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Chapter 1

 






It was December and the snow was falling lightly. The fairy
lights that Alice had strung up on the trees surrounding the house
in preparation for Christmas softly illuminated the white
wonderland in a myriad of colours.

Harry gazed out the window at the falling snow, his bright eyes
dimmed of the joy of pregnancy in a reflection of his sombre mood.
Their baby was due in less than a month, and he and Edward hadn't
even begun discussing names. Although it was partially Harry's
fault, as he fled every single time the slightest mention of baby
names was brought up. He had only one name in mind and he was
terrified at how Edward might react to it. Besides, just how do you
tell your other half that your want to name his son after another
man? A man that was your best friend and at times, your lover?

He sighed lightly, dragging his eyes up to meet golden eyes.
"Hello, Edward." Cold arms were wrapped gently around his waist,
equally cold hands coming to rest on his extended belly. Harry
placed his own hands onto that of his husband's. Edward kissed the
unruly mop of black hair as he rubbed slow circles on the younger
man's stomach.

"Penny for your thoughts?"

Harry entwined his fingers with the marble ones as he let out
another sigh, this one wistful and nostalgic. "Draco and I
used to talk about this moment. He would always say
that I would be preggers and fat and he would be there to
laugh at me. The bastard. He said that he'd be godfather,
of course, and he'd teach the little gremlin how to be a true
Malfoy." Harry's lips twitched into a small smile, but it faltered
and his voice trembled. "He was always so sure that he'd be there.
Here. But now he's not." He closed his eyes as tears slid slowly
down his cheeks. "He's not and it's all because the slick bastard
went and got himself blown up for me."

Squeezing his eyes closed, he turned and buried his head into
Edward's chest, harsh sobs wrenching themselves from his lips.
Edward's heart clenched at the sound, as he held him close. Slowly
the sobs quieted, until he was sniffling miserably. Watery green
eyes looked up from under messy raven hair. "I'm sorry, I didn't
mean to just break down on you like that."

Edward cupped the younger man's cheek with a hand, his thumb
gently tracing along high cheekbones before sliding down the bridge
of a dainty nose. He placed his hands once more onto the swollen
belly of his mate, caressing gently. "Your daddy's talking like
we're not madly in love with him and would do anything, be anything
for him, little man." He mock whispered. "Do you remember what I
told you to do when your daddy talks nonsense like that?"

Harry yelped suddenly and his hands flew to his stomach. "He
kicked me!"

Edward gently pushed Harry's hands to the side and rubbed the
spot soothingly, a smug grin on his face. "Good job, Drake."

Harry froze. He swallowed, his voice shaky as his eyes searched
for golden. "Ed-Edward… ?"

Edward's expression as he gazed at the raven's belly was
impossibly innocent. "Hmm?"

"Y-you called… "

"Ah, yes, the little man and I had a talk a while back about his
name." Edward said casually. "He was quite enamoured with 'Drake
Pera', but he wasn't sure if you'd like it too. He said something
about wanting to be named after his Uncle Draco."

"Uncle D-Draco?"

"Pera means classy and elegant in Spanish." Edward
said as his eyes finally met emerald greens, clasping Harry's hands
in his. "Drake Pera Cullen." Edward said softly.

Green eyes slowly filled with tears before Harry launched
himself forward to cling tightly onto Edward. "Thank
you, thank you Edward."

Edward rubbed Harry's back soothingly, one hand returning to
rest on his husband's pregnant belly. "I think he likes it, little
man. I think he likes it."


















Chapter 2

 






Less than three weeks after what Harry had termed The Name
Fiasco, he went into labour.

Pale hands run agitatedly through tousled bronze hair once more.
Edward paced furiously along the small stretch of hospital
corridoor, his eyes flicking towards and away from the closed
double doors faster than the human eye could follow. He felt a wave
of calm brush against his mind gently, soothing his tense muscles
and intense frown. He spun around furiously as he locked
eyes onto Jasper's similar golden ones. "No." A smile curled
the lips of the normally somber vampire.

"Let me calm you Edward, you're radiating more anxiety than the
whole ward combined. And that's saying something, considering it's
a maternity ward."

"No." Edward bit out shortly.

Puzzlement filled the former Civil War foot soldier's features.
"Why are you so opposed to it?"

"One day he's going to ask how I was today. What on Earth am I
say supposed to say to my son? Sorry kiddo, Uncle
Jasper had me on such a buzz that I was a
practically a gooey mess on the floor as you were being born. Hell,
I was so calm I might as well have been high on Adderall!" Edward
shouted, throwing his hands up into the air.

Jasper couldn't help it; he laughed. Edward spun around with his
hands in his hair and tugged, growling sporadically. The doors
opened and the Harry's Healer walked out. Medi-Witch Madame
Pomphrey smiled. "They're ready to see you now." Edward was
instantly in the room, leaving Jasper and Poppy to chuckle quietly
before following him.

Edward approached the bed silently, where his husband and mate
was lying, a small bundle in his arms and a content smile on his
face. "Harry." He called quietly. Emerald eyes looked up at him and
his heart skipped a beat at the sheer joy he saw in them. He let
out the breath he didn't realise he was holding. Harry was
safe. He's so beautiful, Edward thought as his golden
eyes traced the younger man's chiseled features, and he's
mine.

Harry smiled. "Come here, Daddy, he's been waiting for you."
Edward stepped closer and arranged his arms awkwardly to allow the
raven to place the blue bundle into his arms. He hesitantly drew
the bundle to himself as he gazed down at the cherubic face that
was a near carbon copy of Harry's own. Edward gently traced a
finger down a warm cheek in wonder, he's so fragile, so
small, watching as dark eyelashes fluttered before opening to
reveal vibrant greens, Harry's eyes. Green eyes fluttered closed
again as the baby turned his head to lean into his daddy's hand.
Edward smiled softly. "Drake Pera Cullen."

"I know everyone probably says this, but we made one
good-looking baby." Harry said with a wide grin, his expression one
of content.

Edward laughed. Everything was going to be perfect.
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