
Bonus Content – His Savior 

 
Greg was all but vibrating with nervous energy. He might have started to actually vibrate 
too, but he didn’t want to get Alessia started. She was six months old today, and that 
was still small enough for her to pick up on things like that, and an excited and vibrating 
six-month-old wasn’t anyone’s idea of a good time.  

  
Elliot popped his head into the living room from the kitchen. His newest daughter, 
Deirdre, was balanced on his hip. She clutched onto him like her little life depended on 
it. “How’s it going? Are they here yet?”  

  
Greg huffed out a little laugh. “Not yet. I think you’d have picked up on it. They’re hard to 
miss.”  

  
As if the words had summoned them, Greg heard a loud engine pulling up out in front of 
the house. He picked Alessia up and carried her to the door. He hadn’t gotten over his 
anxiety about people knocking on doors yet. Even though all of the bad guys involved 
were in jail, he still wanted to run and hide.  

  
Sometimes he did run and hide, bringing Alessia and any other stray children in his path 
with him. Those weren’t his proudest moments, so he did his best to avoid them. 
Sometimes that meant going to the door and looking like an overeager weirdo, but he 
could live with that.  

  
His parents still had the same pickup truck they’d had when he left. It had been a piece 
of shit then, and it hadn’t gotten any better. It was loud, growling and belching 
something that made Greg wonder how it passed inspection. It had a little more Bondo 
than it had in the past, and a little less paint. On the rear bumper, in the midst of all of 
the wretched right-wing political bumper stickers, was a big plain omega on a black 
background.  

  
That, that was new.  

  
His parents hopped out of the cab and circled around to the back. His dad, Chuck, got a 
suitcase from the back. His mom, Kim, picked up a shopping bag. No, there were two… 
no, three. Four?  

  
Elliot peered over Greg’s shoulder. “Do your parents think we just don’t have stores in 
Brooklyn?”  

  
“I have no idea.” Greg stared for a moment, and then he sprang into action.  

  
“Mom! Dad! Thank you so much for coming!” He hurried down the stairs to help his 
mother with at least some of her bags. “It’s so good to see you!” He hugged Kim and 
took some of the shopping bags, which seemed to contain groceries. 



  
She looked up at him and blushed. “I saw a thing about food deserts on MSNBC,” she 
told him, and then she stood up straighter and glared at Chuck. “What? Have you seen 
a grocery store around here?”  

  
Chuck rolled his eyes and huffed, but a little smile played around his lips. “This your 
house here?” He gestured at the townhouse.”  

  
“It is. Come on in. We’ve got your room all set up, it’s going to be great.” He led them 
back into the house. “Watch your step, the stairs can be icy and they’re steep. There we 
go.” They stepped into the house. “Awesome. Here, let me show you upstairs so you 
can get settled in.”  

  
“I’ll show them up, I’ve got to put Deirdre down anyway.” Elliot headed up the stairs 
before Greg could stop him. Greg relaxed and looked at at Alessia. “So far, so good,” he 
told her. 

  
She put both hands on the sides of his face and rubbed her nose against his. This was 
a favorite activity, and usually made her cackle wildly. Today was no different, and Greg 
found himself breathing more easily just at the sound.  

  
Ryan showed up a little while later, with flowers and wine. “How’s it going?” he 
whispered, and dropped a kiss on his and Alessia’s foreheads. “Where are the girls?”  

  
“They’re upstairs. They were working on a Super Secret project.” Greg grinned. “I have 
no idea what it was, but I heard lots of little feet heading back and forth to the guest 
room.”  

  
“I hope it’s well received.” Ryan winced. “How are they?”  

  
“They brought food.”  

  
“I see.” Ryan tried to stifle a laugh. “They’ve never heard of food delivery.”  

  
“To be fair, most of Syracuse hasn’t gentrified yet.” Greg grinned. “Let’s see how this 
goes.”  

  
Kim and Chuck came back downstairs a few minutes later. “Those two little girls made 
such a nice surprise for us!” Kim gushed, with a wide smile. “I have to say, they’re just 
lovely.” She turned to Ryan. “You must be our son-in-law, Ryan.”  

  
“That’s me, ma’am.” Ryan shook her hand. “I’m pleased to meet you.”  

  
“Well we’re pleased to meet you too. Are those little girls yours? From a previous 
relationship I mean?” Her smile didn’t falter, but her right eye twitched. She knew Elliot 
had just brought her upstairs, damn it.  



  
Ryan took pity on her. “They’re my nieces. My brother and his daughters live with us. 
Alessia is my only child so far.”  

  
That so far did things to Greg. It made him warm in ways that were out of place for 
February, and ways that just didn’t work when he was in a room with his parents. He 
knew it was on purpose, too, because Ryan put a hand on his back.  

  
“Ah. Well, that’s nice.” Kim relaxed. “Did you hear that, Chuck? They’re his nieces. They 
just seem to really like Greg.”  

  
Greg’s face got hot, a different kind of hot. He was more familiar with this kind of heat in 
the context of his parents. “Why don’t we all sit down. Can I get anyone anything?”  

  
“I brought some beer from home.” They might have been the most words Chuck had 
spoken all evening. “It’s a new brewery that opened up on the West Side. I know you’re 
not a drinker, Greg.”  

  
Greg shrugged. “I’ll try some.” He hadn’t liked his dad’s beer when he’d been a kid, but 
he tended to like a craft beer every now and then now. He moved to get some, but let 
Ryan take Alessia out of his arms first.  

  
He came back with beers for himself, Ryan, Elliot, and Chuck. He went back to get a 
rosé for Kim, because if her tastes had changed that much over the years she’d have 
said something. Then he sat back down and forced a little smile. “So. How was your 
drive?”  

  
Kim smiled again, nervously. “How do you people live around here, with all the traffic? It 
has to drive you insane.”  

  
Ryan laughed. “I hope to get up to Syracuse someday. Today was a low traffic day, 
according to the news. I guess the short answer is you learn to plan around it, like lake 
effect snow.”  

  
“He’s got you there.” Chuck grinned at Kim and took a swig from his beer. “So. 
Brooklyn. You graduated early?”  

  
“Yeah.” Greg leaned into Ryan, unconsciously. “I could have stretched it out, took a few 
more language classes, but Alessia was on the way so I went ahead and graduated 
early.”  

  
Chuck’s face darkened, and he looked away. Kim didn’t stay silent. “You went through 
all that to go away to college, and be better than us, and then you threw it all away to 
have a baby?”  

  



Ryan frowned at her. “Okay, first of all, he graduated with honors in three years instead 
of four. So he didn’t throw anything away. He outperformed the others in his age group 
while working at least fifty hours a week. Second, he didn’t go looking to have a baby. 
But it did happen, and we do love her. I’ve never met anyone who was better able to 
cope with the unexpected than Greg, okay? He gets a setback, he looks at it for a 
minute, and he figures out how to make it work for him. That’s just how he does it. Now 
he’s a college graduate, looking at grad school, with a great job as a translator at the 
hospital and volunteering at the domestic violence shelter to boot.”  

  
Kim sniffed, but Chuck gave Ryan a measuring look. “You know,” Chuck said slowly, 
“When that old priest fella called me from the hospital, it didn’t make much sense at first. 
It took a couple tries to find someone who could translate right. But we finally got that 
Greg had saved someone’s life, and he was engaged to a wonderful man, and we 
should call and be happy for him.  

  
“It was hard. It was a lot of water under the bridge, and neither one of us are phone 
people. What are we going to say, ‘Sorry we fought and now you’re in the hospital? 
Oops, you can’t talk. Bye then!’”  

  
Greg snorted. His dad had a sharp sense of humor sometimes.  

  
“But I was worried. There was a hospital and everything, and I thought the worst. We 
didn’t know any couples, alpha and omega couples. And we’re kind of set in our ways.  

  
“So we learned. And we called up some local support groups, and we learned some 
more.” He gave Kim a look. “Some more than others. Ryan, you seem like a solid guy. I 
don’t get this whole grad school thing. I don’t see why he needs that when he’d have 
been just fine at HVAC if he’d just put his mind to it. But if it makes him happy, then I 
have to be okay with it. It sounds like something he’s probably good at.  

  
“And I think… I think you’re good for him. I can see you make him happy. You’ve 
definitely given him the most beautiful baby in the whole world. Your nieces went out of 
their way to make sure we felt welcome. So maybe we can all relax, have some dinner, 
and catch up on everything we’ve missed?”  

  
Greg gaped. He thought his mother would be more accepting, but his dad was the one 
who’d come through. “Thanks, Dad.”  

  
“Now let me hold my grand baby. She’s adorable.”  

  
Greg smiled and passed her over to Chuck. Chuck and Kim peered down at Alessia, 
who blew them a raspberry.  

  
The family wasn’t exactly reunited, but it was a start. Greg had done more with less. 


