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Blurb
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School is over. Forever. And Cole is ready for real life to start. His new apprenticeship as a mechanic promises enough money to get a little flat in town, close to his pack but not too close. And who knows what else he could do with that freedom?

But before that, there’s a camping trip to the woods with his best mates, TJ and Ari. TJ has been Cole’s best friend since before school and he’s almost as good getting out of trouble as getting into it. Ari came later, but Cole can’t imagine life without his sharp intelligence and sweet smiles either.

If you are into guys, they don’t make them easier on the eyes than TJ and Ari, but Cole is just fine keeping that to himself. They have meat to grill, some beer, and three nights to say goodbye to their childhood. 

Everything is going great until Cole starts feeling odd. Within a few hours, his whole life is turned upside down: he is an omega. He is in heat. And he is alone in the woods with two alphas.

There is no going back from that night and Cole isn’t sure their friendship can survive what they shared, but one thing is for certain: an omega cannot walk away from his fate.

A happier look at accidental sex story. HFN. M/M/M werewolf alpha/omega/alpha first-time standalone romance.
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Prologue
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It wasn’t the first time they’d done a circle jerk, and Cole didn’t think it’d be the last. It was a laugh, that was all. It was fun and it meant he could tease TJ about how his dick bent left, and Ari about how he had a monster in his pants. He opened his trousers and pulled out his hard cock. It’d joined the party early, but so what? Cole had proven again and again that he could outlast the other two and he preferred to be hard when they did this anyway—it made the slight difference in size between him and TJ unnoticeable. Cole was a grower, nothing to be ashamed of.

And then, as his fingers closed around his girth, he felt the strange dizziness return. It had been coming at him all day. He stumbled a little, almost slipping on the damp grass but not letting go. The side of his hand brushed against his balls, sending another rush through him that had him tightening his grip to stop himself from coming. He glanced down at himself, frowning, and used his other hand to touch his sack. The soft touch felt good enough to make him thrust into his own spit-slick palm, but that wasn’t all; as he pushed forward, he clenched hard, and the sensation that brought almost sent him to his knees. It was like a whole new set of nerve endings right inside him linking straight to his dick.

“Cole?” Ari asked.

“I—” Cole looked up at him, then down at himself again. “It’s just—”

“Have you been jerking off so much you broke it?” TJ quipped from his left.

Cole rolled his eyes at him, then braced his legs and experimentally clenched again. Fuck. It felt good, but why would it...? Almost without thinking, he brought his left hand back and pushed his fingers between his arse cheeks. His gasp seemed to echo up into the treetops all around them, sending a few birds flying in alarm. Cole couldn’t have cared less if he’d caused a stampede. He was wet.

“Cole?” This time TJ sounded alarmed. “What the fuck?”

But Cole didn’t have any attention to spare; he lifted his hand to stare at his fingers. They shone with slickness, transparent but with a scent strong enough to be unmistakable. He was still watching his own hand when Ari stepped forward and took hold of it. His hand encircled Cole’s wrist easily and Cole watched as his friend brought his wet hand to his nose, as if unable to do anything else. He thought the grip should hurt, but all that registered was the way Ari’s touch burned him and the way his cock still throbbed in his hand. 

The next thing he knew, he was on the ground, trousers halfway down his knees and cock still hard. And he was pushing back into the fingers digging into his arse like he was dying for it. Because he was: he needed it now, and he needed it fast, and hard, and endless. He couldn’t wait. He couldn’t... and then he didn’t have to wait anymore because the fingers were taken away and something much bigger was shoved in. He keened low in his throat, desperate but pained. It was too much and not enough all at once, and a part of him was scared too because something was wrong—except that part of him was too far for him to reach, or truly care about. Hands gripped his hips and pulled until Cole got his knees under him and pushed fully into it, until it seemed the cock inside him had reached as deep as it could go.

Until the next thrust, so brutal he could swear his body was being broken open. Except it wasn’t pain, it was anything but pain; it felt so good he could hardly stay still for it. He was being fucked by someone who knew he wouldn’t break and he was allowed no quarter. He had to take it, the great length of it opening him up each time his body tightened up again, forcing him to submit and give everything he had. And Cole loved it. His dick was bouncing under his belly, abandoned but dripping, and Cole wasn’t even thinking about touching himself. All he wanted was for Ari to stay inside, to keep him open and full. He couldn’t stand the emptiness again, not after feeling this... 

Knowing it was Ari made him tense for a moment—they’d been friends forever, and after this... but then it stopped mattering because Ari was giving it to him good, hard and ruthless, and all Cole could do was whimper as his friend’s cock jerked and emptied inside his body. Cole’s own orgasm hit like lightning, unexpected and unexplained. His own dick, untouched, started ejaculating hot come onto the ground.

As the endorphins rushed through his battered brain, Cole grasped for some sense, for words to explain what had just happened. And then he felt Ari withdraw: for a moment, it was just discomfort, and then came the aching emptiness again. 

Cole groaned, clenching on empty air, sore and used and so... He was grateful when he felt a new pair of hands on his buttocks. He squirmed, too desperate to wait for the inevitable and after a moment, he was satisfied: the head of TJ’s cock popped easily past the well-used ring of muscle. There was no stopping it after that. TJ pushed him fully onto the ground, trapping his still-sensitive dick between his body and the grass, and started rutting into him in earnest. Cole moaned under him, face turned to the side so he could breathe, but all his attention on the man on top of him. The alpha. Because Cole was an omega, and this was heat, and this was what alphas did to omegas in heat. This was what omegas were for.
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COLE WOKE UP BECAUSE his feet were cold. He’d never been able to sleep without covering them. For a moment, he was confused, trying to figure out why he’d kicked off his blankets, then he realized there were no blankets, just the hard ground under him. He tensed up, which didn’t help because he tensed right into the legs and arms tangled with his—the naked legs and arms tangled with his. He wasn’t conscious of trying to get away until the arm around his waist tightened with serious strength and he was pulled back to the ground.

It was TJ. 

“It’s okay,” his friend rushed to assure him. As if any words could convince Cole when he was not only naked but also had his best friends’ spunk leaking from his arse.

He was frozen, staring ahead but not seeing TJ anymore, and breathing too hard. And then TJ’s arm was forcefully yanked away and the pressure from his back disappeared. It should have made him feel better to be free, but he couldn’t seem to move. He could hear his friends’ voices, but he couldn’t understand any of the words.

When the hands came back, he almost sobbed with relief. He sagged against TJ’s chest, shaking hard enough that his friend had to make an effort to hold onto him. 

“Shhh,” TJ murmured into his ear. 

TJ was warm, hot even, but Cole couldn’t seem to stop trembling. He was freezing cold and feverish at once—not just his body, but his mind seemed to have been derailed. He couldn’t seem to form any thoughts, much less words. He clung to TJ, needing something, desperate for help he couldn’t ask for. And maybe TJ could read his mind just like always, because he felt Ari pressing close behind him again, cocooning Cole between their bodies. He exhaled, feeling himself relax into their embrace.

He heard himself make a noise; but it was just that, noise. He couldn’t have said what it was he needed even if he had been able to speak—he simply didn’t know. TJ was speaking again and Ari said something too—their voices felt almost as good as their bodies up close. And then Ari was entering him again, just putting his cock in him smooth and easy, hitching his hips until he was fully seated inside Cole’s body. Cole slumped forward, breathing hard but feeling his muscles unwind completely. He couldn’t move back into Ari’s measured pace, but it was okay because he didn’t need to—they were taking care of it. All Cole had to do was rest and let them do it.

After a few minutes of it, Cole’s hearing seemed to clear and he heard TJ’s soft words of encouragement. He raised his eyes from his friend’s chest and met his eyes; the pupil had swallowed all the honey. TJ exhaled a shaky laugh. “You okay?”

Cole’s lips parted to speak but he couldn’t quite manage, so he just watched TJ’s face as Ari held him still and fucked into him. TJ watched him back as if cataloguing every blink, every grimace when Ari went particularly deep. Cole was more than ready, wet with what he now knew were his own juices, but he had not teased Ari for nothing—he felt huge inside. And then TJ was cupping a palm on Cole’s cheek and leaning in to take his mouth into a kiss as filthy as any fucking. Cole moaned into it, opening his mouth for it as happily as he’d spread his legs, and TJ pressed his own body close enough to rub his cock against Cole’s thigh.

Ari increased his pace, as if encouraged by their noises, and soon Cole was getting rolled on top of TJ because Ari needed to fuck him in earnest. If TJ hadn’t held him up, he’d have fallen right on his face—his arms felt weak and loose. As it was, he ended up curled up above him as TJ held him up for Ari to fuck. TJ had braced a knee between Cole’s legs, pressing right against his cock. With each thrust, Ari’s hipbones were slamming against Cole’s arse hard enough to bruise, but it didn’t matter because he was pushing the head of his cock right against what felt like the inside of Cole’s dick. It was so good it hurt, and it hurt so good he couldn’t understand how he hadn’t come all over TJ’s knee. And then Ari whimpered his name and it was all over: his cock twitched and spilled and TJ braced himself as Cole’s arms gave way for good as Ari held him in place by the hips and rutted harder still to get the last pulses of pleasure out of him. It felt like being electrocuted. Cole’s nerves were frayed by the time Ari put himself together enough to pull out and he fell fully into TJ’s arms.

He was too hot, but he didn’t want to pull away from TJ’s embrace, so he stayed there. Ari had blown his brains out and he’d been in shock already. That was the only way he could explain how long it took him to notice TJ’s erection was still pressed against his side. He tensed up and TJ resisted for a moment before letting him retreat. Cole crawled off his lap, eyes on the ground. He only stopped when his foot caught Ari on the side. He stared at TJ in front of him: he’d seen him naked occasionally, of course. They’d gone swimming in the lake and they’d changed in the same changing rooms. And he’d seen TJ hard. 

But he’d never seen both at once. And he’d never seen both at once and known he was the cause. TJ was well muscled—he’d presented alpha months ago and the surge of hormones had helped him bulk up—and his dark skin shone under the moonlight. He’d fucked Cole earlier, but he didn’t look smug about it, or even pleased. He looked afraid. He was watching Cole as warily as one might a dangerous animal, ready to retreat at any sign of violence. Cole watched him back, feeling completely blank. He was not angry, or sad; he just couldn’t understand how they’d gone from a camping trip to this. TJ let Cole watch him a little longer before he rolled to the side and got up.

When he spoke, it was mostly to the ground. “I think our clothes are this way.”

He didn’t walk fast—he had to be hard still—but he didn’t look back.

“Cole?” Ari was at his side, laying on his front on the ground. Maybe he didn’t want Cole to see his massive cock right after he’d shoved it right in Cole’s arse. Not that it mattered, even kneeling on the ground, Cole could still feel it. He shivered. “Did I hurt you?”

Cole tried to think of an answer that made sense. Yes? No? But neither felt quite true. “I’m okay,” he said and only when the words came out was he sure that he could speak again.

He heard Ari move but didn’t look up from the grass. “I didn’t... You were in shock, but... TJ said it would help.”

Cole didn’t say anything. It had helped, and he’d enjoyed it. He also wanted the ground to open up and swallow him whole—Ari’s come was sliding down his thighs. That was not something you came back from. 

“Can you stand?” Ari asked.

Cole pushed his palms to the ground and shoved. His legs reacted on autopilot and he found himself upright, but something about his balance was off because he stumbled as soon as he’d managed. Ari was right there to catch his forearm to keep him from toppling over.

The moment their skin touched, Cole felt steadier. He stood straight easily and when he turned to look at Ari, he didn’t cringe. He nodded and let Ari walk him back to where they’d left their packs without relinquishing his hold. It was the same feeling he’d got when TJ had touched him after he’d started panicking. He was still shocked, still anxious, but... Ari let him go and wrapped him in one of the blankets they’d brought at their parents’ insistence. It didn’t really help; the moment his friend had stopped touching him, it was like being back to the moment when he’d woken up on the ground—disoriented, distressed but not knowing why. It was the contact that made the difference. 

But of course, he couldn’t say it now that Ari had stopped; his throat had closed up again, his mind was full of half formed thoughts he couldn’t finish.

TJ approached and pressed a thermos to his mouth so he could take sip of the hot cocoa inside. “It’s okay,” his friend promised in the same voice he used to talk to his little siblings. “It’s always a shock, the first... just drink this, and then you can go to sleep for a bit.”

Cole took the flask when TJ placed it between his hands. He drank mostly because he was shivering hard enough he thought he’d spill the whole thing on himself if he tried to push the flask away. The cocoa helped some with the cold, but it didn’t really make it easier to think. A part of him had words for what had happened, but he couldn’t seem to bring them forth anywhere he could access them.

They helped him roll into the sleeping bag and closed it around him, rubbing vigorously to warm him up inside. They were speaking, but Cole could barely hear it.

Maybe he was still in shock. Maybe when he woke up, he’d feel like himself again.

Maybe he’d just wake up and realise it had been all a nightmare.

***
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HE BLINKED HIS EYES open to find TJ watching him. A moment later he realised that there was a hand around his wrist, he glanced down to find it was Ari’s lighter skin against his own middle-of-the-scale tan. Cole’s great-grandparents had had one thing in common: they’d been explorers, brave and curious enough to end up halfway across the world. He had half a dozen cousins all over Europe and Asia, and a group of his originally Spanish relatives had even set up a werewolf town in the middle of the Tibetan mountains—prey was scarce, but apparently they had plenty of peace.

Cole wasn’t brave. He’d just remembered where he was and the only thing he wanted was to curl back up under the blankets and go back to sleep.

“Are you...?” TJ started to ask, then changed his mind. “Do you think you can walk?”

Cole swallowed. His head felt stuffed, but he pulled his right arm out of the cocoon of the bag and put down his hand to push himself into a sitting position. Ari, strangely, didn’t let go of his hold. Cole met his eyes. Did they know?

“It’ll help you not to panic,” TJ said from his other side. “If one of us is touching you, it’ll... it’s the instincts, I guess. Like, if we are here, then you are safe?”

He seemed unsure, but even so Cole turned to stare at him. “Safe?”

TJ’s flinch rippled through his features like a slap. He got up and turned away from Cole. “I don’t know much about omegas.”

Omegas, Cole thought, like his mind was grasping for the word’s meaning. Of course he knew what omegas were: carriers. It didn’t matter that Cole was a man; being an omega meant he could carry children. For another man. For an alpha. 

An alpha like Ari or TJ.

And both of them had fucked him, probably more than once if the fuzzy memories from the previous night served him right. Ari must have heard his heart trip because his grip tightened and he jerked Cole closer. 

“Don’t,” he asked Cole, almost pleading. “Just... let’s just go home. We’ll sort it out when we get home.”

Cole nodded, not looking at him. Now that his mind was clearer, he couldn’t understand how he’d met Ari’s eyes moments earlier, after Ari had... He shoved the thought away and looked around himself. “My clothes?”

“TJ?” Ari asked. Their friend was already standing in front of the pile of their supplies. He was carrying some clothes, but they weren’t Cole’s. They hadn’t brought any extra changes, not when the river was right there and they didn’t plan to do anything more tiring than wrestle each other into submission or fight over a particularly good-looking piece of meat.

He offered Cole a shirt. No, not a shirt, an undershirt. Not Cole’s own, but TJ’s. He glanced up at his friend and realised he was only wearing his overshirt—a chequered one TJ normally used as a top layer. Cole wanted to ask what had happened to his own, but the idea of producing words made him nauseous, so he put it on—with some awkwardness because Ari refused to let go. 

“If I stop, you’ll freak,” he warned.

It was insane, and even if they were right about it; what was Ari going to do, become permanently attached to Cole? But he didn’t ask, and he didn’t complain when Ari helped him to his feet and made him stay still while TJ knelt at his feet and put Cole’s shoes on for him like he was a toddler. He thought it should have been humiliating, but either he was too deeply in shock, or Ari’s touch really worked to keep him from feeling. It didn’t matter; it meant he could follow Ari’s lead back to the cluster of houses where their pack lived without losing it.

It was enough.
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They didn’t bother collecting their packs, just took their phones and left for Cole’s house as soon as they all were dressed again. Not that anything was going to get rid of the stench of sex, or hide Cole’s new scent. At that point, it was more a matter of discretion than secrecy.

In the end, what alarmed people into coming outside was the time of day. They’d been expected in the late afternoon at the earliest, if not the following day—after all, they were done with school for good—and they were showing up at the crack of dawn.

There was nobody in the world Cole wanted to see him like this, but seeing his mother—probably back from her morning run—was too much for him. He yanked his hand out of Ari’s loose grip and promptly collapsed to his knees, fighting for breath as if he was drowning and shaking hard enough he couldn’t even manage to lock his jaw so his teeth wouldn’t clatter together.

“Cole!” she called at once and crossed the distance between them like it didn’t exist. She knelt with him, taking hold of his face, but Cole closed his eyes, refusing to look at her, refusing to see... And then a heavy hand curled around the back of his neck and he could breathe again, still ragged, still laborious but no longer impossible. Unfortunately, he could hear her speak now and understand her words. “What happened? How...?”

Cole didn’t answer, and he didn’t look up. Not even the strange calm an alpha’s touch brought him could make up for the darkness of his thoughts. Of course his mum wanted to know why this had happened: almost no male omegas existed. And yet...

“Are you touching him to keep him calm?” Her voice was like ice and only when the response came did Cole realise it was TJ’s hand on him.

“Yeah, it—”

“Very well,” she cut him off. “Come, Cole, we need to get you inside.”

He had been taller than her for a while, but that didn’t matter now; she was solid muscle and forced him to his feet smoothly. TJ’s fingers curled for a moment to keep hold of him—despite the awkward angle, he didn’t let go as they started for the house.

His mum pointed at the sofa. “Sit.” Cole didn’t react, so TJ used his hold to pull him down. Cole sat, and TJ sat next to him, unable to do anything else the way they were connected.

“I just...” TJ started. Cole didn’t look up. “I am going to swap hands; it will only be a second.”

He was as good as his word and Cole’s terror didn’t have time to resurface. Once TJ was holding his wrist, he let himself slump back against the headrest and close his eyes. Not that he could really block out the world that way: his hearing was plenty sharp to tell that Ari was in the room as well and that his mother was rummaging in the kitchen on the other side of the house.

But he’d take it. He’d take anything as long as it meant it was a little quieter, a little less...

Cole opened his eyes when he heard her come back in, mostly because TJ tensed up at his side. She was already measuring half a glass of a reddish liquid. “Drink up.”

Cole did, and, to his surprise, it tasted alcoholic. It wasn’t that his parents were opposed to him drinking, but alcohol didn’t work on werewolves’ accelerated metabolisms. He glanced up in shock before quickly lowering his eyes again, but his mum caught him and explained, “It’s highly concentrated, and it has belladonna in it. It’ll help you settle down.”

He nodded, and drank. It was too sweet, nothing like wine or beer—not that Cole liked the wine or beer his human classmates had shared with him, anyway—and it seemed to clog up his throat. But it was only half a glass and with an effort, he finished it.

He looked up to give the glass back to his mother, and found she’d gone across the room to the phone. Ari took it from him. His red Converses were covered with mud and grass stains. Cole wondered if the drink was going to kick in any minute now, but it was an idle thought. He was worried, intellectually, but he couldn’t seem to attach any feelings to that concern.

And then his mother’s voice cut out. She’d hung up, he realised. Ari’s shoes hastily retreated and TJ straightened by his side. They were afraid, he understood at last. They thought she would blame them for what had happened. Alphas were supposed to protect betas and omegas, after all.

“Doctor Jaswinder will be here shortly,” she said. “TJ, let go of him, but don’t move away.”

TJ let go like Cole had caught fire. Cole was about to comment, but that was quickly forgotten as the tide of emotion he’d been suppressing suddenly rushed to the forefront of his mind. He curled forward, too overwhelmed to even speak. Then his mum was kneeling at his feet and putting a gentle hand on his back. “It’s okay, just let it go through you. It was scary, but it’s over now. Everything will be okay.”

Cole choked at that. It wasn’t true and even in the state he was in, he could hear her heart skip a beat at the lie.

“Oh, dammit, Cole,” she said, realising her mistake. “It will be. I will make it.”

She leaned further in to embrace him fully and he let himself take the comfort, let himself shake in her arms. It wasn’t as bad as it’d been; this time, he could breathe. It was just that he was still royally screwed and he could do nothing about it. There was no coming back from presenting.

He was stuck like this.

He didn’t know where TJ and Ari had gone, or when, but they weren’t around anymore when his mum helped him walk down the corridor into the bathroom. She helped him take off TJ’s undershirt and unlace his shoes as he slumped on the toilet seat. Then she hesitated: he was still shaking badly enough to make buttons a challenge but she probably didn’t feel comfortable unbuttoning his jeans. Cole definitely didn’t want her to, and he was more than half out of his mind.

“Can you do the rest? I will turn around.”

She went and set up the shower, letting the water start to warm up as he struggled with his zip—he was not wearing any underwear—and finally stepped out of his jeans. Her voice was distant when she asked, “Can you get in?”

Cole didn’t think so, but he was damned if he was going to have his mum shower him like he was five. He concentrated on the stall—thank god it wasn’t the bathtub—and took a step closer. He dared a glance at her and realised she was turned toward him, eyes fixed on his face. She probably thought he’d fall, but the idea of how he must reek to her sensitive nose turned his stomach and made him flush with shame. She stepped up, opened the shower door for him and tsked. 

“Come on, get in before it goes cold.”

It was a ridiculous thing to worry about: they had their own tank. Water hadn’t gone cold once in all their lives, not even when they had visitors from other packs filling up the house.

He had to cling to the side of the screen to be able to lift his feet enough to step inside, and the feeling of the water hitting him at once was almost too much for his overworked brain to handle. He froze for a long moment before he thought to put his other palm flat against the tiles that covered the side of the stall to support some of his weight.

“I’ll be back in five,” he heard his mother say behind him, and then the bathroom door opening and closing.

He let the water pound him for long minutes, probably more than five, before he opened his eyes and searched for the multi-coloured bottles. He opened one without looking at what it was—it was hard enough for him to read when his mind was clear—and smelt it instead. Strawberry, his little sister’s favourite. He poured too much into his hand, leaning clumsily against the back wall for support. He closed his eyes again and scrubbed his hair. He didn’t really care about cleanliness but he needed the smell of sex replaced with something else. Anything else.

He gagged at the scent. Lorelai must not have had a proper sense of smell to use this stuff—she definitely cared too much about her shiny mane of dark hair for a 6-year-old. It was cloying as hell and so artificial it tasted like plastic. He couldn’t smell TJ and Ari anymore or... what they had done, but he had to breathe in the vapour deeply to keep back the nausea. He quickly found another bottle and scrubbed up his hair and body again. This time, he forced himself to push his fingers not just through his pubic hair and cock but into the space where most of the scent had concentrated.
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