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Five alphas.

One omega.

The fate of their pack is in their hands.

But what about the fate of their hearts?

When Ray presents as an omega instead of an alpha, his life changes forever. As a male omega, he's expected to mate with a select group of alphas and start a pack of his own. 

The five men selected for him are as different as they are keen. And one of them is his best friend, Josh, who Ray was sure could never return his feelings. But now they all must deal with the mating instinct that the power of the Moon brings out in them; and after that... Ray will have bigger problems than a crush. 

Can Ray become the submissive omega his pack needs him to be? Will the alphas understand how hard it is for him, or demand more than he can give?

If you enjoy dark romance, you'll love N.J. Lysk's Omega For The Pack.

Group sex, mating instincts, knotting, biting, breeding, and a healthy dose of angst!
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Audiobooks read by Gary Furlong.

Midnight Encounters*

1) Omega for the Pack (also in audiobook format)

2) Simpler than Most*

3) Alpha for the Pack (cut scene*)

4) Protectors of the Pack

5) Beloved of the Pack (Shock Therapy*)

6) Betas Aside

7) Around the Hearth

* = Interludes/extras free for newsletter subscribers, get them here!
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RAY STEPPED FORWARD and bowed. He didn't raise his gaze from the floor and he kept still. His heart was racing, but at least he could appear calm. Not that he could hide his scent, of course. Every alpha in the meeting hall knew he was scared, and he could smell them in turn: eager and hungry. For him. Because he was an omega and he was ready to mate. 

“Raymond,” his uncle said, almost gently. Only then did Ray look up. Only for a second, not long enough to decipher his expression. He couldn’t have taken the pity, not then. He focused his gaze on the side of the stubbled cheek of the First Alpha of his pack. The man who controlled his life now. He had to show respect, show he was paying attention when an alpha spoke to him. “It's true. You've come into your own.”

It was just about the politest way of putting what was happening to Ray's body: The changes had just started that would turn him from a beta—all children were betas—into an omega. From a boy into... no, he'd never be a man now, omega males weren't men. In the old days, werewolves just used the animal term for them: bitches. But of course nobody would say that in public now. Now they were omegas, or breeding males—mates for the alphas who took them or the pack that formed around them. Whatever you called people like Ray, one thing was true: They were rare. Most werewolves were born of females of the species.  

At eighteen, Ray had heard of less than half a dozen adult male omegas. One of them had had a mate, but the rest... well, Ray knew what alphas said: It was such a waste to let a fully grown man go to waste by breeding for a single alpha. That wasn't what male breeders were meant for, they argued; they were born strong and big so a new pack could form around them. Ray shivered, aware of the heavy gazes on him, aware that he was all of 6′2″ and broader at the shoulders than men older than him. It had always been an advantage to him before, keeping other wolves—notoriously rowdy—from challenging him, but size wasn't an advantage to an omega male.  

“I have decided to grant the request for a new pack,” his uncle announced. Ray’s stomach dropped. He was fully dressed—jeans and two shirts and his parka on top—but he suddenly felt chilled to the bone, and he had to lock his knees to keep himself upright. He had been hoping, he realised. Stupidly, he'd thought... But of course it didn't matter that his uncle was first alpha of their pack; he couldn't give a healthy male omega to a single mate—no matter how much he might have wanted to protect him.  

In a pack as large as theirs, a split had become inevitable. Many would argue Ray's new status was a direct result of the need for an omega to form a new pack. Once upon a time, when he’d been sure he’d come out of childhood an alpha, Ray had thought of forming a new pack himself. He'd never thought of what an omega might feel at the prospect. As far as he'd been told, omegas in heat needed an alpha to breed with or they would go out of their mind with lust. 

But he wasn't in heat, not yet, and arousal was the furthest thing from his mind as he felt the crowd around him stir impatiently, like predators about to jump their prey. His uncle didn't speak the names of the alphas he'd chosen. They must have already known. Ray kept his gaze focused on the wall behind his uncle’s left shoulder. It wasn’t because he thought he'd be reprimanded if he looked away; he was just too terrified of finding who they were. The men who would get him. 

Omegas’ mates were traditionally chosen by their parents, not the first alpha. An omega’s parents didn’t have to listen, of course, but most parents would still ask. But Ray's dad had passed away when he was little, and his uncle had looked after Ray and his mum and his siblings since then. It was only right that he would choose for Ray now, his mum—herself an omega—had said. She was sure he would make a better choice than she could. Maybe she'd known there was no way Ray would get a single mate. Maybe she hadn't wanted to be the one to choose this for him.  

There was a hand on his elbow, barely cupping the delicate bone there. Ray startled like he'd been hit. The owner of the hand reached out and caught his shirt, bunching it up and bringing him close again. Ray froze, the scent of alpha filling his nostrils—and even though he knew what was going to happen, it just loosened something in him. An omega wolf knew it was safe with an alpha because an alpha would do anything to keep them. And then Ray's shell-shocked brain finally processed the rest of the scent and his head snapped up. He couldn't help it.  

Because this wasn't a stranger: It was Ray's best friend.  

There was a noise like a whimper as their eyes met: Josh's hazel brown as always, but without a hint of his usual good humour. There was just warmth there. Concern. Ray's face felt like it was going to combust, and the sheer humiliating knowledge of what he must smell like to Josh now was like a weight he could barely stand. Josh wasn't touching his skin, and he already felt too hot, burning with both terror and... Lowering his head felt like tearing something, his eyes stinging as he pulled his gaze away from his friend's. No, not his friend. Not anymore. Because Josh being allowed to touch him here and now could only mean one thing: He was going to be Ray's alpha. 

“Hey,” Josh said softly, like they were alone. Except he'd never spoken to Ray in that tone before. He'd always teased and dared, never... Ray's fear was rapidly leaving him and now all he could feel was anger. He'd thought Josh was his friend, but why would a friend ask for this? “Don't freak out,” Josh went on, so strangely careful—like he didn't know Ray anymore, like he thought now that Ray was an omega, he couldn't handle things. “I've got your back.” 

And with that, Ray yanked himself violently away, taking a step back and baring his teeth. Josh's eyes widened in surprise and alarm, but he wasn't angry. Before, he'd have responded to such overt hostility with the same, but of course an alpha wouldn't attack an omega. He wasn't worth fighting anymore, just fighting over. He glanced around and found the faces of the other alphas who'd stepped forward. They weren't as close as Josh, but they were surrounding him and the wolf got confused for a second.  

Until very recently, the only reason alphas would have surrounded him like this was to attack him. In a flash, Ray was transforming. His clothes were left in a heap as he turned tail and ran.  

He didn't know if any of the alphas in the room tried to stop him, but they didn't succeed. 

*** 
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OF COURSE IT WAS JOSH who found him, naked and huddling in a cave where they'd played as children. Ray had felt his presence, but the cave didn't have another exit and there was nowhere else for him to go, anyway. Packs weren't just blood, but loyalty and protection, and a lone wolf didn't live long. 

He heard a rustling sound but only understood it when Josh announced, “I've left your clothes.” 

Then he heard his friend step away. So he was allowed to get dressed before he had to come and face the music. He hesitated a moment longer: When he put on those clothes, he'd have no excuse to stay in the cave anymore. The chase would be over, and he'd be caught. 

But then he realised that every second he took, he was proving them right, proving an omega was afraid. He didn't like the cards he'd drawn, but that didn't mean he couldn't face it. He couldn't choose. He couldn't walk away. Fine. But he wasn't going to quiver and cringe like a limpet. It didn't matter what they did to him, they couldn't change who he was.  

And Raymond Halley might not be an alpha, but he wasn't a coward. 

When he emerged, Josh turned clumsily in his direction. Ray saw him swallow thickly. They hadn't seen each other at all since before Ray had presented. Ray didn’t know what he had expected, but Josh looked the same: tanned skin over thick muscle, luminous hazel eyes, his lips curved on the cusp of a smile even though there was nothing happy about his expression. But he was looking at Ray in a completely new way—half like he was afraid of him, half like he was afraid of startling him again. Josh, who’d delighted in scaring the crap out of him after every horror movie and in every haunted house. Ray wondered if he could punch an alpha, as long as it wasn’t his alpha yet. Yet... He had to exhale and look away for a moment to collect his thoughts. 

Josh was only a little taller than Ray, so little the only way to tell was if they stood back to back, not that he'd ever stopped ribbing Ray about it before. Now he'd think...  

“Ray,“ his friend said. He was flushed enough to be visible, even in the twilight. “Your uncle told me, and I wanted to help,” Josh explained. “I promise. I just want to help.“ 

Ray snorted, bitter and hurt, and turned away for a moment to gather the strength to speak. It was harder now. His wolf knew it was in front of an alpha, it wanted to submit. “I'm sure that's all you want.” 

“It's all I want,” Josh insisted, and it rang true, heart steady, breathing agitated but even. “And if I want something else later, it will only be to help you.” 

Ray almost laughed. It would not have been a happy sound, and he was so full of anger and indignation that he didn’t dare let any of it out for fear of what else might escape. “So you're doing me a favour,” he finally said. This time he didn't even try to look at Josh. He couldn't fight his wolf and himself at the same time. 

“I'm doing what I have to do to keep you safe,” Josh replied. 

“Safe?” he repeated. “Did you hear what my uncle said?”  

“You know you will be safe. No alpha would ever harm you.” 

“Then why? Why you? Why—” 

“Because I know you, Ray, and I know what you want. And I can keep it all from overwhelming you. What you have to do... it doesn't have to be your whole life.” 

And that was when the wolf lost the battle: Ray threw himself at Josh. He got him in the gut, hard enough to leave him whizzing, and almost hit him again before he realised that Josh wasn’t fighting back.  

“Hit me,” he demanded, shaking Josh hard enough to make his teeth rattle. It wasn't the first fistfight they'd got into with each other, and it wouldn't be the last. They would never really hurt each other, of course. That was part of the appeal, they could let loose with someone strong enough to take it. 

“I can’t!” Josh panted, trying to push him away, but not hard enough to succeed. 

“What the fuck do you mean you can’t?” Ray spit out, pushing him in turn, hard enough to tumble him to the ground. 

Josh looked up at him, not attempting to get to his feet. “That fucking hurt, Raymond, but I couldn’t... I can’t.”  

“You said you wanted to help,” Ray reminded him. Slowly enough not to startle, Josh got to his knees, then his feet until he was looking Ray in the eye again. 

“I need... I’ve just lost everything. I can't...” 

Josh took a decisive step forward and pulled until Ray was stumbling into his arms. It was only the familiar roughness of the gesture that kept Ray from pushing him away.  

“No, you fucking haven’t,” Josh said indignantly. “You have me.” 

Ray shook in his arms, with fury, or loss, or desperation. “But the others...” 

“They’re good guys, Ray. Your uncle consulted with me. They’re all guys you know; guys we can trust.” 

Ray thumped his head against Josh’s collarbone. “How can there be good guys for this?” 

He felt so lost, untethered from reality as he knew it, with only Josh to keep him grounded. Except this wasn’t Ray’s best friend, the guy who had his back and knew all his embarrassing teenage stories. This guy, smelling unmistakably of alpha, was going to fuck Ray. Not just that, he’d watch as the rest of the new pack did as well. And if the stories were true, Ray would be happily spreading his legs for it. He shuddered, and Josh’s arms tightened around him.  

“We need to get back,” he told Ray. He didn’t apologize for it, but he didn’t try to move away. It was such a typical Josh thing to do: remind Ray of his duty, but leave it up to Ray to decide to go through with it. 

Of course they had to go back; they were waiting for him. Had all the alphas been waiting all this time? Ray didn’t think he could face them again. 

“We don’t need to go back to the meeting hall, just... We can get the others, then we can go to the site. It's on the other side of the river,” Josh explained. Like Ray could possibly give a fuck about where he was going to be fucked and mated. He pushed out of Josh’s embrace as roughly as he’d been pulled into it. But the intent wasn’t the same. He could see by Josh’s stricken expression that he knew it too.  

“Let's go,” he decided. There was little enough he would be able to decide from then on. 

*** 
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THERE WERE FOUR MEN lingering outside the meeting hall. That wasn't odd, there was usually someone hanging about there. The odd thing was that nobody else was about, and the meeting couldn’t have ended that long ago. They were being given privacy, Ray guessed. It made him want to scream. They wouldn’t give him a choice, or even tell him in advance, but the alphas got to see him alone? Nobody had even considered how that would feel for Ray: to have to face these men, all at once, knowing he belonged to them. 

Josh stopped right behind him. Despite everything, Ray was glad he was there. 

“Do you remember me?” one of the alphas asked.  

He was leaning against the building, casually displaying the strength of his biceps. His dark eyes and hair made his skin look pale under the lamplights illuminating the baroque front of the town hall, but Ray knew it was a shade darker than his own, as if the product of a constant tan that nobody could have maintained in Northern England. 

Ray did know him. His family had stopped by a few years back and ended up staying. It was one of the many reasons the pack was now too large to be managed. They’d played football together. He was a great forward, fast and versatile; but Ray and Josh’s team had kicked their arse last time they’d faced them anyway. He couldn’t remember his name, he realised, and almost wanted to laugh at the absurdity of it all.  

“Iesu,” his former rival offered, taking a step forward and extending his hand. Ray clasped it in his automatically. And then the name clicked in his mind.  

“Iesuvel.” He'd thought it was a pretty name, and Ray had a good memory for pretty things. He couldn't remember his last name, which really say a lot about how messed up the whole situation was. 

This earned him a smile. Ray wanted to smile back. It could have been normal, except of course the guy was pleased Ray remembered him because...  

Ray turned away, to the right. Suddenly all he wanted was to get this done. He could bear anything as long as he could be alone afterwards, just get a minute to process. And then he raised his eyes and the surprise almost made him stumble.  

“Gabriel,” Ray gasped.  

How had he missed him? Gabriel was even taller than Ray, blond and blue-eyed, and strong enough that it showed even standing in a badly lit street at night. He was Ray’s cousin once removed, and for reasons nobody quite understood he’d never sought a mate despite being at least a decade past presentation. He’d always been kind to Ray when he’d been a kid: taking the time to shoot some ball with the kids at parties, and distracting adults from broken china until they could disappear. 

“Nobody told you about this,” his cousin said then, between gritted teeth. “You smelled so shocked, Ray. If I’d known...” His eyes slid past Ray, glaring at Josh behind him. Ray had never seen Gabriel angry before, nor even heard of it. Gabriel’s response to other people’s irritation tended to be to roll his eyes and suggest a solution. 

But he was way beyond angry now. Of course he was: an alpha’s first instinct towards an omega was to protect. This affected Josh, too, and his usually affable friend snapped at the accusation. “When was I supposed to tell him? He’s been holed up at home since... he presented.” 

Ray was about to try to say something to calm them down—he wasn’t sure what—when someone else saved him the trouble. 

“But the First Alpha is your uncle, isn’t he? He said you were basically his own son. Why wouldn’t he have told you?”  

The speaker was slighter than Ray himself, not a small man by any means—werewolves rarely were—but compactly built and shorter. He stepped back as soon as Ray looked at him, looking startled. He had wolf golden eyes, barely enough brown in them to keep humans from staring and his hair was a dark copper, glinting red in the harsh artificial light. Ray had never seen him before in his life. 

“And why the fuck would I lie about it?” Ray snapped. He had no patience to lose and to have a stranger question intimate family matters was beyond unbearable at this point. 

“Sorry,” the man said softly, raising his hands defensively. “I never said you were lying, just thinking aloud.” Ray scowled at him a moment longer, hoping it’d help him remember where they’d met. He would have believed he was a wolf of his uncle’s pack—he could smell that much even through the overwhelming alpha pheromones—but that was all there was to it. 

“You said I knew them,” he told Josh, not bothering to lower his voice or turn to look at him. 

“Alec is actually on the ‘you can trust’ list,” Josh explained, sounding apologetic. 

“And why would I trust him?” Ray asked, eyes fixed on the golden-eyed stranger. He’d put his hands down and decided to keep his mouth shut. He didn’t seem the macho alpha type who’d want to order an omega around like a servant, but that didn’t mean Ray had any reason to accept him. 

“I vouched for him,” Gabriel offered. Ray was about to ask for more information when the fifth man stepped out of the shadows and spoke. 

“And so did I.” 

Only Josh’s hold on his arm kept Ray from either rushing forward or trying to get away. “What the fuck? Is this some sick joke?” 

He was going to murder Josh for this. In front of him was none other than the only boy in the pack who’d never cared how big Ray was—he would always show up looking for a fight. He was so blindly furious that he couldn’t even speak. 

Not before Sergi did. “This is going to sound pretty stupid,” Sergi told him in a tone devoid of all the usual aggression, “but I’ve had a crush on you for... I don’t know, years.” 

“What?” Ray said, so stunned he actually swayed. His anger hadn’t dissipated completely but he was mostly too confused to hold onto it. 

Sergi's skin was too dark to show his blush in this light, but he looked unhappy and uncomfortable—as one might be when asking one’s rival to bend over. He was so far from the cocky and defiant bully Ray knew; it was hard to believe they were the same person.  

“I know I was a jerk, but I was a kid, and you were... I was freaked out about liking a guy,” he gritted out finally, eyes skittering away. 

Of course it was fine for a male alpha to want a male omega, but the rest of the time... Well, the survival of the pack didn’t allow for indulging one’s ‘inclinations’. Ray had known this all his life and kept his attraction to men quiet while he spent his teenage years exploring the soft curves of girls. Of course, males in general were expected to be straight, but not omegas. Omegas weren’t supposed to care who mounted them when they were in heat; that was why relatives or the pack arranged matings for them at their own convenience. 

“So you treated me like shit,” Ray concluded. 

Sergi raised his eyes to him, glaring for all he was worth. “You were shitty right back.” 

And it wasn’t like Ray could deny that, but he hadn’t signed up to screw Sergi, had he? “And now you thought you’d kill two birds with one stone? Get to fuck me and fuck me over?” 

His old rival recoiled, looking as shocked as if Ray had accused him of murder. “No! I want... Look, it's not like nobody else is interested. Your friend said I could ask, but if you don’t want me...” 

Being offered a choice now was nothing short of cruel; if it existed, why hadn’t anybody asked him before? If he asked his uncle, he’d probably tell him that he had figured Ray wouldn’t care. An unmated omega would need only one thing: an alpha. 

“Funny how nobody thought to ask me that before,” Ray spat anyway. He didn’t deserve this and he didn’t have to pretend otherwise. At least for now, the wolf wasn’t making him show submissiveness to the alphas. 

Sergi might have changed tactics, but he hadn’t lost any of his stubbornness. “Well, I’m asking you now.” 

“We need to take this somewhere private,” Gabriel interrupted, and Ray flinched. 

His cousin sighed. “To talk,” he clarified, looking too sympathetic for Ray’s taste. Sure, he had good reason to freak out, but that didn’t mean he wanted Gabriel’s pity. 

Ray nodded. Gabriel's flat was only a few streets away, in the town proper outside of official pack territory—Gabriel's inexplicable little rebellion. But even closer to the human area, the streets were pretty empty this late at night. Lanchester was a sleepy English town where nothing ever happened—if you didn't count half the population turning into wolves every full moon and running wild in the fields and forests around town. Maybe that's what kept the locals inside this late, some sort of leftover instinct from when humans had known about shifters—before science had told them the truth was impossible. 

Ray had always felt safe in these streets. He'd always known he could get back home where nothing bad could happen to him with his pack to back him up. 

He hadn't counted on needing protection from his pack.  

He shoved his hands in his pockets, and kept his gaze front, trying not to listen to the sounds the five alphas made, or worse, smell their scents. Except for Gabriel in the lead and Josh a step behind him, they were all following quietly, but their presence was impossible to ignore. Maybe it was mating instincts, maybe it was dread. 

Gabriel was twenty-nine and—despite being single—had moved out of his parents’ house long ago. Ray vaguely remembered his uncle’s displeasure at his son’s humanish behaviour. What had made Gabriel change his mind after all these years?

Gabriel led them to his living room, fairly large for a small house, and indicated the mismatched sofas. Ray took an armchair—the last thing he wanted was to risk touching anybody—and kept his gaze away from the others by looking at the furniture while Gabriel rummaged in the kitchen cabinets for something. Back when Gabriel had first moved out, Ray and Josh had expected to be invited to visit, but Gabriel had dismissed the notion as impossible because he’d lived in a studio.

He had moved to this house at some point in the last three years, but he still hadn’t asked. 

The something turned out to be tequila and glasses, which he deposited in a line on the coffee table and filled up with alcohol as efficiently as any bartender. Ray looked up to meet his eyes when Gabriel picked up a glass and offered it to him. He took it and threw it back, the sting of the tequila felt like the only real thing in the world. He wordlessly put his glass out for more. Gabriel poured it for him. He then looked at the other alphas. “Feel free, gentlemen.” 

Josh looked doubtful, but Iesu and Sergi went for the liquid courage without hesitation. Sergi must have known Gabriel well enough to feel confident pouring in his house because he didn't hesitate to refill the glasses. Ray set his tumbler in easy reach and pretended not to notice the hesitant glance Sergi shot his way before filling it a third time. He didn’t like Tequila—or whatever passed as Tequila in the pack, which they had all been warned would send a human to hospital—but he drank anyway.

“I will go first,” Gabriel said. They all turned to look at him. “I'm gay, Ray, and I'm going crazy in this pack. And I always liked you. I would like to offer to be your mate.” 

“Offer?” Ray repeated, putting the glass down so clumsily he almost broke it. “How is it a fucking offer if it's already been signed off by the First Alpha and the council?” 

Gabriel met his eyes from where he was still standing across the room. “I can walk away, if you want me to.” 

Was it a trick? Ray wondered. Of course Gabriel could say what he liked, but in the end he didn't have to do anything. 

“We all agreed,” Josh said quietly from his left. 

Ray took his glass and downed it. “Great, now I get to kick you out if I want, and what? Hope nobody worse comes along?” 

“Thomas asked,” Josh said, apologetically. 

“What?!” Ray spat. “Why would that arsehole...”  

And then he understood: Thomas was an arsehole, but he was a power-hungry arsehole. He probably didn't have much interest in Ray, but Ray was the beginning of a new pack. A pack where a First Alpha would eventually emerge. Ray could see what Josh was saying: there were way worse choices than the men in this room. 

“I like your paintings,” Sergi said, out of the blue. Ray turned his way to find he was looking at his own hands on his lap—not exactly the picture of a domineering alpha—and he spoke quietly, like he was... shy. Sergi, who'd screamed to his face and got into more than one fistfight over the years. “I saw them at school and I tracked you down, but I couldn't... I couldn't tell you. I didn't even know why back then. I thought you were cool and I wanted to be your friend, but I didn't know how, and then I threw that ball at you hoping you'd catch it and we could get talking.” 

It was such a stupid story, but Sergi, for all he was nervous, wasn’t lying. Even without being able to detect whether someone was truthful by the little giveaways of their pulse and tone, Ray knew it. Nobody outside of his art lessons and his family knew he painted. Except apparently the boy who’d passed the ball so hard, he’d given Ray a nosebleed. Ray had never lost the conviction that it had been intentional. Now that he knew he had been both completely right and completely wrong, he didn't know what to say. 

“But what happened?” It was Iesu. Sergi sent a venomous look his way. 

“He gave me a nosebleed,” Ray explained, and Iesu snorted and elbowed Sergi. 

“Is that your thing with people you like?” he teased and Sergi jostled him right back, looking red-faced and... harmless. He was only a little older than Ray himself, not really old enough to be a grown-up. Not old enough to do this. Ray wasn't ready.  

Not that he thought he'd ever be ready for his role in this pack, to become their omega, but he definitely wasn't ready now. 

Iesu turned to Ray. Iesu's dark eyes weren't skittering away from his nervously like Sergi’s had been, and somehow that caught him. “I don't really like the way this pack is run. No offense but...” He shrugged. “It's more like an army than a family. I want something small, like it was when it was just us on our own, when I was a kid.”  

He wasn't talking about Ray at all. But then again, why would he? Why would he choose Ray? Because he played footie well? Iesu gave him a smile then, coy but not quite. And he went right ahead and lightened up his confession. “And I might have lost that match because I was checking you out in those shorts.” 

From someone else, a compliment about his body might have been insulting under the circumstances. After all, alphas were always attracted to omegas—no matter what they looked like. But Iesu had found a way around it: he’d spoken of Ray’s body from before even a hint of the change had taken place. He’d wanted Ray for his own sake, for no other reason than he was a boy in fine shape during a sweaty football match. 

Ray found himself snorting, and aimed a half-hearted glare his way. “You keep telling yourself that if it helps you with the utter humiliation of losing to a team with one player down.” 

He’d liked Iesu, before, but it didn’t change the way his chest felt heavy with dread now at the prospect of what Iesu was asking from him. Ray would have probably taken Iesu up for it if he’d offered, back then. But now— 

A glass clinked heavily on the wooden table, interrupting his thoughts. He looked and saw that Alec was staring straight at him, shoulders back and posture stiff. Ray didn’t even need a nose to see that he was afraid. 

“I know we have never met.” Alec told him. The rest were quiet, they had to be because Alec's voice had gone deep and low. He could only keep his golden eyes on Ray for a moment before he had to look away. “But I've got something to offer: I'm a doctor.” 

Werewolves healed fast, but that brought its own set of problems: bones setting in the wrong position, or wounds that healed before they could be cleaned of gravel. Packs needed doctors, even if all they were trained in was human medicine. And then Ray understood what Alec was too delicate to mention: soon Ray would need a doctor. Because he’d be pregnant, and then he— 

“Tell him why you want to join us,” Gabriel encouraged. Ray was almost grateful for the interruption. He’d take anything over his own thoughts. 

“Well, I...” Alec's gaze was down, but then he looked up and met Ray's eyes straight on. It took him visible effort and with his boyish features and long-lashed eyes, he looked so young then. He couldn’t be, of course, he had to be in his mid-twenties if he’d graduated from university. “I don't like women,” he finally admitted. “I've tried and I can't do it. But my parents aren't going to be patient much longer.” He licked his lips. “I don't know what I can offer, other than to care for you. But you can ask. I’m all out of options, and I don’t want to leave.” 

“I...” Ray started, looking among their feet to avoid their eyes, and he had absolutely no idea what to say. Josh—who had witnessed him blanking in front of teachers all his life—knew it and, just like then, he stepped up.  

“I'm sure nobody expects an answer right away, Ray,” he commented lightly. But he meant it: nobody was going to ask Ray to decide right then and there. “How long does he have before the heat rises?” 

“A day, maybe, it... it depends,” Alec answered, and Ray didn't need to hear the way his voice had thickened to know what he was feeling. He could smell it. The word ‘heat’ had sent every alpha in the room from low-banked arousal to full hardness, and Ray’s own body reacted to that. Except he wasn’t hard. No. He was getting wet.  

Ray's wolf wanted to rumble in satisfaction. Ray wanted the earth to open up and swallow him whole.​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Chapter 2
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NOBODY TRIED TO TALK him out of reading magazines in Gabriel's guest room with the door closed. After an hour or so, Josh brought him dinner without asking him to come to the table first. Despite being half-nauseous with terror, Ray discovered he was also starving. He was surprised by how good the food was, and especially at the inclusion of vegetables. He found his dish was clean before he was satisfied. As if he could read his mind, Josh knocked again with another plate. "Alec says you'll want to keep your strength, if you can manage."

Ray kept his eyes firmly on the plate and nodded in thanks. He couldn't manage anything more. Josh left him to it without another word.

The others must have figured out Josh had a way with him. Or maybe because Josh had recruited them, they felt they had to listen to him when it came to Ray. In any case, it was also he who came to get the plates later. 

Ray was distracted, looking at some cool glasses that let you watch movies in them, and accidentally looked up at his friend, just in time to catch Josh's pupils dilating. He gasped and got his own faceful of alpha pheromones. Ray quickly looked away, dropping the magazine as a shudder ran through his body like an earthquake, leaving him shaky and out of breath. The only thing he wanted was for Josh to leave so he could relieve the unbearable pressure in his trousers. The fallen magazine was disguising his erection from sight—but he was very aware Josh must have been able to smell it anyway.

But Josh just stood there for a long minute before clearing his throat. "Leaving it to the last minute will make it worse because we won't have time to prepare," he explained. He sounded like he was speaking at gunpoint.

Ray shrugged, words were beyond him now. 

"I'll send Alec and Gabriel ahead to find... the place, and then we can go together," Josh continued—so hesitantly that it could have been a question. But it wasn't. They had all offered to leave if he wanted, but it wasn't them Ray had a problem with, and he could not leave himself. With maybe only hours left before heat peaked and left him unable to think at all, let alone make any reasonable decisions, it would be utter idiocy to refuse Josh's efforts and try his luck talking to other candidates.

He didn't think he could take the humiliation of interviewing people who saw fucking him as a free ticket to being alpha of a new pack in prime territory. And if he refused Josh himself, he knew very well he'd never be allowed to spend time with him again. Omegas weren't forbidden from talking to unmated alphas, but they couldn't really be friends. Especially not if that alpha had made it clear he was interested in mating them.

When he'd heard his uncle's words, he'd thought he had lost everything. But you could always lose more.

***
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BY THE TIME THEY MADE it to the clearing, Gabriel and Alec had scouted the territory that was to become theirs; Ray'd gone from overheated to feverish and not even the chilly night was enough to cool him down. Josh had hold of his arm and Ray was leaning on him more than he'd have liked to admit—more for the contact than the support. He was hard in his jeans and dizzy with it. His mind was foggy too, drunk on hormones. 

And the alphas around him weren’t any better: Nobody except Josh was touching him yet, but they didn’t need to for Ray to smell how impatient and eager they were. Their scent made Ray even more desperate for it. He didn't care that Sergi was a bit of a prick, or that he had known Alec for less than half a day, or that Gabriel had probably sung nursery rhymes to him once upon a time. He'd have probably slept with Iesu and Josh before if they'd asked, but he wouldn't have let them lie him down on a blanket like they were doing. He wouldn't have lain there, eyes closed and muscles unwound, as their hands got to his clothes, unlacing and unbuttoning, lifting his hips and making him sit up to pull his shirt off. He wouldn't have nuzzled their hands, trying to keep them touching him because their touch was the only thing that relieved the unbearable heat of his skin.

His knees were lifted and his hole exposed. He was dripping slick already, his body desperate for it. He felt something even hotter nudge between his legs at the place where he felt so empty. Then the cock was going into him, opening him up, slow but still feeling too big for that small space in Ray’s body. Ray’s hips twisted of their accord, trying to adjust, but the alpha didn’t stop. He didn’t slam into Ray, just move slow and steady as if he knew it was the right thing to do until finally Ray felt his pubic hair rubbing ticklishly against his exposed balls. 

He opened his eyes. It was Gabriel. He smiled approvingly and hooked Ray's legs over his own shoulders. "There you go, sweetheart, you're being so good."

Ray blinked heavily at him, unable to process, and Gabriel pulled out and moved back into him. He was huge and it felt like he was dragging Ray's insides with him when he withdrew—inside him, though, the wolf howled with joy. And he was hard, his cock red and dripping against his own stomach, twitching with each speeding thrust. He didn’t know when it went from painful to uncomfortable and from uncomfortable to good. But then it became too much, and Gabriel was hitting just the right angle to set Ray’s insides alight. Ray wanted to touch himself, but his hands wouldn't move where they lay on the thin blanket, fingertips so sensitive he could feel the grass underneath. All he could do was cry out as his cousin rammed into him and set the reaction off again, too much and never enough. He wanted... No, he needed— He glanced around, seeking... 

The others were all watching, two on each side, all of them with visible bulges in their trousers, and Ray could smell them. Smell how much they wanted him, what they would do to him. Gabriel rocked him with an especially powerful thrust of his hips and Ray whined low in his throat, not sure if it hurt because his cousin had broken something in him or because his release was so near and yet he couldn't reach it. Then Gabriel was leaning forward and taking hold of Ray's hair, pulling his head to the side to expose his throat and setting his sharp teeth deep into Ray's skin. The cock inside Ray pulsed and Gabriel was coming, wet and slick into Ray's already slick hole. And just like that, Ray seemed to be free to orgasm himself. It hit him like a freight train, vision exploding with light as his whole body sang with it.

When he was conscious of his body again, it was because his arse was getting fuller still. Gabriel hadn't pulled out and now he was knotting—the head of his cock expanding to keep his seed from leaving the deeper passages of Ray's body. Knotting wasn't necessary but it ensured conception. It also hurt. He tossed his head, whining, unable to find the words to complain. Gabriel rubbed his face, soothing him with whispered endearments when Ray just needed him to pull out. But he couldn't, and he didn't.

When Gabriel did withdraw, the pressure eased as come dripped out of Ray’s hole. The relief was so intense that Ray went easily when he was guided to his hands and knees, arms and legs shaking with the effort of not falling down face-first. Not all of it had had time to come out when they filled him again. He didn't know if it was bigger or he was just sore, but he shivered, involuntarily clenching against the invasion. Then there were arms holding him close against the body on top of him and next to his ear a familiar voice was whispering. "Shh, it's okay, Ray. I got you now. I'm sorry I couldn't go first," Josh was saying. 

Ray froze with the knowledge: Josh was inside him.

He struggled a little more—not with Josh, who he could have shaken, but with his wolf, who was in control during heat—and Josh's hold tightened. 

"Does it hurt?" he whispered and he sounded like he was in pain himself. Ray closed his eyes, giving in, and his wolf surged to the surface, stronger during the full moon than it ever was when Ray was in human shape. His hips wiggled under Josh, around Josh, clenching now with intent because the wolf wanted to be mounted. No, it needed it. Josh let out a choked sound above him and his hips snapped a quick thrust in response. He moaned Ray's name, sounding broken. "Ray, I can't... I need..." He was almost sobbing as he fucked into Ray's body, faster and harder as the heat took hold of him, as instinct led him to fulfil his deepest desires and take the omega that was his.

Later, all Ray remembered the second knotting hadn't hurt as much as the first, and he Josh's gentle hands as he laid him on his back afterwards and took his mouth into a soft kiss Ray didn't have the energy to return. He thought it'd been Sergi next, but he wasn't sure. He let his eyes fall closed even as his legs were lifted once again and then there was the newly familiar feeling of being penetrated, now through the seed of two alphas as well as his own juices. It went in easy, and then it went in again. At some point, he found he wasn't on his back anymore but had his face pressed against the blanket instead—it smelled of sweat and come now, not grass—and his arse was in the air, another cock moving rhythmically inside him. The discomfort of knottings was a vague recollection, the bites nothing but a sting in his hazy state. He closed his eyes as one alpha after another came and used him, again and again as if they’d never be sated.
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​Chapter 3
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GABRIEL WANTED TO KEEP Ray in his house while they built the first house in the new territory. The five alphas of the pack had been freed from their usual work in their current pack to complete the house as soon as possible. Iesu, though, didn't see why Ray couldn't spend some time with each of them instead. Neither Alec nor Sergi had commented yet when Josh interrupted the squabble with more authority than Ray had believed him capable of. 

"I think we should ask Ray what he wants. His mother would probably be happy to see him, for one thing." 

"Yes," Gabriel rapidly agreed. From where he was sprawled on the sofa with the remote, Ray thought he looked genuinely contrite. "Of course. Sorry, Ray," he told him then. "Just..." He licked his lips. "I really want to keep an eye on you, I guess," he explained wryly.

Of course, it was hard to tell what anybody was feeling when you couldn't look them in the eyes, and Ray felt so numb inside he thought he might be unable to recognize emotions. But if there was one thing he wanted, it was to be left alone. And he loved his mother and his siblings, but they would be all over him, concerned and caring and overwhelming.

And she would know. She knew now, of course. Ray had no illusions that the whole pack wasn't aware, but the possibility that she might talk about it... He couldn't bear it. It wasn't her fault; there was nothing she could have done differently once he'd presented omega. But he didn't want her comfort now, her empty promises; not when he now knew the truth of his situation so intimately. 

It hadn't been a lie, he'd wanted them all, hadn't even cared who was taking a turn mounting him, and the knowledge filled him with shame. This was all he was: an animal, full of need and instinct and ready to let any alpha have him. Except not any alpha, not anymore; they hadn't just bred him, they'd bitten him. A mate bite to mark he belonged to them, the marks were bruises in the shapes of their teeth around his neck and back, visible to all and sure to scar.

"I'll stay. You guys should go get the materials," he said, trying for his most reasonable voice. Still, he mostly sounded tired. He saw Josh's shoes take a step closer to him, but then Gabriel's voice was booming out.

"Come on, guys, you heard him. Let's get to work on the new house!" He then proceeded to hustle them out of the house. Before leaving he turned and shouted at Ray, "Keys are by the fruit bowl!" 

Like Ray had any intention of going anywhere. As soon as the sounds of... his pack went away, Ray turned off the TV and pulled the blanket down to cover his face. The fantasy worlds of faraway lives made for a good distraction when the others were around, but now that he was finally alone, he wanted real oblivion.

His memories of that night a week ago when his pack had taken him to their new territory and claimed it by claiming Ray weren't easy to drown out. And any time he remembered, Ray flushed with both shame and remembered desire. There should have been nothing like that. He'd desired men before, but he'd never wanted to be taken. And that was without even thinking about what was happening inside him now... He twisted, trying to get his long frame comfortable on the rather small couch that had probably come with the flat. He buried his face in the cushions, but they smelled of the alphas and there was no way to think of them without thinking about what Ray had let them do to him. It was happening already, even if he could only feel it so faintly he thought he might be imagining it. 

His body was already changing, and it was too late to do anything about it. He wasn’t imagining it: inside him, they were growing.

***
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IT WAS JOSH WHO WOKE him up for dinner, slow and careful. The others were in the house, too, Ray could hear the bustle of cooking and cutlery coming from Gabriel's overpopulated kitchen. But it had taken Josh carefully shaking his shoulder to wake him.

"Whattimeitis?" Ray mumbled, trying to swallow the bad taste off his mouth. 

"Ten," Josh replied. "We got the ground levelled," he added, and Ray nodded. He had lived with builders all his life, but he didn’t really know what half of their conversations were about. They were lucky Gabriel was an expert and could handle a one level building without them needing to pay anybody—either in cash or favours.

"Ray, I..." his friend started. Josh's hand was still on his arm. He could feel the pressure on his arm, but it was like he had to look to actually understand it was happening, as if his skin had refused to alert his brain. "Are you... I mean, do you think you'll be okay? Is there anything I can do to make you be okay?"

You could not have fucked me on the ground with your new pack, Ray thought resentfully. Then he regretted it; once an omega presented there was nothing that could prevent his heat and the longer a heat was left unattended, the more dangerous it became. The omega's body would go into shock in the same way any body did when not provided what it needed. And Josh had been gentle, and he was looking after Ray now, trying to see not just to his physical needs but to still be his friend. It was just that Ray didn't know how. It had been a whole eight days and he still couldn't look at Josh without thinking about the weight of his body, of his... 

And if he managed to forget that, then the way his senses had heightened even further since the heat reminded him of what else Josh had done to him. He shrugged. "I... I just want to be alone."

Josh hesitated, then squeezed his arm. "Okay, dinner will be ready in a minute and then you can hole up in Gabriel's spare room."

Dinner was too loud in the small living room, and Ray felt too warm even though they had left an armchair all for him while they shared the couch and a chair that didn’t seem like it could support anybody’s weight. More than once something almost fell from the coffee table, which was definitely not designed for six people to eat a proper meal on, much less six grown werewolves.

But the alphas didn’t touch Ray, and they didn’t speak directly to him. He could let their voices wash over him, not hearing their words, not even following who was speaking. The wolf was quiet inside him, knowing it was safe surrounded by his alphas, and that was all Ray could ask for.

***
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IT WAS NORMALLY JOSH corralling Ray after dinner to try and get him to take a walk, or talk about his day or generally open up. But the night after that, it was Alec. Ray stared at him in surprise when he asked if Ray would take a walk with him. Ray didn’t want to, of course, but the wolf jumped at the chance of pleasing his alpha. Plus, Alec looked so discomfited to be asking for anything that he had to believe it was important.

He was as nervous as ever, if not more. "Ray, do you... I don't really know what you prefer so I'm going to have to take your word for it."

"Okay," Ray said. It seemed like a safe response when he had no idea what Alec was talking about.

Alec paused and Ray could feel the weight of his gaze on his own face even as he carefully stared into the distance. It was a beautiful night, bright and starry and with a leftover hint of pink among the dark blue. "Do you want me to be direct with you about medical matters?"

"Direct?" Ray echoed. Then hesitated. "What's the other option?"

Alec looked away, licking his lips, then offered, "Analogies."

There was only one reason to ask something like that: it wasn’t good news. But Ray was a ripping-plasters-off kind of guy. 

"Just tell me,” he said. “The sooner I know, the sooner I can decide to jump off a cliff." Alec's pause was long enough to make Ray nervous. "What?" he demanded. "Is it really that bad?"

"No!" Alec assured him. "Um, at least, I hope not."

Ray rolled his eyes at him. He wondered if Alec was always like this or if it was being around an omega that had fried his brain. "Didn't you just say you were gonna be direct?"

"Yes! And I will," Alec said, then his lips kept moving but no words were coming out. Just when Ray was about to snap at him again, he blurted it out, "We are not going to be able to stay away for much longer."

"Stay away?"

"From you. From... your bed."

Ray massaged the bridge of his nose, mostly to hide his face from the other man. "Because you don't have to."

"No!" Alec sounded horrified at the suggestion. "It's the instincts, an alpha needs his claimed omega to smell like him, to... and the..." He swallowed audibly. "...the babies make it worse."

"Worse?" Ray asked when he could swallow past the lump in his throat. The babies. He’d known. Of course he’d known, he’d been in heat and he’d been knotted by five alphas, there had never been any chance that he wasn’t... But it wasn’t the same. He was already feeling sick at the idea, or possibly it was a side effect of the fact itself... and it wouldn't even help keep the alphas happy? "Not better?"

After all, now he had no choice, he couldn't go anywhere, not even if he wanted to. They had planted a part of themselves in him that tied him to them forever. They would take over his body, changing him into something they could use.
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