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Bonus Chapter – SEAL And Deliver – Aiden Bates 
 

Dom decided he couldn’t go through Texas without seeing his parents.  He 
considered skipping the trip and hitting them on the way back through, but 
in the end he decided he couldn’t justify the detour.  This trip was supposed 
to be about family, after all, and he couldn’t pretend he was doing a family 
trip if he ignored part of it. 

He didn’t announce himself ahead of time.  He just showed up, tired 
and dirty and a little nervous about the reception he would get.  Mama was 
at church teaching Bible school by the time he got there.  Dad was out with 
a sick cow in the barn.  Dom didn’t need to go ask one of the farm hands.  
He recognized the signs from all the years he’d been the one to sit up with 
the sick livestock. 

Dom did not miss sitting up with the sick livestock. 
He headed out to the barn.  His heart groaned in his chest, and he 

couldn’t help but wonder if this had been the best idea.  If he’d come 
through on his way back he could have come through with a pregnant 
omega, carrying their grandchild.  Now, he had nothing to show for himself 
but a handful of “what-ifs.”   

He couldn’t be so much of a coward he couldn’t face his own father.  
He refused to be that guy.  He walked into the barn.  “Hiya, Dad.”   

Dad was sitting in a lawn chair, with his feet up and his hat pulled low 
over his eyes.  He’d been dozing, which told Dom that his dad had already 
been up with this particular cow the previous night.  A quick glance at the 
cow told him why, too.  The cow was ready to give birth.  He looked away.  
No, he did not miss sitting up with the livestock one bit. 

Dad pushed his hat up and looked up at him.  “Well look at you.  I 
figured the next time I saw you, you’d be in uniform.”  He snorted.  
“Dungarees ain’t a uniform, unless you’re working.”  

Dom took a deep breath.  He could do this.  He absolutely could.  He 
had nothing to be ashamed of.  “I didn’t re-enlist, sir.”  

“Why the hell not?  You had a good thing going there.  You liked 
being a SEAL.  It was something to be proud of.  Something to be damn 
proud of.  You weren’t just running around shouting, you were saving the 
world.  Serving your country.  Not like so many of these young kids your 
age.”  

Dom kept his hands at his side.  A cow leaned its head over the wall 
to its pen and licked the back of his neck.  It wasn’t the nicest sensation.  
“Well, sir, a lot of stuff went down.”  

“Oh, sure.  I know.  The whole damn country knows all about those 



congressmen who were supposedly caught up in the terrorism thing.  You 
ask me it was just a big witch hunt.”  Dad waved a hand.   

“It was no witch hunt, sir.”  
“Of course it was.”  Dad curled his lip.  “It’s no coincidence that they 

only went after politicians from one party.”  He looked down at the cow, 
who let out a distressed moo.   

Dom ignored her.  It wasn’t her time.  “Sir, I can’t talk specifics.  
Believe me when I tell you, I’m in a position to know.  There was no witch 
hunt involved.”  He met his father’s eyes.  “I’m proud of my service.  I’m not 
ashamed of having joined, and I’m not ashamed of having been part of 
what I was part of.  Knowing now, just how far everything went and who 
was pulling our strings?  Yeah, I can’t re-up.  I just can’t.  So here I am.”  
He spread his hands wide.   

“So you think you can just come walking back onto the farm, just like 
that.”  Dad snorted.  “You think you can go from being one of America’s 
heroes to just bumming around the farm.  I can’t afford to keep you on 
here, and I’m not really inclined to either.  I love you, and you’re my son, 
but I raised you to serve your country, not to pick and choose who you’re 
going to serve.”  

Dom huffed out a little laugh.  He’d known his dad would be hard to 
deal with about this, but he hadn’t expected outright rejection.  “That’s 
okay.  I guess I didn’t exactly expect different.  Hoped for, maybe, but didn’t 
expect.  No, I stopped in because I was driving through Texas on my way 
to Arizona and I felt it would be rude not to say hi.”  

Dad frowned.  “You got a job in Arizona, that you’re driving all the 
way out there?”  

Dom grinned.  If Dad had disapproved of him leaving the SEALs, he 
was going to lose his ever-loving mind about this next part.  “Not so much.  
Actually, there’s a guy.”  

Dad’s face turned bright red.  A vein he’d always had, just over his 
right eye, throbbed.  Once, Dom and his high school buddies had made a 
game out of trying to see who could get that vein going the best.  Dom 
would have won it hands down tonight.  “A guy.  You walked away from 
serving your country for a guy.”  

“Well, he is the father of my child, so after I made the decision to 
leave the Navy I felt it was best I should go and be with my partner and 
child.  It’s all about family, right Dad?”  He gave a cheery grin.   

Dad bit back a growl.  “What’s this guy do, this father of your child?  
Is he some tramp, some freeloader you met on a job?  Is he with you just to 
get a green card?  Because son, it don’t work that way.  I don’t know if it 



ever did.”  
Dom snorted.  “No.  Er, he’s not actually American, but he’s English.  

He’s an actor.”  
“An actor.  Where does he wait tables?”  Dad shook his head.  “I 

raised you with more sense that this, son.”  
“He doesn’t wait tables.  He was in a movie a little while ago, um, 

Paper Tigers,  I think it was.  And another one, Boom.  He’s pretty prolific.  
We weren’t exactly planning for the baby, but it’s on the way so we’re going 
to make a go of it.”  

Dad’s lips move as he ran through a list of actors who might have 
been both movies.  “Wait, you don’t mean Kurt McNeil, do you?  Dominic, 
there’s no way that baby’s yours.  The guy’s got a reputation.  You have to 
know that.”  

“That baby is mine.  Whatever his reputation is, I know where he was 
the whole time we’ve been together.  And I trust him.  You don’t have to.  
You don’t have to acknowledge our kid as part of your family if you don’t 
want to.  You don’t have to meet Kurt if you don’t want to.  You don’t have 
to go ever go see another Kurt McNeil movie again, if the mood doesn’t 
strike you.   

“But you did raise me to do right, and to take care of my family.  This 
child is my child.  It didn’t ask to come into the world, and it deserves it’s 
father’s love and compassion.  It deserves a real family, and I am to do 
right by it.  I just stopped by…”  He trailed off.  “I just thought you should 
know.”  

Dad took his hat off and glared at the wall for a long minute.  Dom’s 
mouth was completely dry.  Would Dad kick him out?  Would he disown 
him?   

Finally, Dad shook his head.  “I don’t like it.  I don’t trust this guy.  It 
doesn’t make sense for you to trust this guy either.  He’s using you, and 
he’s going to keep using you.  But I ain’t the one that’s got to live with it, so 
maybe I’ll just sit back and take care of this cow.”  

The cow mooed again, more urgently this time.   
“You do that, sir.  I’ll keep you posted.”  
“Good.  You let me know if it looks like the pool boy.”  Dad sniffed and 

squatted down by the business end of the cow.  
“He doesn’t have a pool, Dad.  He doesn’t even have a house.  He 

stays in hotels.”  
“Every actor has a pool boy, Dominic.  Don’t you read the tabloids?”  
Dom headed back to the car, shaking his head.  He’d stay in a hotel 

tonight.   


