,
to softly tuck it behind his ear. What the hell has gotten into me? It’s like his scent is

making me stupid!

“I'm their persona chef. Or lunch lad, whatever you wanna call it. It's a private
school so I'm only cooking for around 60 people instead of athousand.”

“You're a chef? That's incredible. You're never gonna believe this but | actually
really enjoy eating,” | say with a chuckle, rubbing ahand over my fairly thick belly.

Spencer laughs back. “Most people do.”
| hadn’t even realized that much time passed but before | realize what's happening,
thetrain is starting to pull forward. Spencer and | both look out the window, watching

the trees and buildings pass by, both of us grinning from ear to ear.

| still can’t believe this free vacation included a plus one but there’ s something about
Spencer that makes me excited about the rest of our time together.
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Chapter Two
Spencer

| cannot believe this is happening. Despite the fact that | look completely at ease, my
stomach is swirling around anxiously inside of me. | feel like | might actually sweat
through this shirt.

| have to share my persona cabin with a guy I’ve never met before. What's making
matters even worse is that | find him incredibly attractive! | can’t talk to hot guys!
I”’m such adisaster when it comes to stuff like this.

Cade is shorter and thicker than me. He's got a beard that goes down to his chest
that’s got little braids in it. His eyes are the prettiest green color | think I’ ve ever seen
in apair of eyes. But he's not just hot, he also holds himself with a confidence that
draws mein.

That’s without even thinking about how intoxicating his scent is! I’'m pretty sure he's
some sort of omega shifter. Though I’ ve been wrong on guesses like that before. His
natural scent has me in a chokehold. It's something like warm lemon tea. | want to
drink itin and let it warm my belly.

Fuck, thinking about him warming my belly has my cheeks heating without my
permission. | adjust myself in my seat, ignoring the way my cock is starting to perk

up just from that single thought.

As we watch the world blur around us as the train moves forward, | clear my throat.



“What do you do?’

Cade looks over a me and smiles. “I'm a customer service manager at a grocery
store.”

That weirdly does not surprise me. Cade seems like he would be good at something
like that, working with people.

“That sounds awful,” | blurt out, regretting the words immediately. Thankfully, Cade
just starts laughing.

“You're not wrong. Sometimes it sucks ass to work with customers. I’'m sure you can
imagine the types of people | have to deal with. But | enjoy it despite that.”

“What do you like about it?" | ask, sliding my shoes off and tucking my feet up onto
the chair. | lean my head against my knees, watching Cade talk. | like the way he
talks with his hands. It’ s very cute.

“There are bad apples in every industry but there's something specia about working
with the rest. Everyone hasto eat so | see all sorts of people every day. And then | get
my regulars who always come say hi as they’ re shopping or make sure they wait for
me even if my lineis super long. | just like those little connections, you know?”’

| nod my head. “ That makes sense. | feel that way about the kids | work with. They're
al really smart and super sweet. Because it’s a private school, they come and help me
in the kitchen and with cleaning up after lunch.”

“That’sredly interesting. What kind of private school isit?’

“It's for gifted kids. They’'re al super fucking smart. I'm pretty sure one of them is
going to be the next President and at least three of them will come up with



groundbreaking scientific discoveries.”

Cade grins. “No pressure or anything.”

“l know they’re just kids and they have years to develop. But they truly are special.
They al get personalized courses to push them where they need to be pushed, but
they also get to pick some classes just because they like the subjects. One kid is
taking food science courses and so he gets to come help me cook sometimes. The
things he knows are astonishing.”

“Do you have kids that go to school there?’

The question startles me. | look over at Cade who's watching me. Why is he asking?
Isthisjust curiosity or is he interested in knowing if I’'m mated with kids?

| shake my head. “No kids. | love that place but if | ever had kids, | don’t think |
would try to get them in there unless they were actualy gifted. Not to say my kids
won't be gifted, only that | know the average kid wouldn’t thrive in a place like this
unless they truly weren’t being chalenged in a regular school.” | snap my mouth
shut, realizing I’ m babbling and over explaining myself.

“1 think that makes perfect sense to me,” Cade says, giving me a soft smile. “Did you
always want to work in a school like this?’

“No. | used to work in a high end restaurant and | thought that was what | wanted to
do, but | didn’'t enjoy it as much. Too much hustle and not enough love of the food,
you know?’

“You didn’t want to lose what drew you into cooking in the first place.”

“Exactly.” | say with a soft smile, warming all over as | realize Cade understands me.



“What about you?’ | ask, feeling just atiny bit braver. “Wife and kids?’

Cade snorts, shaking his head. “Nah, no kids and I’ m not into women.”

| swallow. “No hushand?”

“Nope. Haven't found the right man for me. Not yet, anyway,” he says, giving me
another wink.

Damn, why is his winking so sexy? Why does it make my chest feel like it's hard to
breathe but in a pleasant way?

“Me neither,” | say. When he tilts his head in confusion, | explain, carefully choosing
my words. “| also haven’t found the right man yet.”

“Oh,” Cade breathes out, giving me a soft smile. “That’s good to know.”

The look in Cade’s eyes makes me hot all over. There’'s atension in the air, charged
with something | can only describe as potential . It makes a shiver run down my spine
and heat pool in the center of my gut. | pull my arms tightly around my shins, holding
myself together so | don’t do something foolish, like make my way over to Cade's

lap.

The tension snaps in the form of someone knocking on our cabin door. Cade raises
his brow at me and | flush, quickly looking back out the window. He stands up and
opens the door.

“Hey,” Matthew, our personal attendant greets with a wide smile. He's holding a
notepad in his hand. “Would you like me to bring dinner to your room tonight or
would you like to make your way to the dining car?’



| look over at Cade, nodding for him to make the decision. “We'll make our way to
the dining car,” Cade tells Matthew.

“Right on! Dinner is served any time between five and eight. If you need anything or
have any questions, I'll be sitting at my little station at the end of the hall.”

“Thank you, Matthew!”

Cade closes the door and sits back in his space. As much as | was hoping he' d want
to just stay here for dinner, it's for the best that we're leaving. Maybe having other
people around will help clear my head.

| take a deep breath, overwhelmed with sweet lemon tea. | shift in my seat. Cade’'s
scent is intoxicating and it's making it hard to keep my thoughts straight. Maybe
that’s why 1I'm so flustered. Maybe that’s why my mind keeps dragging itself into the
gutter.

Leaning my head against my seat, | stare out the window. There's rustling in the
room and | look over, watching as Cade pulls a book from his backpack. He curls up
in his chair and starts reading. | like the companionable silence between us. It's not
awkward and for once, | don’t feel aneed to fill the silence with idle chat.

Cade looks up, his pretty green eyes meet mine. He gives me a little smile before
looking back down at his book.

Just that glance has my entire body heating. | smile as | stare out the window,
watching everything race past us, unable to keep my lips from curling up. | like the
way he looks at me and the way he casualy flirts. But at the same time, it fills me
with anxiety and dread.

I’m not good at stuff like this; flirting, banter, being sexy. | never know if people are



actually interested unless they flat out say hey, Spencer, I’ d love to maybe fuck you .

Vacations are atime to let down your hair and have a good time. Could | do that with
Cade? Could | turn my brain off long enough to enjoy the flirty banter he's offering?

I’m not sure, but | want to try. What's the worst that could happen? We have some
awkward tension that’ Il only last as long as the vacation? Then we'll just go back to
not knowing each other when we get back home. No biggie.

The rest of the night is spent together, getting dinner, having more small talk as we
get to know each other, before going back to our cabin for bed. | fall asleep to the
sound of Cade's soft breaths and the train pulling us forward.
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Chapter Three
Cade

| wake up slowly from the most delightful dream. | was kneeling before a brunet
beauty, my nose pressed to their hip while | teased my mouth against their straining
cock. | swear | can still smell them despite now being awake.

| blink slowly, remembering that I’'m not at home in bed but instead on a moving
train. My eyes dart over to Spencer’s bed, finding it empty. Disappointment hits me
square in the chest, threatening to overwhelm me if |1 don’t do my best to push it to
the back of my mind. The scent from my dream wasn't some random faceless
hookup, it was Spencer . Gods, his scent is starting to drive me to having wet dreams
like ateenager all over again but | can’t find it in myself to be upset by that.

I’ve only known Spencer for half a day but | already feel incredibly drawn to him,
like a moth that continuoudly floats to a flame. There's just something about him that
makes me want to get to know him, to learn all his secrets, to see what faces he
makesiif | suck hisdick in real life instead of just in my dreams.

Good thing we have a personal shower in this suite because | have a feeling I'm
going to need a cold one to get my libido in check.

| sit up, stretching my arms over my head. I’'m about to get up when the door of our
cabin swings open.

Spencer’s eyes widen as he looks at me. “Good morning,” he says softly, holding up



two cups of coffee. “I went to the dining car this morning to get us coffee. But then |
had a moment of panic as | realized | didn't even know if you liked coffee or not. |
was aready in line and | didn’t want to make people wait so | debated with myself on
what | should do. Eventually, | just ordered two. If you hate coffee, it's totally fine, |
can just drink both. Although, I'll probably get really hyper if | drink both as caffeine
seems to hit me pretty hard.”

My chest feels like it may burst as | listen to him nervously ramble. Gods, he's
adorable..

“1 love coffee. Thank you, Spencer. That was really thoughtful of you.”

Spencer hands over the coffee, waving me off. “It was nothing.”

“It wasn't nothing to me,” | tell him softly, smiling up at him. He sits in his seat
across the cabin from me. He curls up again, with his legs tucked against his chest.
He's so lanky and it really shows when he sits like that. | find it really cute. | find
most things about him cute. |s this because | haven't gotten laid in ages? Or is there
just something special about Spencer? | have to admit I’'m leaning towards the
second.

We sit together in our room and sip our coffee, watching the window. There's
something really soothing about being in someone’s space without the need to fill
said space with idle chatter. The trees blur as we pass them. A huge lake goes by and
| marvel at the deer who' re sipping from the water, the birds that fly around the trees,
and the stillness of it all.

It's been so long since I’ ve allowed myself a slice of peace in nature. I'm a manatee
shifter but it’s been so long since I’ ve actually shifted, or allowed my manatee skin to
be freein a giant pool of water. He misses it, craves it even. I’ ve been neglecting that
side of myself by staying in the city and keeping myself constantly busy with work.



Not only does my human side deserve this vacation, but so does my animal side.

| chance a glance over at Spencer. His face looks so relaxed and at peace. There's not
an ounce of tension in his body. His long fingers are wrapped around his coffee cup
and | find myself staring. They're such pretty hands. Thin fingers that are almost
boney at the knuckles. | want to touch them and watch them do unthinkable things. |
bet they’re incredibly dexterous, they must be if he's using a knife regularly at his
job.

Spencer looks over at me and for the first time since meeting him, 1I'm the one who
looks away embarrassed. | feel my cheeks heat beneath my beard. | take a sip of my
coffee, doing my best to look casual and aloof.

I’m fairly certain | do a piss poor job but | don't realy care. | don't mind Spencer
knowing I’m looking at him, so long as it doesn’t make him uncomfortable. Based on
the little smiles and the way his eyeslight up, I'd guess he' s attracted to me, same as |
am to him. But | won't know that for certain until | ask. That can wait a bit longer
though. No need to scare him away so soon.

| drink the rest of my coffee and toss it into the trash by the door. Then | get up,
stretching my arms over my head, groaning as my spine cracks. | sound like I’'m an
old man instead of 35.

Taking a few things out of my bag, | start to get ready for the day. | quickly change
my shirt before pulling the braids out of my beard. | spray it with moisturizer before
brushing it out and rebraiding it, this time with a different design. | add a couple
charmsto the end for good measure. The entire time, | can feel Spencer’s eyes on me.
It's a heady feeling. | like it. Once that’s done, | head into the bathroom to piss and
change my boxers and pants.

| toss my dirty clothes into my bag before turning to Spencer. “ Do you have plans for



the day? | was thinking of heading up to the observation deck. Would you like to
come with?’

Spencer nods. “Y eah, that sounds nice.”

He grabs a notebook from his bag and follows me out of our room.

“Hello, gentlemen,” Matthew says, bowing with a flourish that makes me smile.
“While you're out, would you mind if | popped into your room for a quick tidy? Just
taking out the trash, making sure you have towels, that sort of thing?’

“Totally fine by me,” | say, turning towards Spencer.

Spencer nods along. “ That would be great. Thank you, Matthew.”

Matthew tips his cute little hat to us as we continue down the hall towards the front of
the train. | have to clench my hand tight and stuff it into my pocket to keep myself
from reaching over and placing it on Spencer’s back as we walk. | don’t know why
but | just have this sensation inside of me, wanting to reach out and touch him. It's so
unlike what | usually feel for people I’ ve only just met.

It's like there's this long-forgotten instinct, buried deep inside of me trying to burst
free.

As we climb up the stairs to the second floor, | get an eyeful of Spencer’s ass. Maybe
this isn't some instinct, maybe it's just the fact that I'm horny for Spencer. Either
way, I’m not mad about it.

We find a little two seater off by itself and gravitate towards it. We sit down, tucked
together, our sides touching. Spencer is warm and sparks of pleasure race through my
middle and down my arm.



“It’ s so pretty up here,” Spencer breathes out, staring out the window.

| say the first thing that comes to mind. “You're so pretty.” Spencer’s eyes snap over
to me and | wince. “Sorry, | shouldn’'t have said that. Just because it’s true doesn’'t
mean you want to hear that from me.”

Spencer’s mouth opens and closes a few times before he covers his face with his
hands, trying to hide the rapid blush that's coloring his cheeks. He's so goddamn
pretty | can barely stand it.

Finally, he comes back up for air. With a shaky breath he replies, “1 wouldn’t say |
don’t want to hear that from you. It sjust surprising. That’s all.”

“Why would that be surprising?’

“Because you're you and I'm me? You're like ridiculously hot and all sorts of
confident while I’m more used to hiding. Y ou’re perceiving me in away that’s kinda
freaking me out.” Then his eyes widen and he quickly reaches over, putting a hand on
my wrist. | suck in a sharp breath as sparks race across my skin where he's touching
me. “Not that it's bad! Only unexpected! Oh my gods, | should shut the fuck up

now.

Spencer pulls away, tucking the front of his shirt over his face. He groans in
frustration and | cannot stop watching him with a mixture of amusement and interest.
His rambling is so fucking adorable. | think | could listen to him talk for hours and
not get bored.

“Do you believein magic?’ | ask him, trying to put his mind at ease.

“Inayoung girl’s heart?’ | narrow my eyes at him and he snorts. “Yeah, | do. Why?
Do you believe in magic?’



| look around, making sure there aren’t any passengers near us. I'm fairly certain
there are other shifters on thetrain, but I can’t smell any up here at the moment.

“Of course | believe in magic,” | say with a grin, keeping my voice quiet so only
Spencer can hear. “Otherwise, how do you explain the fact that | can sometimes

change into an anima?’

Spencer leans his head closer, so close | can feel his breath against my skin. “You're
ashifter?’ | nod my head and Spencer smiles. “Soam I! A cat!”

“Omega?’ | guess and Spencer nods his head. “Me too.”

“Isthat umm, isthat a problem for you? That we' re both omegas, | mean?”’

“Not even alittle bit.”

“Not that I’'m saying we're going to like get mated tomorrow or anything. Not that it
matters because you might not even be into me. No pressure or anything. Obvioudly |
find you attractive but that doesn’t actually have to mean anything.” Spencer snaps

his mouth shut, covering his face once again.

With a warm chuckle, | take his wrist in my hand and pull it away from his face.
“There you are. No hiding,” | say softly.

“Hiding isfar safer.”

“That might be true. But it's also far less fun. Plus, | like looking at your pretty face,
Spencer.”

Spencer bites his bottom lip. “Y ou think I'm pretty?”’
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“Oh,” he breathes out, looking back out the window. He tries to hide it but he's
smiling, further proving my point without even trying.

There's a soft and tentative understanding between us after that. We spend the entire
morning side by side in the observation deck. Spencer will occasionally pull out his
notebook and write something down. | pull out my book and read through a few
chapters.

Sometime during the morning, Spencer scoots closer until he can lay his head against
my shoulder. My stomach erupts with butterflies as we snuggle together. I’'m proud
of him for making the first move, for taking a chance. That must have taken him all
morning to find the nerve.

| give him a soft squeeze before going back to my book. Occasionally, I'll ook down,
just to watch the way Spencer’s eyelashes fall, or to count the freckles that dot his
nose. He falls asleep and | can’'t stop watching him. How in the fuck am | so down
bad for a man | just met yesterday? We were thrust together without our permission
but somehow, it feels like we were meant to meet. Is that type of magic real? Or is it
just afairy tale I’ m trying to project onto the situation?

Eventually, our stomachs rumble, letting us know it’'s time for lunch. Reluctantly, |
gently shake Spencer awake. He blinks his giant brown eyes up at me, a soft smile
stretching across his lips as our eyes meet.

“Hi,” he whispers.

“Good morning, sleepy head. Are you hungry? We could head down to the dining

Car.



Spencer hums, extracting himself from me and stretching. Now that | know he's a cat
shifter, the gesture makes a lot of sense. We pull away from each other, get up, and
head down to the dining car.

| can’t help but think that this vacation isn’t the only thing that’s only just started.
Whatever this is between us is starting out, like a brand new flower blooming. It's
refreshing and exciting, yet at the same time, it has a naive beauty to it. | want to hold
my hands over it and protect it. More than anything, | want to get to know Spencer
even more and see where this goes.

LunchisBLTswith aside of chips. | get a sodawhile Spencer indulges and orders an
orange soda float.

These fedlings, at first | thought they were lust. Spencer is hot and it would be easy to
assume I'd like to fuck him, just to scratch the itch. But somehow, | know it's more
than that. | don’t just want to fuck him, | want to watch him sleep again. | want to see
what he' swriting in his notebook. | want to fall aslegp next to him to the sound of his
soft breathing.

There's an instant connection between us, one that | can't really wrap my brain
around but instead of trying to overthink this and figure out each and every facet of
my feelings, | think it would be best just to sit back and enjoy it. Enjoy my vacation,

enjoy the time Spencer and | have together, and of course, enjoy Spencer himself.

After lunch, we head back to our personal cabin. Before walking in behind Spencer, |
turn back to the hallway towards Matthew.

“Hey, Matthew? Do you by chance have alcohol for purchase? Maybe a sweet red?’

Matthew nods his head. “I’ve got just the thing! I’'ll bring it over in ajiffy!”



“Thank you!”

Spencer is sitting on the floor, his back against the wall. He tilts his head. “What was
that?’

| smile as | step into the room and close the door behind me. “I was just asking
Matthew something.” | kick my shoes off and get on the floor, sitting across from
Spencer. “1 thought we could get to know each other better.”

“| would like that alot.”

Matthew knocks on the door. Popping his head through the door, he gives us both a
grin as he passes over the bottle of wine. Then he leavesjust as quickly.

| hold the bottle up, flashing Spencer a smirk. “And | got us a little something to take
the edge off whilewe do it.”
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Chapter Four
Spencer
A warm nervousness flutters inside my chest. Not only does Cade think I'm pretty,
but he also wants to get to know me better. Thisisn't just some lustful feeling making
us crazy about each other, there’' s something deeper here. | just know it!
“Okay,” | say dlowly, giving Cade a shy smile. “You go first. Ask me a question.”
“Tell me about your family.”
“My family is a pretty tight knit group. My mom and dad live in the same town as me
and we have dinner together every Sunday night. | have a little brother and a little
sister. They're both in college at the moment, both in different states. | don’t get to
see them as much as | wish but we try to get together at least once ayear.”

“How old are you?’ Cade asks, raising his brow. “Are they alot younger than you?’

“I'm 30,” | tell him, feeling almost sheepish. “They’re both in their twenties, so not a
huge age gap.”

“Huh. You still have a baby face but | knew you had to be older since you said you
used to work in arestaurant before working at the job you have now.”

“How about you? How old are you?’



“I’'m 35. I'm basically an old man at this point.”

| snort, shaking my head. “Y ou are not, shut the fuck up, Cade.”

Cade gets a soft look on hisface. | tilt my head in question. “Sorry, | just like the way
you say my name. It sounds so sweet coming from your lips.”

“Jesus,” | hiss out, covering my face. | can feel my cheeks flood with color and my
stomach swoops dramatically. He has to stop saying shit like that or I’m going to end
up passing out from all the blood running to my cheeks. Or worse, I'm going to blurt
out something really embarrassing like ‘marry me'. “You can’t just say shit like that.”

“I can. And | did. Deal withit,” he says lightheartedly.

“Tell me something about yourself. Please, take the attention away from me and back
onto you.”

Cade's chuckle warms my insides. | pull my legs up, leaning my chin against my
knees and wrapping my arms around my shins. My back vibrates dightly against the
wall as the train continues to pull us forward but the feeling is soothing.

“For along time, it was just me and my mom. | have no idea where my father is. He
left right after | was born.”

“Oh,” | breathe out. “I’m so sorry.”

Cade shrugs. “It’s aright. | can’t really miss someone | don’'t even know, right? My
mom mated a lovely man when | was a teenager. He brought a daughter along with
him, so it went from just me and mom to a brand new family unit. My little sister is
ten years younger than me which was frustrating as a teenager but now we're pretty
close. It's amazing what some distance and not living under the same roof will do for



sibling relationships,” he says with alaugh.

“1 get that. My siblings are closer to each other than they are with me, but they’re also
less than a year apart in age. Cat shifters have really short pregnancies so we had to
pass them off as ‘Irish Twins' growing up.”

Cade opens the bottle of wine, passing it over to me. “New rule. Y ou take adrink and
then you can ask a question.”

| take a drink of the wine, savoring the sweet taste against my tongue. | know some
people enjoy a dry wine, but the only place for that in my book isinside adish I'm
cooking. For drinking, | want the fruity taste of a sweet red wine.

“1 have the most important question,” | say, passing the bottle back to Cade. “What's
your favorite dish? The one you could eat over and over and never grow bored of.”

“That’s atough one,” he says softly, wracking his brain. “Probably fettuccine alfredo.
I’ve never had an alfredo dish | didn't like. There's just something so comforting
about it.”

| nod my head. “Great answer. Someday I'll have to make you my homemade
version,” | say without thinking before freezing.

Thisiswhat | get for trying to drink and stay chill. | throw things out there like future
plans without thinking. Just because we're having a good time on vacation doesn’t

mean Cade will want to see each other when everything is said and done!

Cade gives me a soft look. His socked foot moves into my space, poking my calf.
“That sounds perfect.”

And just like that, all the worries and anxiety about my blunder fall away.



It's Cade' s turn to ask a question so he takes a drink of the wine. My eyes are glued
to the way his lips wrap around the mouth of the bottle. Not to be stuck in a teenager
mindset, but | can’'t stop thinking about how my lips were just touching it and now
his lips are touching it and soon enough, my lips will be touching it again. In aweird,
abstract way, we' re kissing each other through the bottle!

Oh my gods, what the fuck is wrong with me? If Cade wasn't sitting across from me
right now, I'd be burying my face in my hands and groaning in frustration. Am |
really so out of touch with dating that I’m getting butterflies from sharing a bottle
with a beautiful man?

“Do you date much?’

My eyes snap up to meet Cade's. | feel my face flush. “I’ ve dated here and there,” |
admit softly. “Nothing ever redly stuck though. My longest relationship was
probably with my highschool boyfriend. We broke up because he decided to move
abroad and | wanted to stay close to my family.”

“Nothing serious?’

| shake my head. “Nope. A couple dates here and there, but that’s about it. What
about you?’

Cade raises his brow and hands over the bottle. | roll my eyes and take a drink,
ignoring the way my stomach flutters at the fact that both our mouths have been on
this thing now.

“l don't redlly date, if I’'m being honest,” Cade says, running his fingers through his
beard. “For the most part, I’ ve stuck to one night stands. For a bit, | had a friends with
benefits thing going on, but that didn’t really work out. He caught feelings and |
didn’'t, so we broke things off.”



My traitorous heart starts beating overtime, wondering if the same thing is going to
happen between us. Am | just some hump it and dump it guy he’s met? Do | even
stand a chance?

Furthermore, why do | care? That was Cade’s past, it has nothing to do with me. And
we've just met. | shouldn’t be longing for afuture with him so quickly!

| take another gulp of wine before passing the bottle back to Cade. He gives me a
look that | can’t quite read before he’ s taking a drink as well.

“What was that look about? Cade asks softly. “You look like you just closed
yourself off. Was it something | said?’

| don’t know that | like how perceptive he is. | bite my bottom lip, wondering how
much of the truth | should actually say. Fuck it, what the worst that could happen?

“1’m feeling kinda insecure about your past relationships. Which | know is ridiculous.
They’re in the past and | shouldn’t care. Plus, we're not even dating! We just met! |
have no right to feel any sort of way about your past. But at the same time, I’m just
worried you're hoping for something like that from me and if I’m honest there's no
way | could ever do the whole ‘no strings attached sex’ thing. And I'm hoping that’'s
okay with you because if it's not that’s totally fine we can just go back to being
regular cabin mates or whatever.” | say everything in one breath and have to suck in a
gasp when I’'m done because oh right, | need air to live!

Cade watches me for along moment before he cracks a smile. “I don’t think I’ll ever
not find that adorable.”

“What?’

“The way you ramble. | likeit. It's cute.”



| huff in frustration, letting my legs fall down into a pretzel style. | cross my arms
over my chest. “| was being serious.”

“1 know you were. | don’'t know what this is between us, Spencer. We've only just
met but | feel pulled to you in away |I've never felt before. That’s the honest truth.”
He reaches out a tentative hand, laying it against my ankle and giving it a gentle
squeeze. “Thank you for being honest with me about your worries but | promise you,
no strings attached was the furthest thing from my mind.”

| swallow thickly. “Really?’

“Really. But that will cost you another drink because it was another question.”

With that, we both chuckle, the tension in my chest falling away. | snag the bottle
from his fingers, taking another drink before passing it back right away. “Your turn.
I’m starting to feel alittle buzz. Y ou need to catch up.”

“Gladly,” Cade says with a smile. He takes a long swig before setting the bottle
between us. “Have you been with an omega before?’

“You're really good at asking questions that leave me feeling flustered,” | murmur
under my breath. | take a moment to cover my face with the front of my shirt, giving
myself a moment to compose myself. “I’ve had crushes on other omegas before but
I’ ve never been with any of them. Not because | didn’'t want to but because it takes
me a while to get comfortable enough to be physical with people. All of my past
partners who |’ ve gotten past kissing with have been alphas.”

| swear Cade’s eyes darken as | tell him. My stomach swoops and it takes all of my
self control not to start squirming where I'm sitting. I’ ve never fucked an omega but
fuck, do | want to. Just the idea of having my face pressed against a slick hole, or
dliding into another omega’'s body with their sweet scent in my nose is enough to



drive me wild. Sure, a knot feels really good but they make fake knots that feel just
the same. There’' s no replacement for licking slick straight from the source.

Okay, great. Now my dick is rock hard and I'm sure my scent is turning all musky
with lust.

“Sorry,” | say sheepishly. “Just umm, thinking.”

Taking adeep breath, | get anoseful of Cade’ s scent. It’s somehow even more citrusy
than usual with notes of extra sweetness. Like lemonade instead of tea. It smells so
fucking good.

“You're umm, not the only one,” he admits softly.

There's something thrilling about knowing we were both thinking about each other
like this. We both want each other. It makes me fedl just alittle bit braver.

| nod my head beside me, gesturing for Cade to come sit by me. He grins as he
moves, leaning his back against the wall, hislegs out in front of himself.

It's my turn to take a drink of the wine and | realize, startled, that it's amost all the
way gone. | didn’t think we'd drank that much already!

“1f you could be anywhere in the world right now, where would you be?’

Cade nudges me with his elbow. “ Silly question. The answer is obvious. I’d wanna be
right here next to you.”

My stomach does a full flip inside of me. I tilt my head to the side so | can properly
look into Cade’s green eyes. He is so handsome that | can’t contain myself a moment
longer. Without thinking, | reach my right hand up in order to touch his cheek. His



beard is surprisingly soft against my fingertips.

“Spencer? What are you doing?’

“That will cost you a drink,” | whisper as | move closer until our lips are barely a
breath apart. My head feels light for the first time in a long time. Nothing else
matters.

“Worth it,” he whispers back.

| can’'t be sure which of us moves but it doesn’t matter. One moment we' re breathing
each other’ s air and the next, our lips are touching. It’s everything | hoped it would be
while also being so much more.

Cade' s lips are plump and soft and somehow fit perfectly against my own. His beard
tickles my face in a wonderfully pleasant way. My head swims with delight and my
entire body heats. The kiss is chaste, but it doesn’t matter. It's somehow the very best
kissI’ve ever had.

| pull back and look into Cade's eyes, making sure that was okay. He smiles at me
and dives back in, giving me another soft, barely there kiss. His lips taste like sweet
wine and | chase the taste, pushing my tongue along the seam of hislips.

Cade makes a surprised noise and | use the opportunity to properly taste him, pushing
my tongue between his lips. | groan into his mouth as | sweep my tongue inside. Oh
my gods, he tastes so fucking good. | want to crawl into his lap, press my tongue
against his, and grind against his belly until I come in my jeans.

Instead, | pull away, sucking in a sharp breath that I’ m hoping will clear my head.

“Gods,” Cade murmurs against my lips, a shiver going through me. Lightning runs



down my spine and this time | don’t stop myself from squirming. Fuck, | want him.
“As much as I'd love to pull you onto one of our beds and show you how good
omegas do it, | think it’s better if we stop now.”

Cade pulls himself away fully. | immediately miss him being in my space. | watch as
he stands up, running a hand over his bald head, his face looking just as disappointed
as|’m feeling.

“1 want you,” Cade says, like he needs me to know. Warmth settles in my gut. “But |
don’'t want to do anything too fast. You just admitted you don’'t want to be just a
hookup and | agree, | want that too. So let’s enjoy our kiss and continue on with our
night of getting to know each other.”

Jesus fucking Christ. Could this man be any more perfect? | want to fuck him raw,
which in itself is a surprise because it usually takes far more time for me to get those
types of wild feelings. But | also want an emotional connection with him. He's
slowing things down, he wants to get to know me. He wants more than sex.

| find myself unable to keep my smile at bay as | stand up and get myself into my
own chair across from Cade. He drinks the rest of the wine which should not be as
attractive asit is.

“Onelast drink,” | say, “that means one last question. Make it count.”
Cade sits in his own chair, crossing a leg over the other. He tilts his head to the side
and strokes his beard for a moment before finally shrugging. “Did you enjoy the

kiss?’

“Yes,” | say softly, doing my best to swallow my nerves. “And I'd like to do it again.
If that’s okay with you.”



“I"d like that. Ask me again in the morning and you can have as many asyou'd like.”

“I"ll hold you to that.”

Cade grins. “I hope you do.”
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Chapter Five
Cade

This morning and every morning on the train since our afternoon of day drinking,
Spencer has bravely asked for a kiss good morning. And every morning, | was more
than happy to giveit to him.

The kisses are barely there, just the most chaste press of lips against lips, yet they feel
sweeter than any other kiss I’ve given in the past. There's something about Spencer
that makes these kisses special. | wish | could put my finger on it but whenever I'm
around him, my mind feels like it's swimming in a pool of happy chemicals. It’s hard
to think when I’'m around him, but | find that | don’t mind.

We've found ourselves in a domestic routine while on the train. We wake up
together, share a good morning kiss, and then have breakfast in our room. After
eating, we head to the observation deck where we watch the wilderness pass by
through the window while snuggled close. Sometimes we talk about random things
but other times we're more than content just to be in each other’s presence, doing our
own things. | often read the book I’ve brought and Spencer will write or draw in his
journal.

It's nice. It's nice in a way | wasn't expecting. In the past, relationships have been
physical companionship. This is the first time something with another person feels

like it has the potential to be serious.

Not that I'm asking Spencer to mate with me right here and now, only that the



potential is there and | would be a fool to ignore that. The only problem is what
happens when this vacation is said and done?

Spencer packs up his things, his body practically vibrating with excitement. “As
much as I’ve loved this train, I’'m so excited to get off of it. It was starting to feel a
tad bit claustrophobic.”

“You'll be outside stretching your legsin no time.”

| toss my shit into my bag, closing the zipper. | put my beanie back onto my bald
head, wanting to keep it warm once we step outside the train.

“Which hotel is your reservation for?’

“The Peterson. You?’

“The same,” Spencer says with an excited grin. Gods, he's so pretty. “It’ll be nice to
have afamiliar face around. | have no idea what to expect when we get there.”

“We'll stick together,” | tell him before pausing. “Well, we can stick together as
much asyou'd like. | don’t want to intrude or anything.”

“You wouldn’'t be,” Spencer saysright away.

He must notice my hesitation because he finishes packing his things before stepping
over to me. With a determined look, he moves to stand between my thighs.
Tentatively, so he can pull away if he wantsto, | place my hands on his hips.

The air between us grows heated and by the look in Spencer’s eyes, | can tell he's
feeling it as well. There is definitely something here between us, a tether pulling
tighter and tighter. It feels inescapable yet | have no desire to pull against it. If



anything, | want to lean into it. | want to see where this goes. | want to see if Spencer
and | can make something real from this undeniable pull.

I’'m delightfully surprised when Spencer leans down. This is the first time he's
initiated a kiss between the two of us without alcohol clouding our minds. My chest
warms and my stomach flutters with emotion.

This kissis just like the others we' ve shared yet somehow better because Spencer is
taking what he wants. He kisses me like he's on a mission, like he wants to crawl
inside my chest and make a home there. We've only known each other a few days,
but somehow, | aready feel like | know him yet want to spend every one of my
breaths getting to know him better.

All these feelings are overwhelming and confusing, so | push them away in order to
enjoy this soft, gentle kiss. | want to stay in the moment instead of thinking about
what ifs and the future.

“Thank you,” | whisper when Spencer pulls back. He pushes his messy hair out of his
eyes, his cheeks beautifully rosy. “ That was just what | needed.”

Spencer gives me a soft smile before he clears his throat. “I’m glad that there was a
mix up, Cade.”

When he says stuff like this with those giant doe eyes, | feel myself melting. How am
| supposed to keep my feelings in check when he's doing stuff like this? | squeeze his
hip. “I'm glad for it too.” Matthew knocks on our door, letting us know the station is
just ahead. We grab our things, double checking every cranny to make sure we're not
forgetting anything before heading out towards the doors. It's a whirlwind of
shuffling and walking and waiting. Once outside, | breathe in the fresh air, my chest
feeling light.



“Share ataxi?’ Spencer nods.

We find one easily enough and head to our hotel, making easy small talk as we go.
Being in this little space together, | can’t help but subtly breathe in Spencer’s scent. |
don’t think I’ll ever get used to just how much | likeit. | wish | could roll around in
it, or maybe bottleit up so | can keep it close and smell it whenever | want.

The hotel is far nicer than I’'m used to. The lobby we enter has giant cellings with the
most intricate chandeliers hanging down, sparkling like diamonds.

| whistle softly. “Thisisway nicer than | thought it would be.”

“lI know,” Spencer whispers back, looking down at our clothes. “I fedl incredibly
underdressed. | fedl like this is the type of place we'd run into a celebrity or
something.”

“Wouldn’'t that be something?’

The person working at the counter greets us with a smile. “Welcome, gentlemen.”
“Hi,” | say, pulling out my paper. “We're hereto check in.”

Spencer takes his paper out as well, diding it across the desk. The guy quickly starts
typing at his computer. “Ah yes, here we are.” He looks at both papers before giving
them back, handing us each a keycard.

“The two of you will be on the third floor, room 345. If you need anything, please
don’t hesitate to call the front office. We offer free wake up calls, a pool room, the

gym, a sauna, and of course, free breakfast and coffee every morning. You'll also
find amenu of the alacart items we offer up in your room.”



“Sorry, the two of us? We're in the same room?”’

The receptionist |ooks at the computer again before nodding. “Yes. A king suite.”

| give Spencer alook, waiting to seeif he'll ask for anew room as | take the key card
from the counter. Eventually, Spencer just nods. “ Thank you so much.”

“Enjoy your stay.”

With my bag rolling behind me, | start walking towards the elevator. Spencer’s
cheeks are bright red as he follows me. Once inside the elevator, | press the giant
three and the doors close.

“1 didn’t really think about the fact that they’d probably double booked us here too,”
Spencer says, breaking the silence. “Is that going to be okay? Should we ask if they
have another room available? | feel really awkward all of a sudden, Cade. I’m sorry
you' re stuck with me again.”

“Hey,” | say softly, turning towards him. | drop the handle of my bag so | can reach
up and touch his cheek. “You're okay. Don’'t be sorry for something that’s not your
fault.”

Spencer looks down at me, his giant brown eyes wide.

“1 don’t mind that we' ve been double booked again,” | tell him. “Are you okay with
it? | could very well go down and talk to the front desk about everything if you

want.

“No,” Spencer saysright away. “No, I'm okay. If you're okay.”

“I’m okay too.”



“Okay. Cool. Awesome. Okay.”

He's so fucking adorable that | don’t stop my impulse to pull him down and give him
aquick kiss. We pull back and the doors to the elevator open, smiles stretching across
our faces.

Our room is easy to find and as we step in, my breath is stolen.

“Jesus Christ,” Spencer breathes out, looking around.

Instead of a simple room, we're apparently staying in a full suite. There’'s a door to
the bathroom to the left which has two sinks, a toilet, a giant claw foot tub and a
shower. Deeper inside is a living room area with a full kitchenette including a little
dining table, a couch, and a TV. Past that is a little half wall that separates the bed
from everything else. The bed isaking.

Why has it only just occurred to me that there’ s only one bed?

| turn towards Spencer, watching his reaction. He's staring at the bed, biting his
bottom lip. | wish | could bite that full bottom lip instead.

“1 can aways sleep on the couch,” | offer, but Spencer is quickly shaking his head.
“No, that’ s not necessary. It’s aking, so there’s plenty of room for the both of us.”
“Only if you're sure.”

“I'm sure,” he says softly, giving me a shy smile and looking at me through his

lashes. Fuck, he really shouldn’'t be looking at me like that. It's getting harder and
harder not to toss him onto the bed and have my way with him.



Even now, just standing side by side | can’'t stop thinking about stripping him out of
his clothes and running my tongue along every inch of his body. | want to leave him
covered in my cum so that he smells like me. | want--

Fuck, | want so much. But now is not the time for all these thoughts. The last thing |
want is for my scent to turn al musky with lust to the point of making Spencer
uncomfortable.

“Then it's settled,” | say, tossing my bag in the corner. Then | jump onto the bed,
sprawling out. Spencer giggles in response, the sound warming me to my core.

“1 was expecting atiny room, not all of this. There’s so much space for activities.”
“Activities? Like what?’

| watch as Spencer’s cheeks brighten with a blush. Oh, it’s nice to know I’m not the
only one who has his mind in the gutter. I’ll never get used to the sight of his blush,
it's so lovely. “Like checkers. Or Just Dance. Or yoga? | don’'t know, Cade,” he

finaly says with a chuckle.

“What should we do first? Did you have a plan for anything you wanted to do now
that we're here?’

“Not really? There's this one place | wanted to check out. You know that super tall
building? | forget the name of it. But apparently you can have dinner way up there

and I'd loveto try that.”

| nod my head, turning on my side and propping my head up on my hand. “Y eah,
Skynet, right?’

“That’sthe one! I’d love to go there if they have space.”



“I’ll call them this afternoon. Anything else?’

Spencer shakes his head. “Not really. The rest of the time | just planned on
wandering. | have afondness for just wandering and watching people.”

“1 can see that. Y ou' re adorable when you get al introspective.”

Spencer’ s eyes dart up to meet mine. “Y ou think I’'m adorable?’

“Obvioudly.”

He sputters. “ Y ou say that so easily!”

| raise my brow, asmirk playing at my lips. “Obviously.”

“Stop it,” he says, pointing at me. “ Stop being all confident and sexy. It's scrambling
my brain, Cade!”

| tilt my head dlightly. His words are an accusation but they’ re also a confession in a
way. My heart picks up speed. “Y ou think I"'m sexy?’

Spencer’s mouth opens and closes a few times before he makes a frustrated noise.
“Obviously,” he says, mirroring my words back to me, complete with alittle eye roll.
Gods, he's so fucking cute.

| want him more than I’ ve ever wanted another person. My entire body craves him.
All the blood is quickly leaving my head, diving down into my cock. It's a rush,
feeling this overwhelming urge to have Spencer. | won't do anything until Spencer
gives me the go ahead, which means all of this lust is sSsmmering under my skin, the
anticipation making this even better. Holding myself back will only make the act of
finally having him so much sweseter.



“That’ s good to know. My ego needed the pat, thank you.”

“Whatever,” he murmurs, shaking his head at me. He doesn’'t look upset, instead, he's
giving me a soft smile. “What should we do today? Should we find somewhere to
have lunch? Check out the pool? Maybe take a nap?’

“A grown up nap or anap nap?’

“What’s agrown up nap?’

“You know, when two adults sneak away to take a naked nap together,” | explain,
wiggling my brows at him.

Spencer’ s face pinkens again. “1 meant a normal, fully clothed nap,” he sputters out,
covering his face with his hands. “I said stop that!”

“Sorry,” | say with achuckle. “I'll try to behave myself.”

“Y ou better!”

“I votewe go for awalk,” | finally say instead of winding him up even further.

Spencer finally drops his bag on the floor before turning and walking away from the
little bedroom area. “Come on then. Let’s get out there before the sun starts to set!”

| get off the bed and follow behind Spencer, ready to spend the rest of the day with
him. I’'m man enough to admit I’'m growing quite fond of this man. | realy hope
there’sachance I’ll get to keep him once this vacation is over.
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Chapter Six
Spencer

We step outside and | take in a giant breath, letting the cool, fresh air wash over me.
It helps clear my head from the chaos bouncing around inside of me.

| cannot believe Cade and | have been double booked again. | really should have
thought of that before we got to the hotel but for some reason, all | could think about
was getting into my own room so | could finally masturbate and take the edge off
without worrying about Cade overhearing. So much for that plan.

To be honest, I’'m not mad that we' ve ended up in the same room once more. Getting
to know Cade has been wonderful. He's confident yet soft, dominant yet kind. He's
larger than lifeand I’ m just happy he' s letting me into his orbit.

Now that we'll be sharing a bed, | can’t help but let my thoughts drift. Are we going
to do more than sleep together during the next few days? Do | want to have sex with
Cade?

Okay, that’ s easy to answer. Fuck yes. But is that a good idea?

“The weather couldn’t be more beautiful,” Cade says beside me as we walk down the
street. “1 can wear a hoodie without sweating my ass off and the wind keeps me cool.

| lovethis.”

| tilt my head up towards the sky, smiling at the sunshine. “I agree. | love weather



like this. | thought it would be colder here since we're so close to the ocean, but it's
perfect.”

“What should we be looking for?’

| look across the street, then up at the signs ahead of us. Nothing really catches my
attention so | give Cade ashrug. “1 have no idea,” | admit with alaugh.

“I’ve got an idea,” Cade says before walking over to a couple walking in the opposite
direction of us. He stops them. “Hey, I’m so sorry to bother you but we' re new to the
area and we're looking for some of the best spots. You know, the kind that locals
know about but newcomers and travelers would totally overlook?’

They look at each other before looking back at us. “Y ou have to try out Periwinkle's
Penne. It' sthistiny Italian restaurant.”

“That sounds amazing.”

“There’'s also Chocolate Meltdown. It's the most adorable cafe you'll ever see. It's
really not far from herel”

We thank them for their time and head down the road they’ ve pointed out for us. |
startle when the back of my hand touches Cade’'s. He looks over at me, ready to give
a soft apology but | reach over and grab his hand before he can.

My stomach is a flutter of butterflies. We are holding hands, | repeat, Cade and | are
holding hands! It's such a small, ssmple thing, yet my entire body is sparking with
excited shivers.

We hold hands the entire walk to Chocolate Meltdown. The outside has the tiniest
sign. It's no wonder this isn’t a tourist spot, | would have never guessed this was a



cafe without those people telling us!

Stepping inside, | look around and can’t help but smile. It’s obvious that most things
here are chocolate themed. The tables and chairs are all a deep chocolate color, the
walls are covered with different chocolate paintings, and there’ s a display of flavored

chocolates by the counter.

We walk up to the counter, looking up at the board filled with different drinks,
flavors, and specials.

“Oh wow,” | breathe out, “there’s so much to pick from.”

“1 think I’m going to get a peppermint mocha and a chocolate donut with sprinkles,
Or maybe I'll get something bigger since it’s lunch time? No, I'll stick to the donut.
WEe're on vacation after all.”

| hum as| listen to Cade.

“| want adonut too,” | decide.

The worker comes over to us after she's finished wiping down the counter.
“Welcome in! What can we make for you today?’

Cade orders and then looks at me. “I'll try the caramel chocolate donut with a vanilla
iced latte please.”

“Perfect,” she says, taking Cade’ s debit card from him.

“Thank you, Cade.”

He looks at me and smiles. “Y ou' re welcome, handsome.”



| smack his arm in response, doing my best not to bury my face under the collar of
my shirt. Damn him and his smooth lines. Why the fuck do | keep falling for them,
hook, line, and sinker?

Cade puts a hand on my lower back as we walk away from the counter, finding a
table to sit at. My entire body warms, the pit of my stomach fluttering delightfully. |
like it when he touches me so casually.

I’ll be the first to admit that I've never felt this way before, especially not with
someone I’ve only just met. There's something special about Cade, something that’'s
pulling me in by my lapels and not letting go. These feelings are overwhelming in the
most wonderful way. | feel like I’'m a fresh kitten getting his first crush. There's
butterflies in my belly, warmth in my cheeks, and lightning bolts of pleasure that
continue to roll down my spine every time I’'m in his presence. | somehow both love
it and hate it at the same time.

Cade adjusts his beanie as he sits down across from me. “So,” he says, tapping his
fingers against the table. “What is the scariest thing you’' ve ever done?’

A strangled noise leaves my throat. “What?”’

“What's the scariest thing you' ve ever done?’ Cade repeats the question, looking at
me expectantly.

“Okay, so that’s really what you asked. What a cute little icebreaker,” | say, raising
my brow at him.

“lcebreaker? | think we're past that, don’'t you think?”’

| let out a long sigh, pretending to be annoyed but in reality, I'm thrilled beyond
words. What an interesting question. | think about it for a moment before smiling.



“Honestly? Probably going on a vacation all alone. | know | hide it really well, but
I’m abit on the anxious side,” | say, letting out a self deprecating chuckle.

“1 never would have guessed that. You hideit so well, Spencer.”

“Shut up,” | say, reaching across the table and flicking Cade’'s hand. He latches on to
my hand, holding onto it. A shiver runs through me as his thumb skims across the
sensitive part of the inside of my wrist.

He' s so soft with me.

“I'm proud of you,” he says softly. “You did something scary. I’'m so happy you
decided to come on this vacation. If you hadn’t done the scary thing, we wouldn’t
have met.”

| inch my wrist forward, very obviously rubbing our wrists together. It's something
shifters do in order to purposely rub each other’s scents onto each other. I’'m scent
marking him. My stomach swoops as | do it and Cade watches with wide eyes before
turning his eyes back to me and smiling softly.

“I’'m really glad we met, Cade.”

The baristawalks over to our table, dropping off our drinks and donuts.

“Thank you,” Cade says, giving my hand another squeeze before pulling away so he
can take adrink of his mocha.

Picking up my drink and bringing it to my mouth, | subtly sniff my wrist. Everything
inside of me lights up at the smell of our scents mixed together pressed into my skin.
It's perfect and wonderful and everything I’ d want from a mate.



Wait. Fuck. Mate?

| take such adeep sip that | end up choking, cursing myself for thinking about mating
someone I’ve only known a few days. But now that the word has been brought up
within the safety of my mind, | can’t stop thinking about it.

Cade would ook so wonderful with my bite marking him as mine.

“What are you thinking about right now?’

My eyes snap up to meet Cade's, my cheeks flushing with embarrassment.
“Nothing,” | tell him right away.

“You're lying,” he says with a smirk. “You're thinking about something and I'd
readly like to hear what it is because you've got a really dreamy look to your eyes.
And now you're blushing. It must have been areally good thought.”

| clear my throat. “Umm, it wasjust. | was just thinking. Shit,” | finally say, covering
my face with my hands, thankful that they’ re cold from my iced latte, helping to cool
my face.

Cade's chuckle makes molten lava lust pool heavy in my gut. Gods, | want to hear
him chuckle like that again when we're back in our room, just the two of us locked
away from the world.

| want him. In the carnal sense.
Not only that, but | can admit that | have real, genuine feelings for him. Sure, the

feelings are coming on hot and fast, but | don't care. They're just as rea if we'd
known each other for years instead of days.



Cade looks at me with a raised brow, waiting. | bite my bottom lip before blurting
out, “I was thinking about how pretty you'd look covered in love bites.” Close
enough to the truth.

A dly smile stretches across Cade' s face. “Oh my gods, Spencer.” He leans across the
table, talking soft enough that only | can hear him, his voice deep and husky.
“Hearing you say that just made me so hard my head grew light.”

“Really?

“Yeah,” he says, sitting back in his seat, looking relaxed and at ease. The fact that
he' s apparently hard but acting like nothing out of the ordinary leaves me breathless.
Fuck, | want him and I'm tired of holding myself back.

Cade' s been open with me about his past, about his life, and about his interest in me.
I’ve been terrified of embarrassing myself, of putting myself out there and having
him rgject me or making things awkward. | don't want to live in fear any longer. |
want to let myself have Cade and take everything he' s been gently offering me.

A thrill goes through me as my decision to fully pursue Cade settles within me. We
finish our donuts and coffees, asking each other random questions and exchanging
light touches. Someone once told me foreplay started outside the bedroom and | never
really understood until now. There's a hum at the back of my head, a ssmmering of
lust just under my skin, burning brighter and brighter from everything Cade is doing.
His teasing looks, gentle touches, and sy smiles.

Instead of going back to our hotel, we decide to keep walking around, exploring the
area. We pass an adorable outdoor trinket shop and | pull Cade along, forcing him to
stop and look at everything with me. There' s little keychains and buttons and stickers.
Some of them relate to the area we' re at, but others are random.



Cade and | each pick up a keychain. His is the most adorable cartoon manatee I’'ve
ever seen while the one | find is a cat sleeping in the shape of a heart. We buy our
respective keychains and hand them to each other, an unspoken agreement that we
were buying them for each other.

“Thank you,” | say, putting the keychain into my pocket right away. “1 loveit.” Then
| look down at him. “Is this because you’ re a manatee?’

Cade pauses. “Isthat afat joke?’

“What? Oh my gods, no ! | wouldn't joke about that. Plus, | like your body just asit

IS.

Cade puts his hands on my shoulders, pulling me from my ramblings. “I'm just
fucking with you, Spencer. Yes, I'm a manatee shifter.”

“Okay,” | say, my shoulders faling away from my ears. “Sorry. | just wouldn’t want
you to think I'd say something mean to you. Especially because | like you. Likein a
romantic way. But also in a sexy way. You're very sexy. The most sexy. Fuck, I've
said the word sexy too many timesin arow and now things are awkward.”

The hands on my shoulders squeeze. “You're perfect,” he breathes out before getting
onto his tiptoes and kissing my lips.

Everything around us fades away until the only thing inside my mind is the two of us
and the feeling of Cade kissing me. | wrap my hands around his back, tugging him
until our bodies are pressed together.

Cadeisaridiculously good kisser and I’ m swept away.

When Cade breaks the kiss in order to breathe, he doesn’'t go far. He runs the tip of



his nose against mine, his beard tickling my face. “I mean that, Spencer. Keep being
yourself because you're perfect. I'm so fucking glad those asshole YouTubers
scammed us into taking this vacation together.”

| smile so wide my cheeks begin to hurt. “Metoo, Cade. Me too.”



Page 8

Source Creation Date: August 4, 2025, 5:17 pm

Chapter Seven
Cade

Last night was everything. We' d learned we would be sharing a hotel room, spent the
night walking around the area, before coming back to our hotel for the night all the
while holding hands and sharing soft, chaste kisses.

Everything with Spencer feels so naive and soft, but not in a bad way. It's different
than how | usually approach relationships but because it's different, this thing with
him feels specia . I've never felt this way about someone before. It's terrifyingly
wonderful.

It takes me far longer than it should to realize I’'m no longer on my side of the bed.
When | went to sleep last night, | made sure to leave plenty of room for Spencer but
this morning, I’'m in the middle of the bed with him pressed tightly against my back.

And something long and hard is currently pressed against my lower back.

My brain goes from sleepy and just waking up to wide awake in a matter of seconds.
I’m not sure how | should react. Do | playfully tease him? Do | wake him up? Do |
slide out of bed before Spencer even realizes what’s going on?

Before | can do anything, Spencer is taking the decision from me. He lets out a
broken noise, his hips moving to slide his erection against my ass. His arm is loosely
wrapped around my middle but as he slowly wakes up, his hold on me tightens.



My own morning wood throbs within my boxers and now that Spencer’s cock is
nudging against my ass, | feel myself beginning to dlick. | clench around nothing,
biting my bottom lip before | groan with frustration.

Thisis not what | was expecting this morning but if Spencer isinto it, then I’'m more
than happy to see where thiswill go.

“Morning?’

Spencer’s hips press against me harder, his cock nudging between my cheeks fully
now. He's so close to where | want him but our boxers are in the way. Just when I'm
about to turn around and kiss Spencer, his body tenses.

Ah, it seems someone was dry humping mein his sleep. Shit, why isthat so hot?

“Y ou okay?’

“Shit, I’'m so sorry. | didn’t realize--"

| grab his hand that’s against my chest. “It's okay,” | say right away, bringing his
palm to my face and kissing the middle of it. “You felt so good against me. Keep
going.”

There's a long pause where | wonder if 1've accidentally pushed Spencer but just
before | can say more, to tell him he only needs to do what he's comfortable with, his
body relaxes. His chest presses more firmly against my back, his cock fully wedging
between my cheeks and pressing against my wet hole through our boxers. A surprised
moan leaves my lips. Gods, that feels so good but it could be so much better if we get
naked.

“Cade.”



“Yeah,” | breathe out, squeezing his hand. “I’m here. What do you want, Spencer?’

“You,” he saysright away. The intensity of his answer makes sparks dance across my
skin. Have | ever felt so desired before? “ Just you. Whatever you want.”

| need him. | need to see his face. | flip over despite how much | want his cock
against my ass, knowing his lips against mine will be even better than dry humping
like teenagers.

“Spencer,” | whisper before putting my hand on Spencer’s face and guiding his
mouth to mine. I’'m lost in Spencer, overwhelmed by the feel of him, the taste of him,
the smell of him. Last night | told him he was perfect and today is no different. We
slot together just right.

Hefeelslike mine.

My head swims as the thought solidifies inside my heart. The things | fedl are so
deep, so strong. | want to do everything in my power to make Spencer my mate. |

want to woo him and fuck him and mark him and learn how to properly love him.

| shouldn’t be feeling these things so soon but | don’t care. | know what | want and |
don’t plan on shying away from these feelings just because they’ re scary.

“Fuck, Spencer.” Spencer licks hislips. “Isthat what you want? To fuck?’

| can't help but smile. “Yeah,” | whisper, stealing another kiss. “But only if that's
what you want too. We go at your pace, Spencer.”

“1 want to be inside you more than I’ ve ever wanted anything ever. Please? Can | 7’

Instead of answering, | shimmy out of my boxers, tossing them onto the floor.



Spencer’s hands are on my chest, pulling my shirt up. “This too. Please. Need to see
all of you.”

| chuckle at his enthusiasm. | like seeing him like this, taking what he wants without
worrying about being embarrassed. He's beautiful like this, lost in hislust.

Once I'm naked and on my back, Spencer hovers over me, his eyes devouring me.
His eyes are like a physical caress against my skin, making me shiver. | tug at the
front of his shirt.

“You too, Spencer. Let me see you, sweetheart.”

There's that beautiful blush | find myself falling for. Spencer sits back on his heels,
his thighs spread. | can see the way he's hard, the front of his boxers tenting in a way
that has my mouth watering. | want my mouth on him, | want to taste him. Fuck, |
can't wait to feel him inside me.

Once Spencer is out of his clothes, | can’t help but stare. His body is thin yet strong,
his skin the prettiest pale color. His cock isthin and long, just like the rest of him.

“I think | might be dreaming,” | murmur, looking him up and down. “Because there's
no way such a beautiful angel isin my bed right now.”

Spencer slaps my hip, the sting only adding to my arousal. He rolls his eyes at me and
affection blooms in my chest, bright and light. “Stop it. Y ou don’t have to sweet talk
me, I’'m aready here.”

“I"ll never stop sweet talking you, Spencer. Y ou deserve to be wooed and praised. |
want you to know just how much | want you until it's impossible for you to doubt.
Thisisn't just aquick fuck, it'sthe start of something.”



Spencer blinks a few times before a shy smile brightens his face. “Okay,” he says,
leaning down on his arms and pressing me against the sheets. “I’ll allow the sweet
talking, because it'syou and | know you mean it.”

My arms wrap about his back, my nails diding down his spine. Spencer raises up,
chasing the touch not unlike a giant cat. The smell of our combined lust fills the
room, making my mouth water. I’'m dlick, aching to befilled and | can tell I’'m not the
only one.

One of my hands goes to the back of Spencer’s neck, tugging him down into a kiss,
As my tongue passes his lips to press against his tongue, my other hand moves lower,
caressing his ass. The sound that Spencer makes against my lips sets a fire burning
inside me.

The hand on his ass moves to his crack, skimming a finger against his wet hole. He
gasps and | can’'t help but smile.

“Please,” he begs against my lips.

“Anything you want,” | tell him, pressing my middle finger inside. Holy shit, he’'s so
wet and hot. | pull out, rubbing the pad of my finger over his hole before pushing
back in once more. | do that over and over until Spencer is practically vibrating above
me, sweat dripping down his spine. As much as I'd like to sit here and tease him, |
think that can wait for another day. Today, we both need .

| swing my leg around Spencer’s hip, pulling him down. “Get inside me, Spencer.
Come on, sweetheart. Take your pleasure from my body.”

Normally, I’d expect Spencer to argue or at least ask if I’m sure, but he's so far gone
in hislust, he moves without thinking. | love it. His desperation is addictive.



“Cade,” Spencer breathes out, his body tensing as he pushes the tip into my ass. | do
my best to steady myself, relaxing my body so the intrusion isn’t too much for me.
He pushes slowly but surely, stretching me open, hitting all the best spots within me
as he goes. “Fuck!”

“So good,” | tell him, tossing my head back against the pillows. “So good, Spencer.
Keep going.”

As his hips connect with my ass, impaling me fully, our mouths find each other once
more. Having Spencer inside of me feels more right than words can describe. We are
exactly where we' re supposed to be, with the person we' re supposed to be with.

I’m not sure if | believe in destiny or true mates or soulmates or any of that, but
feeling Spencer inside of me, rearranges al of my beliefs. Those things might be true
if it means that’s why we're here, right now, like this.

Spencer pulls away just enough for us to breathe each other’s air. His hips pull back
before dliding back inside. He's so fucking long, he feels so fucking good moving
inside me.

“Harder,” | tell him, nodding my head. “Please, Spencer. Harder. Come on, I'm a big
boy, I’m not gonna break.”

“Yeah, okay,” he says, finally letting go. He chases his pleasure, using my body to
get himself off. He fucks into me with long, hard strokes, the sound of our bodies
slapping together filling the room.

My nails dig into his back, holding him tight, wishing there was a way we could
somehow get even closer. There will be long, red marks down Spencer’ s spine by the
time we're done but | don’t care. The opposite actually, | hope they stay on his skin
for awhile. | want him to be marked, | want him to be mine.



Spencer closes his eyes, burying his face against the side of my throat. He murmurs
against my skin, whimpering softly as he pistons his hips forward, fucking into me
quicker and quicker. Gods, he's beautiful like this, chasing his pleasure with
abandonment.

“Keep going. Please, Spencer. Come inside me. Mark my insides with your cum.”

| get a drawn out whine in response. Our movements are animalistic, nothing more
than instincts taking over, yet at the same time, despite fucking roughly, there’s still
an underlining of softness.

“Fuck, Cade,” Spencer gasps out, “I’m gonna come. I’'m gonna come. I’m so close.”
“Let go. Go on, sweetheart. |’ ve got you.”

Spencer groans as his hips still, his cock throbbing inside me as he comes. He bites
down against my shoulder, not enough to break skin but even so, | feel my body
break out in goosebumps. So close to the real thing that | can practically taste it. |

hope the bite bruises so it’ll last longer.

“Wow,” Spencer breathes out, pulling away so he can look down at me. “That was
intense.”

| raise my hand to hisface, cupping his cheek. “Yeah, it was. Y ou were magnificent.”

“Redlly?’

“Yes,” | breathe out. “Y ou were stunning, chasing your pleasure like that and feeling
you come inside me was hot as fuck.”

Spencer blushes before kissing me, shoving his tongue into my mouth. | moan, long



and hard, shoving my hips up into the hair, brushing my cock against Spencer’s
stomach.

“Fuck,” he says, pulling back and looking between us. “You didn’'t come. Let me
just,” he starts to say, crawling down my body. | quickly stop him, pulling him back
up. “Don’'t you want?’

| smirk before flipping the two of us over. Spencer goes willingly, giggling as | shove
him onto his stomach on the bed. | straddle his ass, letting my cock slide between the
globes of his ass. Jesus, he's so fucking wet, so much so | can smell it inthe air.

“Isthis okay?’

“Fuck yes. Please, Cade.”

Despite the fact that Spencer just came, the result of that still dripping down the back
of my thighs, he seems ready to go again. One of the perks of being anh omegais our
refractory time. Instead of needing to wait for a knot to go down, we can just keep
going and going and going.

| run my fingers down Spencer’s spine, my hips sliding through his wet crack. |
watch as goosebumps rise up on his skin. He raises his hips, whining wordlessly for
me to get inside him. Instead, | continue to tease him until he finally breaks.

“Jesus, Cade. Get the fuck inside me before | lose my mind!”

| chuckle as | finally point the tip of my cock against his hole. | push inside, watching
as his pretty pink hole swallows the tip of my dick. | stay right there, stroking the

bottom half of my cock while the tip iswarmed by his slick ass.

“Oh my gods,” Spencer gasps out. “More. Please, Cade.”



“Just the tip,” | tell him with alaugh. “Do you really need more than the tip?”

“Give me the entire thing before | flip us over and ride you until you see stars!”

Oh, | love seeing this side of Spencer. Part of me is tempted to continue the teasing
just to see more of this side of him. Lucky for Spencer, I'm so fucking desperate that
| don’t have time to tease a second longer.

In one long thrust, | push my entire cock into Spencer’ s body.

We fit together so perfectly it steals my breath and by the little whimpering coming
from below me, | think it's safe to assume that Spencer feels the same way. | start
slowly, fucking into him softly, stretching this out as much as| can handle.

“Feels so good,” Spencer says, burying his face against my pillow, breathing in my
scent. “So good, Cade. Please. Make me come. I'm so close. Just a little faster.
Fuck!”

| pull Spencer’s hips up off the bed, reaching beneath him so | can get my hand on his
cock. | stroke him quickly while fucking him with that slow, sensual pace. It doesn’t
take long before his body is tensing below me, his ass a vise grip around my dick,
milking my orgasm right out of me without my permission.

| let out a broken noise as | come, painting Spencer’s insides, marking him in a way
that’ s both hot as hell, and intimate, something I’ ve never done with another person.

That’s when it hits me what we' ve just done. We were washed away by our lust and
instincts that we didn’t think about grabbing a condom. Fuck.

My heart races as | pull out, watching as my cum drips from Spencer’ s hole, covering
the back of his balls. Fuck that's hot, but it also makes me worried as fuck. We



should have talked about this before we did it, but it’s alittle late to try to put that cat
back into the bag.

| flop down onto the bed beside Spencer who quickly readjusts himself, tucking
himself against my chest. | wrap my arms around him, kissing the top of his head.

A soft rumbling begins to emanate between us. | look down in surprise, finding
Spencer hiding his face against my chest. It's like a soft growl except it’snot, and I'm
pretty sureit’s coming from Spencer’s chest.

“Sorry,” hewhispersshyly. “I can’t help it.”

“What isthat?’ That’s when it hits me. A grin stretches across my face and my chest
feelslike it might actually burst with affection. “ Are you purring ?’

“Yes! But | can't helpit! I'm sorry if it’sweird.”

| tighten my arms around Spencer. Just a moment ago, | was ready to start panicking,
wondering if al of this was too much, worried I’d gone too far only to have each and
every one of those worries melt away at the sensation of Spencer purring against me.

“It'snot weird,” | tell him right away, my voice soft. “It’s wonderful. It means you're
happy and safe, right?’

“Yeah. It means my inner cat is happy.” Spencer swallows before leaning on his
elbow in order to meet my eye. “ Y ou make me happy, Cade. Y ou make me feel safe.
Y ou make me feel,” hiswords cut off and he looks away, biting his bottom lip. “Y ou
make me feel alot of things.”

| caress his cheek. “You make me feel those things too, Spencer. I'm not someone
who's ever wanted a relationship but with you, | find myself wanting all those things



and more.”

Spencer’ s face softens as he leans fully against my hand. He's so adorable. “I’'m so
glad because if | was the only one feeling these things, I’d be really sad.”

“We wouldn’t want that,” | whisper, pulling him down into another soft kiss. It feels
so good to be on the same page about this. We're both in uncharted territory and
navigating this together.

We stay like that all morning, holding each other as our cum cools and leaves us
stuck together, the soft purring lulling us in this bubble of intimacy. | never want this
bubble to pop.
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Chapter Eight
Spencer

Nerves nip a my belly as | reach over and take Cade's hand. He gives me a squeeze
of encouragement as we walk into the building. This place is way nicer than I’'m used
to. Sure, | used to work in fine dining but that was work. | wasn’t actually dining in
high end places like that outside of work.

“You look incredible,” Cade says, murmuring into my ear. “l told you that already,
right?’

“You did,” | tell him with a shy smile. “But that doesn’t mean | mind hearing it
again.” | run a hand down the front of his dress shirt. “Y ou look wonderful as well. |
can’'t believe we somehow packed matching dress clothes.”

“Just another sign that the universe meant for us to be together,” he says with a wink
that |eaves me breathless not only with lust but also with affection.

We're both wearing black dress pants with button ups. Mine is black with dark purple
accents while hisis the opposite, purple with black stripes. We look amazing together
and my inner shifter thrills with the fact that Cade looks taken. We look like we
belong together.

Cade' swords play over and over inside my head, bouncing around like an overactive
ping pong ball. Is it possible that the universe pushed us together? That there’s some
sort of higher power pulling the string, helping me find the person destined to be



mine?

If that's true, | can see why the universe would bring me Cade. He's outgoing in a
way that brings me out of my shell. He's gentle and kind to everyone around him.
He's good with people, alowing me to fade into the background as he takes over the
conversation while also making me still feel like I'm part of the picture. We fit
together like two puzzle pieces.

We step into an elevator and press the button for the top floor. | turn towards Cade as
we start moving up. His beard is braided and | can’'t help but smile, remembering the
way | helped him braid it this morning, something so intimate yet so simple.

“Do you really believe that?’ | blurt out.

Cade stares at mein surprise, tilting his head. “Believe what?’

“That the universe pushed us together?’

“Yes,” he says right away, my stomach swooping at the certainty of his answer.
“Without a doubt. I’ve never felt anything like this before, Spencer. I’'m drawn to you
in a way that logical thought can’'t piece together. We've just met and yet, | can’t
Imagine just going back to life without you init.”

“Oh,” | breathe out.

“Too much?’

| shake my head, putting both of my hands on Cade' s face. Then | lean down and kiss

his lips. “That wasn't too much. It was perfect,” | say against his lips. | can feel the
way he's smiling.



“Perfect, just like you.”

| can feel my face heat but | don’t really mind. Cade seems to love my blush and that
helps me love it as well. He kisses my cheek before pulling away, just in time for the
elevator to come to a stop. A moment later, the doors open and we step out onto the
top floor.

| stare around the restaurant with wonder. The pictures online were incredible but It's
even more astonishing in person. Cade booked us for the perfect time, it’s less than
an hour from sunset and we' |l be getting the most stunning view of it from up here.
“Welcomein,” the hostess greets us. “Can | get a name please?’

Cade gives her the details and she takes us to our table. We sit down with our menus
and instead of opening it up and taking alook, | stare out the window. Looking down,

my stomach swoops. We are so far up that it’s dizzying.

“Wow,” Cade says, pulling my attention from the window. “I’m so glad you wanted
to come here. Thisis absolutely amazing, Spencer.”

“I’'m really happy we're experiencing it together. This is beautiful and | would have
enjoyed myself aone, but the fact that we're doing it together makes it even more
special.”

“1 know exactly what you mean. This vacation has completely changed my life.”

Cade reaches across the table, taking my hand. Emotions slam into me full force and |
feel tearswell up in my eyes. | blink them away as best as | can.

“Hey, what’s going on in that beautiful mind of yours?’



| shake my head, letting out awet laugh. “I’'m just really happy.”

Cade gives me a soft smile. | get control of my emotions just in time for the waiter to
come to our table. We both order a soda to drink and an appetizer to share, cheesy
artichoke dip with homemade toasted bread. Once we get our drinks, we order our
meals right away. Cade is getting salmon with roasted potatoes and brussel sprouts
while I’ ve decided on getting a spicy pasta and shrimp dish.

“Can | ask you something that might be a tad on the serious side?’

Cade's fingers continue to rub my palm, a soothing gesture for the both of us. His
eyes are soft but the lines of hisface are serious.

“Of course,” | say, ignoring the way my heart is speeding up inside my chest.

“Where do you see this going? Or rather, where do you hope this thing between usis
going?’

| swallow thickly, looking out the window at the stretching landscape below. If |
squint, | swear | can even see itty bitty people walking across the street but we're so
far up it's hard to tell.

“l don’'t want to say anything that’ll freak you out,” | say slowly. Cade squeezes my
hand, giving me the confidence to keep going. “Is it wrong if | said | want to mate
you?’

Cade shakes his head. “I don't think that's wrong at al. It's exactly what | was
hoping to hear.”

“Really?”



Cade smiles. “I find it really endearing that you aways do that.”

“Dowhat?’

“Ask ‘realy’ whenever | say something about you, like it’s hard for you to wrap your
head around the fact that | feel the same way about you that you feel for me.”

| narrow my eyes at him. “How dare you perceive me like this, Cade. What the fuck.”

We both chuckle softly, a genuine understanding passing between us. | feel like my
brain is melting with how happy | feel. Cade feels the same way about me. He cares
about me. He wants to mate with me despite the fact that we' ve only met a week ago.

Isit possible to fall in love so quickly?

“I"'m sorry,” he says before stopping. “Wait, I’m not sorry, not really. I'm perceptive
because | want to perceive you. | wanna know everything there is to know about you.
| want to spend mornings wrapped together in bed with you purring against my chest.
| want to learn how you take your coffee so | can always have a mug ready for you
before you have to go to work. | want domestic evenings and anniversary dinners and
little kittens or little calves running around underfoot. | want the whole nine yards
and | want it al with you.”

Isit suddenly hot in here? | pull at the front of my shirt, suddenly breathless.
Oh. My. Gods.
This time, the tears slowly fall down my cheeks. I’'m unable to keep them in check,

too overwhelmed by Cade's words. They're everything I’ ve wanted to hear, yet so
much better now that they’re real.



“1 feel the same way, Cade. | want all of that and more. Is that crazy? Are we being
foolish with how quickly thisisall happening?’

Cade shrugs. “Maybe a little but | don’t care. It's how | feel and I’'m too old to
pretend otherwise. Why hold ourselves back when we both feel the same way?’

The only reason we pull our hands away from each other is because our waiter is here
with our cheesy artichoke dip. The type of cheese this restaurant uses complements
the artichoke and spices just right and the toasted bread adds the perfect crunch. The
food is downright divine, made only better because we're sharing it with each other.

By the time our main courses arrive, the sun is setting. The sky is a shimmering mix
of purples and pinks and blues. It's the most stunning sight I’ ve ever seen.

Cade scoots his chair beside mine and pulls out his phone. We take a selfie together
with the setting sun behind us. | watch with warmth in my stomach as he immediately
changes the background of his phone to that picture.

I’ll be the first to admit that everything is happening quickly, but Cade is right. We
know what we feel, so why push those feelings away? Why pretend it’s not there and
real and genuine? Why not just embrace them?

We each take afew bites from the other’ s plate, wanting to experience everything our
dinner hasto offer. By thetime all of our food is eaten, the sky is dark and afew stars
are starting to twinkle overhead.

I’m not sure tonight could have been any more perfect.

“Can | interest the two of you in some dessert tonight?”

| put a hand on my stomach and look over at Cade. “I’m pretty full but | really want



sometiramisu,” | confess softly.

Cade looks up at our waiter with agrin. “One tiramisu with two spoons, please.”

“Great choice. We make it fresh every night so you'rein for atreat. Would you like a
cup of coffee to go with it?’

“That would be perfect,” Cade says with anod.

Once the waiter is gone, | whisper, “if we both have a cup of coffee this late, we'll be
up al night.”

Cade smirks. “ Tiramisu isn’t the only thing | plan on having for dessert.”

All of the blood in my body rushes in opposite directions, half of it going to my
cheeks and the rest going to my cock. Cade’s warm chuckle only serves to ramp my
arousal even higher. | hate how effortlessly sexy this man is, but at the same time, |
love it so much.

“If that’ s something you' re interested in, of course.”
| narrow my eyes at him. “Of course I’'m interested. If you hadn’t mentioned it |
would have. Except | would have waited until we were in a place where people

wouldn’t be able to see my tented pants!”

“Gods, you're adorable,” Cade says with a grin. “And for some reason that | cannot
comprehend, you're all mine.”

My stomach swoops violently at the soft confession. “It's true,” | tell him. “I'm
yours.”
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Chapter Nine
Cade

In the blink of an eye, our vacation is coming to aclose. | haul my backpack onto my
back before carrying my rolling bag and Spencer’s bag as well onto the train. We
make our way towards the back where our private cabin is located.

This feels so hittersweet. On the one hand, I’m excited to be on our way back home
and see what life will be like now that | have Spencer by my side. On the other hand,
| don’t want the excitement of our vacation to end.

“1 think | need to lie down,” Spencer murmurs, following behind me.

For the last few days, Spencer has been looking a little green around the whiskers. At
first, we thought maybe he'd eaten something that’s given him food poisoning but
I’ ve eaten everything he has and I’ ve been feeling fine. Better than fine actually.

He's either caught a bug or something elseis going on. All | know for sure is that my
instincts are going wild, begging me to take care of Spencer as best as| can. Which is
why I’'m carrying all our bags so Spencer can walk through the train without an ounce
of strain.

“Welcome back,” Matthew greets us with awide smile. “Y ou're in the same personal
cabin on the way back.”

“Thank you, Matthew.”



| usher Spencer into the cabin, helping him sit on the bed. | toss our bags down before
working his shoes off and helping him out of his jacket.

“Comfortable? Do you need an extra blanket or something?’

“I’m perfect. Thank you, Cade.”

| lean down and kiss his forehead to give him some comfort but to also check his
temperature. He' s not warm so that rules out afever.

“I’m just gonna ask Matthew something and then I’ll be right back, okay?’

Spencer hums, letting me know he heard me. He closes his eyes, cuddling with his
pillow. He looks so soft like this. If he wasn't sick, I’d say he looks adorable. I'm
worried about him. Why does he feel so pukey and why can’'t | seem to fix it?

“Hey, Matthew?’

Matthew perks up, turning towards me. “Is there something | can do for you?”’

“Yeah. My partner is feeling sick. Is there anywhere | could get some crackers and
maybe some soup?’

Matthew’ s brows furrow and his lips tick up into a little smile. Shit. Has he noticed
the change in our relationship? | suppose it's obvious with the way I’'m doting on
Spencer.

“Absolutely. I'll bring an extra bucket as well, just in case.”

“Thank you. Y ou're the best.”



Matthew gives me a little nod before heading off towards the front of the train where
the kitchen is located. Warmth spreads through me as | think about referring to
Spencer as my partner. We've talked a lot lately about what's going to happen once
we're back home but the fact that | get to call him my partner leaves me breathless.
This is the start of something truly special and it’s wild to think it happened because
some asshole Y ouTuber messed up booking this giveaway.

| should stop referring to them as an asshole since everything worked out in my favor.
Ducking back into the cabin, | find Spencer curled up on his side. If his feet were
pointed alittle higher, he'd look like a cat curled up like a shrimp. The thought makes
me chuckle softly and Spencer looks up at me with confusion.

| shake my head. “Don’t worry about it, just thinking about how cute you are.”
Spencer pouts at me. “Really? Even when I'm all pukey?’

“Even s0,” | tell him softly, coming to sit beside him on the bed. | run my fingers
through his hair, massaging his scalp. “I’'m sorry you're not feeling well, sweetheart.
| wish | could take this away or do something to make you feel better.”

“You just being hereis helping. You smell so nice, Cade. It’ s soothing.”

“I'm glad,” | tell him, running my fingers down his spine, just the way | know he
likes. If the pattern continues, Spencer will lay here feeling miserable for another
hour or so before he starts to feel better. By the time darkness falls over our personal
cabin, he'll be feeling like himself again.

It's so strange. | don’t think I’ ve ever seen an illness quite like this before.

A light knock on the door lets me know that Matthew is back. | squeeze Spencer’'s



shoulder before going to the door.

“Here you go. | hope your partner feels better,” Matthew says softly, passing a tray
over.

“Thank you again.”

Matthew winks as he turns back towards his station. | close the door before looking
down at the tray. There's a sleeve of crackers, a bowl of brothy soup, a container of
ginger tea, and a box. There's also alittle note from Matthew: | wear scent blockers
but my nose told me maybe you needed these.

My eyes stop on the box, staring at it for along moment, my mind going completely
blank.

It’s apregnancy test.

| wrack my brain for everything | know about cat pregnancies and come up short.
Maybe they’re super short and that's why Spencer is aready feeling sick? Right,
yeah. | remember him mentioning his siblings were so close together they had to pass
them off as Irish Twins! It's not a wild assumption to make. We' ve fucked once and
cum was put into places that would certainly make a baby possible. It would explain
why Spencer isn't actually sick all day or why he doesn't have a fever. It would
explain why | feel fine.

|'s Spencer pregnant?

How do | even feel about that? Am | happy? Upset? Scared out of my mind?

| continue to stare at the box like maybe it holds all the answers. When it doesn'’t, | let
out along breath. Thisis all happening so fast but that doesn’t mean it’s a bad thing.



“Cade?’

Spencer’s voice startles me out of my frozen state. | turn around slowly, giving him
my best smile. “Sorry, | was lost in thought.”

“That's okay. Are you alright? Is something wrong?’

“Nothing’s wrong,” | say right away. Carefully setting the tray down, | kneel before
Spencer, reaching up and caressing his cheek. He smiles at me and the sight would
bring me to my knees if | wasn't already here. “I just want to tell you something real
quick.”

“Okay,” Spencer says slowly. “I’'m listening and not going anywhere.”

“Like you could run away right now anyway,” | say with a chuckle.

“Evenif | could, there’ s no place I’d rather be.”

| lean forward and kiss the tip of hisnose. “| care about you so much, Spencer.”

Spencer’ s face softens. “1 care about you too.”

“1 want to be with you. When we get back home, I'll move in with you or you can
move in with me, | don’t really care. All | care about is that you know you're it for

me.

“Really?

| grin at the familiar response. “Yes, really.”

Spencer’s eyes begin to water and a moment later, tears are falling down his cheeks.



Despite the tears, he' s grinning from ear to ear. “Okay.”

| kiss him again. And then again. And then once more just because | can.

That felt easy. Now it’'s time for the hard part. Reaching back to the tray, | grab the
pregnancy tests, setting it on the bed in front of Spencer.

“l don’t think you’'re sick, sweetheart,” | say softly, just barely above a whisper. “I
think you might be pregnant.”

Spencer’s eyes widen. He stares down at the pregnancy tests before looking up at me
and then back down again.

“Holy shit,” he hisses out. “ Are you serious?’

| lean into him, burying my face against his hair and breathing him in. There it is, the
twinge in Spencer’s scent that | didn't notice before. Spencer’s scent has changed,
something slightly sour.

“Yes,” | say smply. “Areyou okay?’

Spencer looks like he's in shock and | wait, petting him softly as he processes the
news. Just when I’ m about to properly get worried, Spencer smiles.

“I’m okay. Holy shit. | can't believe thisis happening. We only did it the one time!”

| can’'t help but laugh. “That’s all it takes. At least that’s what | heard in health class.”

Spencer smacks my chest before freezing. “Oh my gods. What about you? Y ou could
be pregnant too!”



“Probably not. What' s the likelihood of that happening?’

Spencer grabs the box of pregnancy tests, opening it and passing one to me. “Wanna
test together? Y ou can hold mine and | can hold yours.”

A startled giggle leaves me and suddenly, despite the tension that was there just a
moment ago, we're both giggling until we're breathless. This feels so serious but
there’ s something beautiful about being able to get through this together.

“Absolutely not,” | tell him, kissing his nose. “But | will take atest. Just in case.”

We both take turns in the bathroom, pissing on the stick before setting them on the
counter in the bathroom. Spencer lies back down and | decide to lie with him, holding
him against my chest. My hand wanders down his side, finding its way beneath his
shirt. | feel him shiver against me as | caress his stomach. | know | shouldn’t be doing
this, not until we know for sure but my instincts are taking over, wanting me to mate,
protect, and comfort.

My brain might be telling me to pump the brakes but my animal instincts are
overwhelmingly in agreement that Spencer is my mate.

The fifteen minutes it takes for the test to give a result somehow feels like a second
and a year at the same time. When the time has finally passed, we walk to the
bathroom, hand in hand.

“Oh,” Spencer breathes out. “Y ou were right.” Then he looks over and starts giggling
all over again. “But sowas I!”

“You're fucking kidding me,” | say, staring down at matching pregnancy tests, both
of them with double blue lines.



“l know | shouldn't be laughing but oh my gods! What the fuck are the chances?’
Spencer is laughing so hard he's practically wheezing, tears streaking down his face.
“Y ou kept saying being with an omega had its perks, was this one of them?”’

“Thisis not what | had in mind,” | tell him, swinging him around so we're face to
face. | push his hips against the counter, pinning him in place. Spencer starts to sober
as he looks down at me. “But | don’t mind, not even alittle bit. My partner pregnant
with me at the same time? It's every omega’'s dream, isn’t it? Having someone who
loves and understands?’

Spencer’s fingers run through my beard. “This is al very scary and sudden and
overwhelming,” Spencer confesses softly, a surreal smile on his face. “But I'm so
fucking happy, Cade. | came on this vacation feeling terrified and anxious and I'm
leaving this vacation with a man I'm quickly falling for with two babies on the way.
It feels fake, like someone is going to jump out with a camera any second telling me
it was al aprank.”

“If that happens | promise you I'll punch them straight in the dick.” Spencer snorts,
shaking his head. “I’d punch so many dicks for you, sweetheart.”

He pretends to swoon and | catch him, keeping him pinned against the counter. | kiss
him before pulling him into our cabin.

“You seem to be feeling better.” “1 am. | think the worst of it has passed for now.
Would you like to go to the observation deck?’

“I"d love to,” | say and realize with a start that the three words | wanted to say were
actualy | love you . | take Spencer’s hand in my own, kissing the back of it, feeling

warm from the top of my head to the toes of my feet.

| love him and | plan on showing him just how much with every breath | take. | want



every single one of our days to be just as wonderful as this vacation. Spencer won't
regret taking a chance on coming on this vacation. This is the start of the rest of our
lives.
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Chapter Ten
Spencer

The last two and a half months have been a whirlwind. Cade has moved al his things
into my house. It's incredible that we' ve somehow lived in the same town but only
met when we both took a vacation away! Having him here has been the most
wonderful change. | love having him here, | love having him in my space, | love that
he' s made this place into our home .

I’ve had to take an extended break from work because I'm already fucking huge. |
love being a cat but right now, my body isn’'t the happiest with me. My pregnancy
will only last another couple weeks so my body is rapidly forming another person
inside of me, stretching me to my seams. Thankfully, the school was incredibly
understanding and I’ [| be back at the beginning of next fall.

| walk through the hall, following the sound of Cade humming to himself. | find him
in our baby room, putting together our second crib.

To say it was a shock to find out we were both pregnant was an understatement but at
this point, the news has already sunk in. | can’t imagine being happier than | am right
now. But that happiness doesn’t stop me from being jealous as hell at the sight of my
mate.

| lean my hip against the doorframe, pouting. Cade looks exactly the same even after
two months. Apparently manatee pregnancies take a year which means he won't be
showing for months . He's still able to do everything he could do before getting



pregnant and he hasn’t had a single symptom so far. | love that for him, but I'm still
jealous. |1 was so fucking sick for the first month, this month I’'m growing super
fucking huge. Who knows what I’ 1l be dealing with next before the baby comes.

Cade finally looks up, finding me watching him. “Hey, sweetheart. What's got you
looking like that?’

“You,” | tell him, giving him an even bigger pout. “How dare you look so good while
being just as pregnant as me.”

Cade chuckles softly, standing up and putting the tools down. He steps over to me,
wrapping an arm around my waist. My swollen belly bumps his, further proving my

point.

“1 still have ten months,” he says softly. “Just you wait. I'll be looking like a beached
manatee in no time.”

“You better,” | tell him with a whine. “I wanna be the one to take care of you for
once.”

“You will,” he says, leaning up and stealing akiss. “Y ou look beautiful today.”

| shake my head. “I’m huge.”

“Yes, you are. That doesn’t stop you from being beautiful. And your scent is growing
stronger every day. | can’'t get enough of it.”

His praises wash over me. A moment ago, | was annoyed and pouting, but suddenly,
al of that fades away, leaving a warmth in the pit of my gut. How can | be upset
when Cade islooking at me like that?



“You're so fucking beautiful, Spencer. When you're doing day to day things, | have
such a hard time keeping my eyes off of you. Your body is a temple and if you ever
need a reminder, I’'m more than willing to get on my knees and worship it as
thoroughly asit deserves.”

| tilt my head back, letting out a whimper as my body sparks with excitement. The
motion draws Cade's mouth and | lift my hands, cupping the back of his head,
making sure he’s not planning on going anywhere.

| suck in a sharp breath as his teeth dig into my skin. My stomach quivers with
arousal and everything | was worried about simply slips away.

“Fuck,” | gasp out as Cade works on sucking a mark into the sensative skin at my
throat. “Fuck, Cade. That feels so good. Mark me.”

“Mine,” he rumbles in response, digging his teeth even harder. My cock is rock hard
in my pants and | can aready feel my ass begin to slick. How is my libido on such a
hair trigger? Why the fuck do my hormones have me hornier than when | was a
teenager so quickly?

“Gods, Cade. | want you.”

“1 want you too. Always. Want to worship you.”

| nod my head. “Then do it,” | tell him serioudly, pulling his face away from my
throat so | can look down at him.

Cade grabs the back of my hair and pulls me down into a fierce kiss. | whimper into
his mouth, opening my lips so our tongues can touch. My stomach flutters so wildly it
makes my knees weak and I’'m overwhelmed by how much | want him. | clench
around nothing and whine in frustration. | need him inside me.



“Cade,” | murmur against his lips between hurried kisses. “Cade, please.”

“What do you need, sweetheart?” Cade asks, nipping at my bottom lip and making
me whimper.

“I need you.”

“Need me how, Spencer?’ Cade's hand runs down my body, caressing my round
stomach before dlipping lower, cupping my erection through my pants. “Use your
words.”

| can’'t fucking think when he's stroking me like this. It feels so good. | could close
my eyes and hump against his hand until | come so easily. But | also want more. A
war rages inside of me, forcing me to choose between coming now and coming with

Cade inside me.

“1 want you inside me. | want you to fuck me,” | finaly gasp out, making up my
mind.

“But what if | wanted you to fuck me?’

“Don’'t tease me!”

Cade kisses me again. “I’m not teasing. Do you trust me?’

“Always,” | say without even needing to think about it. The next kissisjust as heated
as the rest, but | can feel the way we're both smiling against each other’s lips. Even
when we're both out of our minds with lust, there's still that level of affection in all

of our movements.

Cade makes me feel things I’ ve never felt before. | love him. | love him so much and



| can feel the way he loves me too through every touch, every kiss, and every soft
word. He's the parent to my children and the man | plan to exchange mating bites
with. It'stimethat | finally told him that.

| open my mouth to whisper love into his skin when his tongue pushes past my lips. |
moan into the kiss, swept away by Cade's passion. Who am | to stop a man on a
mission?

Cade takes my hand and tugs me out of the room, down the hall, and into our
bedroom. He gently nudges me towards the bed and tells me to get naked. A full body
shiver runs through me at his commanding yet gentle voice. I'm breathless with how
fucking horny | am.

My hands are shaking as | dlip out of my pants, shimmy out of my boxers, and pull
my shirt over my head. Then | hop up onto the bed, sliding myself back until my head
iIson my pillow. I open my thighs and touch my cock, wanting to show myself off for
my mate.

Cade ducks into our closet before pulling something out. My stomach tenses at the
sight of a double ended dildo in his hand. Oh. My. Gods. My mate is a fucking
genius.

“Yes,” | say, holding out my hand for the dildo. “Y ou're brilliant.”

“1 know,” Cade says, giving me awink. But he doesn’t hand over the toy. Instead, he
keeps it away from me as he gets out of his clothes.

What a fucking tease. As much as I'd like to growl and demand my mate hurry up
and fuck me, | sit back and enjoy the sight of Cade getting naked instead. Maybe if |
focus on that | won't die of frustration!



“Comeon,” | say with awhine. “Hurry up, Cade.”

“You're so impatient.” Cade lets out a chuckle, finally slipping out of his clothes.
Fucking finally . “It’s adorable.”

| narrow my eyes at him and it makes him laugh even harder. Cade reaches across the
bed and grabs my ankle, giving it a gentle squeeze. Then he crawls onto the bed,

leaving soft kisses against my skin as he goes.

As much as | want to be a brat, the only thing coming out of my mouth right now is
whimpers and pleas for more.

“ S0 perfect. So responsive. All mine.”

“Yes,” | say, nodding my head. “Y ours, Cade.”

Thick fingers touch my hole and I cry out in pleasure. If I’'m not careful, I’'m going to
come as soon as he gets this dildo inside me!

“You're so fucking wet, absolutely soaking for me, sweetheart. Let’s get you stuffed
full, shall we?’

As Cade brings the dildo to my hole, | let out a shaky breath before gritting my teeth,
doing my best not to instantly come. | really don’t want this to be over yet. | want to
see Cade ride the other end of thistoy. | need it more than | need air.

My hole stretches around the dildo beautifully and | take it into myself without much
effort, the dlick does its job. | moan in pleasure as I'm stuffed full, just the way |

wanted, just the way | needed.

“Look at you. Taking it so well,” Cade whispers, pulling the dildo out before pushing



it back in, nice and slow. It’s atease of what’s going to come.

“Now you,” | say breathlesdly. “Please, Cade. Wanna see you take it too. Need it.”

Cade nods his head before moving. I'm not sure what I’m expecting but it's not this,
Cade turns around so his ass is turned towards me. While kneeling, he slowly backs
up until he's straddling my left leg which is stretched out in front of me. Then he
reaches back and grabs my right leg, pulling it over his left shoulder so I’'m on my |eft
side. | can still look down and watch him while making sure I’'m not on my stomach
or uncomfortable with how round | am.

Cade moves the dildo, pushing it deeper inside of my ass before bringing the other
end of it to hisown. He pushes it into himself, groaning in pleasure as he does so.

“Oh. My. Fucking. Gods!” Sweat drips down my spine as | whimper. This is so
fucking sexy. Thisis so fucking good. | know for afact that | won't be able to stay in
this position for very long but in all honesty, | don’t think either of us need very long
to get off, not with how keyed up we both are. Pregnancy hormones are making us
even more desperate than usual.

Cade begins to move, swiveling his hips and riding back against the dildo. As he
moves, the end inside my ass jostles, massaging my inner walls. It's not as much
movement as | would normally want but the visual of Cade fucking himself makes up
for it.

“Keep going,” | gasp out, clenching around the dildo inside me. “Fuck, Cade. Do you
have any idea how fucking hot you look like this?’

“l have an idea,” he says with a chuckle, his voice strained as he rides the dildo. His
cock presses against the inside of my left thigh. Cade grinds against me, humping my
leg as he moves against the dildo. Jesus fucking Christ, that’s so hot.



Cade' s back and ass are covered in dark hair. | reach down as best as | can, slapping
his ass cheek just because | can before running my fingers over his spine, feeling his
hair against my fingers. | watch as the dildo moves in and out of his hole, my mouth
watering as the scent of his slick hits my nose.

| pull my hand away from Cade in order to reach behind myself as best as | can,
grabbing the dildo somewhere in the middle. | start to move it back and forth, fucking
both of us with it. The sounds Cade starts to make drive me wild with lugt, little
whimpers and groans of pleasure.

“Fuck, Spencer. Keep going. Faster. I’m so fucking close, sweetheart.”

My wrist is starting to cramp but | don’t fucking care. I'm also so close and I’m not
even touching my cock. | could come just from this, just from hearing Cade, just from
the both of us fucking on this dildo together.

“Cade,” | gasp out as | pick up speed, fucking both of us faster. “Cade. Fuck. | love
you!”

Cade makes a startled noise before my thigh is splashed with warm liquid. His body
locks up as he comes, covering my leg with his cum.

“Fuck! Jesus Christ!”

Feeling him come is the last piece | needed. Lightning runs down my spine as | fuck
myself even faster, shoving the dildo in and out of my hole as fast as | can. | clench
around it as the pleasure builds and builds and builds before crashing over me. | come
with a high pitched whine, my cock completely untouched.

I’m panting as | lay back on the bed, doing my best to catch my breath after that mind
melting orgasm. Cade moves first, dliding off of the dildo before standing up on



shaky legs. He pulls the other end out of me, tossing the dildo towards the bathroom
and getting back into bed.

“Turn on your side, sweetheart,” Cade whispers, sliding against me from behind in
order to spoon me. | shiver as his naked skin touches mine, feeling safe and warm in
hisarms.

| could fall asleep like this, but Cade's voice keeps me awake. “Can | ask you
something?’

“Of course.”

“Did you mean it?’

| think back to what we'd just done and startle as | realize | told Cade | loved him. Oh
my gods, that’s so embarrassing! | said it while we were fucking!

A shaky breath leaves me and | nod my head. “Yeah, of course | meant it, Cade.” |
flip over so that we're face to face. Cade deserves to hear those words while eye to

eye.

“Oh,” isal he says, watching me closely.

| touch Cade’s cheek, bringing our faces close so | can kiss him. Then | tell him, “I
love you, Cade. | should have told you at a better time but | was so caught up in the
moment, | couldn’t hold it back a second longer.”

Cade's face breaks out into a wide smile. Gods, he's so beautiful like this. “That's
okay,” he whispers. “I'm just happy you said it, I'm happy to hear it anytime,
anywhere.” He takes alittle breath. “1 love you too, Spencer.”



“Really?’ Fuck, | should really try to break that habit.

Cade just chuckles at the response he's gotten used to by now. “Really. | love you so
much. I'm so fucking happy we're together. You're mine and I'm yours through
vacations and kids and everyday bullshit. | want to do it all with you by my side.”

| smile so wide that my cheeks hurt. “Okay. | think we can make that happen.”

“1 know you can. We'rein thistogether. Hopefully forever.”

My stomach warms at the thought of spending the rest of my life with Cade. That
sounds perfect to me.
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Chapter Eleven
Cade

| turn the radio on in the kitchen, swinging my hips back and forth as | move from the
fridge to the stove.

“How does pancakes sound, sweetheart?’
Spencer steps into the room wearing nothing but a towel, low on his hips. My eyes
drift down to his round belly, following the line of his treasure trail down to where

it's hidden by the towel. My mouth runs dry. Jesus, my mate is so hot.

Finally, my eyes snap up to Spencer’s face. He's watching me with amusement, his
eyebrows raised like he’ swaiting for me to answer him.

“What?’

Spencer chuckles. “1 said, pancakes sound amazing.”
“Oh. Right. Yes, that’swhat | was working on!”
“Your brainis stuck in the gutters, love.”

“Can | blame pregnancy hormones?’

“Absolutely,” he says, stepping over to me and wrapping his arms around my neck.



Instinctively, my hands go to his hips. He leans his body against mine and we begin
to sway to the music. Spencer lets out a sigh, his entire body relaxing as we slow
dance in the kitchen together.

“Hey, Cade?”’

13 Y %’?’

“1 love you,” Spencer says, his voice amost dreamlike. | tilt my head up and kiss the
bottom of his chin.

“1 love you too.” Then one of my hands moves to his stomach, cupping it gently
before patting my own stomach. The pregnancy has done nothing but heighten
Spencer’'s beauty. | can’'t get enough of him. “And | love you both,” | say to
Spencer’ s stomach. “Daddy can’'t wait to meet you both.”

Spencer gasps and before | can ask what’ s wrong, something splatters across the floor
and over my feet. My socks are suddenly soaked.

When | said | couldn’t wait to meet the babies | did not mean they had to come right
now !

We stare at each other for a long moment before I'm moving. | turn off the stove,
usher Spencer to the bathroom to clean up, and call our midwife. Once | know she's
on her way, | go back to Spencer, rubbing his back while he sits under the hot stream
of the shower, not caring that I’m getting soaked from the water. All | care about is
taking care of my mate and helping him usher our child into the world.

“You okay, sweetheart. Everything feeling okay?’

“Hurts. But not too bad. I'm okay. Don’t leave me.”



“Wouldn't dream of it, Spencer. I'm here. I'm not going anywhere. | love you so
much and I’'m so proud of you.”

Spencer whimpers as he leans his face against the tiles of the shower, one hand
rubbing his stomach, the other pressed against his face. Right now I'm watching
exactly what’s going to happen to me in afew more months. Fuck. It wasn't that long
ago | was waxing poetic about how wonderful it is that we get to experience this
together as omegas but now, I’'m not so sure it's as beautiful as | tried to make it
sound. Or maybe I’'m just suddenly scared shitless!

I”’m not sure how long we stay like that until | hear our doorbell ring.

“Areyou okay? Can | go let Shelby in?’

“That’ s fine but you have to promise you'’ |l come right back.”

“1 promise. I’ll only be amoment.”

| run down the hall, allowing Shelby into our home. “Hi,” she greets me with awide
smile, looking more excited than I’'m feeling. “It’ sthe big day! Are you excited?’

“Umm?’

She snorts with amusement. “Having a bit of a panic? Don’'t worry, that's super
normal. I’ll take care of you both. Lead me to Spencer, Cade.”

“Right! Yes. He' sin the shower, thisway.”

| lead Shelby to the bathroom, doing my best to keep my panic at bay. | have to be
strong for my mate. | have to be calm for Spencer.



“Spencer?’

“1 thought you’ d never come back! What took you so long!”

| step over to the curtain, peeking inside. “I’m right here,” | tell him softly. He looks
up at me through wet hair, looking more miserable than I’ ve ever seen him. My poor
mate.

“| feel like awet cat,” he says with awhine, sticking out his bottom lip in adramatic
pout.

Asmuch as1’'d like to tell him helooks like awet cat too, | don’t think it would make
him chuckle like usual. “What do you need?’

“Y ou. Just need you, Cade.”

| look over at Shelby and she gives me a nod, letting me know | can get into the
shower. She's busy getting blankets and towels ready for when our baby is finally
free.

Stripping down to my boxers, | get into the shower with Spencer. He turns his back to
the water, colliding with my front. | wrap my arms around him, massaging his back
just the way he likes. He lets out the tiniest sigh and my instincts slowly calm,
knowing I’'m helping my mate.

“We can do this,” | whisper into Spencer’s wet hair. “More importantly, you can do
this, Spencer. Just try to relax, your body will know what to do.”

Spencer nods his head, whimpering against me. We stay like that for along time, our
fingers and toes pruning from being wet for so long, but | don’t care. If thisis where
Spencer is most comfortable then thisis where we're staying.



“1 think it's time,” Spencer murmurs against me. “Feels like | need to push.” “Okay.
Do you wanna get out of the shower? Do you want Shelby to squeeze in here?’

“No,” Spencer says, shaking his head. “Gonna turn around. Y ou can catch them.”

| make a startled noise but before panic can set in, Spencer puts a hand on my head
and pushes me down to my knees. Spencer turns around, putting his hands on the
shower wall and starts making pained groans.

| can’t do anything but stay right where | am and catch our baby as they leave
Spencer’s body. Just as | said before, his body knows exactly what to do and
somehow, sodo I.

“Well done, gentlemen,” Shelby says, opening the curtain and turning off the shower.
“That was incredibly beautiful. Thank you for allowing me to be here to experience it
with you.”

Spencer gives her atired smile. “Thank you, Shelby.”

| stare down at our baby, unable to pull my eyes away. They're so incredibly
beautiful. A little girl with a patch of dark hair on her head. She's perfect.

“A qgirl,” | say breathlessly, tears wetting my eyes. “We have alittle girl.”

| look up at Spencer. He holds out his hands and | carefully stand so | can place her in
his arms. He lets out a wet laugh, overwhelmed just the same as | am.

Shelby helps us get dry before wrapping our baby up in a soft blanket. She helps
support Spencer as we make our way to our bedroom, getting him comfortable in bed.
| double check that he's warm and okay before getting into the bed with him.



| can hear Shelby in the bathroom, cleaning everything up for us, giving us a moment
asafamily unit aone.

“1 can't believe we made this beautiful baby, Spencer. She's so perfect.”

“Sheis,” he agrees with atired smile. Bringing her head to his nose, he breathes her
in. “1 think she’s amanatee just like you.”

“She’ssotiny for acalf,” | say with achuckle, “but perfect al the same.”

“1 love her so much aready and I’ve only just met her,” Spencer says, just barely
above awhisper. | lean over and kiss his forehead.

“The same can be said for you and me. Maybe that’s just how this family does
things.”

He chuckles, nodding his head. “I think you're right.” His hand reaches over,
caressing my stomach. “I love you in there as well, little one.”

| squeeze his wrist and hum happily. Shelby comes back into the room, passing me a
bottle of formula and Spencer a glass of water.

“Have you named her?’” Shelby asks as | bring the bottle to our daughter’s mouth. |
look to Spencer.

“Yeah,” he says between giant gulps of water. I’m glad to see him drinking, the birth
was hard on his body and this will help restore some of his strength. “Her name is
Amery.”

Shelby looks down at Amery with alittle smile. “That’s beautiful. Y our entire family
Is beautiful, you' re both really lucky.”



| give Spencer asmile. “Yeah, weredlly are.”
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Chapter Twelve
Spencer

Strong arms wrap around my middle from behind and | let myself fall back, leaning
against Cade’s strong chest. I'm not sure I'll ever get used to this, to having Cade as
my mate. His presenceisabright light in life.

Thinking of the word mate , my stomach turns a bit sour.

Despite living together, having a baby together, along with a baby on the way, we
still haven’t exchanged mating bites. Everything has happened between us so quickly,
we' ve been so caught up in getting everything ready to move in together and once
that was done, we were swept up in baby prep, and now we're anxiously waiting for
the baby inside Cade to come into the world. It's been something after something
after something.

| love Cade so fucking much and not wearing his bite is really starting to get to me.
But how do | bring that up?

Cade nudges the back of my head and | tilt it to the side, letting him have access to
kiss the side of my throat. A shiver runs through me at the feel of his hot breath and
the tickle of histhick beard. His plump lips press into my sensitive skin over and over
until my shoulders are relaxing and a grin is stretching across my lips.

He's so good at this, taking my worries away and allowing me a safe place to let go
of my anxieties. | love him so much which iswhy | so desperately want to have his



mating mark scarring my skin.

“She’'s so perfect. When she was first born, | loved her so much and somehow that
love has grown deeper every single day since.”

| hum softly in agreement. | turn my head in order to give Cade a kiss over my
shoulder that’s just a tad awkward from this angle. His arms squeeze me tight in
response. He makes me feel so safe, so loved.

“That's how | feel about you,” | say softly, making sure to keep my voice down so
Amery doesn't wake up. “My feelings came on so quickly that | thought they'd
eventualy start to ssmmer out. But that hasn't happened. In fact, it's been the
opposite. The feelings | have for you somehow continue to grow hotter and deeper. |
love you so much, Cade, and the most incredible thing is knowing that you love me

”

too.

Cade is the one to hum happily this time, the sound rumbling through his chest. | can
feel it against my back and it reminds me of the sensation of purring which happens
quite abit when it’s just me and Cade snuggling.

“1 love you too, my whiskered mate.”

| smile at the silly nickname. But it does bring up those worries once more. Cade
must sense something is going through my head before he pulls away, taking my
hand instead and pulling me out of the room.

Cade doesn’'t say a word as he leads me into our room. Once the door opens, my
breathing stops. | ook around in wonder at the sight of our room lit with candlelight.

It flickers beautifully, an intimate bubble for just the two of us.

“Spencer,” Cade says, turning towards me and taking my hand into his own. “I love



you and can't imagine my life without you. | know it hasn’t even been a year since
we met, but you're it for me, sweetheart.” He leads my hand to his mouth, kissing my
knuckles.

My chest is a whirlwind of emotions. This wonderful, amazing man somehow knew
exactly what | needed.

“I know our lives are busy right now with everything, but | don't want to spend
another day without wearing your mark. Will you bite me, Spencer?’

“Oh my gods, I’ ve been feeling the same exact way,” | blurt out with a broken noise
at the back of my throat, pulling Cade into my arms, kissing him with so much force
our teeth knock together. We giggle for a moment before | moan into the next kiss
which is al passion and tongue and emotions. We kiss until our lips are tingling and
our heads are spinning.

My fingers find themselves in Cade’s beard, running through the soft strands. Pulling
back, | ook down, carefully pulling atie from his beard. | run my fingers through the
braid, carefully unpleating it. It's wavy compared to the hair around it and that little
detail makes me smile.

| take my time, carefully pulling each of Cade's beard braids free before brushing the
hair with my fingers.

“What do you think?” Cade whispers, smirking up at me. “Should | shaveit?’
“Absolutely not,” | say right away before pausing. “Well, it’s your hair so you can do
whatever you want with it, but it seems a shame to shave it off now that you' ve got it

so long and beautiful.”

“You're so cute,” he says with agrin. “You love it but if | wanted to shave it, you'd



let me. Such awonderful mate of mine.”

My cheeks heat from the praise. “Wonderful mate,” | breathe out. “Make me your
mate, Cade.”

“Where do you want it?’

A shiver runs down my spine at the question. There's something so sexy about the
way he's asked me, wanting to know where I’ ve been dreaming about wearing his
mark.

“My wrist,” | say, holding my hand out for him. “Please.”

Cade runs his fingers from my elbow down to my wrist. He cradles my hand in his
own and my breathing picks up, my heart hammering against my ribs with
anticipation. He kisses the inside of my wrist, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Do it,” | whisper and a moment later, Cade opens his mouth, rests his teeth against
my wrist, and bites down.

A sharp hiss leaves my lips as he bites down, breaking the skin and marking me as
his. | close my eyes, overwhelmed with how happy | am. | can feel our mating bond
dliding into place, resting at the back of my head right above my spine. I'm taken. I'm
clamed. | am Cade's.

When | open my eyes, Cade is standing there, staring at me. He's got a little smile on
his face, his lips red from my blood. He's marked me and now it’s time for me to do
the same for him.

“Would it be fucked up to have you bite my pec, so your mark rests right above my
heart?’



| chuckle softly. “I’minto it. Take your shirt off.”

“Buy a guy dinner first,” he says with alow whistle, teasing me. | slap his shoulder
and roll my eyes which makes him laugh even harder.

| bite my bottom lip as Cade pulls his shirt over his head. He's about ten months
along which means he's finally starting to show. Just two more months and the baby
inside him will be here with us. | can’t wait.

My eyes sweep over Cade's body and my mouth runs dry. Jesus fucking Christ, my
mate is hot. Cade might be bald but the rest of him is covered with hair that | find |
love running my fingers through.

“Right here,” he says, touching his left pec.

Instead of going straight for biting him, my fingers skim over his pecs. They’re furry
and soft. I'm tempted to squeeze them but instead, | run my hands lower, petting his
stomach. Two of my fingers run down into his boxers and he yelps, catching my
wrist.

“You'll have time for that in a moment. Bite first, then you can have your wicked
way with me,” Cade says, his eyes sparkling with excitement.

| give him a little pout before nodding. “Fine. But once I’'m done biting you, I'm
sucking your dick. You wouldn’t deny your mate what he wants, would you?”’

“Of course not,” he sayswith asmile.
Wrapping a hand around the back of my head, Cade guides me to his chest. My hand

cups his pec, squeezing the soft mound gently as | bring my mouth to where his
mating bite will go. After giving his chest a soft kiss, | open my mouth and bite



down.

“Fuck,” Cade hisses out, a mixture of pleasure and pain. His fingers tighten in my
hair before he's pulling, bringing my mouth away from his chest up to his mouth.
When our lips meet, our blood mixes on our tongues.

Our mating bond solidifies. Where once there was Cade and Spencer, now there' s us.
“Mine” | say, pushing Cade backwards. With a chuckle, he crawls back onto our
bed. My chest rumbles with a pleased purr, thundering through our otherwise quiet
room. | follow him onto the bed. “You're mine,” | say, punctuating the words by

kissing him again.

| have afeeling we won't be getting much sleep tonight.
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Chapter Thirteen
Cade
| stare at our bed, wondering how much weight it can take before it breaks when

Spencer steps into the room. | hold out my hand and he takes it, allowing me to kiss
the mating bite | left there a few months ago. It's scarred over in the most beautiful

way.
“What’ s that face for?”

“I"m wondering if our bed can handle a manatee.”

Spencer slowly blinks at me afew times. “What?’

“A wild manatee. Do you think one could jump on the bed without it breaking?’

A smirk slowly stretches across Spencer’s face. “I mean, a wild manatee has been
jumping on the bed for months now and it’ s seemed to handle the job just fine.”

| roll my eyes and flick Spencer’s ear. “For some reason, | really wanna shift and rub
myself all over our blankets but I’ m not sure our bed can handle it.”

Spencer hums. “Could we put al the blankets on the floor? Would that satisfy your
instincts or do they have to be on the bed?’

It makes me weak in the knees when | think about the fact that Spencer understands



me. He gets me in away that other people just don’t. I'm so fucking lucky to call him
my mate. | love him more than words can say.

“1 think that will work. Thank you, Spencer.”

He gives me a little smile. “It’s like you aways say, just another perk of having an
omega mate. We get each other.”

The two of us make quick work of pulling our bed apart. The corner of our room
becomes my nest with blankets and pillows and old clothes. Once the corner is
properly stocked, | get naked. Heat runs through me at the look Spencer gives me as
he takes in my naked body. | don’t think I’ [l ever get used to how much he wants me.

| give Spencer a quick kiss before shifting. One moment I’'m a man on two feet and
the next, I'm amanatee, flopping into my nest and burying my nose against Spencer’s
dirty clothes. Everything smells more intense with this nose. | feel so much more
comfortable, like for one reason or another, | needed to be in this form.

Spencer gets on his knees, petting my head. | wrinkle my nose and my whiskers
twitch against my face, making him chuckle. He leans down and kisses my nose.

| close my eyes and a moment later, | can hear Spencer leaving the room. | drift in
and out of sleep. I’'m not sure how long | was out but eventually, | hear Spencer come
back into the room.

“Amery is aready in bed,” he explains, holding up the baby monitor. My eyes dart
over to the window, surprised to see it dark outside. “Do you want me to spray you
down or are you okay? One blink for ‘make me wet’, two blinks for ‘I’'m okay for

now- .

| give him two blinks, feeling fine. My chest is soft with affection but my stomach



hurts something fierce. It’s easy to ignore though, thankful just to have my mate with
me.

“1’m gonna shift and snuggle with you. Is that okay?’

| nod my head, scooting over slightly so that Spencer can join me in my nest. His
little grey kitty form leaps onto my back, kneading me softly. | rumble with affection
at the feeling before his little paws are spinning in a circle as he gets comfortable on
top of me.

Spencer is a warm presence on me, his fur soft against my skin. His wet nose pokes
me before | fedl his head rest against my back. A moment later, he begins to purr, the
sound soothing me down to my very core.

| don’t think anything could be more perfect than this. Someday, when the kids are
older, we'll make nests in the living room together so we can al snuggle together.
Spencer will purr al of usto sleep, but for now, this is fucking perfect. What more
does a man truly need?

When | pictured my life in the distant future, | imagined some faceless mate and
maybe a couple kids, but it was always distant and vague. Nothing could have
prepared me for al of this. | never knew it was possible to be this happy.

Snuggled up with my mate, | continue to drift in and out of sleep, woken up
periodically by crampsin my stomach. They progressively get worse and worse until
| can’t seem to fall back asleep. The cramps race through my midsection, pain lancing
through me. The pain radiates through my back and down my flippers. Fuck, why
doesit hurt so bad?

| make a broken noise, the moan sounding strange since I’'m in my manatee form.
Spencer quickly wakes up, pressing his cat nose against my face. | make another



noise of pain and he shiftsinto his human skin.

“Hey, what’ s going on? Are you okay?’

| flap my flipper against the nest, shaking my head as best as | can in this form. |
know it would be so much easier to shift back into my human form so | have proper
lips to form words, but for some reason | feel compelled to stay exactly as | am. |
want to be in my manatee form. | want to stay right here in my nest.

“Can you shift for me?’

| shake my head, making a wailing noise. Spencer pets my face, making gentle,
soothing shooshes in response.

“You're okay. You don't have to shift if you don’'t want to. I’'m just trying to
understand what’ s going on, Cade.”

| lean my face against Spencer’s stomach, letting his scent wash over me. It soothes
me until I’'m relaxed in our nest once more. Sure, there’'s pain coursing through me,
making my middle tense, but with Spencer here beside me, it doesn’'t feel too bad. |
can handlethis. | can get through this.

It dawns on me slowly that | know exactly what’s going on. Our baby is getting ready
to enter the world. | should shift and tell Spencer to call Shelby, but | just can’'t get
myself to change. I’'m comfortable in this form and the idea of switching now causes
too much stress. It’ s better for me and the baby to just keep doing what feels right.

| slap my flipper against my stomach, trying to wordlessly explain to my mate what’s
going on. Hiseyeswiden and | hear his sharp intake of breath.

“Fuck. The baby?’



A rumble comes from my throat and | do my best to nod my head without jostling
Spencer too much. My chest lightens, knowing my mate understands what’'s going
on. | have full confidence in him. | know he'll take care of me and our baby.

Spencer finds his phone and quickly sends a message before turning back to me. His
fingers skim over my back and | relax into histouch. | want to tell him how thankful |
am, how much | love and adore him. | want him to know how excited and happy | am
to have another baby with him.

| nudge his face with my nose and lick his cheek, hoping that the gesture conveys all
the emotions I’ m feeling.

Spencer gives me a soft smile. “I love you t0o,” he whispers, “and I’'m so proud of
you. Y ou're doing so well, Cade. Our baby is almost here.”

The praise skims over my skin, just as much a physical sensation as Spencer’s
fingers. As my middle tenses with pain, instead of fighting it, | lean into it. Thisismy
body preparing a way for our baby. My body knows what it's doing and | need to
trust it.

I’m not sure how long we sit like that, my pain wracking stronger and stronger as
Spencer murmurs soothing words and pets me. It could be a minute or it could be
three days. I'mlost in it, the only thing keeping me grounded is Spencer.

When my body tells me it’s time to start pushing, | do exactly that. My bottom half
feels like it's on fire. Pain surges through my body like I've never experienced
before. It'stoo much. | can’t do this. | can’t fucking do this.

“You're amost there,” Spencer says and | latch on to his voice like a lifeline. “You
can do this, Cade. Just keep pushing.”



If I could whimper with this mouth, | would. Instead, a mournful wail leaves my lips.
| grit my teeth and push with all my might. Everything hurts so fucking badly. I'm
not sure | can take this. A moment passes. Pressure builds, things stretch, everything
tenses. And then another moment. Just when I’'m ready to stop and catch my breath, |
feel our baby slide free.

My entire body sags with relief.

Spencer is there, picking up our baby with the biggest grin. His eyes are wet with
tears and he lets out a wet chuckle.

“Cade,” he breathes out. “You've done it. You did so well. And look, you've birthed
akitten!”

The logistics of that are lost on me and I’ m too fucking tired to actually think about it.

| close my eyes, letting out a long breath through my nose before allowing my body
to shift. My bones and skin change until I’'m no longer a manatee but instead a man
once more. | wrinkle my nose and ignore pretty much everything happening below
my belly button at the moment, focusing instead on the little bundle of joy in
Spencer’ s hands.

Once | shift, so does our baby, squirming as he becomes a human. He' s beautiful.

| hadn’t even noticed Shelby’s arrival but there she is, passing over towels to help
clean the two of us up. | grab the towel from her but don’t do anything with it, too
preoccupied by looking down at our son.

He's come out without a speck of hair, bald just like me. He's got big cheeks and a
birthmark on his shoulder that looks like a heart and | love him so fucking much. |
look up at Spencer with tearsin my eyes.



“1’m so proud of you,” he says when he finds me looking at him. “1 love you, Cade.”

“I loveyou,” | say back right away. “ Thank you for this, all of this.”

“Y ou have nothing to thank me for.”

“1 do. Without you, | would not have this life. | wouldn’t have Chucky or Amery. |
wouldn’t have this home. | love you so much and I'm so fucking thankful for that
dumbass Y ouTuber mixing up our vacation.”

Spencer chuckles, running a hand over my face and wiping the tears from my cheeks.
“You’ ve gotta stop calling him a dumbass.”

| lean into his palm and smile. “He was a dumbass but the best kind because he led
the two of ustogether.”

Eventually, we get out of the nest and make our way to the bed. Shelby gets us a
bottle for Chucky before cleaning up my nest and taking it to the laundry room.
Having her around has been the best decision, she’'s made all of this so much easier
for us and if there are any more kids in our future, | wouldn’t trust their births with
anyone else.

| sit against the headboard with Chucky in my arms, feeding him a bottle. I'm
overwhelmed with how much joy is springing up inside of me. These feelings only
grow impossibly stronger when Spencer grabs Amery, bringing her into the room as
well.

The four of us stay like that for a long time, holding each other and getting used to
the new scents. Our little family is perfect and | can't imagine having this with
anyone other than Spencer.



Leaning over, | kiss his cheek. He smiles at me, a pretty blush dusting his cheeks. He
brings his hand to my face and | softly kissthe mating bite | |eft there.

“I loveyou,” | tell him, whispering the words into his skin.

“1 love you too, Cade.” Then he kisses Amery’s head. “And | love you .” He moves
to Chucky, kissing hisbald head. “And | love you.”

If thisis how | spend the rest of my life, it'll be alife worth living. I’'m content. | am
loved. | am satisfied. | lean my shoulder against Spencer as we spend the rest of the
night like that.
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Spencer

My bottom lip begins to wobble as | look at my mother holding Amery and Chucky.
Chucky recently turned one and it still boggles my mind that it’s already been a year
since hewas born! It feelslike it only just happened yesterday.

The only time I’ ve been away from the kids is to go to work. Cade has cut back his
hours at the grocery store. As much as he adored his job as a manager there, he's
enjoying being a dad even more. He' s at home with the kids while I’'m at work at the
school and then we swap so he can work weekends at the grocery store. We' ve found
areally perfect balance.

| never imagined life would be like this but somehow in the span of two years |'ve
gotten myself a mate and afamily. | feel blessed beyond words.

Which brings us to today. As an anniversary present, my parents have gifted Cade
and | aweekend away. Well, away as in booking us a hotel room on the other side of
town. Can | handle being away from the kids for an entire weekend? What if
something happens? What if | miss something while I'm gone? Will they be okay
without me?

“l can see the look on your face,” my mom says with a knowing smile. “They’ll be
fine, Spencer. You have to make time for you and Cade. You're more than just a
dad.”

“1 know that. But still, I'll miss them,” | admit softly. I’ll only be gone for two days
but I’ m going to miss having them attached to my hip so much!



My mother puts the kids down and they immediately run away towards the room my
parents have just for them filled with toys. They know exactly where my parents keep
al the best play things. They’'ve already got my parents wrapped around their tiny
fingers. When did they get so old? When people used to tell me kids grew faster than
you realize, | didn’t think they meant it quite like this!

“1 was the same way,” she says, leaning forward and kissing my forehead. Her scent
washes over me, that familial bond helping soothe some of my anxiety. “If anything
happens, you' re a phone call away. And you’'re only staying in ahotel intown. You'll
be here in like ten minutes if there's an emergency. Go. Enjoy yourself and that
wonderful mate of yours.”

| look across the living room where Cade is talking to my dad. | can’t help but smile.
“Heis pretty wonderful, isn’t he?’

My mom squeezes my shoulder, hiding her giggle behind her hand. “If you keep
looking at him like that, you'll be coming back from vacation with more grandbabies
for us.”

11 M Om! ”

She giggles so hard tears start to fill her eyes. | cross my arms over my chest, huffing
with fake annoyance. | hate to admit it but she's not far off. | wouldn’t mind having a
couple more kittens or calvesif Cadeisup for it.

| take my time saying bye to the kids who are not paying attention even a little bit,
too caught up in the toys that their grandparents have for them. I’ ve been so worried
they’'d be upset by us leaving but apparently we're chopped liver compared to the
race car track my dad recently bought for them. With one more hug to my mom and
dad, we're on our way out the door. Cade waves at my parents before we're getting
into the car.



For a moment, we both just sit there, like we're both doing our best to process the
fact that our car is child free.

“Why isthis so hard?’ | whisper, turning my giant sad eyes towards my mate.

Cade turns towards me, giving me a soft smile. He cups my cheek and | lean into the
touch. “Your heart is so soft. It's one of the many things | love about you, Spencer.” |
turn my head and bite his palm gently, making both of us chuckle. “Thisis supposed
to be afun little staycation,” Cade says softly. “It’s our anniversary so the decision is
completely up to us how we spend it. If you really hate this, we don’t have to go. We
can grab the kids and head back home for the weekend instead.”

| think about it for a long moment. | grip Cade's wrist, giving it a squeeze. “No. |
want to go. | want to order room service and experience the soft robe and have hot
hotel sex.”

“Excellent choice,” he says with alaugh. “Especially that last thing. I'm abig fan.”

“Of courseyou are,” | say with a shake of my head. “Maybe this vacation, we'll leave
without all the life changing news that we had during our last vacation.”

“1 don’'t think we'll ever top meeting our mate and both finding ourselves pregnant
but we can certainly try. Kinda sounds like a challenge.”

| snort with amusement. “Don’t push your luck.” | pat his thigh. “Let’s go, Cade.
Whisker me away.”

The End



